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Trained for her Date by her Flatmate

Katie felt light-headed as she stared at her phone, the confirmation text from David glowing accusingly on the screen. A date. A real date. Just the thought of it made her stomach twist into elaborate knots.

"You look like you've seen a ghost," Aaron said cheerily, leaning against the kitchen doorframe. His hazel eyes studied her with that intensity that always made her feel transparent.

"It’s worse than that," Katie whispered, setting her phone down. "I have a date this weekend."

Aaron's eyebrows shot up as he crossed the kitchen, sliding onto the barstool beside her. "And that's bad because…?"

"Because I have no idea what I'm doing." Her cheeks flushed pink, the colour spreading down her neck. "I've never… I haven’t actually…” The frustration built in her before she finally managed to blurt it out all at once. “Ugh, Aaron, I’ve never been on a date before."

"Wait, seriously?" Aaron's voice held no judgment, just genuine surprise. "Never?"

Katie shook her head, her dirty blonde hair falling across her face. She tucked it behind her ear, avoiding his gaze. "I know it's pathetic. Twenty years old and I've never even properly kissed someone."

"Hey." Aaron's fingertips brushed her wrist, sending an unexpected current up her arm. "Look at me."

She reluctantly met his eyes.

"There's nothing pathetic about taking your time," he said, his voice softer than usual. "But I am surprised. I mean, Katie, you’re gorgeous. You know that, right?"

The compliment made her blush deepen. "It’s not like nobody’s ever asked. I just… I never really had the time in school. I always had my nose in books, and then university happened, and…" She trailed off, embarrassed by her own inexperience.

"So who's the lucky guy?" Aaron asked, reaching for her mug of tea and taking a sip without asking.

"David. From my stats class. He's been asking for weeks, and I finally said yes." She bit her lip. "But now I'm terrified. What if I do everything wrong? What if he tries to kiss me and I'm terrible at it? What if—"

"Whoa, whoa, slow down." Aaron's hands found hers. "First dates are supposed to be fun, not an exam."

"Easy for you to say. You've probably been on hundreds."

Aaron laughed. "Not… hundreds, no. But enough to know the ropes." He studied her for a moment, something shifting in his expression. "You know, I could help you."

"Help me how?" Katie asked, her green eyes wide with innocent curiosity.

"With advice, preparation." Aaron shrugged, his voice casual though his eyes remained intensely focused on her. "Whatever you need to know. Dating etiquette, conversation tips…" His gaze dropped briefly to her lips. "I could even give you some pointers on kissing if you’re really so worried about that."

Katie's breath caught. "You'd do that for me?"

"Of course." Aaron smiled, squeezing her hands. "I mean, that's what friends are for, right? To help each other out."

There seemed to be something buried beneath Aarons smile as his gaze lingered on Katie’s face, but she couldn’t work out what exactly. She swallowed hard, trying to sort through the jumble of emotions his offer had stirred up.

"Do you think—" she started, then faltered. "I mean, on the first date, do you think David will expect… things to happen?" Her voice had dropped to barely above a murmur.

Aaron tilted his head, considering. "It's a possibility. Depends on the chemistry between you." His thumbs traced lazy patterns on the back of her hands as he spoke. "Some connections just feel…inevitable."

Katie nodded, staring at where his fingers met her skin. "There's actually something else you might be able to help me with. Something I've been worried about." She paused, her face burning hotter than she thought possible. "It's really embarrassing, though.”

"Katie," Aaron said, his voice gentle but firm. "You don't have to be embarrassed with me. Whatever it is, I'll help if I can." The sincerity in his eyes made her chest tighten.

She took a deep breath. "It's about… um, hair." Her eyes darted down momentarily before meeting his again. "You know… down there.” She paused again, gathering courage before continuing. “I've… I’ve only ever… trimmed a little, for myself, but I've never actually… gotten rid of it. And I don't know… Well, I don't know what's expected."

If Aaron was surprised by her question, he hid it well. His expression remained composed, though she noticed his pupils dilating slightly. "Well, I'd say that most guys nowadays do prefer less hair," he said smoothly. "Not necessarily none at all, but… well-maintained, I suppose. It's… considerate."

"Oh," Katie breathed. "I wouldn't even know where to start."

"It's actually really normal to get it done at a beauty clinic," Aaron said, his voice as casual as if they were discussing an ordinary haircut. "There are plenty in the city that specialise in that sort of thing."

Katie's eyes widened. "Oh. You mean… someone else would…" Her hands trembled nervously in his at the thought of exposing herself to a stranger.

Aaron nodded, his lips quirking into a reassuring smile. "It's completely normal. Lots of women do it. But," he added, noticing her discomfort, "if you're too shy for that, you could always do it yourself. Just watch some tutorial videos online first so you don't nick yourself. It's really not that complicated."

Katie chewed her bottom lip, considering. "I guess I could try that."

"No pressure, obviously" Aaron said, giving one hand a final squeeze before standing up. "Just think about it. It’s about whatever makes you most comfortable."

"I will," she promised. "Thanks for… you know, not making fun of me for asking."

His expression softened. "Never," he said, and for a moment, something warm and unfamiliar passed between them before he turned and walked away.

∞∞∞

The next morning, Katie hovered in the kitchen doorway, watching Aaron pour his coffee. Her heart was hammering so loudly she was certain he could hear it. She'd spent half the night watching tutorial videos before finally working up the courage to do it.

"Morning," he said without turning around, somehow sensing her presence.

"I did it," she blurted out. "Last night. I, um... shaved everything. Down there."

Aaron's hand stilled on the coffee pot. He turned slowly, his hazel eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip. "Did you?"

Katie nodded, heat flooding her face. "I think I did okay. It was… weird. But kind of nice too? It’s still all… sensitive."

Something flickered across Aaron's face—a flash of hunger quickly masked by casual interest. "Well, good for you. Taking initiative." He took a sip of his coffee, studying her over the rim of his mug. After a moment, he added offhandedly, "You know, if you're not sure you did a good job, I could… take a look for you. Make sure you didn't miss any spots."

Katie's breath caught in her throat. She wasn’t sure if he was joking or not. "You'd… look at me? Down there?"

"Only if you wanted," he said, his tone deliberately casual though his eyes remained fixed on hers. "It's no big deal. Just one friend helping another, right?"

"I… I don't know about that," she stammered, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. It seemed so intimate, so far beyond the boundaries of ordinary friendship. And yet, there was something about the way Aaron was looking at her that made her curious rather than offended. "I'll think about it."

"Sure," he shrugged, turning back to his coffee.

"But it feels so different," Katie said suddenly, fidgeting where she stood. "Walking around, you know? Sitting down. Everything. It's like my underwear are looser or something." She glanced up, feigning a laugh, but unable to hide the embarrassment colouring her cheeks. "Is that… normal?"

Aaron's lips curved into a knowing smile. "I know exactly what you mean."

Katie's eyes widened. "You do?"

"Yeah," he said casually. "Like your underwear’s looser. That’s a good way to put it."

"You've… done it too?" Katie blinked in surprise. "Like, shaved… everything?"

Aaron nodded, taking another sip of coffee. "Sometimes. Not always, but yeah." He set his mug down and leaned against the counter. "It always feels unusual at first—the sensitivity, the smoothness. But it's no different than when you get a new haircut. Your head feels lighter, more exposed. You just need a day or two to adjust."

Katie's gaze dropped to his pyjama bottoms for a fleeting second before she caught herself and looked away, her face burning. "Oh. I didn't realise guys did that too."

"Some do, some don't. Personal preference."

Katie smiled, a wave of relief washing over her. Most guys, she thought, would have gotten weird about a conversation like this, but Aaron was so matter-of-fact, so… helpful.

"You have no idea how much I appreciate being able to talk about this stuff with you," she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "It's just… nice having someone who doesn't make it awkward."

Aaron's expression softened. "Like I said, that's what friends are for." He took another sip of his coffee, then added, "One more piece of advice—you might want to give yourself another once-over a day or two before your date. Just to make sure everything's still… fresh. Hair grows back faster than you'd think."

"Oh," Katie nodded earnestly. "I wouldn't have thought of that. Thanks."

"No problem." Aaron's gaze lingered on her face a moment longer than necessary. "Anything else you need help with, just ask."

"I will," she promised, feeling strangely light-headed as she turned to leave. "Enjoy your coffee."

As she walked back to her room, Katie couldn't help but wonder why such an intimate conversation with Aaron had felt so natural. So right. She brushed the thought away, chalking it up to gratitude for his friendship.

∞∞∞

Thursday arrived with alarming speed. Just two days until her date with David, and Katie was in full panic mode, standing in the middle of her bedroom surrounded by discarded outfits.

"Aaron?" she called out, her voice edged with desperation. "Are you home?"

