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CHAPTER 1




Pamela’s POV:

I never thought I’d find myself at this point in life — fifty years old, married to a man who barely noticed me anymore, with nothing but silence between us and a drawer full of useless toys that hadn’t made me feel alive in years.

And then there was him.

It started on a Tuesday afternoon, the kind of humid day that clings to your skin like a memory you can’t shake off. I ducked into that little tea shop on Main Street to escape the heat—and maybe to escape my own thoughts. My husband, Rick, was at the refinery again, working his usual double shift. We'd stopped talking about love a long time ago. At this point, we barely shared meals. He came home smelling like oil and exhaustion, and I’d stopped expecting his hands to find their way to me under the covers.

The tea shop was quiet, a little oasis of calm in the middle of our sunbaked Texas town. That’s where I saw him—Trevor.

He stood behind the counter, wiping a jar with a white towel, his forearms flexing with each movement. Tall, smooth-skinned, and breathtaking in a way that made me forget the sweat sliding down my spine. He wore a charcoal-gray T-shirt that clung to his chest just enough, and when he looked up, his smile hit me right in the gut.

“Afternoon, ma’am,” he said. His voice was warm honey and velvet. “What can I help you with?”

Ma’am. God, that word. It should’ve made me feel old, but the way he said it? Like I was the only woman in the room worth looking at? It stirred something deep inside me.

I walked to the counter, trying not to blush. “It’s just Pamela, please.”

He chuckled. “Alright then, Pamela. First-timer?”

“Yeah. Figured I’d try something different today.”
Like a twenty-something man with arms like carved stone and a smile that could melt steel.

Trevor nodded, pulling down a tin from the shelf. “Try the hibiscus lavender. It’s floral, strong, but smooth at the end. Kind of like you.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

He laughed softly, that low, confident kind of laugh that a man gives when he knows exactly what he’s doing. “The tea. I mean. It suits you.”

He didn’t. And we both knew it.

That’s when I noticed the way his eyes flicked down to my blouse—not in a disrespectful way. More like he was trying to memorize me. Like he’d already imagined what was underneath and was just waiting for permission to explore.

I felt the heat rise in my cheeks. I’d worn that top on purpose. The silk clung to my curves, and I knew my breasts—still perky enough, even after all these years—were outlined just enough to tease. My hazel eyes met his, and something passed between us. A current. A slow, electric hum.

And I wanted more of it.

***

I found myself going back every day that week. Sometimes twice.

Trevor never asked why. He’d just hand me a new tea to sample, and we’d talk. About music, about the heat, about nothing in particular. He told me he was home from college for the summer. Majoring in graphic design, trying to help out his aunt who owned the place.

I told him I was bored. A little too honestly.

One afternoon, I stayed late, waiting until the last customer left. The air was thick with the scent of chai and citrus, and Trevor was wiping down tables, his shirt damp with sweat from the broken A/C.

I stood, sipping my iced brew, watching him. “You know,” I said, “you make this place worth coming to.”

He turned, giving me that grin again—the one that sent flutters between my thighs.

“Yeah? I thought it was the tea.”

“Nope. It’s you.”

There was silence after that. Heavy, delicious silence. He walked over, slow and deliberate, until we were inches apart.

“You know I’ve been thinking about you, Pamela,” he said, voice dropping low. “Every time you walk in here, I can smell your perfume before I even see you. And then I see that body and I—” He cut himself off, licking his bottom lip. “I’ve had some… very distracting thoughts.”

My pulse pounded in my ears. No one had looked at me like that in years. Not with that kind of hunger. Not even my husband.

I swallowed. “You shouldn’t say things like that.”

“Why?” he whispered, stepping closer. “Your husband gonna come in and stop me?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. My heart was racing, and my body… Lord, my body was already betraying me. My nipples were tight beneath the lace of my bra, and between my legs, a slow throb had begun— the kind that no toy in the world could ease.

“You’re playing with fire,” I whispered.

Trevor leaned in, his lips brushing my ear. “Then let me burn, baby.”

I gasped softly.

He didn’t touch me—not yet. Just stood there, towering over me with that cocky, youthful energy that made me feel like a woman again. Not just a wife, not just a customer. A woman.

“I close the shop at eight,” he said. “If you ever wanted to… talk. Somewhere private.”

He stepped back and walked away without another word, leaving me standing there trembling, my thighs slick, my breathing shallow.

That night, I didn’t sleep.

I lay in bed next to Rick, who snored through his dreams while I stared at the ceiling, my fingers tracing lazy circles on my stomach. I thought of Trevor. The way he looked at me. The heat in his eyes. The promise in his voice.

