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The screen on Jeff’s phone glowed in the dim light of his office. He’d told himself the nanny cam was about security, about peace of mind for his son, Matt. The lie tasted stale. His thumb hovered over the app icon, pulse a steady drum against his temple. He tapped it.

The living room materialized in crisp high-definition. Empty. Sunlight streamed across the carpet. He scanned, saw the toy blocks, the blanket folded on the couch. Matt was down for his nap. Victoria was… where?

Movement. She walked into the frame, a vision in a simple white tank top and soft grey leggings. Her dark hair was tied up, a few strands clinging to her neck. She stretched, arms overhead, the fabric pulling taut across her chest. Jeff’s mouth went dry. He watched her pad to the kitchen, pour a glass of water, lean against the counter. Just watching her move was a secret thrill.

Then the front door opened.

A man walked in. Tall, lanky, wearing a delivery uniform. Victoria smiled, a real, wide smile Jeff had never seen. She went to him, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him. Deeply. Hungrily. Jeff’s stomach twisted.

No. Not here.

He watched, frozen, as the man’s hands slid down Victoria’s back, cupping her ass through the thin leggings. She laughed against his mouth, a soundless giggle on Jeff’s silent phone. She took his hand and led him to the couch. The man sat, and Victoria, without a shred of hesitation, sank to her knees between his spread legs.

Jeff’s breath caught. He couldn’t look away.

Her fingers worked his belt, his zipper. She pulled his cock free. Jeff’s own twitched in his slacks, a traitorous response. Victoria leaned forward, her lips parting. She took the head into her mouth, her eyes sliding shut. A soft, pleased sigh escaped the man, his head falling back against the cushions.

Jeff’s grip on the phone tightened. She’s supposed to be watching Matt. The thought was a weak protest, drowned out by the raw, voyeuristic heat flooding his veins. He watched her head bob, slow at first, then with growing purpose. Her hand worked the base in tandem with her mouth. A string of saliva glistened, connecting her lips to his shaft. The man’s hips began to lift, meeting her rhythm.

Then she rose, straddling him. She took off her leggings and panties, kicking them onto the floor. She straddled his lap, guiding him inside her. She sank down with a sharp, visible gasp, her back arching. She rode him, her body a fluid, desperate wave. Her tank top rode up; Jeff could see the muscles of her stomach clench with each descent. Her face was a mask of concentrated pleasure, eyes squeezed shut, lips parted.

The climax hit her suddenly. Her body seized, her head thrown back, mouth open in a silent cry. The man gripped her hips, his own release following, his body shuddering beneath hers.

The screen went dark as Jeff’s thumb smashed the power button. He sat in the sudden silence of his office, the afterimage burned behind his eyes. Fury, hot and sharp, warred with a deep, clawing arousal. She’d betrayed his trust. She’d risked everything. And he was harder than he’d been in months.

The drive home was a blur. His wife, Brittany, was working late. The house was quiet when he entered, the only sound the distant hum of the refrigerator. Victoria was in the kitchen, wiping down the counter. She looked up, her smile polite, professional.

“Jeff. You’re home early.”

“Matt?”

“Sleeping soundly. Had a good afternoon.” Her voice was light. Guiltless.

“Did he.” Jeff’s voice was flat. He dropped his keys on the table with a clatter. “And you? Did you have a good afternoon?”

Her smile faltered. “I… yes. It was fine.”

“Looked more than fine from where I was sitting.” He took a step closer. “The couch looked particularly comfortable.”

All color drained from her face. Her eyes widened, the wipe falling from her hand. “What?”

“The nanny cam, Victoria. I saw everything.”

“Oh, God.” Her hand flew to her mouth. “Jeff, I’m so sorry. It was a mistake, a stupid, one-time thing, he just stopped by—”

“While you were supposed to be caring for my son.” The anger felt good, clean. It almost masked the other thing, the thick, demanding need. “You’re fired. Get your things.”

“Please.” Tears welled in her eyes. She stepped forward, her hand reaching for his arm. “Please, don’t. I need this job. I’m so sorry. I’ll do anything.”

He looked down at her hand on his sleeve. Her touch was warm. “Anything?”

She followed his gaze, then looked up at his face. She saw it. The anger was there, but beneath it, something else pulsed. Her tears stopped. A new understanding flickered in her wet eyes. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Anything.”

The air in the kitchen thickened. Jeff could smell her shampoo, see the rapid beat of her pulse in her throat. The memory of her on her knees, of her body moving, superimposed itself over her pleading expression.

“Follow me,” he said, his voice rough.

He turned and walked toward the master bedroom, not checking to see if she obeyed. He heard the soft pad of her bare feet on the hardwood behind him. He pushed the door open, stepped inside, and turned to face her as she entered, closing the door softly behind her.

The room was dim, the bed neatly made. Brittany’s side. His side.

“You were a bad girl, Victoria,” he said, the words leaving him in a low growl.

She nodded, her eyes locked on his. “I was.”

“Bad girls get punished.”

A shiver ran through her. “Yes.”

“Undress. Now.”

Her fingers went to the hem of her tank top. She pulled it over her head, let it fall. Her breasts were full, tipped with tight, dusky peaks. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her leggings and panties, pushing them down her legs in one motion. She stepped out of them, naked, and stood before him, her arms at her sides. She was utterly breathtaking.

“Come here.”

She walked to him, stopping inches away. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin. He reached out, his hands settling on her hips. Her skin was impossibly soft. He turned her, guiding her until she stood beside the bed. Then he sat on the edge, pulling her across his lap.

Her stomach pressed against his thighs, her ass presented to the open air. He let his hand rest on the curve of one cheek, feeling the warmth, the give of her flesh. He raised his hand and brought it down in a sharp, crisp slap.

The sound cracked in the quiet room. Her body jerked, a gasp escaping her. A pink handprint bloomed on her pale skin.

“You jeopardized my family for a quick fuck,” he said, spanking her again, on the other side. Her flesh jiggled under the impact.

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered, her fingers digging into the comforter.

Smack. “You did it in my house.” Smack. “While my son slept.” Smack. “You have no respect.”

Each strike landed with deliberate force, painting her skin a deeper, hotter pink. Her breaths came in ragged pants, but she didn’t try to escape. She pressed her hips back, subtly, into each blow. A wetness gleamed between her thighs, visible from his angle.

He stopped, his own palm stinging. He ran his hand over the heated skin, feeling the heat, the slight tremor in her muscles. “Get on your knees.”

She slid off his lap, her movements fluid, and knelt on the carpet between his legs. Her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. Her lips were swollen from biting them. He unbuttoned his slacks, freed his cock. It was thick, fully erect, straining upward. Her gaze fixed on it, a flicker of apprehension crossing her face before it was swallowed by pure hunger.

He didn’t guide her head. He just held himself, the tip brushing her parted lips. “Open.”

She did, leaning forward to take him into her mouth. The heat was instantaneous, shocking. Her tongue swirled around the head, tentative. He let her set the pace for a moment, let her get used to his size. Then he placed a hand on the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“You like to suck cock, don’t you?” he murmured, applying gentle pressure.

She made a muffled sound of agreement, her throat working. He pushed forward, slowly, feeling the tight clasp of her lips slide down his shaft. He went deeper, until the head nudged the back of her throat. She gagged, a wet, choking sound, her eyes watering. He held there for a second, feeling the incredible constriction, then pulled back until just the tip remained.

“Again,” he commanded.

He pushed back in, a little faster this time. Her gag reflex triggered again, tears spilling down her cheeks. He established a rhythm, not brutal, but relentless. In, deep, until she choked. Out, almost all the way. In again. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth on him filled the room. Spit dripped from her chin onto his pants. Her hands came up to rest on his thighs, not pushing him away, but gripping for balance.

He watched her face, the tears, the flushed skin, the absolute submission. It was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen. A coil of pleasure tightened low in his gut. He pulled out of her mouth with a slick pop.

“Stand up. Bend over the dresser.”

She rose on unsteady legs, turning to face the large wooden dresser. She bent at the waist, her arms stretched out, her palms flat on the polished surface. Her back arched, presenting her pink, well-spanked ass and the slick, glistening folds of her pussy from behind.

Jeff stood, his cock jutting out. He stepped behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He guided himself to her entrance, the head nudging against her wetness. He didn’t ask. He just pushed.

She was tight, incredibly tight, but so wet he slid in with a single, smooth thrust. A sharp cry tore from her throat, half pain, half overwhelming relief. He buried himself to the hilt, his pelvis pressed against her sore ass. The feeling was exquisite—hot, silken, clenching muscle surrounding him.

He held still for a moment, letting them both feel the full, stretching intrusion. Then he drew back and thrust forward again. Harder.

“Oh god,” Victoria moaned, her head dropping between her shoulders.

He set a punishing pace, each drive of his hips slamming her body against the dresser. The wood creaked in protest. His balls slapped against her with every inward plunge. He could see everything—the way her back muscles corded, the ripple across her ass with each impact, the slick evidence of her arousal coating his shaft with every withdrawal.

One of his hands left her hip and snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit. He pressed the swollen nub, circling it in time with his thrusts.

Her moans escalated, becoming sharp, broken cries. “Jeff… please… I’m…”

“Come for me,” he grunted, his own control fraying. “Come on my cock, you bad girl.”

The command, the rough possession in his voice, shattered her. Her body convulsed around him, a series of violent, clenching spasms that milked his length. Her cry was muffled against her arm, her legs shaking violently.

The sensation of her climax, the intense, rhythmic squeezing, pushed him over the edge. With a final, deep grind, he emptied himself into her, a hot, pulsing release that seemed to drain him completely. He stayed buried inside her, both of them panting, slick with sweat, as the waves subsided.

Slowly, he pulled out. She sagged against the dresser, her body limp. He tucked himself back into his slacks, his movements clumsy. The reality of what they’d done began to seep in, cold around the edges of the fading heat.

“Get dressed,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Brittany will be home soon.”

She pushed herself upright, wincing slightly, and gathered her clothes. She dressed in silence, not looking at him. When she was done, she stood by the door, waiting.

He looked at her, this beautiful, treacherous girl he now held a secret over. The power was intoxicating.

“You’re not fired,” he said. “But from now on, you understand? In this house, you’re mine. No one else. You look at no one else. You touch no one else. Is that clear?”

She met his gaze, her own eyes clear now, resigned, and something else—a spark of the same dark complicity that burned in him. “It’s clear.”

“Good. Now go check on Matt.”

Victoria nodded, her movements stiff as she smoothed her leggings. She paused at the door, her hand on the knob, looking back at the bed where the covers were now a tangled mess—a permanent marker of the shift in their dynamic. Without another word, she slipped out, the soft click of the door sounding like the final turn of a key in a lock.

Jeff stood in the center of the room for a long minute, his heart still hammering a heavy, uneven rhythm against his ribs. He walked to the window, watching the streetlamps flicker to life as the neighborhood transitioned into evening. In a few minutes, Brittany’s car would pull into the driveway. They would have dinner, talk about their day, and maintain the facade of their perfect, upper-middle-class life. But everything had changed.

He moved to the bed and smoothed the comforter, erasing the evidence of Victoria’s presence with practiced, clinical strokes. As he adjusted the pillows, he felt a strange, chilling sense of calm. He had what he wanted. He had control, he had her, and he had a secret that made the mundane reality of his life feel electric. When the front door finally opened and he heard Brittany’s voice calling out a tired greeting, Jeff didn’t feel the guilt he expected. He simply checked his reflection in the mirror, straightened his collar, and went downstairs to greet his wife, already imagining what he would make Victoria do the next time they were alone.

2 - THE BABYSITTER’S FAREWELL
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The air in the house felt different when Marcus and Kelly returned. Quiet. The only light came from the lamp in the living room, casting long shadows. Kelly dropped her purse on the hall table with a sigh that seemed to carry the weight of the entire evening.

“I’m wiped,” she murmured, already heading for the stairs. “I’m going to bed.”

“I’ll settle up with Amanda,” Marcus said, his voice a low rumble in the stillness.

He heard the soft click of their bedroom door upstairs just as Amanda emerged from the kitchen. She held a sleeping Joy against her shoulder, the little girl’s head tucked into the curve of Amanda’s neck. The sight was familiar, comforting.

He’d watched this girl, now a young woman, carry his daughter a hundred times over the years. But tonight, the familiarity had an edge to it. A finality. Next week, Amanda would be packing her life into cardboard boxes and heading off to college, leaving the quiet streets of their neighborhood behind.

“She just went out,” Amanda whispered, her smile soft in the lamplight. She began to carefully transfer Joy to him.

That’s when it happened. Joy, stirring in her sleep, flung a small arm. The half-empty sippy cup of apple juice she still clutched connected with the front of Amanda’s pale yellow sundress. A dark, wet stain bloomed instantly across the thin cotton, right over her stomach.

“Oh, sweetie,” Amanda breathed, more amused than annoyed. She expertly finished handing Joy over. “It’s okay. Let’s get you to bed, juice monster.”

Marcus carried his daughter upstairs, the scent of her baby shampoo a stark contrast to the sudden, sharp tension coiling in his gut. He tucked her in, his movements automatic. Downstairs, he could hear the faint sounds of Amanda cleaning up. When he came back down, she was standing by the couch, looking down at her ruined dress. The wet fabric clung, translucent, outlining the gentle swell of her stomach, the faint shadow of her navel beneath.

“Sorry about that,” he said, his mouth dry.

“It’s just juice.” She looked up, and her eyes held his for a beat too long. “Do you have something I could change into? I don’t want to drive home like this.”

“Of course.” He moved to the hall closet, his pulse a steady, heavy drum in his ears. He pulled out an old, soft grey t-shirt, one he wore for yardwork. He handed it to her.

She took the shirt, her fingers brushing his. “Thanks, Marcus.”

She walked through the kitchen into the downstairs bathroom. This is it. Her last night. She’s leaving. He heard the bathroom door click shut, but not fully. He froze, listening. The door hadn’t latched. A sliver of yellow light cut across the dark hallway floor.

His feet carried him forward without conscious thought. Each step was silent on the carpet. The rational part of his mind screamed to turn around, to go pour a drink, to think of anything else. That part was drowned out by a louder, hungrier current. He stopped just outside the door. The gap was maybe two inches. He could see the edge of the vanity, a towel rack.

Then, movement.

He leaned, just a fraction.

Amanda stood facing the mirror, but her eyes weren’t on her reflection. They were angled down, towards the door. Towards him. Her hands were at the back of her neck, working the clasp of her dress. With a soft snick, it came free. She peeled the wet fabric down her shoulders, letting it fall in a pool at her feet.

She wore simple white cotton underwear and a matching bra. The sight of her, so casually undressed in his home, stole the air from his lungs. Her body was no longer a teenager’s. It was a woman’s—lean lines, gentle curves, skin that looked smooth and warm in the light. She reached behind her back, unhooked the bra, and let it slide down her arms.

Her breasts were full, tipped with pale pink nipples that tightened in the cool air. She gave a small shiver, and her hands came up to cup herself, her thumbs brushing over those tight peaks. A soft sigh escaped her lips. Her gaze flicked again to the door. To the shadow she knew was there.

It was the look that did it. Not just awareness, but intention. It shattered his last pretense of decency.

Amanda pushed the door open.

“You were watching me,” she said, her voice a husky whisper. She wasn’t angry. She didn’t cover herself. She turned to face him fully, her hands dropping to her sides. Her expression was open, vulnerable, and utterly sure.

“I… I didn’t mean to,” Marcus stammered, his face hot. What was he doing?

“I left the door open on purpose,” she admitted, taking a step closer. “I was hoping you’d look.”

The confession hung between them, charged and undeniable. Marcus crossed the small space in one stride. He didn’t speak. He cradled her face in his hands and brought his mouth down on hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a collision of pent-up years, of forbidden glances, of a goodbye that demanded a memory. Her lips were soft but urgent, opening under his, her tongue meeting his with a hot, slick slide. Her hands came up, fisting in his shirt, pulling him closer until their bodies pressed together. The feel of her bare skin against his clothed chest was an electric shock.

Her fingers scrambled for his belt buckle. The metallic clink was loud in the quiet room. She got it open, then the button of his trousers, the zipper a harsh rasp. She pushed the fabric down over his hips, and he kicked free of his pants and boxers. Her small, cool hand wrapped around his cock, already fully hard and throbbing.