She heard his footsteps in the hallway before his tall frame appeared in her doorway. His eyebrows rose at the clothing explosion that had overtaken her usually tidy room.

"Having a crisis?" he asked, leaning against the doorframe in that relaxed way he always did.

Katie gestured helplessly at the garments strewn across her bed. "I have no idea what to wear on Saturday. Is this too casual? Is this too formal? Do I look like I'm trying too hard? Not hard enough?" She held up a floral sundress in one hand and a pair of jeans in the other.

Aaron stepped into her room, carefully navigating the clothing minefield. He took the items from her hands, examining them with an exaggerated seriousness that made her smile despite her anxiety.

"Where's he taking you?" he asked, setting the clothes aside.

"That new bistro on Maple Street."

Aaron nodded thoughtfully. "Nice place. Not too fancy, but definitely not casual either." He moved to her closet, peering inside with a critical eye. "You know, the trick is to look like you didn't try too hard, even though you absolutely did."

Katie laughed. "That makes no sense."

"Trust me," he said, flashing her a grin. "Let me see what you've got." Aaron rifled through her closet with a confident familiarity that Katie might have found presumptuous from anyone else. "How about this?" He pulled out a knee-length blue dress with a modest neckline that she'd worn to her cousin's graduation.

Katie took it from him, holding it against her body. "This one? Really?"

"Try it on," he encouraged. "Let's see how it looks."

Katie hesitated. "Um, should I go to the bathroom to change, or...?"

Aaron rolled his eyes good-naturedly. "I'll turn around. Just let me know when you're decent."

He spun to face the wall, and Katie quickly stripped down to her simple cotton underwear, pulling the dress over her head. "Okay, you can look now."

Aaron turned back, his eyes moving over her from head to toe with such careful scrutiny that she felt herself blushing. He shook his head. "Too… Sunday brunch with your grandmother. I think you want something that shows… a little more of you."

"Like what?"

His fingers brushed past several hangers before stopping on a black dress Katie had bought on impulse but never worn. "This."

"That?" Katie's eyes widened. The dress had a plunging neckline and would barely reach mid-thigh. "Isn't it a bit… much?"

"Try it," he insisted. "For me."

Katie waited for him to turn around again, then changed quickly, tugging self-consciously at the hem that seemed to barely cover her essentials. "Okay."

When Aaron turned, his eyes darkened perceptibly. "Now that," he said, his voice slightly rougher than before, "is more like it."

Katie squirmed under his gaze. "You don't think it's too… revealing? I mean, it's a first date."

"That's exactly why it's perfect," Aaron stepped closer, adjusting the fabric where it draped over her shoulder. His fingertips grazed her skin, sending a shiver down her spine. "You want to make an impression."

"I don't know…"

"Okay. Well, let’s try this too," he suggested, pulling out a red top she usually wore under a cardigan. "With those skinny jeans you have."

Three outfits later, Katie stood in a short skirt and a silky top that dipped low enough to show the curves of her breasts. Each outfit Aaron had suggested seemed more revealing than the last, and with each change, his eyes had grown more appreciative, his comments more specific about how the fabric clung to her figure.

"That's the one," he said decisively, circling her like an artist admiring his work. "You look incredible."

Katie flushed with pleasure at the compliment, even as she tugged nervously at the hem of her skirt. "You really think so?"

"Absolutely." Aaron nodded, then paused, his expression becoming thoughtful. "But we're forgetting something important."

"What?" Katie asked, glancing down at her outfit with concern.

"Underwear," he said simply.

Katie's head snapped up, her green eyes widening. "What about it?"

"It matters what you wear underneath," Aaron explained, his tone casual despite the intimate subject. "The right underwear makes you feel more confident. Plus…" He hesitated, running a hand through his short brown hair. "If things go well with David, you'll want to be wearing something… nice."

Heat bloomed across Katie's cheeks. "Oh, shit, you’re right! I hadn't even thought about that."

"Most people don't," Aaron shrugged. "But trust me, it makes a difference. What options do you have?"

Katie stared at him, mortified. The thought of discussing her underwear with Aaron was embarrassing enough, but showing him? Yet he'd been so helpful with everything else, and she had to admit his advice so far had been spot-on.

"I guess I could show you what I have," she said quietly, moving towards her dresser. "Though… it's nothing special."

She slid open her top drawer and gestured vaguely at the neatly folded contents. Aaron stepped closer, examining the mostly cotton underwear and simple bras with the same critical eye he'd used for her outfits.

"Do you have anything… less practical?" he asked, picking up a plain beige bra with his fingertips.

Katie bit her lip. "There's the set my cousin got me for my birthday," she admitted. "It's in the back."

She reached behind the neat stacks and pulled out a matching white lace bra and panty set she'd never worn. Aaron's eyes lit up.

"That's more like it," he said approvingly. "Any others?"

Encouraged by his reaction, Katie dug deeper, producing a dark blue set and a burgundy one with delicate straps.

Aaron considered them all. "These are good options. You should try them on."

Katie froze. "Try them… now? With you here?"

"Well, how else will we know which looks best?" Aaron asked reasonably. "I'll turn around while you change," he offered. "Just like before."

Katie hesitated, clutching the lingerie sets to her chest as she considered his suggestion. The rational part of her mind screamed that this crossed some invisible boundary, but another part—a curious, fluttering part—wondered if this was just another normal thing friends did that she'd been too inexperienced to know about.

"I guess that makes sense," she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. "Just… no peeking, okay?"

Aaron gave her a reassuring smile. "Scout's honour," he promised, turning to face the wall.

With trembling fingers, Katie began to undress. This felt different than changing outfits before. Then, if Aaron had turned too soon, he would have just seen her in her everyday underwear. But now, she was completely naked behind him, vulnerable in a way she'd never been with anyone before. The air felt cool against her bare skin as she fumbled with the white lace bra, struggling to hook it behind her back.

"Everything okay?" Aaron asked, still facing the wall.

"Yeah," she managed, finally securing the clasp. "Just… these are more complicated than my regular bras."

She slipped on the matching panties, hyperaware of how the delicate lace felt against her freshly shaved skin.

"Okay," she said, taking a deep breath. "You can look now."

Aaron turned slowly, and the expression that crossed his face made Katie's stomach flip. His eyes widened, his lips parting slightly as his gaze travelled over her body with unmistakable appreciation.

"Wow," he said softly. "That… that looks incredible on you."

Katie crossed her arms instinctively over her stomach, unused to being so exposed. "Really? It doesn't look silly?"

"Katie," Aaron's voice had dropped an octave. "Trust me. There is nothing silly about how you look right now."

She lowered her arms gradually, allowing herself to stand straight. There was something strangely empowering about the way Aaron was looking at her, as though he were seeing her—really seeing her—for the first time.

"Should I try the blue one too?" she asked.

Aaron nodded, swallowing visibly. "Definitely. Let's see all the options. Just… give me a twirl in this one first."

She dutifully complied, feeling slightly silly as she rotated on the spot for him. When she’d completed her pirouette, he turned around again, and Katie changed into the navy set, which had fewer straps but a lower cut to the bra. As she posed in each lingerie set, describing how they felt, how comfortable they were, she found herself growing less self-conscious. There was something almost freeing about it—standing nearly naked in her bedroom while Aaron commented on which colours complemented her skin tone, which cuts flattered her figure best.

It should have been mortifying. It should have felt wrong. But Aaron was being so helpful, so kind in his guidance, and he knew what men would find attractive better than she ever could. Besides, it didn't feel uncomfortable—not nearly as uncomfortable as it would have felt if it were anyone other than Aaron.

He’d seen her through countless embarrassing moments in the two years they'd lived together—finding her crying over rom-coms at 3 AM, holding her hair back that time she got way too drunk at the college ball, even that mortifying incident with the broken bathroom door. After all that history, this felt almost… natural.

"Turn around once more," Aaron instructed, making a circular motion with his finger.

Katie complied, pivoting slowly in the burgundy set.

"That one really showcases your breasts perfectly," he said thoughtfully, his clinical tone somehow making the intimate observation feel less invasive. "But I think the white might be your best option. The contrast with your skin is stunning."

Katie felt a flush of pleasure at his words. "You think so?"

"Definitely. Plus, the thong on that one was made for someone with your ass," he added, his eyes lingering appreciatively as she turned. "Some women can't pull them off, but with your shape? Perfect."

Katie bit her lip, a strange warmth spreading through her at his approval. She'd never thought of her body as particularly special before.

"Try the white one again," Aaron suggested. "I just want to make sure it's the right choice."

She nodded, waiting for him to turn around before changing back into the white set. The lace felt delicate against her skin, and she found herself standing taller, more confident than before.

"You can look now."