I touched myself. Slowly. Tenderly. But it wasn’t enough.

The next day, I went back.

It was five minutes to eight when I walked in. Trevor’s eyes locked on mine the moment I entered. He didn’t smile this time. His gaze was dark, intense, filled with need.

“You came,” he said simply.

“Yes,” I breathed.

He turned the sign on the door to Closed, then locked it. The final click of the deadbolt felt like a key turning inside me. A release.

No turning back.

Trevor walked over, crowding my space, his hands sliding up my arms, gripping my waist. I could feel every inch of him pressed to me—the heat, the hardness, the pulse of a young man who’d been waiting for this as much as I had.

When his lips finally met mine, it wasn’t gentle. It was claiming. Desperate. Hot.

I moaned into his mouth, my fingers digging into his back as he kissed me like a man starved. Our bodies tangled in the dim light of the shop, the scent of tea mixing with the heat of our breath.

His hands slid down, cupping my ass, squeezing it through the silk of my dress.

“Damn,” he growled. “You feel so good.”

“So do you,” I whispered, arching against him. “God, Trevor…”

He lifted me like I weighed nothing, setting me on the counter, hiking my dress up to my thighs.

“I’ve been dreaming about this since the first time you walked in,” he murmured, pressing kisses down my neck. “You don’t know what you do to me, Pamela.”

I gasped as his fingers found the damp silk of my panties. He groaned when he felt how wet I already was.

“I do now.”

***

Trevor’s breath was hot against my neck, and his hands—those large, strong hands—slid up my thighs with a slow, deliberate touch that made my skin hum. I’d forgotten how it felt to be wanted. Not just touched, not just humored, but truly desired—with the kind of need that leaves no room for shame.

My legs parted instinctively as I perched on the edge of the counter, silk dress hiked up, breath trembling.

“I should stop,” I whispered, not believing it even as I said it.

“But you won’t,” Trevor murmured, his lips grazing my collarbone.

And he was right.

Because I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. Not when his fingers were curling around the waistband of my panties, tugging them slowly down, dragging heat and friction with them as he knelt before me like I was something sacred. Something to be worshipped.

My breath caught.

Trevor looked up at me, his dark eyes full of hunger. “You’re beautiful.”

That word—I hadn’t been called that in years. Not like that. Not like it meant something. Not like it was earned and devoured in the same breath.

“Pamela…” he whispered, his thumb stroking my inner thigh. “You smell like heaven.”

I laughed breathlessly. “You have a dangerous mouth, you know that?”

He grinned—that boyish, cocky smile that made my stomach flip. “Let me show you what else it can do.”

Before I could answer, his mouth was on me. Hot, wet, deliberate. His tongue flicked and swirled with confidence, as if he knew exactly how to unravel a woman twice his age. And Lord, did he ever.

My back arched, fingers twisting in his hair as I cried out. Every nerve ending came alive under his touch—tender, greedy licks paired with slow, deep pressure that made my thighs tremble and my head tip back in bliss.

I’d forgotten what this felt like. Pleasure. Not just going through the motions. Not checking the clock to see if he was done. This was something else entirely—this was being seen, tasted, treasured.

Trevor gripped my hips tighter, dragging me closer to the edge of the counter, anchoring me as his tongue pressed deep, slow and rhythmic, like he was memorizing me. Like this was a feast, not just a snack.

I gasped his name. My thighs clamped around his shoulders, body jerking with each wave of release building inside me.

And when it hit—it hit hard.

I shattered with a moan that echoed off the walls of that little tea shop, toes curling, breath stolen, body flushed with warmth from the inside out.

Trevor pulled back slowly, lips glistening, eyes glazed with pride and heat.

“Tastes like honey,” he said, kissing my thigh as I tried to catch my breath.

I laughed, half-dazed. “You’re dangerous.”

“And you,” he said, rising to his feet, “are everything I’ve ever wanted in a woman.”

He kissed me again, slower this time. His tongue traced mine as he pressed himself against me, and that’s when I felt it—the thick, hard length of him straining behind his jeans.

Oh, God.

“You okay?” he murmured, forehead against mine.

“Trevor,” I breathed, hands sliding down his chest, “I want you.”

He swallowed, jaw tightening. “You sure?”

I nodded. “I haven’t been this sure in a long time.”

We didn’t rush.

Trevor led me to the back room—a tiny storage space with a single couch draped in blankets, books, and forgotten boxes. It wasn’t glamorous. It wasn’t planned. But in that moment, it was ours.

He helped me out of my dress slowly, like unwrapping a gift. His eyes roamed over me with reverence, not judgment. Fifty years old, curves and stretch marks and all—and yet I had never felt more seen.