“God,” he groaned into her mouth as she began to stroke him.

Her touch was inexperienced but eager, her grip firm. She pumped him, her thumb smearing the bead of moisture that had gathered at the tip. The sensation was blinding, focused entirely on the heat of her hand, the rough pad of her thumb circling his sensitive head. He broke the kiss, breathing ragged, forehead resting against hers. He could see the flush spreading across her chest, the rapid rise and fall of her breasts.

“Amanda,” he managed, a warning and a plea all at once.

She understood. She sank to her knees on the bathroom rug, never breaking eye contact. Her gaze was dark, unwavering. She leaned forward, her breath a warm ghost over his skin before her lips parted and she took him into her mouth.

The heat was exquisite, wet and tight. She enveloped him slowly, her tongue pressing against the underside of his shaft. A low, guttural sound tore from his throat. His hands went to her hair, tangling in the soft strands, not guiding, just holding on. She began to move, her head bobbing, taking him deeper with each pass. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. The dual sensations—the suction of her mouth, the pressure of her hand—drove him to the edge of madness. He watched, mesmerized, as his cock disappeared between her lips, her cheeks hollowing.

“Enough,” he rasped, pulling her up. “Not like this.”

He yanked the oversized t-shirt over her head, tossing it aside. He unhooked her bra, letting it fall. He bent his head, capturing one taut nipple in his mouth. She gasped, her back arching, pushing herself deeper into his mouth. He suckled hard, laving the peak with his tongue, then giving the same fierce attention to the other. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging in.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs. She stepped out of them. She stood naked before him, beautiful and unashamed. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled his senses. He turned her around, facing the mirror over the sink. Her wide, hungry eyes met his in the glass.

“Quiet,” he whispered, his voice rough. “We have to be quiet.”

She nodded, biting her lower lip.

He bent her forward, her palms flat on the cool porcelain of the sink basin. Her back formed a perfect, graceful arch. He knelt behind her, his hands spreading her apart. She was glistening, wet and ready. He leaned in and pressed his mouth to her.

Her whole body jerked. A stifled cry caught in her throat. He licked her, a long, slow stroke from her opening to the tight bud of her clit. She tasted like salt and honey. He circled that sensitive nub with the tip of his tongue, then sucked it gently between his lips. Her hips began to move in tiny, desperate circles against his face. He slid a finger inside her, then two. She was tight, hot, clenching around him. He curled his fingers, finding a rhythm with his tongue—lapping, sucking, penetrating.

Her breathing became ragged, broken by sharp, inhaled gasps she fought to silence. He felt the tension coiling in her thighs, the tremors starting deep inside her. He added a third finger, stretching her, preparing her. Her inner muscles fluttered around his digits.

“Marcus… please,” she begged, the word a strained whisper.

He stood, his knees popping. His cock, slick from her mouth and his own arousal, nudged against her. He positioned himself, the broad head pressing at her entrance. He pushed forward, an inch, then two, breaching her slowly. She was so tight, a hot, velvety vise around him. He sank deeper, until his hips met the curve of her ass. A full, deep joining.

He held there, buried to the hilt, both of them trembling. In the mirror, he saw her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. He began to move.

Withdrawing almost completely, he thrust back in, a smooth, deep stroke. A choked moan escaped her. He set a pace that was relentless but controlled, each drive aiming for the deepest part of her. The only sounds were the soft, wet slap of skin on skin, their harsh, muffled breaths, and the faint creak of the sink cabinet.

He reached around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again. He rubbed tight, quick circles as he fucked her. The combined stimulation broke her. Her internal muscles clenched around him in a series of fierce, rhythmic pulses. She shoved her face into the crook of her arm to smother her cry, her body bowing and shaking under the force of her climax. The feel of her coming, milking his cock, shattered his control.

His thrusts lost their rhythm, becoming frantic, deep, possessive spurts. With a final, grinding push, he emptied himself into her, a hot flood that seemed to go on and on. A raw, guttural groan was torn from him, stifled against her shoulder blade.

They stayed like that for a long moment, joined, panting, dripping with sweat. Reality seeped back in—the silence of the house, the risk, the wrongness and the absolute rightness of it. He pulled out gently. They cleaned up with quick, efficient motions, avoiding each other’s eyes for the first time. He handed her the t-shirt. She pulled it on. He stepped into his pants.

Dressed, the illicit energy in the room shifted to something fragile, tense. She picked up her damp dress and balled it in her hands.

“I should go,” she whispered.

He walked her to the front door. The night air was cool. She turned to him on the porch, the girl-next-door again, but her eyes were a woman’s.

“I’ll miss you,” she said, so softly he almost didn’t hear it. “While I’m away.”

He just nodded, his throat too tight for words.

“I’ll see you,” she continued, a promise in her tone. “When I come back for winter break.”

The promise lingered in the cool night air as she descended the porch steps, the oversized grey shirt fluttering around her thighs. Marcus stood in the doorway, the silhouette of a man who had just crossed a line he could never uncross. He watched her until her taillights disappeared around the corner, leaving him alone with the silence of his house and the heavy, lingering scent of her perfume on his skin.

Back inside, the living room felt like a stage where the play had already ended. He moved through the house with a ghost-like precision, checking the locks and turning off the lamp, his mind replaying the friction of her skin and the desperate, quiet sounds she’d made against the sink. He thought of Kelly sleeping upstairs, oblivious to the fact that the foundation of their domestic life had just shifted an inch to the left.

Next week, Amanda would be hundreds of miles away, sitting in lecture halls and living a life he wouldn’t be a part of. But as he climbed the stairs to join his wife, his hand trailing on the banister, he wasn't thinking about the distance. He was thinking about the calendar—counting the weeks until the first frost, the first snowfall, and the inevitable moment Amanda would pull back into the driveway for winter break, a secret he would be waiting to reclaim.
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The red taillights of the SUV weaved across the center line again. Wayne flicked on his lights, the blue and red cutting through the damp night. His pulse kicked up a notch—routine stop, probably some tourist who’d had one too many at The Rusty Anchor.

The SUV pulled onto the gravel shoulder. Wayne radioed in the plate, his voice flat and professional. He stepped out, the cool air sharp against his skin. His flashlight beam swept over the vehicle as he approached the driver’s side window. It rolled down.

The interior light clicked on.

And there she was.

Diane.

Time didn’t just slow; it fractured. The girl from his teenage fantasies, the one who’d worn cut-off shorts and tank tops that had fueled a thousand lonely nights, was right in front of him. Older now, lines of laughter at her eyes, her hair shorter, darker. But those lips. That smile. She was just as beautiful as he’d remembered.

“Evening, ma’am,” he said, the title feeling absurd on his tongue. “You were swerving back there. License and registration, please.”

“Wayne?” Her voice was huskier than he remembered, laced with surprise and something else. “Little Wayne Miller? Oh my god.”

He kept his face neutral, the cop mask firmly in place. “License and registration, Diane.”

She fumbled in her purse, her movements slightly uncoordinated. The scent hit him as she handed the documents over—gin, sharp and unmistakable, cutting through her perfume.

“You been drinking tonight, Diane?”

“Just a couple at a friend’s. I’m fine, really.” Her eyes pleaded with him, wide and familiar. “It’s so good to see you. Look at you. All grown up and in a uniform.”

He ignored the warmth her words sparked. “I need you to step out of the vehicle, please.”

“Wayne, come on…”

“Step out of the vehicle.” His tone left no room.

She sighed, a soft, defeated sound, and opened the door. He guided her to the edge of the gravel, away from the road. The flashlight beam illuminated her face as he had her follow it with her eyes. Her pupils were slow to react. He had her walk a line. She stumbled on the fourth step, catching herself on the fender of her SUV.

“Diane, I’m going to have to place you under arrest for driving under the influence.”

“No.” The word was a sharp burst. She turned to him, her hand closing over his wrist. Her skin was warm. “Please, Wayne. You can’t. My job… the gossip in this town… it’ll ruin me.” Her thumb stroked the inside of his wrist, a tiny, intimate motion. “Remember? I used to let you stay up late to watch scary movies. We’d share a bowl of popcorn. You’d get scared and sit real close.”

He remembered. He remembered the heat of her body next to his on the couch, the smell of her shampoo. He remembered the aching, desperate crush that had felt like his entire world.

“That was a long time ago,” he said, but his voice had lost its edge.

“It doesn’t feel like it right now.” She moved closer, her body just inches from his. The plea in her eyes shifted, softened into something else. A knowing look. A spark. “You were always such a sweet boy. So handsome, even then. I noticed.”

His breath caught in his chest. This was wrong. This was so profoundly, career-endingly wrong. The body cam was on his chest, a silent witness. His mind screamed at him to step back, to cuff her, to follow procedure.

But his body was frozen. Years of fantasy collided with the reality of her standing there, vulnerable, offering him a way out that wasn’t a way out at all. It was a different path entirely.

She saw the conflict. A slow, sly smile touched her lips. She leaned in, her voice a whisper meant only for him. “Just let me go home, Wayne. We can forget this ever happened.” Her free hand came up, rested lightly on his chest, just below the camera. “Or… we could make a different memory.”

The touch burned through the fabric of his uniform. Every rule, every oath, every shred of sense dissolved in the heat of that single point of contact. With a jerky, decisive movement, he reached up and pressed the button on his body cam. The small red light died.

Her smile widened. Triumphant.

“In the back,” she murmured, already pulling him toward her SUV. “More private.”

He let himself be led, his heart hammering against his ribs. She opened the back passenger door and slid in, pulling him in after her. The door thudded shut, plunging them into near-darkness, lit only by the distant glow of his cruiser’s lights.

Then her hands were on him, one cupping the back of his neck, the other fumbling for his belt. Her mouth found his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, tasting of gin and mint and a deep, frantic need. Her tongue pushed past his lips, and he met it with his own, a groan tearing from his throat. His cop hat tumbled to the floorboard. Her fingers worked his belt buckle open, then the button of his trousers. The zipper came down with a harsh, metallic sound.

She broke the kiss, her eyes gleaming in the dark. “I always wondered,” she breathed, her hand sliding inside his briefs. Her fingers wrapped around him, and his hips jerked forward at the contact. He was already hard, aching.

“Diane…” he managed, but it was a surrender, not a protest.

“Shhh.” She began to stroke him, her grip firm, her thumb swiping over the head of his cock, spreading the moisture that had already gathered there. The sensation was electric, a direct line to every nerve ending.

He kissed her again, deeper, his hands moving over her. He found the hem of her summer dress, pushed it up her thighs. His fingers traced the lace edge of her panties, then slipped beneath. She was wet. Soaking. The hot, slick feel of her made his head spin. He pushed a finger inside her, and she gasped into his mouth, her back arching. Her inner muscles clenched around him, tight and welcoming. He added a second finger, curling them, finding a rhythm that made her moan and grind against his hand.

“God, Wayne,” she panted, her own strokes on his cock becoming faster, messier.

She pushed his hand away and shifted, sliding down the seat until she was kneeling on the floorboard. Before he could process it, she took him into her mouth.

The heat was shocking, exquisite. Her lips stretched around him, her tongue flattening against his shaft as she took him deep. He cried out, his hands tangling in her hair. She looked up at him, her eyes holding his as she sucked, her cheeks hollowing. The wet, rhythmic sounds filled the dark space. He could feel the tension coiling at the base of his spine, a dangerous, gathering storm. He’d wanted this for half his life. The reality was obliterating.

“Stop… I’m gonna…” he gritted out.

She released him with a soft pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his skin. “Not yet,” she said, her voice rough. She stood up in the cramped space, hiked her dress up around her waist, and hooked her thumbs into her panties. She peeled them down her legs, stepping out of them, naked from the waist down. She straddled his lap, her knees on the seat on either side of his hips.

She reached between them, guiding him. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance. She was so hot, so ready. She sank down, taking him inside in one slow, devastating inch.

They both froze, a shared gasp hanging in the air. The fit was perfect, snug, overwhelming. He was buried to the hilt inside her. She felt like heaven. Like sin.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered, her forehead dropping to his shoulder.

Then she began to move.

She rose up, almost letting him slip out, then sank back down, a slow, rolling grind that made him see stars. Her hands gripped his shoulders for leverage. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, helping her find a rhythm. It started slow, deep, each stroke a deliberate claiming. But it quickly spiraled.

Her pace increased. She bounced on his lap, her body slapping against his, the SUV rocking gently with their motion. Her breasts swayed under her dress. He pulled the neckline down, freeing one, and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard. She cried out, her movements becoming frantic, desperate.

“Right there… yes…” she chanted, her breath coming in sharp pants. He could feel her tightening around him, the flutter of her inner muscles signaling her peak. The sight of her, the feel of her, the raw, forbidden thrill of it all pushed him to his own edge.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice a ragged scrape.

“Me too… god yes… Wayne!”

Her climax hit her. Her body seized, a sharp, silent scream on her lips before a long, trembling moan broke free. She clenched around him, a series of rhythmic pulses that milked his cock. It was too much. The sensation tore through his last shred of control.

With a guttural groan, he thrust up into her, holding her hips tight against him as he came. Heat flooded her, pulse after pulse, a deep, emptying release that left him shuddering and breathless.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, fused together, the only sounds their ragged breathing and the faint hum of the cruiser’s engine outside.

Slowly, reality seeped back in. The gravel under the tires. The blue and red lights still flashing. His job, his life, balanced on this single, insane decision.

She lifted her head, her eyes hazy with satisfaction. She kissed him, soft and slow now. “Thank you,” she murmured against his lips.

He helped her off his lap, both of them fumbling to put their clothes back in order. The air in the SUV was thick with the smell of sex and sweat. He found his hat, placed it back on his head, the weight of it feeling alien.

“I’m letting you off with a warning,” he said, his voice strangely calm. “Call your sister. Right now. Have her come get you.”

She nodded, pulling out her phone, her fingers trembling slightly.

Wayne stepped out of the SUV, the cool night air a shock to his system. He walked back to his cruiser on unsteady legs. He got in, drove away, watching her in his rearview mirror, a lone figure by her vehicle, waiting.

He couldn’t believe what he just did.

But deep down, beneath the panic and the fear, a warm, secret thrill hummed. He didn’t regret it. Not for one second.

4 - THE NANNY’S NIGHT OFF
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“You don’t need him.”

The words hung in the quiet living room, sharp as glass. Elena froze, her hand still on the front door’s deadbolt. The scent of rain and cheap cologne clung to her jacket. She turned, her eyes finding David’s in the dim glow of a single floor lamp. He stood by the couch, still in his work slacks and a rumpled button-down, sleeves rolled to his elbows. He looked like he’d been waiting for hours.

“What?” Her voice was a soft exhale.

“Those guys. The boys you go out with.” David took a step forward. The space between them crackled. “You don’t need them.”

Elena’s pulse jumped. She shrugged off her jacket, hanging it on the coat rack. “It was just a date, David. It’s my night off.”

“I know.” Another step. He was close enough now she could see the tension in his jaw, the flecks of gold in his brown eyes. “I know what you do on your nights off. You come home smelling like someone else. You smile at your phone. And it… it eats at me.”

Her breath caught. This was the line, the professional boundary they’d danced around for months, ever since she’d taken the job as his nanny. Midnight snacks in the kitchen. Whispered conversations in the hallway while his twin sons slept upstairs. The easy, domestic rhythm of their days—her making lunches, him fixing the leaky faucet she mentioned. It felt like playing house. A beautiful, dangerous fantasy.

“Why?” she whispered, her heart hammering against her ribs. “Why does it matter?”

“Because it shouldn’t be them.” His voice dropped, rough and low. “It should be me. I’ll give you everything you need. Right here.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He closed the final distance, his hand coming up to cradle her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin, a touch so tender it made her knees weak. She saw the question in his eyes, the raw want, and any protest died in her throat. She’d imagined this, in the quiet dark of her room, listening to the house settle around them.

She leaned into his palm. Yes.

His mouth found hers.

The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was a release, a claiming. Months of suppressed glances and accidental brushes ignited. His lips were firm, insistent. She opened for him, a soft sound escaping as his tongue swept into her mouth. He tasted like coffee and mint and something uniquely David—a warmth that went straight to her core. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer. The wool of his slacks scraped against her thighs through her thin dress.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard, forehead resting against hers. “Elena.”