Aaron's eyes darkened as they swept over her. "Yeah, that really is the one." His gaze dropped lower, lingering below her navel. "You know what really works with this set? How smooth you are down there. The high cut shows it off perfectly."

Katie's hand instinctively moved to cover herself, heat rushing to her face. "Aaron!" she exclaimed, mortified yet somehow flattered that he'd noticed.

"Sorry," he said, though he didn't look sorry at all. "Just being honest. You did a really good job with the shaving. Very… thorough."

"I can't believe we're discussing this," Katie mumbled, her face burning.

Aaron stepped closer, his expression softening. "Hey, I didn't mean to embarrass you. I just want you to be confident in yourself, that’s all—to realise how beautiful you are." His voice had dropped to that gentle tone that always made her feel safe. "David is going to be blown away."

At the mention of David's name, something shifted in Katie's chest. She'd been so caught up in this moment with Aaron that she'd almost forgotten why they were doing this in the first place.

"Right," she said, her voice smaller than she intended. "For David."

Aaron's eyes searched hers for a long moment. "For whoever's lucky enough to see you like this," he said finally. His fingers reached out, brushing lightly against her bare shoulder. "But for now, I guess I’m the lucky one."

Katie's breath caught in her throat. A flood of emotions washed over her—confusion at the intimacy of the moment, flattery at his words, discomfort at the boundary they were dancing across, and something else… a tingling warmth that spread through her body like wildfire.

"Lucky you," she laughed, trying to make light of his comment even as her heart raced. "Getting to see your flatmate in her underwear. Most guys have to pay for that privilege." She winced internally at her awkward joke.

Aaron's eyes remained fixed on hers, that intensity never wavering. "I'd say it's worth every penny I'm not paying."

Katie reached for her robe, suddenly needing a layer between them. "Well, thank you for all your help. Really. I never would have figured this out on my own." She pulled the robe around herself, tying it tightly at her waist. "I owe you one."

"Any time" Aaron replied, finally stepping back to give her space. The ghost of a smile played across his lips as he moved towards the door. "Just let me know if you need any more… advice."

After he left, Katie sank onto her bed, her body still humming with a strange energy she couldn't quite name.

∞∞∞

That night, she lay in bed staring at the ceiling, her mind replaying the day's events. The date with David was less than forty-eight hours away. She tried to picture how it would go—the conversation, the food, the possibility of a goodnight kiss.

Katie closed her eyes, imagining herself back in her apartment—or his—after the date. She saw herself slowly removing the silky top Aaron had helped her pick out, unzipping the skirt and letting it pool at her feet. She pictured herself standing there in her white lace lingerie, eyes lowered, waiting for David's reaction.

But when she dared to look in her fantasy, it wasn't David's eyes meeting hers with hungry appreciation. It was Aaron's hazel gaze, burning with that same intensity she'd seen earlier. In her mind's eye, it was Aaron's fingers tracing the edge of her lace bra, Aaron's voice murmuring approval.

Her eyes flew open, her heart hammering against her ribs. What was wrong with her? Aaron was her flatmate—her friend—not some object of fantasy. Yet she couldn't shake the image, couldn't stop wondering what might have happened if she'd stepped closer to him today instead of reaching for her robe.

Katie rolled onto her side, trying to force her thoughts back to David, but Aaron's face kept intruding. She remembered how it felt to stand nearly naked before him, the way his gaze had travelled over her body with such careful attention. No one had ever looked at her like that before—like she was a work of art, something precious, something desirable.

She squeezed her eyes shut, willing herself to sleep. Tomorrow, she decided, she would focus on preparing for her date with David, on how to live up to his expectations. She needed to push these confusing feelings about Aaron aside.

∞∞∞

The next morning, Katie jolted awake after a fitful sleep. Her stomach clenched as she glanced at her phone. Friday. One day until her date with David. The very thought sent a fresh wave of anxiety coursing through her.

She padded into the kitchen, finding Aaron already there, making toast. He looked up as she entered, his hazel eyes crinkling at the corners.

"Morning, sunshine. You look like you barely slept."

Katie slumped onto a barstool, burying her face in her hands. "I didn't. I kept having these… dreams about tomorrow. Anxiety dreams. Where I show up and everything goes wrong."

Aaron slid a mug of coffee towards her. "I think that's pretty normal before a first date."

"This is not just normal nerves." Katie wrapped her fingers around the warm mug, drawing comfort from its heat. "It's… I don't even know what I'm doing, Aaron. Like, at all." She looked up at him, her green eyes wide with vulnerability. "What if David tries to kiss me and I'm terrible at it? What if he can tell I've never… done anything before?"

Aaron leaned against the counter, studying her face. "Are you telling me you're worried about being a virgin?"

The word made her flinch slightly. "Yes," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "Is that stupid?"

"No," Aaron said softly. "But it's not something to be ashamed of either. "

"But what if something happens and he hates it? What if he can tell I have no idea what I'm doing? God, I don't even know how to properly kiss someone." Her voice cracked with embarrassment. "I had one peck as a teenager. It was during a game of bloody spin the bottle! And I was so nervous I practically headbutted the poor guy."

Aaron's lips twitched with amusement, but his eyes remained gentle. "Katie, it's not rocket science. You'll figure it out."

"But what if I don't?" She stared into her coffee, unable to meet his gaze. "What if I'm so bad at it that he never wants to see me again?"

There was a long silence. Katie could feel Aaron watching her, could almost hear the wheels turning in his mind.

"You know," he said finally, his voice carefully casual, "there is a solution."

She looked up. "What?"

"We could practice."

Katie blinked, certain she'd misheard him. "Practice?"

Aaron shrugged, as if what he was suggesting was the most normal thing in the world. "Yeah. Just so you know what to expect. So you're not going in completely blind."

"You mean… you and me? Kissing?" Her heart began to race, though whether from horror or something else entirely, she couldn't quite tell.

"It wouldn't mean anything," Aaron said, his tone reassuring. "It would just be… educational. Like training wheels before the big race."

Katie stared at him, her mouth slightly open in disbelief. "You can't be serious."

"I'm completely serious." Aaron took a step closer, his voice softening. "Think about it—wouldn't you rather have your first real kiss with someone you trust? Someone who can guide you through it, instead of fumbling around with a virtual stranger?"

When he put it that way, it almost made sense. Almost.

"But we're friends," Katie protested weakly. "Wouldn't it be… weird?"

Aaron shrugged one shoulder. "Only if we make it weird. Look, I'm not suggesting anything crazy here. Just a simple kiss to show you the basics—where to put your hands, how to move your lips. That's it."

Katie's mind raced, torn between mortification and a flicker of curiosity. The thought of learning from Aaron—someone who would be patient, who wouldn't judge her—was tempting in ways she didn't want to examine too closely.

"I don't know, Aaron," she said, her fingers fidgeting with the handle of her mug. "What if it changes things between us?"

"It won't," he assured her, his expression earnest. "We're adults. We can separate a simple lesson from our friendship." He paused, studying her face. "But if you're uncomfortable with the idea, that's completely fine. No pressure."

His easy acceptance of her hesitation made something loosen in Katie's chest. This was Aaron after all—her friend, her flatmate—who had already seen her at her most vulnerable and had never made her feel anything but safe.

"Let me think about it," she said finally.

Aaron nodded, stepping back to give her space. "Take all the time you need. I'll be here when you get back from classes today." He picked up his toast, taking a casual bite as if they'd been discussing the weather. "And if you're still worried about it then, the offer stands. If not, we'll pretend I never suggested it."

Katie gathered her things for class, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. As she headed for the door, Aaron called after her.

"Katie? Whatever you decide, it's okay."

She nodded gratefully before slipping out, the gentle reassurance in his voice following her down the hallway.

∞∞∞

Throughout her morning lecture, Katie couldn't focus. Her professor's words faded into background noise as she replayed Aaron's offer in her mind. Was it really so strange? Friends helped each other all the time. This was just… a different kind of help.

By lunchtime, she'd convinced herself it was a terrible idea. By her afternoon seminar, she'd nearly talked herself into it again. What harm could one kiss do? It was just lips touching lips. People did it all the time without any deeper meaning.

On her walk home, Katie's stomach churned with indecision. Part of her wanted to text Aaron and tell him to forget the whole thing. Another part—a part she was trying desperately to ignore—was curious about how Aaron's lips would feel against hers. About his hands on her body. About whether he'd be gentle or forceful. The thought sent an unexpected thrill through her that had nothing to do with preparing for David.

∞∞∞

Katie paused outside their apartment building, her key already in her hand. She could still back out. She could tell Aaron she'd thought it through and decided against it. He'd understand—he'd promised as much.

But the truth was, she wanted to know what it was like to be kissed. Really kissed. Not just for David's benefit tomorrow night, but for herself. For the twenty years she'd spent wondering what she was missing, for all the times she'd watched couples on the street and felt that twinge of longing.