“You’re so sexy,” he whispered, dragging his fingers across my stomach, over my hips. “Every inch of you. I want to worship all of it.”

Trevor peeled off his shirt, revealing a body like something out of a fantasy. Toned, smooth, warm skin that glistened slightly in the dim light. He dropped his jeans, and I gasped when I saw the outline pressing against his briefs.

“Intimidated?” he teased.

I smirked, stepping closer, fingers teasing the waistband. “Excited.”

We kissed again, and I let my hands explore him—firm muscle, soft skin, the heat of youth and desire vibrating through him like a live wire.

When he finally shed the last of his clothes and stood before me in all his arousal, I swallowed hard.

“Jesus…”

Trevor chuckled. “Still sure?”

I met his gaze, stepping close, reaching down to wrap my fingers gently around him. He hissed through his teeth.

“Positive.”

***

We didn’t just fall into bed—we collided like fire and dry grass.

He laid me back on the couch, covering my body with his, every inch of him flush against me. His hands cradled my face as he kissed me, deeper this time—like he wasn’t just claiming me, but marking me.

When he finally pushed inside me—slow, careful, deep—my breath hitched. The stretch was exquisite, hot and full, my body adjusting around him as he filled me inch by inch.

I had never felt so freaking alive.

Trevor moved slowly at first, watching my face for every reaction. His thrusts were measured, sensual, his mouth never far from mine. It wasn’t just sex. It was connection. Chemistry. Craving finally satisfied.

“You feel like heaven,” he groaned into my neck, thrusting deeper.

I moaned, arching into him, nails dragging down his back. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

And he didn’t.

He gave me everything—every stroke, every kiss, every whisper of how beautiful I was, how tight I felt, how much he’d wanted me. Our bodies moved together like we were made for this. Like every lonely night and aching morning had led us here.

I lost track of time.

All I knew was him—the sound of our skin meeting, the way his lips tasted, the heat building between us again and again. When I came a second time, it was with his name on my lips and his hand tangled in mine.

When he finally followed, it was with a deep, shuddering groan, body trembling, his forehead pressed to mine.

We lay there after, tangled and sweating, hearts racing in sync.

Trevor looked at me—really looked at me—and said, “You feel like home.”

And for the first time in years, I felt wanted. Not as a wife. Not as a body. But as me.

Pamela.


CHAPTER 2




Trevor’s POV:

The motel wasn’t much. Hell, it was barely more than a converted roadside shack with cracked stucco and neon that buzzed all night like a gnat in your ear. But to me, it felt like a palace.

Because she was coming.

Pamela.

Every time I said her name in my head, it carried weight. Not because she was older or off-limits— though both of those things should have made me pause—but because she was the kind of woman that didn’t just walk into your life. She stunned her way in. Like a warm front in the middle of a cold front, she changed everything.

I’d never touched anyone like her before. Never felt anyone the way I felt her.

And now she was coming here.

To me.

For more.

I’d booked the room under a fake name, used cash, made sure the front desk clerk didn’t care enough to ask questions. Just two lovers hiding from a world that never gave either of them what they needed.

I got there early, pulled open the curtains to let in the Texas sunset, and placed the wine I’d picked out —something cheap but dry, red and warm like blood—on the little side table near the bed. I laid out the fruits I'd bought earlier from the local market: a ripe banana, two cold slices of honeydew, a bunch of red grapes still on the stem, and a juicy peach split open just enough to suggest something filthy.

It was… symbolic.

And God, I hoped she’d get it.

When I heard the knock, my heart jumped. I opened the door, and there she was—wrapped in a long, flowing sundress that hugged her waist and flared just above her knees. Her blonde hair was pulled up in a loose twist, little strands framing her flushed cheeks. She had a bottle of wine in one hand and a wicked smile on her lips.

“Well,” she said, stepping inside, “aren’t you going to offer a lady a drink?”

The moment the door clicked shut, the tension thickened between us.

She walked in like she owned the room—and maybe she did. Maybe she owned me too, just a little. I couldn’t tear my eyes off her. Her bare shoulders glowed in the amber light, and her perfume was subtle but sinful—like sugar and skin.

“You look…” I started, then stopped.

She turned to me with a slow, amused glance. “What?”

“I don’t know if I have the vocabulary.”

Pamela laughed softly and dropped her purse on the dresser. “Good. I didn’t come here for words.”

Still, we didn’t rush. That was the thing about her. She made me want to take my time.

I poured the wine into two cheap glasses, handed her one, and watched as she sipped. Her eyes closed as she tasted it, lashes fluttering like she was trying to memorize every note.