Her fingers trailed down his chest, over the flat plane of his stomach, to the waistband of his pants. She found the zipper, the metal cool under her fingertips. She tugged it down, the sound obscenely loud in the silent house.

He groaned, a deep, ragged noise, as her hand slipped inside. She found him through the soft cotton of his boxers, already hard and hot. She wrapped her fingers around his length, feeling him jump at her touch. She stroked him, once, twice, learning the shape of him, the silken skin over rigid heat.

“God,” he gasped into her mouth, kissing her again, deeper, messier.

She worked him, her fist moving in a slow, steady rhythm. His hips pushed into her hand, his own hands roaming her back, pulling her flush against him. She could feel every inch of his arousal pressed against her belly. The power of it, of having this man—her employer, the father of the boys she cared for—throbbing in her hand, unhinged her.

She pulled back, her eyes locked on his. Without a word, she sank to her knees on the plush rug.

“Keep going…” His voice was strangled.

She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and slacks, pulling them down just enough to free him. He sprang out, thick and flushed in the low light. She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took the head of his cock into her mouth.

His whole body shuddered. A choked-off curse fell from his lips. His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just holding.

The salt-slick taste of him flooded her senses. She swirled her tongue around the crown, savoring the gasp it pulled from him. Then she took him deeper, her mouth stretching to accommodate his girth. She moved on him, establishing a rhythm—suck, swirl, retreat, repeat. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling the heavy weight gently. His thighs trembled. His breathing turned to ragged pants.

“So good… your mouth is… fuck…” The words were broken, praise and plea woven together.

She hummed around him, the vibration making his hips jerk. His fingers tangled in her hair. The need for silence was a palpable third presence in the room. Every wet sound, every stifled moan, was amplified by the quiet. It made the act feel illicit, stolen, theirs.

He tugged gently on her hair. “Up. Please. I need to touch you.”

She released him with a soft pop, rising on unsteady legs. His eyes were black with desire. His hands went to the straps of her simple black dress, pushing them off her shoulders. The fabric whispered down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood before him in just her lace panties, the cool air pebbling her skin.

“Beautiful,” he breathed. He bent his head, his mouth finding the swell of her breast above her bra. He laved her skin, his tongue hot and wet, before pulling the cup down. Her nipple tightened in the air, and then his mouth was on it, sucking deeply.

A sharp cry tore from her lips. She slapped a hand over her mouth, eyes wide. The kids. David’s eyes met hers, a dark promise in them. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, his teeth grazing the peak just enough to make her legs buckle. He held her up, an arm around her waist, his mouth working magic on her flesh. The dual sensations—the sharp pleasure-pain at her nipple and the firm support of his body—drove her wild.

He straightened, his hands going to her panties. He peeled them down her legs, kneeling to help her step out of them. Now she was bare. He looked his fill, his gaze a physical caress that left her skin burning.

“On the couch,” he ordered, his voice thick.

She moved backwards, the backs of her knees hitting the cushions. She lay back, sinking into the soft leather. He followed, settling between her thighs. He didn’t enter her. Instead, he kissed a trail down her stomach, over the curve of her hip, to the heart of her.

He spread her open with his thumbs. She was exposed, utterly vulnerable. He looked up at her, his breath fanning over her damp curls. “I’ve dreamed of this.”

Then his mouth was on her.

The first touch of his tongue was electric. A jolt shot through her, her back arching off the couch. He licked a slow, firm stripe through her folds, gathering her wetness. He circled her clit, once, twice, then closed his lips around the sensitive bud and sucked.

Elena’s head thrashed against the cushion. She bit down on her own fist to muffle the scream building in her throat. He was relentless. His tongue flicked and pressed, his lips sucked, his stubble scraped deliciously against her inner thighs. He feasted on her, one hand holding her hip down, the other reaching up to pinch and roll a nipple.

The pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in her belly. She was climbing, fast, too fast. “David… I’m going to…”

He drove her higher, his rhythm becoming frantic. The pressure broke. Her climax ripped through her, a silent, convulsing storm. Her body seized, her thighs clamping around his head as waves of pure sensation crashed over her. Stars exploded behind her eyelids. She shook, utterly wrecked, as he gentled his mouth, lapping softly through her tremors.

Before she could come down, he was moving. He pulled her up, turning her so she faced the back of the couch. He guided her to bend over the wide armrest, her hands gripping the leather. The position arched her back, presenting her to him.

She felt the blunt, hot head of his cock nudge against her entrance. He was slick with her arousal and his own. He pushed inside.

The stretch was exquisite. He was big, filling her completely, a perfect, burning fit. He sank in to the hilt with one smooth, powerful thrust.

“Elena,” he ground out, his hands gripping her hips.

He began to move. Short, deep strokes at first, letting her adjust. Then longer, harder. Each thrust drove a gasp from her lips. The couch creaked softly in time with their rhythm. The slap of skin on skin was a muted, secret music.

He leaned over her, his chest pressed to her back, his mouth at her ear. “You feel… incredible. So tight. So wet for me.”

His words stoked the fire anew. She pushed back against him, meeting every drive. The angle was deep, perfect. With every plunge, he brushed a spot inside her that made her see white. A second, sharper orgasm began to build, different from the first, centered on that delicious, internal friction.

“Come for me again,” he growled, his pace turning punishing. “I need to feel you.”

It was all the permission she needed. The coil snapped. Her inner muscles clenched around him in a rapid, pulsing rhythm. A broken, airless sob escaped her as pleasure detonated, radiating out from her core in scorching waves. Her vision blurred.

The sensation of her tightening around him was his undoing. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the root and spilled inside her. Heat flooded her, a final, intimate claim. His body shuddered against hers, his weight pressing her into the couch.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the faint tick of the hallway clock. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her body. He turned her, gathering her into his arms. They collapsed together onto the couch, a tangled, sweaty, sated heap. He pulled a throw blanket over them.

Her head rested on his chest, listening to the frantic beat of his heart gradually slow. His fingers traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder.

“Elena,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. “This isn’t just… tonight. I want more. I want a relationship with you. A real one.”

She tilted her head to look at him. His expression was earnest, open, vulnerable in a way she’d never seen.

“The boys… they already love you. You’re already part of this family. I want to make it official. I want to be a family. With you.”

Her heart swelled, full to bursting. The fantasy was no longer a fantasy. It was a possibility, shining and real. She smiled, a slow, soft curve of her lips. She placed a kiss over his heart.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, David. I want that too.”

He held her tighter, a sigh of pure contentment leaving him. “I can’t wait to start our life.”

5 - SHARING HER HUSBAND WITH THE NANNY
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The silver-and-glass expanse of the penthouse had never felt so narrow. Richard sat at the head of the mahogany dining table, his thumb tracing the rim of a crystal scotch glass, while Carol watched him from the shadows of the kitchen island. They were a couple who had everything—pedigree, a sprawling estate, and a successful architectural firm—but lately, the air between them had grown stagnant, thick with the bored comfort of a decade-long marriage.

Then came Natasha.

She was more than just a live-in nanny for their three-year-old, Danny; she was a sudden, vibrant intrusion. As Natasha moved through the living room to retrieve a stray toy, the silk of her emerald robe fluttered, momentarily revealing the long, tanned line of a thigh. Carol caught the way Richard’s gaze didn’t just linger—it anchored. He didn't look away when Natasha leaned over the sofa, her dark hair cascading like a curtain that shielded her face from everyone but him.

“Danny is finally down for the night,” Natasha murmured, her voice a low, melodic hum as she stepped toward the table. She didn't stop at a professional distance. She leaned against the chair beside Richard, her shoulder brushing his sleeve. “He’s such a sweet boy. He has his father’s eyes.”

Richard offered a rare, boyish grin, the kind Carol hadn't seen in years. “And his mother’s stubbornness, I’m sure.”

“Perhaps,” Natasha whispered, her fingers trailing idly along the back of Richard's chair, dangerously close to the nape of his neck. “But the charm? That’s all you, Richard.”

Carol felt a sharp, electric jolt in her chest. By all rights, she should have felt a surge of territorial ice, a wife’s instinct to protect her hearth. But as she watched Natasha’s bold flirtation and the slow, heat-drenched smile spreading across her husband’s face, Carol felt something entirely different. Her breath hitched, and a slow, liquid warmth began to pool deep in her abdomen.

She wasn't jealous. She was captivated.

Over the next few days, Natasha began dressing for the house as if it were a runway for a singular audience. She traded her sensible knits for form-fitting yoga sets that left nothing to the imagination and silk camisoles that slipped provocatively off her shoulder whenever Richard entered a room.

The tension reached a breaking point on a humid Thursday evening. Richard was loosening his tie in the foyer when Natasha descended the stairs, wearing a sheer, white sundress with nothing but lace underneath. She looked like a vision of debauched innocence.

“Oh, Richard,” she said, her eyes wide and shimmering with a playful, predatory light. “You're home early. I was just about to start a bath. The heat today... it's simply unbearable, don't you think?”

From the top of the landing, hidden by the turn of the banister, Carol watched her husband's throat move as he swallowed hard. She felt her own pulse thundering against her ribs, her heart a frantic drum. The secret was out, even if they hadn't spoken it yet: Natasha was no longer just a hire, and Carol secretly found watching this woman flirt with her husband extremely erotic.

—

The silk of Natasha’s robe whispered against the doorframe. Carol’s stomach twisted. She’d been expecting this. Natasha was finally making her move. She stood in the doorway, backlit by the hall light, the robe doing nothing to hide the curves beneath.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Natasha murmured, her voice a low hum. Her eyes, dark and knowing, flicked from Carol’s flushed face to Richard’s stunned, eager expression.

Carol’s breath caught. This was it. The line they’d been dancing around for weeks. Her own voice sounded foreign, thick with desire. “Come in.”

The door clicked shut. The room felt smaller, charged. Carol moved first, driven by a need she didn’t fully understand. Her fingers found the silk tie at Natasha’s waist. A gentle pull, and the robe sighed open. Natasha stood, gloriously bare, her skin glowing in the low light. Carol’s mouth went dry. She leaned in, her lips finding the hollow of Natasha’s throat, tasting salt and jasmine. Natasha’s head fell back, a soft sigh escaping her.

Carol kissed a path downward, over the swell of a breast, her tongue circling a taut nipple. Natasha’s fingers tangled in Carol’s hair, not pushing, just holding. She’s so soft, Carol thought, the sensation a shock of pure pleasure. She looked up, meeting Richard’s gaze. He was propped against the headboard, his erection straining against his boxers, his eyes wide with hungry disbelief.

“She’s beautiful,” Carol heard herself say. “Isn’t she?”

Richard could only nod.

Natasha moved then, a fluid, confident slide onto the bed. She knelt between Richard’s legs, her eyes locked on his as she hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and drew them down. His cock sprang free, thick and ready. Natasha didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her pink tongue flicking out to taste the bead of moisture at the tip. A low groan ripped from Richard’s chest.

Carol watched, mesmerized. She’d never seen this—her husband, utterly undone. Natasha took him into her mouth, slow and deep, her cheeks hollowing. Her hand worked the base in a tight, twisting rhythm. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room. Richard’s hips jerked. His hands fisted in the sheets.

The sight ignited something raw in Carol. She crawled onto the bed, her own need a sharp ache, and settled beside Natasha at the foot of the mattress. The mix was intoxicating. Instead of pulling him away, Carol leaned in, her mouth finding the base of Richard’s cock. She could taste Natasha’s lip gloss. Natasha continued to take the head deep into her throat.

Together, they began to worship him. Their tongues moved in a frantic, wet harmony, licking up the length of his shaft in long, flat strokes that made Richard’s hips jerk off the bed. Carol shifted lower, her hands cupping his heavy weight as she began to suck his balls, her mouth warm and insistent. Above her, Natasha maintained a rhythmic, relentless suction, her dark hair brushing against Carol’s cheeks. The sensation of both women—his wife and the nanny—working in unison to bring him to the brink was more than Richard could handle; he let out a guttural groan, his fingers tangling in both of their hair as he surrendered completely to their shared claim.

“God, yes,” Richard choked out, his eyes rolling back.

After a few minutes, Natasha pulled off with a soft pop. Her lips were swollen, glistening. She looked at Carol, a challenge and an invitation in her gaze. Then she lay back against the pillows, her legs falling open. The sight was blatant, perfect. Her sex was neatly trimmed, glistening already.

“Your turn,” Natasha breathed.

Carol didn’t need telling twice. She settled between Natasha’s thighs, the musky, sweet scent of her filling Carol’s senses. She used her thumbs to part the soft folds, then lowered her mouth. The first touch of her tongue made Natasha gasp, her back arching off the bed. Carol explored, licking broad strokes, then focusing on the tight, swollen bud of her clit. Natasha’s hips began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm against Carol’s face. Carol lost herself in the taste, the texture, the little cries falling from Natasha’s lips. She slid two fingers inside, curling them, feeling Natasha clench around her. So wet. So ready.

“Richard,” Carol moaned, lifting her head, her chin slick. “She’s ready for you.”

Richard moved like a man possessed. He positioned himself over Natasha, his hands gripping her hips. He didn’t ask, he just pushed, burying himself inside her in one long, deep stroke. Natasha cried out, a sound of pure satisfaction. He set a punishing pace immediately, each thrust driving the bed into the wall with a solid thump.

Carol knelt beside them, her hand between her own legs, rubbing frantic circles as she watched. The sight of her husband’s body slamming into the beautiful young woman they’d hired to care for their son was the most erotic thing she’d ever witnessed. Natasha’s nails scored Richard’s back. Her legs locked around his waist. Her cries grew higher, sharper.

“I’m… I’m going to…” Natasha’s words dissolved into a shattered moan. Her body went rigid, then convulsed, a series of violent tremors wracking her frame. Richard drove into her through it, his own control fraying.

As Natasha’s climax subsided into shudders, Richard pulled out, his cock gleaming. His eyes found Carol’s, blazing. Without a word, she straddled him, guiding him back inside her. The feeling was electric, different—hotter, tighter, charged with the energy of what they’d just done. She rode him hard, using her thighs for leverage, taking him deep. She could feel Natasha’s wetness on him, mixing with her own. The thought sent her spiraling.

Her orgasm built fast, a coil of white-hot pleasure tightening in her core. She ground down on him, her cries mingling with his ragged breaths. When it broke, it was blinding, a wave that stole her vision and her breath. As her contractions pulsed around him, Richard gripped her hips and thrust up one last, hard time, his own release surging into her with a guttural shout.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their panting breaths. Carol collapsed onto his chest, spent.

Slowly, Natasha rose. She retrieved her robe from the floor, sliding it on with a grace that seemed impossible. She paused at the door, looking back at them, a small, knowing smile on her lips.

Carol found her voice, hoarse but clear. “We should do this again.”

Natasha’s smile widened. “I’d like that.”

Richard’s arm tightened around Carol. “Absolutely.”

The door closed softly. In the sudden quiet, Carol felt Richard’s heart still pounding against her ear. Her own skin hummed. She knew, with absolute certainty, that sleep was a long way off. The memory of Natasha’s taste, the sound of her pleasure, the feel of Richard inside her right after… it played on a loop behind her eyes. She couldn’t wait for the next time.
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The study was a fortress of glass and oak, the one place where Clyde could drown the silence of his widowed life in blueprints and precise calculations. Tonight, however, the silence was a heavy, suffocating pressure on his shoulders. He had been home for hours, long after Jillian had tucked his daughter, Ellie, into bed and retreated to the quiet of the guest wing. He told himself he was obsessed with a structural flaw in his latest design, but the truth was a jagged vibration beneath his skin. He wasn't working; he was listening for the soft scuff of Jillian's footsteps on the hardwood.

The soft knock on the doorframe was both expected and a shock.

Jillian stood there, backlit by the hall light. She’d changed out of her daytime jeans into soft-looking grey sweatpants and a simple white t-shirt. Her hair was down, a dark tumble around her shoulders. She looked young, vulnerable, and utterly sure of herself.

“Ellie’s down for the count,” she said, her voice a low melody in the hushed room. “Story, two songs, out like a light.”