And if she were being completely honest with herself, there was something appealing about it being Aaron. Someone she trusted. Someone who already knew her secrets, her insecurities. Someone who'd seen her in her underwear just yesterday and looked at her like she was beautiful.

Before she could second-guess herself again, Katie strode purposefully into the building and up the stairs. Her heart pounded so loudly she could hear the blood rushing in her ears as she unlocked their front door.

Aaron was sprawled on the couch in the living room, one leg propped up on the coffee table, his attention fixed on his laptop. He glanced up as she entered, his expression neutral.

"Hey," he said simply, closing his computer. "How were your classes?"

Katie set her bag down, trying to keep her voice steady. "Fine. Good." She took a deep breath. "I've been thinking about your offer."

Aaron sat up straighter, his full attention on her now. "And?"

"I want to do it," she said quickly, before she could lose her nerve. "The… practice kiss. I think you're right—it would be better to get some experience with someone I trust first."

Aaron's expression remained composed, but something flickered briefly in his eyes—a flash of what looked almost like triumph, quickly replaced by casual interest.

"You're sure?" he asked, setting his laptop aside. "No pressure, remember."

Katie nodded, twisting her fingers together nervously. "I'm sure. If I'm this anxious about it now, I'll be even worse tomorrow with David. Better to… get it over with, I guess."

Aaron stood, moving towards her with that easy confidence that always made her feel both intimidated and safe. "Getting it over with isn't exactly the mindset I'd recommend," he said, a slight smile playing at his lips. "But I understand what you mean."

He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something woody and subtle. She'd grown so accustomed to it in the apartment that she barely noticed it anymore. Now, though, it seemed to fill her senses.

"Where should we…?" Katie gestured vaguely around the living room, suddenly unsure of the logistics.

"Right here is fine," Aaron said, guiding her towards the couch. "That's where you'll probably end up anyway, after dinner. When he invites you back to his place or you invite him here."

Katie nodded nervously, allowing herself to be led. "That makes sense."

They sat down beside each other, a few inches of space still between them. Katie's heart pounded in her chest as she smoothed her skirt over her knees, her fingers trembling slightly.

"So," Aaron said, his voice softening. "How much detail do you need? Just the basics, or…?"

"Everything," Katie blurted out, then blushed at her own eagerness. "I mean, I don't want to be caught off guard by anything tomorrow. I need to know what to expect, what to do. The whole thing."

Aaron nodded thoughtfully. "Let's start with something simple then. Breath is important!" He leaned slightly closer. "Always carry mints, especially when you're going to a restaurant. Nobody wants to taste garlic bread when they kiss you."

"Oh," Katie said, feeling foolish for not having considered something so obvious, but also somewhat relieved at the mundanity of the advice. "Well, that’s sensible."

"And hand placement matters," Aaron continued. "The guy usually puts his hand behind your head, like this." He demonstrated by raising his hand, not touching her yet but showing the motion. "It's a bit possessive, which most women respond to. And in that position, you'd put one hand around him and probably just rest the other on his leg."

"Okay," Katie whispered, trying to picture it.

"Let's try the position," Aaron suggested. "Just to get comfortable with it."

Katie nodded, her mouth suddenly dry.

Aaron shifted closer, his movements deliberate but unhurried. He placed one hand lightly on her lap, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of her skirt. His other hand moved behind her head, fingers threading gently into her hair at the nape of her neck.

The effect was immediate. Something warm and liquid pooled in Katie's stomach, a sensation she'd never felt before—or at least, never this intensely. The brush of his fingertips against her skin sent tiny shivers down her spine.

"I… I understand what you mean," she said softly, her voice punctuated by the beat of her heart. "About possession. It does feel… nice."

Aaron's eyes darkened as they held hers. "Good," he murmured. "Now put your hands where I showed you."

Katie hesitantly placed one hand around him, letting it rest between his shoulder blades. Her other hand felt oddly light as she placed it on his thigh, the firm muscle beneath his jeans contrasting with her own slight form.

"Like this?" she asked, painfully aware of how close her face now was to his—how close her lips now were to his.

"Perfect," Aaron said, his voice lower than before. His thumb traced a small circle on her lap. "Now, about the kiss itself. You'll want to tilt your head slightly." His voice was a gentle murmur as his fingers pressed ever so lightly against her neck, guiding her. "Most people naturally go to the right, but honestly, just do whatever feels natural in the moment."

Katie nodded, her pulse quickening. "Right or left. Got it."

"And start slow," he continued, his gaze dropping to her lips. "Always start with just a simple touch—a peck. Then you let it grow naturally from there."

"What if… I don't know how to let it grow?" Katie whispered, suddenly terrified of her own inadequacy.

Aaron's thumb brushed against her jawline, sending a cascade of tingles across her skin. "You will. Trust me. And when it feels right, that's when you introduce your tongue."

Katie swallowed hard. "But how will I know when it feels right?"

"You'll just feel it, Katie" he assured her enthusiastically, his eyes never leaving hers. "Kissing is all about reacting to your partner. Paying attention to their cues, their rhythm. If you're unsure, just follow their lead."

His fingers tightened slightly in her hair, not enough to hurt, just enough to make her breath catch. "But don't forget to do what feels nice for you too. It's supposed to be enjoyable for both people."

Katie bit her lower lip nervously. "What if I mess up?"

Aaron's lips curved into a reassuring smile. "That's the best part—it's almost impossible to fuck up a kiss. Seriously. As long as you're not biting hard or drooling, you're probably doing fine. Even then, actually…"

She laughed softly, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. "That's… genuinely reassuring."

"Ready to try?" Aaron asked, his voice dropping even lower.

Katie hesitated only a second before nodding. "I’m ready," she said. But she knew she would never be truly ready for this.

Aaron leaned forward slowly, giving her time to prepare. Katie tilted her head slightly to the right, following his earlier advice. The first touch of his lips against hers was so gentle it was barely there—just a whisper of contact, warm and soft. He pulled back an inch, his eyes searching hers, then leaned in again.

This time, the kiss was firmer. His lips moved against hers with confident purpose, and Katie found herself responding instinctively, mirroring his movements. The hand on her neck guided her closer as his mouth opened slightly against hers.

When she felt the first tentative brush of his tongue against her lower lip, a small gasp escaped her. Aaron immediately pulled back.

"Too much?" he asked, his eyes dark with an emotion Katie couldn't quite place.

"No," she whispered, surprised by how breathless she sounded. "No, it was… nice. I just wasn't expecting it."

Aaron nodded. "That's the introduction of tongue I was talking about. Want to try again?"

Katie nodded eagerly, her earlier nervousness almost forgotten. "Let's try," she said, already leaning forward.

This time when their lips met, she was prepared. Aaron's mouth pressed against hers with gentle insistence, his lips parting slightly. Katie followed his lead, opening to him as his tongue traced the seam of her lips. The first touch of his tongue against hers sent an electric current racing down her spine, making her fingers curl involuntarily against his back.

Aaron made a soft sound of approval, deepening the kiss. His tongue explored her mouth with deliberate strokes that made her head swim. Katie tentatively pushed back with her own tongue, tasting him, learning the contours of his mouth. The hand at her neck tightened, fingers tangling in her hair as he angled her head to give him better access.

Time seemed to slow, the world narrowing to just the two of them on the couch. Katie forgot this was supposed to be practice, forgot about her pending date entirely. There was only Aaron's mouth moving against hers, Aaron's hand sliding up her thigh, squeezing with just enough pressure to make her gasp against his lips.

Instinctively, she squeezed his thigh in return, feeling the hard muscle beneath her fingers. She was dimly aware of her body responding in unfamiliar ways—her nipples tightening beneath her blouse, her pulse hammering wildly. That same warmth from before was blooming low in her belly, spreading through her limbs like honey.

And then she felt it—an unmistakable wetness between her legs, a slick heat that made her squeeze her thighs together. The sensation was so intense, so unexpected, that she pulled back slightly, breaking the kiss.

"Oh," she breathed, her face flushing scarlet as she realised what was happening to her.

Aaron's eyes were dark, pupils dilated as he studied her reaction. "Everything okay?" His voice was rough, deeper than she'd ever heard it.

"I'm just… I think I'm…" Katie stumbled over the words, mortified yet unable to ignore the insistent throb between her thighs. She took a deep breath, composing herself. "I'm fine. Sorry—just a bit overwhelmed. It's a lot to take in at once." She forced a casual laugh, determined not to reveal how profoundly her body was responding to him.

Aaron watched her carefully, his thumb still slowly stroking her thigh. "We can stop if you want."

"No," she said quickly, surprising herself with her eagerness. "Actually, could we… try once more? I think I'm getting the hang of it, but I… want to be sure."