“Mm,” she moaned lightly, licking the drop from her bottom lip. “You always know just what to serve.”

My throat tightened. “I plan to serve a lot more than that tonight.”

She raised a brow. “Is that so?”

I motioned toward the bed, where I’d set out the fruit on a simple white towel.

“Dessert before the main course?”

Her smile curled into something wicked. “Show me.”

We both sat on the edge of the bed, legs barely touching, glasses of wine in hand. She plucked a grape from the bunch, popped it into her mouth, and looked at me through lowered lashes. Slowly, she rolled it across her tongue, then bit into it with a soft, audible snap.

I nearly lost it right there.

“You teasing me, Pamela?”

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my cheek. “What if I am?”

I grabbed the banana next—peeled it halfway, then offered her the tip. “Take a bite.”

She did—slow, deep, sensual. Her lips closed around it with such deliberate elegance I felt my jeans tighten by the second. She sucked it just enough to let me know she was in control—and then pulled back with a wet sound that left my jaw clenched.

“This is indecent,” I growled.

She laughed, throat low and sultry. “That’s the idea.”

Then she took a slice of melon, dripping slightly at the corner, and rubbed it gently along my bottom lip.

“Sweet?” she asked.

I didn’t answer.

I took her wrist, firm but gentle, and sucked the juice from her fingers.

She gasped.

My hand slid to her knee, caressing upward beneath the hem of that sundress until I felt the edge of her thigh. Her skin was soft, warm—she was trembling slightly, and that only made me bolder.

“I want to taste you again,” I whispered.

She finished her wine in one gulp and set the glass down with a clink. “Then do it, baby.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

We made love like animals disguised as lovers.

She lay back on the bed as I pulled her dress up and over her head, revealing creamy skin and a lace bra that looked appealing enough to eat. I peeled it off slowly, kissed her breasts, sucked one of her nipples until it peaked under my tongue.

She moaned, grinding against my thigh, impatient.

Then I dragged the peach slice along the inside of her thigh. Juice dripped over her skin. I followed it with my tongue.

“Oh, Trevor…”

Her panties were already soaked. I pulled them down with my teeth, tasted the wine on her lips, then the fruit on her thighs, and finally, her—raw, wet, and hungry.

My mouth found her center, and she writhed like she was losing control.

She clutched the sheets, whispering my name like a prayer and a curse all at once. I used my fingers and tongue together, slow and deep, curling inside her until I felt her tighten.

And then she came—hard, with a strangled cry, hips bucking against my face as I devoured every drop of her release.

But we were far from done.

She pulled me up, panting, eyes wild. “Get out of those jeans.”

I did. Fast.

She gasped when she saw me fully.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she said. Then she reached for me—her fingers curled around me, stroking slow and slick, eyes locked on mine.

I groaned.

She pushed me onto my back, straddled me, and took me in inch by inch, like she was meant to ride me. Like she had waited her whole life for this moment.

And maybe she had.

We moved together like fire—no rhythm, just instinct. Her hips grinding, mine thrusting up to meet her. My hands tangled in her hair. Her mouth on my chest, then my lips, then my throat.

She whispered things—filthy, beautiful, needy things—and I whispered right back.

When she came again, it was with a full-body quake. When I followed, it was with her name ripped from my throat like a confession.

After, we lay tangled, sticky, spent.

She rested her head on my chest, fingers tracing circles over my heart.

“I feel…” she began, but stopped.

“Yeah,” I said. “Me too.”

I didn’t want her to leave. Not ever.

But I didn’t say that.

Not yet.


CHAPTER 3




Pamela’s POV:

There was a glow about me lately.

I saw it in the mirror when I brushed my hair—a subtle, almost wicked light behind my hazel eyes that hadn’t been there in years. I saw it in the way my lips curled when I touched my neck, remembering how Trevor kissed it the night before. My skin was softer, flushed. My body buzzed with a warmth I couldn’t explain away.

Rick noticed it, of course.

He stared at me from across the breakfast table with narrowed eyes as I drizzled honey into my tea. The same tea I had picked up from that little shop on Main Street, the one Trevor worked at. The one I now visited for much more than oolong and jasmine.

“You’ve been out a lot lately,” Rick said casually, the kind of casual that came with accusation behind it.

I smiled, feigning innocence. “Just errands. Needed to pick up a new blend. Lavender peach this time. Helps with sleep.”

“You sure that’s all you’re picking up?”

My hand stilled on the spoon.

That’s when I knew.

He was watching me.

He didn’t have proof. Not yet. But suspicion had sunk its claws into him, and once Rick got suspicious, he didn’t let go.

I looked him straight in the eye. “Yes, Rick. I’m sure.”