“Thank you,” Clyde said, setting his pencil down. His fingers felt clumsy. “You didn’t have to stay up.”

“I know.” She took a step into the room, her bare feet silent on the rug. “I wanted to.”

The air shifted. The professional distance they’d maintained for months, the careful employer-nanny boundary, thinned to a fragile pane of glass. He saw her observing him, those intelligent eyes missing nothing—the tightness in his jaw, the way his shoulders were held too rigid. She saw the loneliness he worked so hard to conceal.

“Clyde,” she began, her gaze steady. “I need to say something. It’s probably a terrible idea.”

“Then don’t say it,” he replied, the words coming out sharper than he intended. A defense mechanism, automatic and crude.

She smiled, a small, sad curve of her lips. “Too late. I’m in love with you. I have been for a while.”

The declaration hung between them, simple and devastating. He felt his pulse hammer against his ribs. “Jillian. You’re twenty-four. You’re brilliant. You have your whole life ahead of you. I’m… I’m a widower with a child. Your employer.” The list of reasons felt hollow, recited by rote.

“I know all of that,” she said, moving closer. She stopped beside his desk, close enough that he could smell the clean scent of her shampoo. “Do you think I haven’t thought about it? Every single day? I see you with Ellie. I see you here, working until your eyes are red. I see the man, not just the title.” Her hand came up, hesitant, then rested on his forearm where it lay on the desk. The touch was electric. “And I know what I want.”

He looked at her hand, then up into her face. The stern architect, the man who commanded boardrooms, felt his resolve crumble. “I don’t want to take advantage,” he whispered, the last bastion of his resistance.

Her answer was to lean in. She closed the distance, her lips meeting his with a soft, certain pressure.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a statement. Her mouth was warm, yielding, and insistent. A low sound escaped him, a groan of surrender he hadn’t known he was holding back. His hands came up, one cupping the back of her head, fingers tangling in the silk of her hair, the other settling on her hip, pulling her into the space between his knees.

The kiss deepened, turning hungry. Her tongue swept against his, and the taste of her—mint and something uniquely her—unraveled him. He’d been a ghost in his own life for so long, and her touch, her passion, was a violent, welcome return to the physical world.

Her hands were busy. One stayed tangled in the hair at his nape, the other slid down his chest, over the crisp cotton of his dress shirt, down to his belt. He broke the kiss, breathing hard, forehead resting against hers as he watched her fingers work the buckle. The metallic click was obscenely loud.

“Jillian,” he breathed, a final, weak protest.

“I want this,” she promised against his lips, her voice thick with desire. “I want you. All of you.”

Her hand slipped past the open belt, past the button of his trousers. The zipper came down with a slow, rasping sound that seemed to go on forever. Then her cool fingers were through the slit in his boxers, wrapping around his cock.

He jerked against her touch, a sharp intake of breath hissing through his teeth. He was already hard, achingly so, and her grip was perfect—firm, knowing. She began to stroke him, her thumb sliding over the slick head on each upstroke, spreading the moisture that had already gathered there. The sensation was blinding, a direct line of pure, carnal pleasure that short-circuited his higher thinking. His hips pushed up into her fist, his own movements becoming urgent, needy.

He kissed her again, messy and desperate, his tongue plunging into her mouth in time with the rhythm of her hand. The world narrowed to the points of contact: her lips, her hand, the heat building low in his gut.

Then she was pulling away, sinking to her knees on the Persian rug.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her eyes dark as they locked with his. She didn’t wait for a reply. She leaned forward, her breath a hot caress against the sensitive skin, and took him into her mouth.

The wet, enveloping heat was exquisite. Clyde’s head fell back, a ragged curse tearing from his throat. Her mouth was a revelation. She used her tongue, flat and firm along his underside, then flicking over the crown. She took him deep, her throat working around him, then pulled back to swirl her tongue around the head.

Her hands steadied his hips, her fingers digging into the muscle there, holding him still so she could set a devastating, slow pace. Suck, swirl, deep. Over and over. The sounds were filthy, wet, and perfect. He watched, mesmerized, as her lips stretched around him, as her cheeks hollowed with each pull. A strand of her hair brushed his thigh, the contrast of textures making him shudder.

He couldn’t take it. Not like this. He needed more of her. All of her.

Gently, he threaded his fingers through her hair, not pushing, just guiding her head up. “Up,” he managed, his voice gravel. “Please. Up.”

She rose, her lips swollen and glistening. He stood, his body thrumming with urgency. His hands went to the hem of her t-shirt, and she raised her arms in silent cooperation. He pulled it up and over her head, tossing it aside. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were full, pale in the lamplight, her nipples tight and dusky pink. He groaned, palming one, his thumb rubbing over the peak until she gasped.

He made quick work of her sweatpants and the simple cotton panties beneath, pushing them down her legs. She stepped out of them, gloriously naked before him. He drank in the sight: the curve of her waist, the dark triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs, the strong lines of her legs. She was more beautiful than any structure he’d ever designed.

He turned her gently, bending her over the massive oak desk. Blueprints and tracing paper rustled. With a sweep of his arm, he sent pencils, scales, and a coffee mug clattering to the floor, clearing a space. He guided her down until her palms were flat on the cool wood, her back arched, her perfect ass presented to him.

He knelt behind her, his hands spreading her. She was already wet, her folds glistening. He didn’t tease. He leaned in and put his mouth on her.

Her cry was sharp, echoing in the quiet study. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a firm stripe from her opening to her clit. She tasted clean, musky, addictive. He focused there, on the hard little nub, circling it, then sucking it gently between his lips. Her hips jerked, pushing back against his face. One of her hands fisted in her own hair. The sounds she made were incoherent, beautiful pleas.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a rhythm with his tongue. She was tight, hot, clenching around his digits. “Clyde… god,” she choked out, her thighs trembling. He could feel her tension coiling, winding tighter and tighter. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue flicking faster, his fingers pumping deeper. Her moans became a continuous, breathy stream.

He felt the exact moment she broke. Her inner muscles clamped down on his fingers in a series of fierce, rhythmic pulses. A raw, shattered cry tore from her throat as her body bowed, then went limp, supported only by her arms on the desk. He gentled his mouth, lapping softly at her through the aftershocks, tasting her release.

He stood, his own need a painful, urgent throb. He positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. He looked down, watching as he pressed forward, an inch, then two, breaching her.

She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet from her climax. He sank into her with a deep, guttural groan, filling her completely, until his hips were flush against her ass. For a moment, he just stayed there, buried to the hilt, savoring the feeling of being sheathed inside her, of her body accepting his.

Then he began to move.

He set a hard, driving pace from the start. There was no gentle build-up, only the frantic need to claim, to connect. Each thrust rocked her forward on the desk, the solid wood creaking in protest. The slap of skin on skin was loud, punctuated by their ragged breaths and her soft, desperate cries.

“Yes… like that… don’t stop,” she begged, pushing back to meet him thrust for thrust.

He gripped her hips, his fingers leaving marks on her pale skin, using the leverage to plunge deeper. The angle was perfect. He could feel every ridge, every clench of her inner walls as she tightened around him. The visual was obscene and breathtaking—the powerful flex of his own body, the way she took him, the proof of her arousal glistening on his shaft with every withdrawal.

The pressure built, a torrent gathering in his balls, coiling up his spine. He was close, so close. He reached around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, swollen and sensitive. He rubbed tight, quick circles.

It was all she needed. Her second climax hit her like a quake. Her back arched violently, her cry was muffled against her own arm. Her pussy gripped his cock in a series of fierce, milking spasms that pulled the orgasm from him with brutal force.

White heat exploded behind his eyes. With a shout he couldn’t contain, he drove into her one last, deep time and held there as his release surged through him. He pulsed inside her, jet after jet, a primal, claiming rush that left him weak and shuddering, his forehead dropping between her shoulder blades.

For long moments, the only sounds were their heaving breaths and the faint rustle of paper beneath them. Slowly, carefully, he slipped out of her and turned her around. She was boneless, her eyes hazy with satisfaction. He gathered her into his arms, holding her against his chest, feeling her heart hammer against his.

He kissed her temple, her hair. The words came then, not planned, but true. “Stay,” he murmured into her skin. “Not just as the nanny. Ellie loves you. I… I want you. I want to try this. With you.”

She leaned back, her smile radiant even in her exhaustion. “Yes,” she said simply. “A thousand times, yes.”

He kissed her again, slow and deep, already imagining a future with her in it, in his home, in his bed, in his life. The loneliness that had been his constant companion was gone, burned away by her fire.
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The moment Bella opened the door, Blake felt the evening shift. It wasn’t just her smile, bright and easy, or the way she crouched down to Joey’s level, her voice a soft melody as she talked about dinosaurs. It was the charge in the air, a subtle hum he couldn’t name. Ciara felt it too. He saw it in the way her eyes tracked Bella’s movements as the girl settled Joey with a stack of picture books.

Dinner was a blur of wine and murmured conversation. Ciara’s foot found his under the table, her gaze steady. “She’s stunning, isn’t she?”

Blake chewed, cautious. “The sitter? Yeah, she’s cute. Great with Joey.”

“Stunning,” Ciara repeated, the word a low purr. She swirled her wine. “I’ve been thinking. All evening.”

“About?”

Her lips curved. “About her hands. The way she moved. So gentle with him. I bet she’s… attentive.” Ciara leaned forward, her voice dropping. “I want her, Blake. With us. Tonight.”

His pulse jumped. A test? He searched her face for a trap, finding only dark, open hunger. “You’re serious?”

“Deadly. But it has to be right. No pressure. Just… an invitation.”

The drive home was thick with anticipation. His mind raced, imagining scenarios, dismissing them. He wanted it—God, did he want it—but the logistics, the potential for disaster, itched at him.

The house was quiet, a single lamp glowing in the living room. Bella was on the couch, a textbook open on her lap. She stood quickly, a flush on her cheeks. “He went down without a fuss. Out like a light.”

“You’re an angel,” Ciara said, her voice smoother, warmer than usual. She didn’t step back as she slipped off her coat, letting her body brush Bella’s arm. “We had a… wonderful time. Too wonderful to end just yet.”

Bella’s eyes flickered, first to Ciara’s intent expression, then to Blake, who stood just inside the doorway, his heart hammering against his ribs. She swallowed. “Oh?”

Ciara reached out, tucking a strand of hair behind Bella’s ear. The girl froze, but didn’t pull away. “We were hoping you might stay a little longer. Not as the sitter.”

The silence stretched, taut. Bella’s gaze locked with Blake’s. He saw the question, the shock, and beneath it, a spark of curiosity. He gave a slow, deliberate nod, his own desire stripping his voice to a rough whisper. “We’d like you to join us. If you want to.”

Her breath left her in a soft rush. A beat. Two. Then, a slight, almost imperceptible nod. “Okay.”

Ciara’s smile was triumphant. She took Bella’s hand, her fingers lacing through the younger woman’s. “Come with me.”

They led her to the bedroom, the space lit by the soft blue glow of a digital clock. Ciara turned to face Bella, her movements fluid, assured. “Let’s get you comfortable.”

Her hands went to the hem of Bella’s simple cotton top. Bella lifted her arms, a silent surrender. The fabric whispered over her head, revealing a plain, lace-trimmed bra. Ciara’s fingers found the button of her jeans, popped it, slid the zipper down. The denim pooled at Bella’s feet, leaving her in matching panties. She stood there, exposed, her skin pebbling in the cool air.

“Beautiful,” Ciara murmured. Then, without ceremony, she stripped her own dress over her head, shimmied out of her underwear. She stood naked, confident, her body a familiar and thrilling landscape to Blake. The contrast was electric: Ciara’s experienced curves against Bella’s youthful, slender frame.

Ciara closed the distance, her hands framing Bella’s face. She kissed her.

It started soft, a question. Then Bella’s mouth opened, and the kiss deepened, turned hungry. Blake watched, his hands fumbling with his own clothes, shucking them off until he stood as naked as they were. His cock was already hard, aching, standing thick against his stomach. He wrapped a hand around himself, a slow stroke, as he watched his wife’s tongue slide against the sitter’s.

Ciara broke the kiss, her eyes dark. “Look at him, Bella. Look how much he wants this.”

Bella turned her head. Her eyes widened at the sight of him, at his hand moving on his length. A fresh wave of pink colored her chest.

“Go on,” Ciara whispered, nudging her forward.

Together, they sank to their knees on the plush rug before him. Blake’s grip tightened. Ciara went first, her mouth a hot, wet heaven as she took him in, her tongue swirling around the head before she sank down, her lips stretching around his girth. She pulled back with a wet sound, her eyes on Bella. “Your turn.”

Bella hesitated for only a second. Then she leaned in, her approach less sure but no less devastating. Her lips were softer, her mouth hotter. She mimicked Ciara’s motion, taking the head, her tongue flicking tentatively. A low groan ripped from Blake’s throat. The sight—his wife’s knowing gaze watching the young woman suck his cock, their hair mingling—unraveled him. They traded him back and forth, Ciara’s expertise guiding Bella’s inexperience until their rhythms synced, a wet, shared feast that had his thighs trembling.

Ciara pulled away, standing. “Bed. Now.”

They moved in a tangle of limbs. Ciara pushed Bella onto her back, spreading her legs before settling between them. She didn’t tease. She lowered her mouth to Bella’s center and licked a long, firm stripe.

Bella cried out, her back arching off the mattress. Blake climbed onto the bed beside them, drawn to the perfect, peaked nipples on Bella’s small breasts. He bent his head, taking one into his mouth, sucking hard as he heard the wet, rhythmic sounds of Ciara’s feast. Bella’s hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his hair, while her other hand gripped the sheets. Her hips rolled, meeting Ciara’s mouth.

“She tastes incredible,” Ciara moaned against her, the vibration making Bella whimper.

Ciara shifted then, moving up the bed. She straddled Bella’s face, lowering her dripping center onto the girl’s waiting mouth. Blake took his position between Bella’s thighs. Her folds were glistening, swollen from Ciara’s attention. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her heat.

He pushed in.

A tight, silken heat enveloped him, so perfect it stole his vision for a second. He sank deeper, feeling her body stretch to accommodate him, hearing her muffled moan against Ciara’s flesh. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that rocked the entire bed.

The room filled with the symphony of them. The slick slap of his skin against hers. Ciara’s ragged gasps as she ground herself against Bella’s tongue. The choked, desperate sounds Bella made as she was filled. Blake’s world narrowed to sensation: the clutch of Bella’s inner muscles around him, the sight of Ciara’s back bowing in pleasure.

Ciara came first. A sharp, broken cry tore from her throat. Her body shook, her thighs clamping around Bella’s head as her release flooded the girl’s mouth. The convulsions against his wife’s sex seemed to trigger Bella’s own. Her internal muscles fluttered wildly around Blake’s thrusting cock, a rapid, pulsing squeeze that milked him. Her cry was a high, thin sound of pure shock and pleasure.

It was too much. The visual, the feel, the raw carnality of it. Blake’s control shattered. He drove into her one last, deep time, burying himself to the hilt as his own orgasm erupted. Heat surged through him, spilling into her in thick, endless pulses. He collapsed forward, bracing himself on his arms, his forehead dropping to her shoulder as he rode the last waves.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of ragged breathing. Slowly, carefully, they disentangled. Sticky, spent, they lay in a heap of tangled limbs. Blake rolled onto his back, staring at the ceiling, the aftershocks still tingling through his nerves.

Ciara was the first to move. She slid off the bed, her movements languid, and began gathering clothes. She handed Bella her jeans and top, her touch gentle. They dressed in a silence that was heavy, but not uncomfortable.

At the bedroom door, Ciara stopped Bella with a hand on her arm. Bella looked up, her face still flushed, her lips swollen.

“We’d like to do this again,” Ciara said, her voice husky. “If you’re interested.”

Bella’s gaze drifted past Ciara to where Blake still lay on the bed. A slow, shy smile touched her lips. She nodded. “I’m interested.”
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“You have no idea how many times we thought about this,” Ken murmured against her neck, his voice a low, hungry tremor that went straight to her core.

Nia’s head fell back with a soft thud against the apartment door, her eyes fluttering shut. Shawn’s kiss was insistent, his tongue exploring her mouth with a confident heat that left her breathless. Ken’s hands were on her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her waistband.