Something flickered across Aaron's face—a flash of hunger barely contained. "Of course," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. "Whatever you need."

This time, Katie leaned in first, her earlier hesitation forgotten as she pressed her mouth against his. Aaron responded immediately, his restraint visibly crumbling as his hands gripped her more firmly. Their lips crashed together with newfound urgency, all pretence of instruction abandoned.

Katie whimpered softly as Aaron's tongue slid against hers, more demanding than before. His hand tangled in her hair, tugging just enough to send shivers down her spine. She responded instinctively, her fingers digging into his shoulders, pulling him closer.

The kiss deepened, grew wilder. Aaron made a sound low in his throat—half growl, half groan—that told her he wasn't just teaching anymore. He was enjoying this, wanting this, just as much as she was.

Her head spun with the intensity of it all, the world tilting on its axis as Aaron's tongue moved against hers with passionate expertise. When they finally broke apart, a thin strand of saliva momentarily connected their lips before breaking. Katie stared at him, chest heaving, struggling to catch her breath. Aaron wasn't faring any better, his breathing ragged, pupils blown wide with unmistakable desire.

"That was…" she whispered, unable to find words adequate enough.

"Yeah," Aaron agreed, his voice husky. He cleared his throat, seeming to struggle for composure. "I think you're definitely ready for tomorrow."

Tomorrow. David. The date. Katie had completely forgotten, lost in the sensation of Aaron's mouth against hers. Reality came crashing back, leaving her dizzy with confusion.

"Right," she said, forcing herself to remember why they'd started this in the first place. "For tomorrow. With David."

Aaron nodded, though something complicated passed behind his eyes. He shifted slightly, adjusting his position on the couch, and Katie couldn't help but notice the slight bulge in his jeans. The sight sent another rush of heat between her legs.

"So," he said, running a hand through his dishevelled hair. "Any other questions about kissing?"

Katie bit her lip, her mind racing with a thousand thoughts she couldn't voice. "No, I think I've got it now. Thank you for… showing me."

"Any time," Aaron said. The words hung between them, loaded with unspoken insinuation.

Katie stood abruptly, smoothing down her skirt with trembling hands. Her legs felt wobbly beneath her, as if she'd just run a marathon. She needed space, air, something to clear her head from the intoxicating fog of whatever had just happened between them.

"I should probably go study," she murmured, not meeting his eyes as she gathered her bag from where she'd dropped it. "Big test on Monday, and with the date tomorrow, I won't have much time to prepare."

"Unless you had questions about anything… else?" Aaron's voice stopped her mid-step. There was something careful in his tone, measured yet inviting.

Katie turned slowly, her heart hammering against her ribs. "What do you mean?"

Aaron leaned back against the couch cushions, his posture relaxed but his eyes intense. "Well, kissing is just the beginning, isn't it? If things go well with David tomorrow…"

Her pulse quickened as understanding dawned. It wasn't just kissing she'd been worried about. It was everything that might follow—the fumbling with clothes, the awkward positioning, the mechanics of it all. The thought of being so vulnerable, so exposed with someone who expected her to know what she was doing…

"I…" Katie swallowed hard, clutching her bag tighter. "I have been worried about that too. But obviously you can't help me with… that." She forced a laugh that sounded hollow even to her own ears.

Aaron's eyes never left hers as he replied, "I can, though. Just like the kiss." He stood slowly, moving toward her with a predatory grace that made her breath catch. "If you want. Just to ease your anxiety."

Katie's mouth went dry. "You mean…?"

"I mean," Aaron clarified, stopping a few feet from her, "there are things I could show you. Things that might happen tomorrow night. How to touch someone. How to be touched." His voice dropped lower. "How to make it good for both of you."

Heat bloomed across Katie's cheeks, spreading down her neck and chest. "That's… that's crazy, Aaron."

"Is it?" He took another step closer. "What's crazier—learning from someone who cares about you, someone you trust, or muddling through it for the first time with some guy who might not be so patient?"

Put that way, it made a terrible kind of sense. The same logic that had convinced her to let him kiss her now whispered that this, too, was reasonable. Just educational. Just preparation.

"What exactly are you suggesting?" Katie asked, her voice barely audible.

Aaron's expression softened. "Just some basics. How to touch a guy. Where. What feels good." He paused, his eyes darkening. "And maybe… how you like to be touched. So you can guide him."

Katie's heart thundered in her chest as she struggled to breathe normally. The suggestion lingered between them in a drawn-out silence, dangerous and tempting. She tried to ignore the persistent throbbing between her legs, the way her body still hummed from their kisses. This was madness. This was crossing a line that shouldn't be crossed.

And yet—the thought of fumbling through her first time with David, of disappointing him or embarrassing herself, was almost unbearable.

"This would just be… instructional?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Aaron nodded, his hazel eyes never leaving hers. "Just like the kiss. Nothing more."

Katie bit her lip, knowing she was about to make a decision she couldn't take back. The kiss still burned on her lips, the memory of his tongue against hers making her skin flush with renewed heat. She couldn't deny how her body had responded to him, how it was still responding.

"Okay," she breathed, the word escaping before she could reconsider. "But, like you said, this is just like the kiss. This is just so I don't make a fool of myself tomorrow." Even as she said it, Katie knew she was lying to herself. This wasn't about David anymore. It might never have been.

"Of course," Aaron agreed, his voice gentle despite the hungry look in his eyes. "Just instruction."

Katie shifted her weight, suddenly unsure what to do with her hands, her body, her racing thoughts. "So, what do we… I mean, what happens now?"

Aaron reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face with a tenderness that made her breath catch. "Let's go to your bedroom. More privacy. More comfortable."

Her bedroom. The place where just yesterday she'd stood nearly naked before him, modelling lingerie. The room where she'd lain awake last night, thinking of his hands on her body. Katie nodded, unable to trust her voice.

Aaron stepped back, gesturing for her to lead the way. The short walk down the hallway felt like miles, each step simultaneously too fast and too slow. Katie's fingers trembled as she pushed open her bedroom door, acutely aware of Aaron following close behind.

The late afternoon sunlight streamed through her curtains, bathing the room in a golden glow that felt oddly intimate. Katie stood awkwardly beside her bed, her back to Aaron as she heard him close the door with a soft click.

"You're nervous," Aaron observed, his voice gentle as he moved to stand behind her. Not touching her, but close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

"A little," Katie admitted, staring at her neatly made bed, imagining what they might be about to do there.

Aaron's hands settled lightly on her shoulders, turning her to face him. "You know what might help? Something to make this feel more… authentic." His eyes lit up with sudden inspiration. "Why don't you put on the lingerie we picked out yesterday? Like a dress rehearsal."

Katie's eyes widened. "You mean the white lace set?"

"Exactly." Aaron nodded, his expression earnest. "That way, you'll know exactly how it feels to be in that situation. The whole experience—how the fabric feels against your skin when someone's looking at you, how to move in it confidently."

The suggestion sent a flutter of excitement through Katie's stomach. "I guess that makes sense."

"I'll turn around," Aaron offered, already spinning to face the wall just as he had yesterday. "Take your time."

Katie stood frozen for a moment, watching his back, the broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist. This was her last chance to back out, to tell him this had gone far enough. Instead, she found herself reaching for the buttons of her blouse.

The rustle of clothing seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room as she undressed. She slipped out of her everyday cotton underwear, acutely aware of the wetness that had gathered there during their kissing session. The white lace felt cool and delicate against her heated skin as she fastened the bra and stepped into the matching thong.

"Ready," she whispered, her heart pounding.

Aaron turned slowly. The expression that crossed his face made her breath catch—pure male appreciation, undisguised hunger. His eyes travelled over her body with deliberate slowness, lingering on the swell of her breasts above the lace, the flat plane of her stomach, the curve of her hips.

"Perfect," he murmured, his voice rough. "This is most likely how it will start, you know. Most guys are visual—they like to strip their partner down before they remove their own clothes." He took a step closer, his gaze never leaving her body. "And most guys can't resist what they see, so they get started first."

Katie swallowed hard, her skin tingling under his scrutiny. "Started?"

Aaron's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Touching. Tasting." He was close enough now that she could feel his breath against her cheek. "Maybe we should run through what might make you feel good. So you know what to ask for tomorrow."

A wave of heat flooded Katie's core at his words. The pretence was so thin now, barely there at all, but she clung to it desperately. This was educational. This was practice. This was a dry run. The internal rationalisation shattered as soon as that phrase entered her mind. This was anything but dry.

"Lie back on the bed," Aaron instructed, his voice soft but commanding.

Katie hesitated only briefly before complying, the mattress dipping beneath her weight as she settled against her pillows. Her heart hammered wildly as Aaron pulled his t-shirt over his head in one fluid motion, revealing a toned chest and abs that she'd glimpsed before but never studied so openly.