He didn’t say anything else. But he didn’t need to.

The tension was thick enough to slice through with a steak knife.

Two hours later, I was parked outside the tea shop.

The morning sun glinted off my windshield as I sat behind the wheel, heart hammering in my chest, thighs slick with anticipation. I hadn’t seen Trevor in two days, and my body was aching for him like a drug I was desperate to inject into my bloodstream.

He stepped outside a moment later, looking around, and when he spotted me, that grin—that grin—lit up his face. My whole body reacted. I opened the car door just as he jogged across the empty lot toward me.

I didn’t wait for greetings. I grabbed his collar and pulled him into a kiss—messy, greedy, deep. His hands went straight to my hips, lifting me slightly, pinning me against the car as our mouths danced in the rising heat.

“God, I missed you,” I whispered against his lips.

Trevor chuckled, breathless. “I was starting to think about breaking into your house.”

“You would’ve gotten shot.”

“Worth it.”

We were pressed so tight against each other I could feel the hard ridge straining against his pants. My mouth watered. I didn’t care if it was risky—the early morning traffic hadn’t begun, and the lot was shielded by trees and the shop’s awning. I needed him like oxygen.

But neither of us realized someone else was watching.

Rick’s POV:

I shouldn’t have followed her.

I told myself it was a quick drive, a coincidence. But who was I kidding?

When I saw her in that sundress, hair tied up, lips glossed just right—the way she hadn’t bothered to dress in months—I knew something was wrong. I took the truck, stayed a few cars behind, parked across from the tea shop and watched her slide into the lot like she belonged there.

And then he walked out.

A young man. Black. Tall, built. Confident as hell.

I watched as he approached my wife like she was something he’d already undressed in his head a dozen times. And Pamela… Jesus. She pulled him into a kiss that was hungry. She clung to him like a teenager with a crush.

I couldn’t move.

I couldn’t even breathe.

They were up against her car, bodies pressed, hands roaming. My Pamela—the woman I came home to every night, the one who barely touched me anymore—was grinding against some kid’s thigh like she’d never been touched before.

I wanted to look away. But I couldn’t.

It was like watching someone else’s life shatter and realizing it was your own.

Then they got into the car.

I sat frozen as it rocked slightly, subtle movements that told me everything. My stomach churned. My fists clenched. But I didn’t storm in. Not yet.

I needed to see how far she’d fall.

Trevor’s POV:

The second we shut the car doors, Pamela was in my lap, her hands in my hair, her mouth on my neck.

“This is crazy,” I said, even as I reached for her thigh, pulling her higher.

“Then let’s be crazy,” she moaned, biting my earlobe.

She kissed me like the world was ending—tongue, teeth, nails dragging down my back. Her sundress slid up as she ground against me, breath ragged, eyes wild.

“You’re gonna be the death of me,” I said, gripping her waist as I kissed her again.

But I wanted her. I needed her. The way she melted for me. The way she moaned when I touched her just right. She made me feel like more than a college kid with dreams—she made me feel powerful.

She reached between us, stroking me through my pants, eyes wide with wicked delight. “I missed this. Missed you.”

I was already throbbing, ready to burst. And when she finally lowered herself onto me—slow, careful, gasping—we both stopped breathing.

She clenched around me with a tight, slick grip that made my vision blur.

“Oh my God, Pamela,” I groaned.

She rode me like she wanted to burn every trace of her old life to the ground. In that car, under the wide Texas sky, with the scent of sex and heat and betrayal swirling around us—we moved like sinners who knew they were damned and didn’t care.

I kissed her shoulder. Her neck. Whispered her name like a spell.

And she shattered in my arms.

Rick’s POV:

I left.

I couldn’t watch any more.

I didn’t need to.

That boy—that kid—was buried so deep inside her it made my blood boil. She welcomed him. Worshipped him. The things I had once taken for granted, he now had in his hands like they were his birthright.

I drove home, hands shaking, heart hollow.

But I wasn’t done.

Not yet.


CHAPTER 4




PAMELA’S POV:

I never thought desire could haunt me like this. Not at fifty. Not after two decades of marriage where intimacy had slowly become a chore, like folding laundry or paying bills. But now… now I was coming undone every time Trevor touched me. Every time his voice dipped low in my ear and made my thighs tremble beneath my pencil skirt.

I shouldn’t have gone back to him.

I told myself it would be just once. A single night in that motel with cheap wine and grapes he fed me from between his teeth. But his taste was still on my tongue. His hands still echoed along my curves. And my body? God, my body was a live wire whenever he was near. I was glowing from the inside out —and Rick had noticed.

I lied again this morning. Told Rick I was going out for yoga and errands.