It was a whirlwind, a dizzying spiral from a lonely bar stool to this—pinned between two men she’d once tucked into bed. The sheer, impossible wrongness of it was drowned out by a louder, more primal need, a throbbing ache she’d ignored for far too long.

—

It had started with a glance across a crowded, dimly lit bar. Whiskey Sour, her drink of choice since the divorce papers were finalized, condensation beading on the glass. She was savoring the sour-sweet tang, willing herself to feel something other than the hollow echo in her empty house, when she saw them.

They were at a high-top table, two broad-shouldered men laughing over pints. One of them looked over, his gaze lingering. A slow, familiar smile spread across his face. He nudged the other, and they both turned. Recognition, swift and startling, hit her like a wave.

Kenneth and Shawn Miller.

Her heart did a funny little stutter. The Miller boys. She’d spent countless Friday nights in their suburban home, microwaving pizza pockets and refereeing arguments over video games. Ken, the older, more serious one, always doing his homework at the kitchen table. Shawn, the mischievous younger brother, always trying to stay up past his bedtime.

And now they were walking toward her, all grown up. Ken, with the same intense brown eyes but now framed by the faint creases of a man in his late twenties. Shawn, his grin still boyish but now dangerously charming on a man’s face.

“Nia? No way,” Ken said, his voice deeper than she remembered, a rich baritone that vibrated in the space between them.

“Look at you,” Shawn chimed in, his eyes doing a quick, appreciative sweep that made a blush creep up her neck. “Our favorite babysitter.”

The next hour was a blur of catch-up and cheap beer. They reminisced about old times—the burned popcorn incident, the hamster that escaped and was found in the freezer. The conversation was easy, laced with a flirtatious undertone that grew stronger with each round of drinks.

It was Ken who said it, his gaze steady on hers over the rim of his glass. “You know, we had the biggest crush on you. Both of us. We used to compete to see who could impress you more.”

Nia laughed, a light, airy sound she hadn’t heard from herself in months. “Get out. You did not.”

“Swear to God,” Shawn said, leaning in close. His arm brushed hers, sending a jolt through her. “I practiced my free throws for a week because you said you liked basketball players. And Ken tried to read Moby Dick because you left your copy on our coffee table.”

The admission hung in the air, thick and heavy with possibility. The alcohol hummed in her veins, warming her, loosening the tight knots of propriety. She was just a woman. They were just men. The decade-plus between them seemed to evaporate.

Then Shawn asked the question, his voice dropping to an intimate whisper. “Why don’t you come back to our place? For one more drink.”

She’d hesitated. I used to check for monsters under your beds. The thought was a fleeting warning, instantly incinerated by the heat in their eyes. It had been so long since a man, let alone two, had looked at her with such raw, undisguised want.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word sounding far away. “One more drink.”

—

Now, pressed against their door, there were no more drinks. Only hands and mouths and the frantic beating of her own heart.

Shawn broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “Is this okay?” he asked, his breath warm on her cheek.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word a plea. “God, yes.”

His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, pushing the silk from her shoulders. The cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of Ken’s mouth on her neck, his lips traveling down to the lace edge of her bra. He hooked a finger under the cup and pulled it down, exposing her breast to the dim light. His mouth closed over her nipple, his tongue circling the taut peak with a skill that made her knees buckle.

A low moan escaped her lips. Shawn was watching, his own arousal evident in the tight press of his jeans. He leaned in and captured her mouth again, swallowing her sounds of pleasure as his brother worshipped her breast.

Ken switched to her other breast, his attention just as fervent, his teeth grazing her sensitive flesh in a way that made her cry out into Shawn’s mouth. Her hands were everywhere—tangling in Ken’s dark hair, gripping Shawn’s strong shoulders, desperate for anchor points in the sensual storm.

Shawn stepped back, his own hands going to his belt. Ken followed suit, and for a moment, she just watched, her chest heaving, as the two brothers she’d once known as boys shed their clothes with a predatory grace. They were magnificent—all toned muscle and eager, hardened flesh. Ken was thick and straight, and Shawn was longer, his erection jutting out proudly.

The sight was intoxicating. Without a word, driven by a hunger she no longer cared to suppress, Nia sank to her knees on the plush rug.

She looked up at them, a wicked smile playing on her kiss-swollen lips. She reached for Ken first, wrapping her fingers around his hard length. He hissed as she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to taste the saltiness of the drop of moisture beading at his tip. Then she took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her.

She sucked him deep, her head bobbing, her hand working his base. His groans were a symphony. After a moment, she pulled off with a wet pop and turned to Shawn. She gave him the same treatment, taking his length into her throat, her other hand cupping his heavy sac. She lost herself in the rhythm, switching back and forth between them, each brother’s gasp fueling her own rising passion.

“Bedroom. Now,” Shawn finally managed to grit out, his voice strained. He helped her to her feet, and they stumbled through a doorway into a darker room dominated by a large, unruly bed.

Shawn guided her onto the mattress, and she eagerly got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to them, arching her back. She heard a sharp intake of breath from one of them. A hand, she thought it was Ken’s, smoothed over the curve of her ass, and then hooked into her panties, tugging them down her legs and tossing them aside.

Then Shawn was there, behind her. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance. He didn’t thrust in, not yet. He just rubbed himself through her wetness, coating himself in her arousal, teasing them both.

“Please,” Nia begged, pushing her hips back against him. “Shawn… I need it.”

With a low growl, he obliged. He drove into her in one smooth, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. He was so big, stretching her, filling her completely. A shocked, pleasure-filled cry was torn from her lips. He held himself deep for a moment, letting her adjust to the overwhelming sensation of being so full.

Then he began to move, setting a deep, relentless pace. Each thrust was a masterstroke, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She met him thrust for thrust, a moan tearing from her throat with every powerful drive of his hips.

Suddenly, Ken was in front of her. He brushed the hair from her flushed face, his own cock level with her mouth. “Open up, beautiful,” he commanded softly.

She did, and he slid his length between her lips. Now she was filled at both ends, utterly claimed by them. The world narrowed to the primal rhythm of their bodies. Shawn’s powerful thrusts from behind rocked her forward, forcing Ken deeper into her mouth.

The feeling of being used, of being the sole focus of their intense desire, pushed her higher and higher. Her moans were continuous now, muffled around Ken’s shaft. She could feel her climax building, a tight, coiling pressure deep within her.

Shawn’s pace became frantic, his breathing harsh grunts. “Gonna cum, Nia… gonna fill you up,” he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips.

That was all it took. The coil snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her with a violence that made her scream around Ken’s cock, her inner walls clenching and fluttering around Shawn’s length in wave after wave of delirious pleasure. Feeling her convulse around him sent Shawn over the edge. With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, burying himself to the hilt as he emptied himself into her with a guttural cry, his warm release pulsing inside her.

He slid out of her, and she collapsed onto the bed, spent and trembling. But they weren’t done. Ken, whose cock was still slick from her mouth, gently turned her onto her back. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her body humming with aftershocks.

He positioned himself between her legs, which she willingly opened for him. He pushed inside, and she gasped at the sensation. She was so sensitive, so thoroughly fucked, that every movement was amplified into an exquisite hypersensitivity. He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to the different angle, to the new feel of him.

But soon, his own need took over. His thrusts became harder, faster, chasing his own release. He was watching her face, captivated by every flutter of her eyelashes, every soft gasp. “You feel… incredible,” he panted. “All ours.”

He leaned down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as he drove into her. The dual sensation was too much. Another, smaller orgasm began to crest, sparked by his relentless pounding and the expert pull of his mouth. She cried out, her body bowing off the bed as she came again, her inner muscles milking him.

With a final, shuddering thrust, Ken came inside her, his hot seed joining his brother’s. He collapsed on top of her for a moment, both of them breathing raggedly, before he rolled to the side.

They lay there in a tangled, sweaty heap for long moments, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Ken propped himself up on an elbow, looking down at her with a soft, sated smile. Shawn mirrored the pose on her other side, tracing a lazy pattern on her stomach.

“That was….” Shawn began, shaking his head as if lost for words.

“Everything we ever dreamed of,” Ken finished for him, his voice filled with a kind of reverent awe. He leaned over and placed a soft, surprisingly tender kiss on her swollen lips. “You have no idea how long we’ve wanted that.”

Nia smiled, a deep, contented warmth spreading through her. “I think I have a pretty good idea now.”

Shawn’s grin was wicked. “So… same time next week?”
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The air on the balcony tasted of salt and jasmine, thick with a tension that had been simmering all week. Grant leaned against the railing, the cold metal a sharp contrast to the heat under his skin. He watched his wife.

Sarah’s laugh was a low, intimate sound as she refilled Lia’s wine glass. The local college student—twenty-two, they’d learned over casual dinner conversation—sat curled in a wicker chair, her tanned legs tucked beneath her. The kids had been asleep for an hour. The “nightcap” had stretched into a second glass.

“You’ve been a lifesaver this week, Lia,” Sarah said, her voice smooth as the dark rum they were drinking. “I feel like we’ve actually had a vacation.”

“It’s been my pleasure,” Lia replied, her gaze flicking from Sarah to Grant and back again. That flicker. Grant had seen it all week. A lingering look as Sarah bent to pick up a towel by the pool. A shared smile over a cocktail recipe. A charge in the air whenever the three of them were in a room.

Sarah set the bottle down. She didn’t return to her own seat. Instead, she perched on the wide arm of Lia’s chair, one hand resting on the back. The moonlight caught the silver in her wedding band.

“It’s a beautiful night,” Sarah murmured, not to the sky, but to the younger woman.

“It is,” Lia breathed out.

Sarah’s fingers traced a slow path from the chair back to Lia’s bare shoulder. Lia didn’t flinch. She leaned into the touch, her eyes closing for a heartbeat. When they opened, they found Grant’s. There was a question there, but also a boldness. An invitation.

Then Sarah bent her head.

The first kiss was a soft press of lips. Testing. Grant’s pulse hammered against his ribs. Sarah pulled back an inch, her eyes searching Lia’s face. Then she looked over her shoulder, directly at him. Her expression wasn’t asking for permission. It was offering. A sly, hungry smile touched her lips before she turned back and kissed Lia again, deeper this time.

This wasn’t a flicker. This was a flame.

Lia’s hand came up, tangling in Sarah’s sun-streaked hair. The kiss opened, turned wet, and the sound of it—soft sighs, the slick slide of mouths—cut through the night. Grant’s cock, already half-hard from a week of watching, thickened painfully against his zipper. He didn’t move. He just watched as his wife explored another woman’s mouth with a languid, possessive grace.

Sarah broke the kiss, her lips glistening. “Inside,” she said, the word a husky command.

They moved like a current through the villa’s living room, past the silent hallway to the children’s rooms, and into the master bedroom. Sarah closed the door with a quiet, definitive click. The only light came from the slatted moon through the shutters, painting the room in stripes of silver and shadow.

Sarah didn’t hesitate. She pushed Lia against the wall beside the door and kissed her again, hands framing Lia’s face. Grant leaned against the dresser, his fingers already working the button of his shorts. He freed his erection, wrapping his fist around the hot, heavy weight. A low groan escaped him as he began to stroke.

The women broke apart, breathing ragged. Sarah’s eyes, dark with need, locked on his hand moving on himself. A spark of pure triumph flashed in them. She turned back to Lia.

“Let me see you,” Sarah whispered, her fingers finding the hem of Lia’s simple cotton sundress. She pulled it up and over Lia’s head in one fluid motion. Lia stood in only pale blue panties, her small, perfect breasts bare in the moonlight. Her skin was a deep, uniform gold.

Sarah’s hands worshiped that skin. She palmed Lia’s breasts, thumbs brushing over the tight, dusky peaks. Lia arched into the touch, a sharp gasp leaving her. Then Sarah’s mouth was there, sucking a nipple deep, her tongue circling the hardened bud. Lia cried out, her head falling back against the wall.

Grant stroked faster, his thumb smearing the bead of moisture at his tip. The visual was overwhelming: his wife’s mouth on another woman, that woman’s pleasure-parted lips, the desperate roll of her hips.

Sarah stepped back. Without breaking eye contact with Lia, she reached for the clasp of her own halter top. It fell away. She shimmied out of her linen shorts, then hooked her thumbs in the sides of her lace bikini bottoms, pushing them down her legs. She stood naked, confident, a silhouette of curves and desire.

Then she sank to her knees.

Grant’s breath caught. Sarah’s hands went to his hips, pulling him gently from the dresser to stand before her. She looked up at him, her expression one of devious joy. Then she looked at Lia.

“Join me.”

Lia, her chest heaving, slid down the wall to kneel beside Sarah. The two women, on their knees before him, was an image that burned itself into Grant’s mind. Sarah took his length in her hand, guiding it to her mouth. Her lips, still wet from kissing Lia, parted and took him in.

Heat. Softness. A suction that drew a ragged curse from his throat. He tangled a hand in Sarah’s hair, not guiding, just holding on.

After a few devastating pulls, Sarah released him with a pop. She turned her head to Lia. “Your turn.”

Lia needed no further coaxing. She leaned in, her approach less practiced but filled with eager curiosity. Her tongue darted out, tracing the swollen head before she enveloped him. Her mouth was hotter, tighter. She bobbed her head, a moan vibrating around him as she tasted him.

They traded him back and forth. Sarah would take him deep, her throat working, while Lia kissed and licked his shaft, his balls. Then Lia would swallow him down, her hands clutching his thighs, while Sarah nuzzled and nipped at the sensitive skin where his leg met his hip. The dual attention, the wet sounds, the sight of their two heads moving in the moonlight—it was a sensory overload. Grant’s thighs trembled. He was close, too close.

“Bed,” he gritted out, pulling back.

They moved to the large, rumpled bed. Lia lay back, her body a pale offering against the dark sheets. Sarah stretched out beside her, propped on an elbow, and immediately captured Lia’s breast again, sucking the nipple deep into her mouth. Grant knelt between Lia’s spread legs. He hooked his fingers in her panties and drew them down. The scent of her, musky and sweet, hit him. She was already wet, her folds glistening.

He lowered his mouth.

Her taste was tangy, clean. He licked a slow, broad stripe from her entrance to her clit. Lia jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her. He did it again, then focused on that tight, swollen bud, circling it with the tip of his tongue. Her hips came off the bed, seeking more pressure. He gave it to her, sucking gently, then flicking fast.

“Oh god, yes,” Lia chanted, her hands fisting in the sheets. “Right there, please, right there.”

Sarah moved, shifting down the bed. She settled between Lia’s legs opposite Grant, her face level with Lia’s core. She didn’t replace his mouth. Instead, she began to kiss and lick Lia’s inner thighs, her stomach, while Grant continued his relentless assault on her clit. The dual sensation made Lia thrash.

“I can’t… I’m going to…” Lia sobbed.

“Not yet,” Sarah purred. She looked up at Grant, her chin glistening. “Switch.”

Grant moved up the bed. Sarah rolled onto her back, pulling Lia with her. “My turn to feel that tongue,” Sarah said, her voice thick.

Lia needed no translation. She slid down Sarah’s body, her own need forgotten in the urgency to please. She buried her face between Sarah’s thighs. Sarah’s back arched off the bed, a guttural moan filling the room. Her hands clutched at Lia’s hair.

Grant positioned himself behind Lia. She was on her knees, ass in the air, her face still buried in Sarah’s core. He guided his cock to her entrance, slick with her arousal and his saliva. He pushed inside.

She was snug, incredibly hot. He sank in to the hilt in one slow, relentless thrust. Lia screamed, the sound muffled against Sarah’s flesh, but her body welcomed him, clamping down in a rhythmic pulse.

He set a punishing pace, each thrust driving her face deeper into Sarah. The room filled with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh, wet, open-mouthed kisses, and raw, unfiltered moans. Sarah’s legs wrapped around Lia’s shoulders, her heels digging into the younger woman’s back.

“Yes, just like that, lick me right there!” Sarah commanded, her hips bucking. “I’m so close… Grant!”

Her climax hit. Sarah’s body bowed, a sharp, broken cry ripping from her throat. Her inner muscles fluttered around Lia’s tongue, her thighs shaking. The intensity of her orgasm seemed to trigger Lia’s. The younger woman’s channel tightened around Grant’s cock in frantic, milking spasms. Her cries vibrated against Sarah’s sensitive flesh, sending another, smaller wave of pleasure through his wife.