He lowered himself over her, his body hovering inches above hers, supported by his arms planted on either side of her shoulders. The position trapped her beneath him without touching her, creating an electric field of anticipation between their bodies.

"Do you already know what you like?" he asked, his eyes searching hers. "Things that feel good when you're alone?"

Katie's face burned with embarrassment. "I don't… I don't really know," she whispered, unable to hold his gaze.

"That's fine," Aaron said, his voice gentle despite the hunger in his eyes. "We can work it out together." He studied her face for a moment. "When you touch yourself, do you play with your nipples?"

"Aaron!" Katie gasped, mortified by the directness of his question.

"It's important," he insisted, his expression serious despite the desire darkening his eyes. "For me to show you properly, I need to know what already works for you."

Katie swallowed hard, forcing herself to answer. "Yes," she admitted quietly. "I do."

Aaron nodded, seemingly pleased by her honesty. "And do you use toys, or just your fingers?"

"Just… my fingers," she whispered, her embarrassment mingling with a strange thrill at discussing something so private.

"And when you're touching yourself," Aaron continued, his voice dropping lower, "do you mostly focus on your clit, or do you finger yourself internally?"

Katie squeezed her eyes shut, unable to look at him as she answered such an intimate question. "This is so embarrassing."

"Katie," Aaron's voice was firm but gentle, "this is important. Communication is important. And if I don’t help with this now, David is just going to have to find all this out from scratch tomorrow."

The mention of David felt jarring, out of place in this moment between them, but it reminded her why they were supposedly doing this. Katie forced herself to answer.

"My clit," she confessed softly. "Mostly that."

"Good girl," Aaron murmured, the praise—the phrase—sending an unexpected ripple of pleasure through her body. "Now I know where to start."

His fingertips traced a feather-light path from her collarbone down to the swell of her breasts above the lace. Katie's breath hitched as he reached behind her, his fingers pausing at the clasp of her bra. “May I?” he asked.

She nodded silently, and he undid the clasp with greater ease than she had managed yesterday.

Katie raised her arms as Aaron lifted the bra from her chest, sliding the straps down her shoulders and arms before tossing it aside. Instinctively, she covered herself with her hands, cupping her breasts as heat blazed across her cheeks.

"This is ridiculous," she protested weakly, though the pounding of her heart told a different story. As did the throbbing between her legs, which had only intensified, her body betraying how she truly felt.

Aaron hovered above her, his eyes softening. "You tell me to stop at any point and I'll stop," he promised, his voice a gentle rumble. "I'm doing this for you."

He leaned down, pressing his lips to hers in a kiss so tender it made her chest ache. Something shifted inside Katie, a dam breaking. Every last shred of hesitation dissolved under the warmth of his mouth. She wanted this—wanted him to guide her, to show her everything her body was capable of feeling.

His lips travelled slowly from her mouth, tracing a path down her jawline to the sensitive skin of her neck. Katie sighed as he found a spot that sent shivers racing down her spine. Her hands fell away from her breasts, revealing herself fully to his gaze.

Aaron's breath caught audibly as he pulled back to look at her. "You're beautiful," he murmured, reverence in his voice. His fingertips traced the curve of one breast, circling slowly inward until he brushed against her nipple.

Katie gasped at the contact, her back arching instinctively, surprised by the intensity of pleasure that radiated from that simple touch.

"Sensitive," Aaron observed, a smile playing at his lips. "That's good." His thumb brushed over her nipple again, more firmly this time, watching her reaction closely.

Katie's eyes fluttered shut as waves of sensation washed through her. No one had ever touched her like this before—with such deliberate intent, such focused attention on her pleasure. When she felt his warm breath against her skin, her eyes flew open just in time to see his head dipping lower.

The first touch of his mouth on her breast sent a bolt of electricity straight to her core. His tongue circled her nipple before he drew it between his lips, sucking gently. A sound escaped her throat—half gasp, half moan—that she barely recognised as her own.

"Aaron," she whispered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He hummed against her skin, the vibration adding another layer to the pleasure spiralling through her. His hand found her other breast, kneading gently as his thumb and forefinger rolled her nipple, synchronising the sensations on both sides.

Katie felt herself melting beneath him, her body responding in ways she'd never experienced before. Each pull of his mouth sent another pulse of wetness between her legs, until she was squirming beneath him, seeking some kind of relief for the ache building inside her.

She breathed heavily, almost panting, her hands clawing at the bedsheets. Each time Aaron's tongue swirled around her nipple, a new wave of pleasure washed through her, making her toes curl and her hips lift instinctively from the mattress. She bit her lip, holding back the sounds that threatened to escape, too embarrassed to moan fully despite the exquisite sensations flooding her body.

Aaron glanced up, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her face contort with pleasure. "Don't hold back," he murmured against her skin. "The sounds you make will guide him… guide me."

When he returned his attention to her breast, alternating between gentle suction and flicks of his tongue, Katie couldn't contain the whimper that escaped her lips. The dual sensation of his mouth on one breast and his fingers expertly teasing the other was overwhelming—a revelation of pleasure she'd never imagined possible.

Aaron finally pulled away and looked down at her flushed face. "I think it's safe to say you like nipple play," he said with a knowing smile. "But that's not where most men stop, Katie." His fingers traced lazy patterns down her ribcage. "Would you like me to show you more?"

Katie nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes," she managed, her voice barely audible.

Aaron's smile deepened as he shifted lower on the bed, pressing a kiss to the centre of her sternum before trailing his lips down her stomach. Each touch of his mouth against her skin left a trail of fire in its wake. He paused at her navel, his tongue dipping briefly inside, making her gasp at the unexpected intimacy of the gesture.

When he reached the waistband of her thong, Katie tensed slightly, her mind racing with a mixture of anticipation and nervousness. But instead of continuing directly downwards as she'd expected, Aaron moved his attention to her hip before skipping down to her inner thigh.

She gasped, surprised by the change in direction, surprised by the pleasure brought by denial. He was teasing her.

His lips brushed against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, alternating between gentle kisses and light grazes of his teeth that made her shiver. His hands pushed her legs slightly further apart as he worked his way down one thigh nearly to her knee, then back up the other, maddeningly slowly. Each inch he moved closer to her centre increased the throbbing ache there, until Katie found herself shifting her hips unconsciously, seeking contact with his lips.

When Aaron finally reached her thong again, he paused, looking up at her from between her thighs. His fingers hooked into her waistband, his expression questioning.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice husky with desire but his eyes serious, waiting for her permission.

Katie's face burned with embarrassment at the thought of being so exposed before him—of him seeing that most intimate part of her, that part of her that no man had seen.

"Yes," she breathed, surprising herself with her eagerness. "It's okay." But it was so much more than just ‘okay’.

Slowly, deliberately, he pulled the white lace down her legs. Katie fought the urge to close her thighs as she lay completely exposed before him. She watched his face, searching for any sign of judgement, but found only hunger and appreciation in his gaze.

"Tell me if I do anything you don't like," he murmured, his breath warm against her inner thigh. "Promise me."

Katie nodded, not trusting her voice as Aaron lowered his head again. His lips brushed against her newly exposed skin, pressing gentle kisses to her mound, now entirely bare on his advice. He moved lower, his tongue tracing the crease where her leg met her body, making her gasp.

But he didn't touch her where she ached most. Instead, he teased—kissing around her centre, licking everywhere except where she desperately needed him. It was torture of the sweetest kind, building an anticipation so intense Katie thought she might scream.

"Aaron," she whimpered, her hips lifting involuntarily.

He smiled against her skin, then blew softly on the places his mouth had been, the cool air against her saliva-dampened flesh sending shivers through her entire body. His warm breath ghosted directly over her lips, so close she could feel the heat of him, yet still not touching. Katie clutched at the sheets, trembling with need.

And then—finally—his tongue made contact, one long, slow stroke along her lips.

"Oh my god," Katie cried out, her back arching off the bed. The sensation was unlike anything she'd ever experienced, more intense than her own tentative explorations had ever been. Aaron hummed against her, the vibration adding another layer to the pleasure coursing through her.

His tongue moved with deliberate purpose, circling her clit before flattening against it. Katie's hands flew to his hair, fingers tangling in the short strands as she held him to her, no longer caring about embarrassment or propriety.

"Is this good?" Aaron murmured against her, his eyes looking up to meet hers.

"Yes," she gasped, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. "Please don't stop."

He smiled before returning his attention to her, his hands sliding beneath her to grip her bottom, lifting her slightly to improve his angle. The new position allowed him deeper access, and when his tongue dipped inside her before returning to her clit, Katie felt something building low in her belly—a tension coiling tighter with each stroke of his tongue.

"Aaron, I think I'm—" she panted, her words dissolving into a moan as he increased his pace.