Instead, I parked behind the same tea shop where Trevor worked weekends. Only this time, we weren’t going to waste time pretending.

He was already waiting for me. Leaning against his beat-up silver sedan, arms crossed, that devilish smirk on his face. He had on a white T-shirt that clung to his broad chest like it had been painted on, and jeans that made me ache.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said, eyes dipping low.

I didn’t even make it inside the car. He took my hand and pulled me into him, lips crashing against mine with heat and hunger that melted everything I was trying to hold together. We kissed like two people starved, like we knew this moment was borrowed time. His fingers were already sliding under my blouse, brushing the lace edge of my bra.

That’s when I heard a car pull in behind us.

RICK’S POV:

I should’ve trusted my instincts.

Something had been wrong with Pamela for weeks. She was radiant lately, sure, but it wasn’t the glow of a woman satisfied at home. It was the glow of someone being devoured in secret.

I took off from work early. Followed her. She didn’t see me behind that rust-red pickup truck on I-20. She turned into the tea shop lot—not for tea, clearly.

That’s when I saw him. A tall Black kid, couldn’t be older than twenty-five. Built like a damn athlete. And Pamela—my Pamela—practically melted into his arms.

I froze. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe.

She was kissing him like she was addicted. His hands were all over her—squeezing her ass, pulling her against his groin. I could tell. He was hard. He wasn’t even trying to hide it.

They didn’t care who saw.

And then they got into his car.

I sat there behind the tinted windshield of my truck like a ghost. Watching. Hoping they’d just talk, and this was all some kind of twisted misunderstanding.

But then the car started to rock.

TREVOR’S POV:

There was something different about her today. Something darker. Needier.

She climbed over the console and into my lap, lips hot, fingers trembling as they unbuckled my belt. Her perfume wrapped around me like a drug—jasmine, vanilla, and something wilder beneath.

“Do you want me, Pamela?” I asked, voice low against her ear.

Her answer was a whimper. Her hips rolled against me. That was all the confirmation I needed.

She kissed down my neck, grinding slowly, deliberately. I slid my hands up her thighs and under her dress, fingertips brushing against silky skin and soaked lace.

“You’re already this wet?” I whispered, grinning.

She nodded, breath ragged. “You do this to me.”

God. That answer hit harder than any dirty talk. It was truth. It was surrender.

I kissed her again, but softer now. Slower. I loved hearing her whimper into my mouth.

From the glove box, I pulled out a small black silk scarf. Her eyes widened—I had teased her with it last time.

“May I?”

She nodded again. I tied the scarf gently around her eyes, and she moaned. Trust. Total submission. Her body opened up for me like a flower after rain.

I fed her a grape, watched her lips close around it. Then a slice of juicy melon. Then a banana… her tongue traced the edge before she bit down.

I couldn’t wait anymore.

Her hands found me—hard, thick, aching.

She gasped as she stroked me. “God, Trevor…”

I eased her panties aside and slid two fingers inside her, curling them until I felt her spasm.

“Right there, baby,” I said, my voice husky. “Gonna show you something new today.”

I worked her with my fingers, slow and deep, watching her face contort with pleasure. Then I leaned down, lips tracing lower, lower… until my tongue found that sweet spot between her thighs.

She bucked hard. Hands in my hair. Crying out like I’d taken her soul.

And then it happened.

She shook—legs trembling, voice breaking—and she squirted for the first time.

I looked up at her, stunned. “That was all you, Pamela.”

Her smile was dazed. She looked like a woman reborn.

I didn’t know we were being watched.

RICK’S POV:

I couldn’t look away.

I wanted to. Every cell in my body screamed to just drive off and forget this moment. But I sat there. In that hot truck. Watching my wife explode for another man.

Watching her come undone in ways I’d never seen. With me, she never cried out like that. Never shook. Never squirted.

And that kid… he worshipped her. Not just with his body, but the way he looked at her. Like she was the answer to a question he didn’t even know he had.

I gripped the steering wheel so tight I thought I’d snap it in half.

They kissed again. Long, slow, tender.

I saw her reach for his face, brush her thumb along his cheek. A quiet, affectionate moment. That was what broke me.

This wasn’t just lust.

Pamela was falling for him.

PAMELA’S POV:

When Trevor untied the blindfold, I blinked up at him like I’d just woken from a dream. My thighs were still shaking. My breath still ragged.

“You okay?” he asked gently.

I nodded. “That was… everything.”

His smile was real. Soft. And it gutted me.

Because I knew this wasn’t just sex anymore. He touched something in me that had been asleep for years—maybe decades.

And for the first time, I was afraid.

Afraid of what Rick would do if he found out.