The feel of Lia pulsing around him shattered Grant’s control. Heat coiled, snapped, and erupted from his core. With a final, deep thrust, he held himself inside her as his release flooded her, hot and endless. Pleasure, sharp and blinding, coursed through every nerve.

For long minutes, the only sound was their ragged breathing, the hum of the ceiling fan. Slowly, Grant softened and slipped out. Lia rolled onto her side, then off the bed. She moved quietly, gathering her dress and panties from the floor. She didn’t speak as she dressed, her movements efficient in the dim light.

At the bedroom door, she paused, looking back at them tangled in the sheets. A slow, knowing smile touched her lips. “Same time tomorrow? For the kids, I mean.”

Sarah laughed, a breathy, satisfied sound. “Absolutely.”

Lia slipped out, the door clicking shut behind her. Grant fell back onto the pillows, his heart still pounding a frantic rhythm against his sternum. Sarah curled into his side, her skin damp and smelling of sex and salt.

“Wow,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” he breathed. “I hope we can do this again tomorrow.”

10 - THE CAMERA’S CONFESSION

MF / Taboo / Babysitter / Age Gap / Voyeurism / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The video feed on his phone was crystal clear. Derek watched, his thumb frozen over the screen, as Sophie swayed in the center of his living room rug. The afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, painting stripes across her bare skin. She wore only a pair of simple cotton panties and his late wife’s emerald pendant, the stone cool and bright against her flushed chest.

She wasn’t just dancing. She was performing. Her hips rolled in a slow, hypnotic circle. Her head tipped back, eyes closed, a small, secret smile on her lips as her hands skimmed up her sides, cupping her own breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they peaked into hard, dusky points. She knew the camera was there. The nanny cam in the bookshelf was obvious if you looked for it, and she was looking right at it, her gaze smoky and direct before she turned, giving the lens a view of the gentle curve of her spine, the swell of her backside.

Derek’s breath caught in his throat. A hot, sharp jolt went straight to his groin, a sensation so foreign he almost didn’t recognize it. Guilt tried to surface—this was Anna’s jewelry, this was his employee, this was a violation—but it was drowned out by a raw, pounding need. He watched for another minute, until she slipped the pendant off and held it to her lips in a deliberate, sensual kiss, her eyes locked on the camera. Then he shut the feed off. The workday was a blur after that.

The drive home was a tense, silent affair. His mind replayed the images on a loop: the arch of her foot, the sheen of sweat on her collarbone, that knowing smile. He walked into the house, the familiar scent of lemon cleaner and baby wipes hitting him. Quiet. Too quiet.

Sophie stood at the kitchen sink, washing a sippy cup. She wore jeans and a simple t-shirt, her hair in a messy bun. The picture of innocence. She turned, her smile bright and easy. “Hey! You’re home early. Leo just went down, he was a perfect angel.”

Derek didn’t smile back. He pulled out his phone, tapped the screen, and held it out to her. The video played silently: Sophie, topless, the emerald swinging, her body moving with deliberate, erotic grace.

Her face changed. The easy smile vanished, replaced not by shame, but by a slow, spreading blush of something else. Anticipation. She didn’t look away from the phone, then lifted her eyes to his. “You saw.”

“I saw.” His voice was rough. “What the hell was that, Sophie?”

She put the sippy cup down, dried her hands on a towel with a calm slowness that set his nerves on fire. She took a step toward him. “It was for you.”

“For me.”

“Yes.” Another step. The space between them crackled. “I’m tired of you just seeing me as the girl who sings the alphabet song. I see how lonely you are. I feel it in this house. I didn’t just want to take care of Leo.” She was close enough now he could smell her shampoo, something like coconut and summer. “I wanted to take care of you. I wanted you to see me.”

The confession hung in the air, stark and undeniable. All the tension of the afternoon, the months of grief and quiet solitude, snapped.

He moved first. One hand cupped the back of her head, fingers tangling in her bun, and his mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, a claiming. She gasped against his lips, a sound of pure relief, and her arms flew around his neck, pulling him closer. Her mouth opened under his, and her tongue met his with a desperate, matching heat. The taste of her was mint and something uniquely Sophie, sweet and sharp.

They stumbled back against the kitchen counter, his hips pinning hers to the edge. The hard line of his erection pressed into her stomach, even through his trousers. She moaned, grinding against him, her hands frantic. They slid down his chest, over his belt, and her fingers worked the button of his pants, then the zipper. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet kitchen.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in short, hot puffs against his jaw. Her eyes, dark and wide, held his as she pushed his pants and boxers down over his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and already leaking. Her gaze dropped, and a genuine, awed whisper escaped her. “Derek.”

Her hand wrapped around him, her touch firm and sure. A shudder ripped through him. Then she sank to her knees on the tiled floor.

The sight of her there, looking up at him with those heated eyes, her lips parted, was the most erotic thing he’d ever witnessed. She didn’t hesitate. Her tongue darted out, a pink point that swiped over the head of his cock, collecting the bead of moisture there. She hummed, a vibration he felt in his very bones, and took him into her mouth.

Heat. Wet, silken heat enveloped him. Her mouth was a revelation. She took him deep, her throat working around him, then pulled back, her tongue swirling along the sensitive underside. Her hands cupped and gently squeezed his balls, then one slid back to press against the tight skin behind them. Her technique was messy, eager, not practiced perfection, and that made it infinitely hotter. This was want, pure and simple. Her noises were soft, greedy gulps and hums, her eyes fluttering closed then opening to watch his face.

He tangled a hand in her hair, not guiding, just holding on as pleasure, white-hot and relentless, coiled at the base of his spine. “Sophie… god, your mouth…”

She increased her pace, bobbing her head, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. The pressure built, a storm gathering. He was close, too close. He pulled her up by her shoulders, his voice a ragged command. “Up. Now.”

She stood, her lips swollen and glistening. He made quick work of her clothes. Her t-shirt went over her head. Her jeans and panties were pushed down her legs in one rough motion. She stepped out of them, naked and trembling before him. Her skin was flushed a beautiful pink, her breasts full, her nipples tight and begging for his mouth. He obliged, bending to take one into his mouth, sucking hard while his hand found the wet heat between her legs.

She cried out, her legs buckling. She was soaked, her folds slick and swollen. He stroked her, finding her clit with a circling thumb while two fingers slid inside her. She was tight, clenching around his fingers instantly. “Yes, right there, please…”

He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, setting her bare bottom on the cold granite of the kitchen island. The contrast of cool stone and her burning skin made her gasp. He pushed her thighs apart, kneeling before her, and put his mouth on her.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her shriek. Her hands fisted in his hair. He feasted on her. He licked broad stripes through her slickness, then focused on her clit, sucking the little bud into his mouth, flicking it with the tip of his tongue. He used his fingers again, curling them inside her, finding a spot that made her back arch off the granite.

“Derek! Oh god, don’t stop!” Her pleas were broken, desperate. Her hips rocked against his face, seeking more, harder, faster. He gave it to her. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of his mouth on her, her ragged cries, the creak of the island as she writhed. He felt her body tightening, coiling, her inner muscles fluttering around his fingers. “I’m gonna… I’m gonna come…”

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue a relentless pressure. She shattered. A sharp, choked scream tore from her throat as her orgasm ripped through her. Her whole body convulsed, her thighs clamping around his head as she rode the waves against his mouth.

Before the tremors even subsided, he was on his feet. He positioned himself between her splayed legs, the head of his cock nudging at her entrance. Her eyes were glazed, her body pliant and still quivering. He pushed inside.

The fit was exquisite, a tight, hot sheath that welcomed him inch by inch. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. He buried himself to the hilt, a groan tearing from his chest. “Sophie.”

He began to move. Hard, deep strokes that shifted her body on the counter. Each thrust punched a soft, breathy sound from her lips. He leaned over her, bracing one hand next to her head, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. The world narrowed to this: the slap of skin, her sharp cries, the overwhelming sensation of being inside her, of being wanted like this.

“Look at me,” he gritted out. Her eyes, hazy with pleasure, focused on his. “This is what you wanted?”

“Yes,” she gasped, meeting his next thrust. “Harder.”

He obliged, his pace turning punishing. The island rattled. A bowl of fruit trembled nearby. Her nails scored down his back, through his shirt. The coil in his gut wound tighter, tighter. Her internal muscles began to clamp down on him again, a rhythmic, milking pressure that pushed him over the edge.

“I’m coming,” he warned, his voice raw.

“Inside me,” she begged, her voice a wrecked whisper. “Please.”

With a final, driving thrust, he emptied himself. Hot pulses of release filled her, and he groaned, a long, guttural sound of pure relief as he collapsed against her, his forehead resting on her shoulder. They stayed like that, joined, panting, slick with sweat.

Slowly, the world came back. The hum of the refrigerator. The distant sound of a car passing. He softened inside her and carefully pulled out, helping her sit up. Her legs were shaky. He fetched a dish towel, ran it under warm water, and gently cleaned between her legs, then himself. The domesticity of the act, after the animal intensity of what they’d just done, was surreal.

He pulled his pants up, then helped her down from the counter. She leaned against him, her body soft and warm. He cupped her face, making her look at him. Her expression was sated, open, hopeful.

“I’m tired of being alone in this house,” he said, the words feeling torn from a deep, neglected place inside him. “I don’t want you to just be the nanny anymore. I want you to stay. Permanently.”

Her smile was radiant, triumphant. She stretched up to kiss him, a soft, lingering press of lips. “I’ve been waiting for you to ask.”

11 - THE HOUSEKEEPER’S FORBIDDEN PASSION
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The key turned in the back door lock with a soft click, a sound Clara had made a thousand times. But tonight, the house felt different. It felt… charged. She hung her apron on its customary hook, the worn fabric a testament to fifteen years of service. Fifteen years of watching the Robinson children grow from squealing toddlers into adults.

And one of them was home.

The floorboard on the landing creaked, the one she’d been meaning to point out to Mr. Robinson for months. She paused, her hand on the banister, and looked up. Ned stood there, silhouetted in the dim hall light. He wasn’t the lanky boy who’d left for college four years ago with a trunk full of video games and a nervous smile. The boy was gone, replaced by a man. His shoulders were broad, filling out the dark cotton of his t-shirt. A faint shadow of stubble dusted his strong jaw.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the quiet house. It was deeper than she remembered.

“Just finishing up,” Clara said, her own voice feeling strangely thin.

He descended the stairs with an easy confidence, no longer the teenager who used to slide down the banister. He stopped on the bottom step, putting them at eye level. The faint scent of his cologne, something clean and woody, washed over her.

“House feels weird without the chaos, doesn’t it?” he mused, his eyes scanning the familiar kitchen. “Quiet.”

“I don’t mind the quiet,” she replied, though her heart was beginning to beat a rapid tattoo against her ribs.

His gaze settled back on her, intense and unwavering. “I missed this place. I missed… you, Clara. All those times you’d sneak me an extra cookie after Mom said no. Or help me with my history homework even though you were supposed to be dusting.”

A warm flush crept up her neck. “That was a long time ago.”

“Not that long.” He took the final step down, now standing fully in her space. The air between them grew thick, humming with something unspoken. “I actually… I need to confess something.”

Clara’s breath hitched. “Oh?”

“I had the world’s biggest crush on you.” He said it plainly, a faint, embarrassed smile playing on his lips. “God, it was ridiculous. I’d daydream in class about you. Thought you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.”

Her cheeks burned. “Ned, don’t be silly. I was your housekeeper.”

“You still are. And you’re still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” The sincerity in his voice left no room for argument. It was a statement of fact.

Her protest died in her throat. The compliment, so direct and unfiltered, unwound a knot of tension deep within her. She was just Clara. Invisible Clara. But he saw her. He’d always seen her.

He reached out, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a jolt of pure sensation that made her knees feel weak. This is a very bad idea, a voice in her head whispered. But her body was screaming a different, more primal answer.

She didn’t pull away.

—

The old clock in her small quarters ticked loudly in the silence. Each second felt like an hour. Clara had changed into her softest cotton pajamas, the ritual familiar, but tonight it felt like a costume. Her skin was still buzzing from his touch, from the heat in his eyes.

A soft knock at her door was almost lost in the thrum of her own pulse. She knew who it was. She’d been waiting for it, dreading it, craving it.

She opened the door. Ned filled the frame, his expression serious, hungry. He didn’t speak. He simply stepped inside, closed the door behind him with a quiet click, and backed her against it. His body was a wall of warmth against hers.

“Tell me to leave,” he breathed, his forehead resting against hers.

Her mind was a jumble of warnings, of consequences, of the sheer wrongness of it all. But her body had already decided. Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to grip the solid muscle of his arms.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

That was all the permission he needed. His mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was deep and claiming, all tongue and heat and desperate need. A moan escaped her, swallowed by his mouth. His hands were everywhere, roving over her back, her sides, pulling her tight against him until she could feel the hard ridge of his erection straining against his sweatpants.

His kiss trailed down her neck, hot and wet, as one hand slid under the hem of her pajama top. His palm, rough and warm, splayed across her stomach, making her muscles clench. He cupped her breast through her simple bra, his thumb circling her nipple until it was a hard, aching peak. Oh god.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire. “I’ve wanted to do that since I was sixteen.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. His hands went to the drawstring of his pants, and he pushed them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, thick and erect, the tip already glistening. Clara’s mouth went dry. He was so much… more than she had imagined.

He guided her to her knees on the worn rug. The position felt both submissive and powerfully erotic. She looked up at him, at the desperate need on his face, and any last hesitation vanished. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him. A salty, musky preview.

He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the way he filled her. She used her tongue, swirling around the head before taking him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal.

His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust and he muttered a curse under his breath. “Clara… fuck… just like that.”

The sounds he made, the way his body tensed, drove her on. She bobbed her head, establishing a rhythm, one hand cupping the heavy weight of his balls. She was lost in the act, in the power of reducing this confident man to a groaning, pleading mess.

But he pulled her up, his breath ragged. “I need to feel you. All of you.”

In a swift motion, he pulled her pajama top over her head and unsnapped her bra. Her breasts spilled free, and he bent his head, taking a nipple into his hot mouth, sucking deeply while his hands worked her pajama bottoms down her hips. She kicked them away, standing naked and trembling before him.

He laid her back on the bed, his eyes devouring her. He didn’t speak. He just kissed his way down her body—over her quivering stomach, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs—until he settled between her legs. His hands hooked under her knees, spreading her wide open for him.

The first flat stroke of his tongue made her back arch off the bed. Oh, Jesus. It was relentless. He licked and sucked, his tongue finding a rhythm that had her clutching the sheets, biting her lip to keep from crying out. He teased her clit with the very tip of his tongue, then plunged two fingers inside her, curling them to find that sweet, hidden spot. A white-hot coil of pleasure tightened deep in her belly. She was panting, her hips moving against his mouth of their own volition. The pleasure was a crescendo, building until it shattered. She came with a silent, breathless scream, her body convulsing around his fingers.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was moving up her body, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He sank into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She gasped, her eyes flying open. He was so full, stretching her perfectly. He stilled for a moment, letting her adjust, his face a mask of strained control. Then he began to move.

It was a slow, deep rhythm at first, each stroke dragging against her sensitive, swollen flesh. But it quickly grew more urgent. The old bedsprings squeaked in protest. “Shhh,” he whispered against her ear, his breath hot. “We have to be quiet.”

The warning only made it more intense. Every thrust was a gamble, a risk of discovery that sent another jolt of adrenaline through her. She met his rhythm, her nails digging into the sweat-slicked skin of his back. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the wet slap of skin on skin, and the desperate creak of the bed.

He shifted, pulling out of her. “Turn over,” he rasped.

She obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He entered her again, from behind, and this time he went even deeper. She buried her face in the pillow to muffle her moans. He fucked her with a powerful, driving pace, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She could feel the tension coiling in him, his rhythm becoming erratic.

“I’m gonna come,” he grunted, his voice thick.

It was all she needed. The tension broke again, a second, more violent orgasm ripping through her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his release. With a guttural groan, he pushed deep and held there, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, a tangled mess of limbs and sweat. He rolled onto his back, pulling her with him, her head on his chest. His heart hammered against her ear, a wild drum echoing her own.