"Let go," he encouraged her, his voice vibrating against her sensitive flesh. "I've got you."

His lips closed around her clit, sucking gently. It was the final push she needed. Katie's entire body tensed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She cried out, her thighs clamping around Aaron's head as her hips bucked uncontrollably against his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—intense pulses radiating outward from her core, making her tremble and gasp as stars exploded behind her eyelids.

"Fuck, Aaron, fuck," she whimpered, clutching at his hair, uncertain whether to pull him closer or push him away as the sensation bordered on too much.

But Aaron didn't relent. His tongue continued its rhythm, gentler now but still persistent, drawing out her orgasm until she was quivering with aftershocks. Each lick sent another jolt through her hypersensitive flesh, making her twitch and moan as the pleasure slowly ebbed into a warm, pulsing glow.

When he finally lifted his head, his chin glistening with her arousal, Katie gazed down at him with wonder. Her chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath, a languid smile spreading across her flushed face. She felt boneless, weightless, as if she might float away if not for Aaron's hands still gripping her thighs.

"Thank you," she panted, her voice hoarse from crying out. "That was… incredible."

Aaron wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, a somewhat smug smile forming on his lips. "Not so scary after all, was it?"

Katie laughed, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep and carefree inside her. "Not scary at all. It was… wow. Aaron, just wow."

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through her where his chest pressed against her thigh. They shared a moment of giddy laughter, Katie's still tinged with disbelief at what had just happened—at how good it had felt.

As Aaron shifted to move up beside her, Katie's gaze dropped to his lap. Her breath caught in her throat. The bulge in his jeans was unmistakable, much larger and more prominent than before, straining visibly against the denim. Her mouth went dry at the sight. A sudden, powerful urge gripped her—she wanted to see it. She wanted to do more than just look.

"Aaron?" she said softly, her eyes still fixed on his crotch.

"Mmm?" He followed her gaze, then cleared his throat. "Don't worry about that. This was about you."

Katie shook her head, surprising herself with her boldness. "I… I want to learn about that too. How to… touch someone." She reached out tentatively, her hand hovering just above the bulge in his jeans. "Will you show me?"

Aaron's pupils dilated visibly, his breath catching. "Are you sure?"

"Completely," she whispered, her earlier inhibitions dissolved by the pleasure still humming through her veins. "I want to know how to make someone feel as good as you just made me feel."

He searched her face, something like wonder crossing his features. Aaron's lips parted slightly, as if even he hadn't expected this sudden boldness from her.

"You want to know how to…" his voice roughened, "pleasure a man?"

Katie's heart raced, her fingers still hovering just above the denim straining over his erection. The lingering euphoria from her own release made her feel strangely brave, almost reckless.

"Yes," she confirmed softly. "I should practice now… so I know what to do tomorrow night."

But even as the words left her lips, Katie knew that wasn't the real reason. This had stopped being about David the moment Aaron's lips had touched hers. Maybe it had never been about David at all.

Aaron swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. "Katie, you don't have to—"

"I want to," she interrupted, her voice stronger than she expected. "Show me."

A moment of silence stretched between them, heavy with possibility. Then Aaron nodded, his expression shifting from surprise to something darker, more primal.

"Okay," he said simply, his fingers moving to the button of his jeans.

Katie watched, transfixed, as he undid the button and slowly pulled down the zipper, the sound faint yet deafening. Aaron lifted his hips slightly, pushing his jeans down his thighs before kicking them off completely. His boxers did little to conceal his arousal, the outline of his erection clearly visible through the thin fabric.

"Can I…?" Katie gestured tentatively toward his boxers.

Aaron nodded, his breathing visibly quickening. "Go ahead."

With trembling fingers, Katie hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his boxers. She hesitated for just a moment before drawing them down, her breath catching as his erection sprang free. She stared, wide-eyed, suddenly aware of her complete inexperience. It was both exactly what she'd expected and nothing like she'd imagined.

Aaron removed his boxers fully. "It's okay to touch," he encouraged softly, watching her face. "Just be gentle at first."

Katie reached out hesitantly, her fingertips brushing lightly along his length. Aaron's sharp intake of breath made her pause.

"Did… did that hurt?" she asked anxiously.

"God, no," he reassured her, a strained laugh escaping him. "That feels good. Really good."

Emboldened, Katie wrapped her fingers around him, marvelling at the contrast between the hardness and the surprisingly soft skin. Aaron guided her hand, showing her how to grip, how to move.

"Like this," he murmured, his hand covering hers, demonstrating the rhythm. "Not too tight, but firm."

Katie found herself mesmerised by Aaron's expressions as she stroked him. Each upward motion of her hand drew a reaction from him—his brow furrowing, eyes half-closing, lips parting in what looked almost like pain. It fascinated her, how pleasure could manifest in expressions so similar to suffering.

"Am I doing it right?" she whispered, unable to tear her gaze from his face.

"Perfect," Aaron breathed, his hips lifting slightly to meet her strokes.

Her eyes drifted downward, watching the rhythmic movement of her hand. The head of his cock emerged with each downstroke, swollen and darkened with blood. Something about its appearance—so vulnerable yet powerful—captivated her. Almost without thinking, she brushed her thumb across the tip, feeling its silky texture.

Aaron hissed sharply, his entire body tensing.

"Sorry!" Katie pulled back immediately, alarmed.

"No, it's good," he assured her, his voice strained. "Just—that's the most sensitive part. Be gentle there."

She nodded, resuming her strokes with newfound knowledge, occasionally letting her thumb graze the head with deliberate lightness. Each time she did, Aaron's breathing grew more ragged, confirming she was doing something right.

"Can I…" she hesitated, her cheeks burning despite everything they'd already done. "Would it be normal if I touched your… balls too?" The word felt foreign and crude on her tongue, making her blush deepen.

Aaron's eyes softened momentarily despite his obvious arousal. "Completely normal," he assured her. "Cup them gently in your hand. Roll them a little."

Still stroking with her right hand, Katie tentatively reached with her left, carefully cradling the weight of him. The skin there was impossibly soft, delicate. She explored with gentle fingers, watching Aaron's reactions closely.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice dropping to a gravelly whisper. "Now speed up your strokes a bit."

Katie complied, increasing her pace while maintaining her grip on him below. The combination seemed to intensify his pleasure dramatically. Aaron's head tilted back, exposing the strong column of his throat as a groan escaped him.

"Is this how you like it?" she asked, emboldened by his responses.

"God, yes," he managed, his breathing increasingly laboured. "You're a natural at this."

His praise sent a renewed flood of warmth through her. Katie leaned closer, captivated by the changes in his body—the tightening of his stomach muscles, the flush spreading across his chest, the occasional twitch of his cock in her hand.

A sudden impulse seized her. She'd come this far—why stop now? There was something else she wanted to try, something she'd wondered about in her most private thoughts.

"I want to…" she began, her voice small but determined. "I want to try using my mouth. On you."

Aaron's eyebrows shot up, surprise momentarily overtaking desire on his face. His lips quirked into a teasing smile.

"How do you know that's even an option?" he asked, his tone playful despite the intensity in his eyes.

Katie rolled her eyes, a flicker of indignation cutting through her nervousness. "I'm a virgin, Aaron, not a prude. I've seen things. Videos. I know what people do together."

His smile widened, but there was something softer in his expression now—appreciation, perhaps, for this glimpse of spirited defiance.

"I just…" Katie continued, her confidence wavering slightly. "I want to get it right. I don't want to be bad at it."

Aaron reached out, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear with unexpected tenderness.

"That's the great thing about it, Katie," he said, his voice gentle. "Just like with kissing, it's very difficult to give a bad blowjob. Nearly impossible, actually."

"Really?" She looked up at him sceptically.

"Really," he confirmed. "The fact that you want to try at all is already enough to make it good. Enthusiasm counts for a lot."

Katie nodded, absorbing this information. "But there must be techniques, right? Things that feel better than others?"

Aaron shifted into a more comfortable position, propping himself up against her headboard. "There are, but half the pleasure is watching you explore and discover what works." His voice dropped lower. "And I can guide you through it."

Katie took a deep breath, steeling her nerves as she repositioned herself between his legs. Up close, his erection seemed even more intimidating—thicker, longer than it had appeared in her hand. She licked her lips nervously, aware of Aaron watching her every move.

"Just start slow," he murmured, his fingers threading gently through her hair. "Use your tongue first if you want."

Katie leaned forward, her heart pounding in her chest. Tentatively, she extended her tongue, giving an experimental lick from base to tip. The taste was different than she'd expected—not unpleasant, just distinctly male, with a hint of salt. Aaron's sharp intake of breath encouraged her to continue.

She explored with growing confidence, tracing the prominent vein on the underside, circling the ridge where the head met the shaft. Each movement drew a different reaction from Aaron—a sigh, a gentle moan, a tightening of his fingers in her hair.