Afraid of what would happen to Trevor if things went wrong.

Afraid of myself… because I didn’t want to stop.


CHAPTER 5




Pamela’s POV:

The hot water had barely touched my skin when I felt it—that lingering ache. Not in my body, not from Trevor. This time, it was guilt. A low hum of unease rippling beneath the pleasure that still clung to me like dew. I closed my eyes beneath the cascade of water, hoping the steam would wash away more than the sweat and sin.

By the time I stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a plush towel, I was humming softly to distract myself. But my heart leapt into my throat the second I rounded the corner.

Rick was home.

“Hey,” he said, his voice calm but deep, vibrating with something I couldn’t quite place.

He was standing in the living room, arms crossed, still in his work clothes—grey slacks, navy shirt rolled at the sleeves. But something about the way he looked at me… it wasn’t exhaustion. It wasn’t indifference. It was heat.

“Didn’t expect you home this early,” I said, tightening my towel.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you today.” He stepped closer, his gaze slipping slowly down my body, like he was memorizing every curve for the first time in years.

My breath hitched.

He reached out and brushed a damp strand of hair from my cheek. “You’ve been glowing lately,” he murmured. “I thought maybe I’d remind you where that glow came from.”

I froze. The double meaning sent ice and fire racing through me all at once.

But I didn’t have time to respond.

His mouth was on mine.

Hard. Desperate. Primal.

And I melted.

Rick’s Pov:

I knew.

I’d known for a while. The late returns. The long showers. The way she suddenly started humming again after months of silence. And that morning, following her to the damn tea shop? Watching from the lot across the street as some young guy kissed my wife like she belonged to him?

It set something off in me.

A fire.

Maybe I was too late. Maybe I’d already lost her. But I wasn’t going down without a fight. I still remembered what her body felt like under mine, how she used to cry my name, how we used to burn together.

And the second I saw her step out of that bathroom—flushed and soft, like a forbidden dream—I couldn’t hold it back.

I didn’t want to.

Pamela’s Pov:

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

The towel dropped to the floor as Rick guided me backwards onto the couch, his hands roaming my damp skin like a man starved. He kissed my neck, then lower, until I was gasping, until his teeth grazed places he hadn’t visited in months.

It was wild. Unrestrained.

He lifted one of my legs over the couch arm and slid his fingers between my thighs. “You’re soaking wet,” he growled against my ear.

I stiffened—but not from arousal.

He paused. “Is that for me?”

I nodded. I lied.

He didn’t wait for more.

His fingers found my rhythm fast, deep and curling, lighting fireworks under my skin. My head fell back, a moan bursting from my throat before I could catch it.

“Oh my God, Rick...”

He pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “You remember how I used to touch you, don’t you?”

I nodded again, panting.

“Then let me remind you.”

Rick’s Pov:

Her body answered me. Every sigh, every tremble, every slick pulse of her hips. I buried my mouth between her thighs, inhaling her scent like salvation. She cried out, her fingers in my hair, thighs shaking, hips rising off the couch like she needed more.

I gave it to her.

When I finally stood, her eyes were heavy, drunk with sensation. But I wasn’t done.

I lifted her—God, she still felt so damn good in my arms—and carried her to the staircase. Halfway up, I pressed her back against the railing and took her right there. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her arms around my neck. The soft slap of skin and her cries bouncing off the walls.

It was raw. Passionate. Real.

And I wasn’t just taking her body.

I wanted her soul back.

Pamela’s Pov:

I didn’t know what was happening to me. I’d gone from guilt-ridden and shaken to breathless and shaking. My husband was unrelenting—his hands, his mouth, the way he whispered against my skin like I was still his.

And in that moment, I wanted to believe I was.

But as he took me again, this time in the bedroom, surrounded by our wedding photos and old memories, something inside me cracked.

He was being better. Kinder. Wilder. Like the man I used to cry over in the shower when he stayed too long at the office.

So why now?

Why this sudden urgency?

When we were done—when I lay there in a haze of sweat and confusion, my legs tangled in the sheets, my chest rising and falling like I’d just run a marathon—Rick turned on his side, propped on his elbow, and looked at me.

Really looked.

And then it happened.

Rick’s Pov:

“I saw you.”

She blinked. “What?”

“This morning. At the tea shop.”

Her body went still.

“I followed you.”

Pamela sat up slowly, the sheet clutching her chest. “Rick…”

“I saw him kiss you.” I swallowed hard. “Saw you kiss him back.”

Silence.

“Then I watched you disappear behind his car like teenagers in heat. Like I didn’t matter anymore.”

Tears filled her hazel eyes. “Rick, I—”

“Was it just today?” My voice cracked. “Or has it been going on for longer?”