For a long time, they just lay there in the dark, the scent of their sex filling the small room. The reality of what they’d done began to sink in.

He finally broke the silence, his voice a sleepy murmur. “No one can ever know, Clara.”

“I know,” she whispered back, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest.

He shifted, kissing her forehead gently before untangling himself from the sheets and her arms. He dressed quietly in the dark. At the door, he paused, looking back at her one last time before slipping out into the silent hall.

Clara lay alone in the warm spot they had shared. She could still feel the ache between her legs, the ghost of his weight on her. It was wrong. It was reckless. It was…

A slow, secret smile touched her lips in the darkness. She knew, with a certainty that terrified and thrilled her, that she wanted to do it again.

12 - A STORMY NIGHT CONFESSION
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“I can’t do this anymore.”

Logan froze, the beam of his flashlight catching the tear tracing a path down Brianna’s cheek. She sat huddled against the headboard of the guest room bed, the quilt pulled up to her chin. Outside, the storm raged, a sudden crack of thunder making her flinch violently.

“Do what?” His voice was rough, unused. He’d come to check on her, to make sure the noise hadn’t scared her. A fatherly instinct, he’d told himself.

“Pretend.” The word was a whisper, almost lost under the drumming rain. “Pretend I’m just the babysitter. Pretend I don’t see how lonely you are every time I walk in this door. God, Logan, I’ve been in love with you since my first day here.”

A few months ago, he’d hired her as a live-in nanny to help manage the household while his wife was away on frequent business trips. With his wife rarely home, he desperately needed the support—but lately, his gratitude toward Brianna had begun to shift into an unexpected attraction.

The confession hung in the dark, charged room, more electric than the lightning flashing outside. Logan’s grip tightened on the flashlight. He should leave. He should say something about boundaries, about his wife, about the two sleeping children down the hall. He was thirty-eight. She was twenty-one. This was a line drawn in permanent ink.

He didn’t move.

The flashlight clattered to the floor, rolling under the bed and casting frantic, spinning shadows up the wall before it settled, leaving them in a deep, intimate gloom broken only by the occasional blue-white flash from the window.

In that darkness, every other rule dissolved.

He didn’t remember crossing the room. One moment he was standing by the door, the next he was sitting on the edge of the mattress, the old springs groaning under his weight. Her scent—something clean like soap and the faint, sweet trace of her shampoo—filled his senses. He reached out, his hand finding her shoulder through the blanket. She was trembling.

“Brianna…” he started, but no other words came.

She moved first. A shift in the shadows, then her hands were on his face, cool and sure. Her mouth found his in the dark.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision. A release. Her lips were soft but insistent, parting under his with a hunger that stole his breath. He groaned into her mouth, his own hands coming up to cradle her head, his fingers tangling in the silky strands of her hair. The blanket fell away, and he could feel the thin cotton of her sleep shirt against his work-roughened palms.

He kissed her back, his tongue sliding against hers, tasting mint and the salt of her earlier tears. The storm outside faded to a distant roar, the world narrowing to the heat of her mouth, the frantic beat of his own heart, the way her body arched toward him.

Her hands dropped from his face, skating down his chest. They fumbled at the buckle of his belt, then the button of his jeans. The rasp of his zipper coming down was obscenely loud.

“Let me,” she whispered against his lips, her voice thick with want.

He couldn’t have stopped her if he’d tried. His brain had short-circuited, overridden by a need so sharp it was physical pain. Her small, warm hand slipped inside his briefs, wrapping around him. He jerked, a harsh gasp tearing from his throat.

Her touch was exploratory at first, then confident. She stroked him, her palm gliding over his heated skin, her thumb swiping over the slickness already beading at his tip. The contrast was dizzying—her smooth, youthful skin against his rigid, aching flesh. He dropped his forehead to her shoulder, his breaths coming in ragged pants as she worked him, her rhythm quickening, squeezing just a little tighter on the upstroke.

“Fuck, Brianna,” he gritted out.

In answer, she slid off the bed, kneeling on the floor between his spread legs. The lightning flashed again, illuminating her for a split second—her eyes dark and fixed on him, her lips parted, her hair a messy halo. Then darkness swallowed her again, but he could feel her breath, warm and damp, against the head of his cock.

Her mouth closed over him.

Heat. Wet, velvet heat. His head thumped back against the wood. She took him deep, her tongue pressing flat against his underside as she swallowed him down. A low, broken sound escaped him. Her hands gripped his thighs, her nails digging in slightly as she began to move, her head bobbing in the near-darkness. He could hear the soft, wet sounds of her mouth on him, feel the incredible suction, the flick of her tongue against his most sensitive spot.

He let his hands fall to her head, not guiding, just feeling the motion, the silken slide of her hair through his fingers. It was the most exquisite torture, building a coil of tension so tight in his gut he thought it might snap. He was close, too close, and this couldn’t end like this.

Gently, he tugged her up. “My turn,” he rasped.

He stood, his legs unsteady, and pulled her to her feet. In one fluid motion, he grasped the hem of her sleep shirt and pulled it up and over her head. She stood before him, clad only in a pair of simple cotton panties. The storm provided another flash, a strobing glimpse of her—small, perfect breasts, a narrow waist, the gentle curve of her hips. He didn’t need light. His hands mapped her. His calloused, coarse palms swept over the incredible softness of her skin, from her shoulders down her arms, cupping the full weight of her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they pebbled into hard points.

A shudder ran through her. “Logan…”

He kissed her again, swallowing her sigh, as he walked her backward until her knees hit the bed. She fell onto the mattress, and he followed her down, covering her body with his. He kissed a trail down her throat, over her collarbone, taking one taut nipple into his mouth. She cried out, her back bowing off the bed, her fingers clutching at his shoulders.

He lavished attention on her breasts, sucking, licking, nipping gently until she was writhing beneath him, soft pleas falling from her lips. He moved lower, his mouth blazing a path down her quivering stomach. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs, tossing them aside.

He settled between her thighs. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, filled his head. He didn’t hesitate. He pressed his mouth to her.

She gasped, a sharp, shocked sound that melted into a moan. Her hands flew to his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. He licked her, a long, slow stroke through her slick folds, finding the swollen bud of her clit and circling it with the tip of his tongue. Her hips jerked. He held her down with an arm across her stomach, feasting on her. He licked and sucked, drinking her in, learning the rhythms that made her legs tremble and her breaths come in short, sharp whimpers. The taste of her was addictive, the sounds she made driving him wild. The storm outside was nothing compared to the one he was building inside her.

“Please… Logan, I need… I need you inside me,” she begged, her voice strained.

He rose up, shucking his jeans and briefs the rest of the way off. He knelt between her legs, his own body screaming for release. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wet heat. He looked down at her, her face a pale oval in the dark, her eyes wide and fixed on him.

“Are you sure?” The question was a formality, a last thread of sanity.

“Yes. Now. Please, now.”

He pushed forward, sinking into her in one deep, relentless thrust.

She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet around him. She cried out, her inner muscles clamping down on him in a wave of pure sensation. He stilled, buried to the hilt, letting them both adjust, savoring the feel of being fully sheathed inside her. He dropped his head, his forehead touching hers, their ragged breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

He set a deep, pounding rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Each thrust punched a soft, breathy sound from her lips. The bedframe knocked a steady beat against the wall, syncing with the rain. He could feel every inch of her, the clutch of her body, the way her heels dug into the backs of his thighs, urging him on.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her voice a raw scrape. “Don’t hold back.”

He didn’t. He fucked her with everything he had, each snap of his hips driving him deeper, the slap of skin on skin filling the room. The coil in his gut wound tighter, a burning fuse nearing its end. He could feel her own climax gathering, her body tightening around him, her moans climbing in pitch.

“Turn over,” he growled.

She understood instantly, moving with a fluid grace that surprised him. She got onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The new angle was devastating. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh, and plunged into her from behind.

This was deeper, more primal. He could see every thrust, watch her body take him. He reached around, his hand finding her clit, rubbing tight, fast circles as he pounded into her. The dual stimulation was too much. Her control shattered.

Her climax hit her like a physical blow. A choked, muffled sob tore from her throat as her body convulsed around his cock, a series of rhythmic, milking pulses that dragged him over the edge with her. His own release roared up his spine, white-hot and blinding. He drove into her one last, deep time, holding himself there as he emptied into her, a guttural groan ripped from the depths of his chest.

They collapsed together onto the tangled sheets, a mess of sweat-slicked limbs and labored breathing. The storm had moved on, leaving behind a steady, gentle rain. Logan pulled her against him, her back to his chest, wrapping his arms around her. She fit perfectly. Within minutes, her breathing evened out into the soft, slow rhythm of sleep.

Logan lay awake, staring at the ceiling as the first grey light of dawn began to seep around the edges of the blinds. The reality of what they’d done settled over him, but it wasn’t regret. It was a profound, unsettling clarity.

When the sun finally broke through, painting stripes of gold across the floor, he stirred. Brianna shifted in his arms, turning to face him. Her eyes were sleepy, soft, and a little unsure.

He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek. His voice was quiet, but absolute. “I’m going to file for divorce.”

Her eyes widened.

“I want a life with you,” he continued, the words feeling right, feeling true. “The kids… they already see you as a mother. I see you as everything.”

13 - THE WOMAN OF THE HOUSE
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“You’re wearing her robe.”

The words left his mouth, flat and hard, as he stood frozen in the foyer. The silk was a deep emerald, the one he’d bought for his wife in Milan. It hung open over Caroline’s simple cotton shorts and tank top, the sash loose.

She didn’t flinch. She just leaned a shoulder against the doorframe to the living room, the silk whispering against her skin. “I am.”

“Take it off.” Evan’s voice was low, a warning.

“No.”

He blinked. The air in the grand entryway grew thick, charged. He dropped his briefcase. It hit the marble with a sharp crack that echoed. “What did you say?”

Caroline pushed off the frame and took a step toward him. The robe gaped, revealing the soft swell of her breasts against the thin cotton. “I said no, Evan. It’s just a robe. She hasn’t worn it in months. It was hanging there, empty. Like everything else in this house.”

His pulse hammered in his throat. “You have no right.”

“I have every right.” Another step. She was close enough now that he could smell her—laundry soap and the faint, sweet scent of her shampoo. Not his wife’s perfume. Something simpler. Real. “Who makes your coffee every morning? Two sugars, no cream, in the blue mug because you think the handle fits your grip better.”

He stared.

“Who reads Goodnight Moon to Chloe, doing all the voices, even though you think it’s a boring book? Who knows you come downstairs at eleven-forty-three every night for a glass of water and stand at the kitchen window for exactly four minutes before going back up?” Her eyes, a clear, direct blue, held his. “You’re married to a ghost, Evan. But I’m right here.”

Something in his chest, a tight coil of frustration he’d carried for years, snapped.

He didn’t think. He moved.

His hands shot out, gripping her upper arms through the slick silk. He expected her to pull away, to gasp. She didn’t. She moved into him, her body meeting his with a soft, yielding pressure that stole his breath. Her head tilted back, lips parted, an invitation as blatant as her words.

He crushed his mouth to hers.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming. A release. Her lips were softer than he’d imagined, and she opened for him instantly, her tongue tangling with his in a hot, wet slide. A small sound vibrated in her throat—not protest, but hunger. Her hands came up, fingers spearing into his hair, pulling him closer. The silk of the robe slithered between his fingers, a maddening barrier.

He walked her back, never breaking the kiss, until her shoulders met the cool wall beside the staircase. He pressed his whole body against hers, pinning her there. He could feel every curve through their clothes—the firmness of her breasts against his chest, the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips. The evidence of his arousal, hard and urgent, pressed into her stomach.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in sharp pants, her lips swollen and wet. “All those late nights alone in your office… was this what you were thinking about?”

“Yes.” The admission tore from him, raw.

“Show me.”

Her hands went to his belt. His own fumbled with the knot of the robe’s sash. It gave way, and the emerald silk sighed open, then slipped from her shoulders. It pooled on the marble floor at their feet, a vivid puddle of another woman’s memory, forgotten.

Caroline got his belt open, his zipper down. Her fingers, cool and sure, reached into his boxers and wrapped around his length. He groaned, his forehead dropping to her shoulder. God, her touch. It was confident, not tentative. She stroked him once, twice, her thumb sliding over the sensitive head, spreading the moisture beading there.

Then she sank to her knees.

The sight of her there, on the hard floor, looking up at him with those knowing eyes, her hair a messy halo around her flushed face, was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen. She didn’t speak. She just leaned forward, her tongue darting out to trace a slow, wet line from the base of his cock to the tip.

Evan’s hands flattened against the wall behind her, bracing himself. His whole world narrowed to the heat of her mouth, the pressure of her lips as she took him in.

She didn’t tease for long. She took him deep, her mouth a tight, wet heaven. Her head began to move, a rhythm that was both practiced and passionate. One of her hands cupped his balls, rolling them gently, while the other gripped the base of his shaft, working in tandem with her mouth. Suck, slide, swirl. The sounds were obscene, wet and greedy. He watched, mesmerized, as her cheeks hollowed, as her lips stretched around him.

“Caroline…” Her name was a strangled plea.

She pulled off with a soft pop, her breath hot on his wet skin. “You don’t have to be quiet. Chloe’s a deep sleeper.” Then she took him back in, deeper this time, until he felt the back of her throat. She held him there, her eyes watering slightly, before pulling back to lavish attention on the head with her tongue.

It was too much. The skill, the audacity, the sheer fucking rightness of it after years of sterile routine. Pleasure coiled, tight and dangerous, in his gut. He couldn’t let this end here, not like this.

With a growl, he tangled his hands in her hair and gently pulled her off. She looked up, dazed, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock.

“Up,” he commanded, his voice rough.

He didn’t let her stand. He bent, hooked an arm under her knees, and lifted her against his chest. She was lighter than he expected, and she immediately wrapped her arms around his neck, nuzzling into his throat. He carried her past the living room, past the formal dining room he never used, down the dark hallway to the master suite.

He shouldered the door open. The room was pristine, cold. A hotel room. His wife’s side of the bed was neatly made, decorative pillows arranged in a fussy row.

He dumped Caroline onto the center of the king-sized mattress. The momentum bounced her, and she laughed, a breathless, thrilling sound. He followed her down, covering her body with his, kissing her again. This kiss was different—slower, deeper, a promise of what was to come. His hands roamed, pushing her tank top up, over her head. He found the waistband of her shorts, dragged them and her panties down her legs in one rough motion. She kicked them away.

Now she was naked in his wife’s bed. The thought sent a fresh, possessive jolt through him.

He knelt between her legs, his gaze drinking her in. She was beautiful. Youthful, full breasts with taut, pink nipples. A flat stomach. A neat thatch of dark blonde curls at the junction of her thighs. She watched him, her chest rising and falling rapidly, but she didn’t cover herself. She spread her legs wider, an open offering.

Evan lowered his head.

His first touch was a kiss, soft, on the inside of her thigh. She jumped. He did it again, higher, then nuzzled into her warmth. Her scent here was musky, addictive, utterly her. He licked a slow, broad stripe through her folds.

Caroline cried out, her hips lifting off the bed. Her hands fisted in the duvet. He did it again, focusing now, finding the tight, swollen bud of her clit with the tip of his tongue. He circled it, flicked it, then sucked it gently into his mouth.

“Evan! Oh god…”

Her pleasure was a fuel. He feasted on her, one hand holding her hip down, the other exploring the wet, hot entrance of her body. He slid a finger inside, then two. She was so tight, so wet, her inner muscles clenching around him. He curled his fingers, searching, and found the rough patch inside that made her back arch off the bed with a sharp cry.

He worked her with his mouth and fingers in a relentless rhythm. He listened to her sounds, learned what made her gasp, what made her moan. He felt her body tightening, coiling toward a peak. Her thighs trembled against his ears. Her cries grew higher, more desperate.

“I’m… I’m going to…”

He redoubled his efforts, sucking hard on her clit while pumping his fingers deep. Her climax hit her like a quake. She shattered with a raw, broken scream, her body bowing off the mattress, her inner walls pulsing wildly around his fingers. He gentled his tongue, drawing out the last shudders until she collapsed, boneless and panting.