She didn’t answer. That was the answer.

I nodded, heart pounding. “You were glowing. But it wasn’t for me.”

Tears spilled over now.

“But tonight,” I said, “you still responded to me.”

“Rick, I didn’t mean to—”

“You wanted more,” I said, standing. “And I wasn’t giving it.”

She looked up at me, broken. “I didn’t want to lose you.”

“You already have,” I whispered. “Or maybe... maybe I lost you first.”

Pamela’s Pov:

I didn’t know what to say.

I couldn’t fix it.

But as I sat there in the afterglow of our most powerful night in years, naked in more ways than one, I realized what I had done. What we had become.

And what might be slipping through our fingers.


CHAPTER 6




Pamela’s Pov:

The Texas sun was setting low, draping the sky in molten gold and fiery pinks. I sat on the porch swing, hands wrapped around a glass of iced tea, heart pounding like a caged bird. The past weeks had been a whirlwind—stolen kisses, burning secrets, and raw confessions.

I knew the time had come. The fragile truce between desire and loyalty couldn’t hold much longer. Rick was waiting inside, and Trevor… well, Trevor was here too, somewhere in the house, shadows flickering between us all.

The air was thick with tension, anticipation, and something deeper—something like hope.

Rick’s voice cut through the quiet, low and steady. “Pamela, come here.”

I rose and walked toward him, my skin still tingling from memories of the last time we were close like this. He took my hand, and the way he looked at me—equal parts fire and forgiveness—made my breath catch.

“You’ve changed,” he said. “Maybe so have I.”

I nodded, biting my lip. “I never meant to hurt you.”

“I know.”

We moved inside, footsteps soft on the hardwood floors. Trevor was there, leaning against the doorway, eyes dark with emotion and longing.

“Pamela,” Trevor said, voice rough, “I don’t want to lose you. But I don’t want to hurt him either.”

Rick’s jaw clenched, but he didn’t say a word. The three of us were caught in a delicate balance— desire, guilt, love, and betrayal all tangled together.

I stepped forward, heart pounding, and reached out to both men. “We can find a way through this.”

Rick’s Pov:

Standing there, watching Pamela and Trevor, I felt something strange—jealousy, sure, but also a strange respect. Trevor wasn’t just some fling; he was a man who loved her, who made her feel alive.

And maybe, just maybe, that was something I hadn’t been able to give lately.

I swallowed hard, stepping closer. “If this is going to work, it’s going to take honesty. No more lies.”

Trevor nodded. “Agreed.”

Pamela’s hand squeezed mine. “No more lies.”

Trevor:

The room felt charged, every breath electric. I looked at them—Pamela, radiant and vulnerable, and Rick, steady but wounded.

I wanted to reach out, to show them both how much I cared.

Slowly, I moved toward Pamela, taking her face in my hands. “You’re incredible. And I’m not going anywhere.”

Rick stepped forward too, wrapping his arms around her waist.

And then, in a moment that felt suspended in time, the three of us drew closer, finding comfort and heat in each other’s presence.

Pamela:

What happened next was a dance of hands and lips, whispered confessions, and tender touches that grew into something fierce and unrestrained.

Rick kissed me with the passion of a man rediscovering his heart, his hands tracing the curves that Trevor adored.

Trevor’s lips followed, soft and demanding, his fingers exploring the places Rick had missed.

I surrendered to the wild, tangled sensation of being wanted by both men—their touches igniting fires deep inside me.

We moved to the couch, a tangle of limbs and murmured names, kisses melting into soft moans.

Rick’s hands cupped my face as Trevor’s fingers danced along my spine, sending shivers down my skin.

Rick:

The heat between us was undeniable, a primal energy that burned away all doubt. I traced the line of Pamela’s neck, feeling her pulse race beneath my fingertips.

Trevor’s hands found mine, fingers intertwining, a silent promise of unity.

Together, we explored the delicate balance of pleasure and trust, of love and desire.

Trevor:

I whispered into Pamela’s ear, my breath hot against her skin, “You’re mine—and his—and we’ll make this work.”

She shivered, and the sound was like music.

The night stretched ahead, filled with whispered names, soft sighs, and the sweet ache of connection.

Pamela:

As dawn broke, casting pale light over our tangled bodies, I knew one thing for sure: love is messy, complicated, and fiercely beautiful.

With Rick and Trevor by my side, I was ready to face whatever came next.

Together.

OEBPS/image_rsrcSV.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		CHAPTER 1

		CHAPTER 2

		CHAPTER 3

		CHAPTER 4

		CHAPTER 5

		CHAPTER 6




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41