Evan rose over her, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He was painfully hard, his cock throbbing with the need to be inside her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the head nudging against her slickness.

Her eyes fluttered open. They were dark, sated, but sharp with intent. She reached between them, guiding him. “Take what’s yours,” she whispered.

He pushed in.

The feeling was catastrophic. Hot, silken tightness enveloped him, a perfect, gripping heat. He sank in to the hilt in one long, relentless stroke, burying himself completely inside her. Her breath left her in a shocked whoosh. He held there, buried, letting them both feel the full, shocking reality of the connection.

Then he began to move.

He set a deep, rhythmic pace, withdrawing almost all the way before driving back in. Each thrust was a claim, a punctuation to her earlier words. I’m right here. The bed rocked, the headboard tapping a soft, steady beat against the wall. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the silent room.

He watched her face. Her eyes were locked on his, her lips parted. With every thrust, a soft gasp escaped her. He braced himself on one arm, the other hand gripping her hip, holding her steady for his penetration. He angled himself, changing the depth, and her eyes flew wide.

“There,” she gasped. “Right there, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He hammered into that spot, over and over, each impact sending visible tremors through her body. Her nails scored down his back. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper. The coil in his own gut wound tighter, tighter. Pleasure built, a pressure with no release valve.

“Look at me,” he gritted out.

Her blue eyes found his, glazed with pleasure but clear.

“This is my bed,” he said, each word a thrust. “You. Are. In. My. Bed.”

“Yes.”

“You’re not leaving it.”

“No.”

It was the permission he needed. The dam broke. With a roar he muffled against her neck, he plunged into her one final, devastating time and came. Hot pulses of release shot deep inside her, each one wracking his body with tremors. He collapsed on top of her, spent, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He could feel her heart hammering against his, a frantic, matching rhythm.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. The scent of sex and sweat hung heavy in the air, erasing the last traces of his wife’s perfume.

Slowly, he rolled to his side, taking her with him, keeping them joined. He brushed damp hair from her forehead. Her skin was flushed, her lips kiss-bruised. She looked utterly ravished. And she was smiling.

Evan took a deep breath. The words came from a place he’d sealed off years ago. “I’m done. With the travel. With the empty space on this side of the bed. With the ghost.”

Caroline’s smile softened. She traced a finger down his chest. “What are you saying?”

“I want you to be the woman of this house. For real.”
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The air in the living room felt thick, charged. Liam’s heart hammered against his ribs as he watched his wife, Becca, take Ivy’s hands in her own. The babysitter’s cheeks flushed a soft pink under the warm lamplight.

“We have something to ask you,” Becca said, her voice steady, a contrast to the tremor in Liam’s gut. “Something… big.”

Ivy’s bright eyes darted between them, curious, open. “Okay?”

The words tumbled out, a clumsy, hopeful plea about their struggles, their longing for another child, the idea that had taken root over dinner. Becca laid it out plainly, her gaze never leaving Ivy’s face. Would she consider being their surrogate?

Silence stretched. Liam held his breath, the fear of her polite refusal, of losing the easy comfort she brought to their home, tightening his chest.

Then Ivy smiled. A slow, radiant, knowing smile. “Yes,” she said, simple as that. “I’d be honored.”

—

That was last night.

Tonight, Ivy arrived just after eight, a canvas bag slung over her shoulder. Kyle was already asleep, his soft snores a faint rhythm from down the hall. No pretense of coffee, of casual chat. Becca took Ivy’s bag, set it aside, and cupped the younger woman’s face.

“You’re sure?” Becca whispered, her thumb stroking Ivy’s cheekbone.

“So sure,” Ivy breathed back, and then their mouths met.

Liam’s pulse jumped. He watched, rooted to the spot, as his wife kissed the babysitter. It wasn’t a chaste peck. It was deep, hungry, a slide of tongue and a soft moan that came from Becca’s throat. Her hands slid into Ivy’s sunset-red hair, dislodging the simple clip holding it up. Waves tumbled down, catching the light.

Becca’s fingers went to the buttons of Ivy’s simple cotton blouse. One by one, they came undone. The fabric parted, revealing a plain lace bra beneath, the swell of small, perfect breasts. Ivy shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, let it fall. Her jeans followed, kicked away, leaving her in just the bra and a pair of cotton panties.

“Your turn,” Ivy murmured, her fingers finding the hem of Becca’s sweater.

Becca raised her arms, let Ivy pull the soft knit over her head. Her own bra was practical, beige. Ivy unhooked it with a deft twist, and Becca’s full breasts spilled free, nipples already drawn into tight peaks. Becca stepped out of her leggings, standing naked before the younger woman, confidence in every curve.

“Beautiful,” Ivy sighed, her gaze drinking in Becca’s body.

Becca took Ivy’s hand and led her toward their bedroom. Liam followed, a spectator turned participant, his arousal a heavy, urgent heat. The bedside lamp cast a golden pool over the rumpled duvet.

Ivy sat on the edge of the mattress, looking up at Becca with dark, wide pupils. Becca knelt on the floor between her spread knees. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of Ivy’s panties and drew them down, slow. Ivy lifted her hips to help, and then she was bare.

Becca didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the inside of Ivy’s thigh. Ivy gasped, her head falling back. Becca’s mouth traveled higher, nuzzling through the neat, coppery curls. Her tongue found its target—a slow, flat stroke up Ivy’s center.

Ivy jolted. “Oh god.”

Becca hummed against her, the vibration making Ivy’s thighs tremble. She settled into a rhythm, her tongue circling the swollen bud of Ivy’s clit, then dipping lower to taste her opening. The room filled with wet, soft sounds, with Ivy’s sharp, panting breaths. Liam watched Becca’s shoulders move, watched her hands grip Ivy’s hips to hold her still. He saw the moment Ivy’s body began to coil, her back arching, a thin sheen of sweat glistening on her stomach.

“She’s ready for you,” Becca said, pulling back. Her chin glistened. “But I’m not done.”

Becca climbed onto the bed, straddling Ivy’s chest. She lowered herself, guiding her own wetness toward Ivy’s waiting mouth. “Taste me.”

Ivy’s hands came up to grip Becca’s thighs, and she lifted her head, her tongue finding Becca without a second of hesitation. The sight punched the air from Liam’s lungs. His wife, rocking gently against the younger woman’s face, her eyes closed in concentration, a low moan escaping her lips.

He moved then, drawn to the heat. He knelt where Becca had been, on the floor between Ivy’s legs. The scent of her, musky and sweet, filled his senses. He leaned in, replacing Becca’s mouth with his own. Ivy cried out, the sound muffled against Becca’s flesh.

Liam licked into her, tasting the combined salt of her arousal and his wife’s. She was slick, hot, her inner muscles fluttering around his probing tongue. He focused on her clit, sucking it gently, then flicking it with the tip of his tongue in time with the rocking of Becca’s hips above them. Ivy’s whole body was a tense bowstring, her heels digging into the mattress.

Becca’s movements became sharper, more frantic. “That’s it, Ivy,” she panted, her voice rough. “Just like that.”

The dual sensations pushed Ivy higher. Liam could feel the telltale tightening in her core. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a rhythm that matched the suck of his mouth. Above, Becca’s breath hit a ragged edge. She was close, her thighs clamping around Ivy’s head.

“Now, Liam,” Becca gasped. “Fill her. Now.”

Liam pulled back, fumbling with his belt, his pants. He was painfully hard, his cock springing free. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between Ivy’s splayed legs. Becca shifted, moving to straddle Ivy’s face again, offering herself once more, but now she faced Liam, her eyes locked on his.

He guided himself to Ivy’s entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her soaked folds. He looked down at her. Her lips were swollen, her eyes glazed, her attention split between the woman riding her mouth and the man at her threshold.

He pushed inside.

A sharp, shared groan filled the room. Ivy was tight, a silken, clutching heat that made his vision blur. He sank deeper, inch by exquisite inch, until he was fully seated, his hips pressed against hers. Becca watched, her own hips rolling, grinding herself against Ivy’s mouth.

Liam began to move. Slow, deep thrusts that dragged every nerve ending to the surface. Ivy’s internal muscles gripped him, pulsed around him. Her moans vibrated against Becca’s core.

“You feel that, Ivy?” Becca whispered, her hands braced on the headboard. “You feel how deep he is? He’s gonna put a baby inside you.”

Liam’s pace quickened, driven by the visual of his wife coming apart above them, by the incredible feel of the woman beneath him. Becca’s breath came in short, sharp bursts. Her back arched, a beautiful, taut curve.

“I’m there,” she choked out. “Ivy, I’m—!”

Her climax hit. A shudder wracked her body, and a flood of wetness spilled from her, coating Ivy’s chin, dripping down her neck. Becca cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of release.

Ivy’s own orgasm tore through her. Her back lifted off the bed, her internal muscles seizing around Liam in rhythmic, milking spasms. Her cry was a muffled scream against Becca’s skin.

The intense pressure shattered Liam’s control. With a final, driving thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and came. “I’m gonna fill you up,” he gritted out.

Pleasure erupted from his core, hot and endless, pumping into Ivy, into the symbolic space they had created together. He collapsed forward, catching himself on his hands above her, his body trembling.

For long moments, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the wet, soft sounds of separation as Becca slowly dismounted. She slid down beside Ivy, curling into her side, her hand stroking the younger woman’s damp hair. Liam carefully pulled out before sinking onto the bed on Ivy’s other side.

Ivy turned her head, looking at Becca with a dazed, sated smile. Becca leaned in, kissing her softly, tasting herself on Ivy’s lips.

“That was…” Ivy began, her voice hoarse.

“The first of many,” Becca finished, her own voice full of a warm, possessive certainty. She looked over Ivy’s body at Liam, her eyes shining. “I don’t want this to be just a transaction. I want you to stay. With us. Permanently. As our third.”

Ivy’s breath caught. She looked from Becca’s earnest face to Liam’s. A slow, radiant joy spread across her features. “Yes,” she said, the word a happy sigh. “Yes.”
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The last guest’s car had disappeared down the snowy driveway. Caleb leaned against the kitchen island, swirling the amber liquid in his glass. The hum of the dishwasher was the only sound. Then, Brenda walked in, her heels a soft tap on the tile.

“Hiding from the cleanup crew?” she asked, a smile playing on her lips. She began gathering empty wine glasses, her movements efficient, familiar.

“Just decompressing,” he said. His eyes tracked her. The black dress she wore was simple, but it hugged curves he didn’t remember. Or maybe he’d just never let himself see them before.

She glanced at him, her gaze lingering on his shoulders, the way his dress shirt strained across his chest. “You’ve gotten… sturdy, Caleb. Wall Street agrees with you.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “You used to say I was all knees and elbows.”

“You were.” She set the glasses down with a clink, turning to face him fully. The air between them thickened, charged with something that hadn’t been there hours ago.

Caleb took a step closer. The scent of her perfume—something warm and spicy—wrapped around him. “I was thinking about that earlier. How you used to babysit me. Remember that one summer? I was fifteen.”

Brenda’s breath caught, just a slight hitch. “I remember a lot of summers.”

“I remember one afternoon in particular.” His voice dropped, intimate. “I came home from practice. The house was quiet. I heard the shower running upstairs.”

Her eyes widened, a flush creeping up her neck. “Caleb…”

“I ‘accidentally’ pushed the door open.” He was right in front of her now, close enough to see the gold flecks in her brown eyes. “The steam was rolling out. You had your back to me, water sluicing down your spine. You turned, just a little. Saw me in the mirror.”

She didn’t move. Her lips parted. “You ran.”

“I’ve been running from that memory for a decade.” His hand came up, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. Her skin was so soft. “I’ve thought about it every day since.”

A tremor went through her. “It was wrong.”

“It was the most right thing I’d ever seen.” The confession hung between them, raw and undeniable.

Then her hands were on his chest, fisting in his shirt, and she pulled him down. Their mouths crashed together. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was fierce, hungry, a decade of suppressed want exploding between them. Her lips were insistent, her tongue sweeping into his mouth with a boldness that made his blood roar. He groaned, his arms wrapping around her, one hand tangling in her hair, the other splaying against the small of her back, pressing her against the hard ridge of his erection.

They stumbled through the darkened house, a tangle of lips and grasping hands, out the side door and across the frost-kissed lawn to the guest house. He fumbled with the key, his mouth never leaving hers. The door shut behind them with a definitive thud.

In the dark living room, he backed her against the wall. His hands roamed over the sleek fabric of her dress, learning the new, womanly shape of her. His thumbs found her nipples, peaked and hard even through the material. She arched into his touch, a sharp gasp breaking their kiss.

“Caleb.”

Hearing his name like that, a plea and a command, undid him. He yanked the dress down her shoulders, baring her to the waist. In the faint moonlight from the window, her breasts were full, pale, tipped with dark rose. He bent his head, taking one tight peak into his mouth. She cried out, her fingers digging into his scalp. He laved her with his tongue, sucked deeply, his other hand kneading her other breast. Her hips ground against his thigh, seeking friction.

She pushed at his shoulders, her eyes blazing. “My turn.”

She sank to her knees on the plush rug. Her hands went to his belt, her movements sure and swift. She freed him, her warm hand wrapping around his length. She looked up, holding his gaze as she leaned forward. Her tongue flicked out, tracing the swollen head before she took him fully into her mouth.

Wet, silken heat engulfed him. His head fell back against the wall. God. Her mouth was a revelation. She worked him with a slow, deep rhythm, one hand stroking the base, the other cupping his balls. Her eyes never left his, watching every flicker of pleasure on his face. It was intimate, devastating. He watched her, this woman who’d bandaged his knees, now worshipping his cock with a focused intensity that made his thighs shake. He tangled his hands in her hair, not guiding, just holding on.

“Brenda… I’m going to…”

She pulled off with a soft pop, her lips glistening. “Not yet.” She stood, taking his hand. “The bedroom. Now.”

He followed, stripping his clothes as he went. She stood by the bed, shimmying out of her dress and underwear. She was all soft curves, a mature beauty that made his heart pound. He approached her like something sacred. His hands traced the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, the gentle curve of her stomach. He kissed her shoulders, her collarbone, the valley between her breasts.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured against her skin. “All this time… you were this.”

He laid her back on the cool sheets and settled between her thighs. He kissed the inside of her knee, her thigh, breathing in her scent—musky, sweet, entirely her. When his tongue found her core, she jolted. He licked a slow, firm stripe through her folds, then circled her clit. Her back bowed off the bed.

“Oh… oh, fuck, Caleb.”

He feasted on her. He licked and sucked, drinking her in, using his fingers to stretch her, to find the spot inside that made her legs clamp around his head. Her cries grew louder, more broken. She fisted the sheets, her hips rolling against his mouth. He could feel her tightening, coiling. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue flicking rapidly over her swollen bud.

She came with a shattered cry, her body convulsing, her hands gripping his hair. He rode it out with her, gentling his touch until she went limp, panting.

Before she could recover, he was over her, nudging at her entrance. Her eyes, hazy with pleasure, focused on his. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her heels digging into his ass. “Yes. Please.”

He pushed inside. She was hot, tight, unbelievably wet. He sank in to the hilt in one slow, inexorable thrust, claiming every inch. A guttural groan tore from his throat. Her eyes rolled back. “So deep.”

He set a rhythm that was pure torture and bliss. Slow, deep strokes that dragged against her inner walls, that filled her completely. Each thrust was a promise, a reclamation. He watched her face, the way her lips parted, the flutter of her eyelids. He braced himself on his forearms, his face inches from hers.

“You feel… you feel like mine,” he gritted out, the pace never faltering.

“I am,” she gasped, her nails scoring his back. “God, I am.”

The coil in his gut tightened beyond bearing. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, pulling him toward the edge. He drove into her, harder, faster, losing the slow rhythm in a frantic need to spill. With a raw shout, he came, pulsing deep inside her, his body shuddering with the force of it.

He collapsed atop her, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. After a long moment, he rolled to his side, gathering her against him. He traced the line of her jaw.

“Come back to the city with me,” he said, the words leaving no room for argument.

She turned her head, her eyes searching his. The boy was gone. In his place was a man—confident, possessive, offering her everything. A fresh start in his arms. A slow smile, radiant and sure, spread across her face.

“Okay.”
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