"That's it," he breathed, his voice strained. "Now try sucking on it."

Katie parted her lips, slowly taking the swollen head into her mouth. The sensation was foreign—the velvety skin against her tongue, the subtle pulse she could feel, the way it filled her mouth more completely than she'd expected. She stayed still for a moment, adjusting to the unfamiliar weight and presence.

Aaron's fingers tightened in her hair, a low groan escaping him. "That's it," he encouraged, his voice thick with desire. "Just like that."

Emboldened by his reaction, Katie began to move, remembering what she'd seen in videos—the slow, steady rhythm, the suction. She hollowed her cheeks experimentally, drawing another groan from Aaron that sent a thrill of satisfaction through her.

"Try taking a bit more," Aaron suggested, his hand gently guiding her head. "You can go deeper."

Katie lowered her head, trying to take more of him into her mouth. She felt him hit the back of her throat and immediately pulled back, coughing slightly.

"I'm sorry," she gasped, embarrassed by her inexperience. "I didn't mean to—"

"Don't apologise," Aaron interrupted, his thumb stroking her cheek reassuringly. "That was good. Actually, a lot of guys really like that."

"Like what?" Katie asked, puzzled. "Gagging?"

Aaron nodded, his eyes dark with desire. "It's a sign that you're pushing your limits for them. Some men find that incredibly hot."

Katie considered this revelation, her embarrassment fading as she processed his words. There was something thrilling about the idea of pushing herself for his pleasure—of her efforts being the cause of his unravelling.

With renewed determination, she lowered her head again, taking him into her mouth with more confidence. This time, as her lips slid down his shaft, her hand moved instinctively to cup his balls, remembering how he'd responded earlier when she'd touched him there.

Aaron's reaction was immediate and intense. A sharp hiss escaped through his teeth, his head falling back against the headboard with a thud.

"Fuck, Katie," he groaned, his voice rougher than she'd ever heard it.

The raw quality of his voice sent a pulse of heat straight to her core. Katie found herself growing wet again despite her recent release, arousal building between her legs as she worked him with increasing confidence. She alternated between shallow, quick movements and deeper, slower ones, watching his face carefully to learn what brought the strongest reactions.

Her fingers gently rolled his balls in rhythm with her mouth, and she felt a surge of power as Aaron's breathing grew more ragged, his composure crumbling visibly under her ministrations.

Without warning, his hips lifted slightly off the bed, pushing himself deeper into her mouth. Katie felt him brush the back of her throat again, the sensation making her eyes water. Before she could adjust, he did it again—a subtle upward thrust that caught her off guard.

Feeling the familiar urge to gag, Katie pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Is that… normal?" she asked, her voice slightly hoarse. "What you were doing just now?"

Aaron's chest rose and fell rapidly as he caught his breath. "The thrusting?" When she nodded, he continued, "Yeah, it's almost involuntary when it feels that good. Some guys take it much further, though. You heard of facefucking? That’s when the guy takes control completely, thrusting into your mouth the way he would… elsewhere."

Katie's eyes widened at the term, her imagination instantly conjuring vivid images of what that might entail. "That sounds… intense," she murmured, not sure if she was horrified or intrigued.

"It is," Aaron agreed, his thumb tracing the outline of her swollen lips. "Not everyone enjoys it. It requires a lot of trust between partners."

Their eyes met, something unspoken passing between them. Trust. They'd crossed so many boundaries today, ventured so far beyond friendship, and yet Katie felt absolutely safe with him—protected, even as she made herself vulnerable.

"Would you want to try that?" she asked softly, surprising herself with the question.

Aaron's pupils dilated, but he shook his head slowly. "Not your first time, Katie. There are techniques you need to get a hang of first, ways to breathe, to relax your throat." Aaron's expression softened, his thumb still tracing her lower lip. "That's not something you need to learn right now."

His concern for her safety, for her comfort, only intensified Katie's curiosity. The fact that he was holding back, protecting her, made her want it even more. She caught his wrist, holding his hand against her cheek.

"I want to try," she whispered, her eyes never leaving his. "Please, Aaron. Just… show me what it's like. A little bit."

Aaron's jaw tightened, desire warring with restraint on his face. "Katie—"

"Please," she said again, her voice taking on a pleading quality that surprised even her. "I trust you. I know you won't hurt me."

Something shifted in Aaron's expression—a flicker of hunger breaking through his careful control. He exhaled slowly, his resistance visibly crumbling under her earnest request.

"Alright," he relented, his voice dropping to that low rumble that made her stomach flip. "I'll show you a gentle version, just so you understand what it's like. But the real thing…" he paused, his eyes darkening, "that's something you'd need to build up to. Slowly."

Katie nodded eagerly, a strange thrill coursing through her at having persuaded him. She settled back between his legs, looking up at him with expectant eyes.

"First," Aaron instructed, his fingers threading through her hair more firmly now, "you need to try to relax your jaw completely. And your throat."

Katie visibly followed his guidance, her lips parting before him.

"Good girl," he murmured, that delicious turn of phrase again sending a shiver down her spine. "Now, take me in your mouth again, but let me control the pace this time."

Katie lowered her head, opening her mouth to receive him. This time, Aaron's grip in her hair was more commanding, guiding her movements with gentle but unmistakable authority. He started slowly, easing her down onto his length, then pulling her back up before she could feel uncomfortable.

"That's it," he encouraged, his voice strained. "Just relax and let me do the work."

The sensation was entirely different from before—surrendering control, allowing him to dictate how deep, how fast. Katie felt a peculiar liberation in it, a freedom in giving herself over to his guidance. Each time he pushed her head down, he went a little deeper, careful to watch her reactions, never pushing too far.

When she felt him hit the back of her throat again, her natural instinct was to pull away, but Aaron's hand kept her steady.

"Breathe through your nose," he told her, his voice a gentle command.

Katie inhaled deeply through her nose, forcing her throat to relax as Aaron had instructed. His hand suddenly stilled at the back of her head, no longer guiding her up and down but holding her firmly in place.

"I'm going to move now," he warned, his voice tight with restraint. "Remember to breathe."

Before she could process his words, Aaron's hips lifted from the bed. He thrust gently into her mouth, still holding her head steady. The sensation was entirely different—him moving while she remained still, taking control in a way that made her pulse quicken.

His movements started slow, careful, but gradually increased in speed. Katie felt him sliding deeper with each thrust, the tip of his cock hitting the back of her throat repeatedly. She concentrated on breathing through her nose, on keeping her jaw relaxed.

"Fuck, Katie," Aaron groaned, his pace quickening further. "You're doing so well."

His thrusts became more urgent, more insistent. Katie's eyes began to water, tears gathering at the corners as her gag reflex fought against the intrusion. She made a small, muffled sound around him, her hands clutching at his thighs.

Suddenly, Aaron pulled out completely, releasing his grip on her hair. Katie gasped for air, wiping at the tears that had spilled onto her cheeks.

"I'm sorry," he said immediately, his voice rough but concerned. "It's just—it can be hard not to get carried away when it feels that good." He brushed a tear from her cheek, his touch gentle against her flushed skin. "You okay?"

Katie nodded, catching her breath. Despite the intensity, there had been something thrilling about his loss of control—knowing she'd pushed him to the edge of his restraint.

"I'm fine," she assured him, her voice slightly hoarse. "It was… different. But not bad." She hesitated, then admitted, "I liked knowing I could make you feel that way."

Aaron's eyes darkened at her words. "You have no idea what you do to me," he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek. His erection still stood proudly between them, glistening with her saliva, clearly nowhere near satisfied.

Katie bit her lip, considering. "Should I continue?" she asked, her hand already moving to wrap around him again.

Aaron's breath hitched at her touch. "Only if you want to," he said, though the strain in his voice betrayed how much he hoped she would.

Katie smiled, a newfound confidence flowing through her. She lowered her head again, taking him into her mouth with more assurance than before. This time, she set the pace, remembering what had drawn the strongest reactions from him earlier.

"God, Katie," Aaron groaned, his hands grasping the sheets rather than her hair now. "That's perfect. Just like that."

She worked him with growing expertise, her hand moving in tandem with her head. She could hear her improvements in his groans, each sound of pleasure more intense than the last. Every moan from his lips sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs, igniting a yearning that grew more insistent with each passing moment. Katie found herself moaning around him as she sucked, the vibrations making Aaron's hips buck involuntarily.

Something shifted inside her—a clarity, a certainty that arrived fully formed before she'd even consciously considered the question. Katie pulled away, her lips glistening, her eyes meeting his with newfound resolve.

"Aaron," she whispered, her voice husky with desire, "I want you to finish your lesson."

He stared at her, his chest rising and falling rapidly. "What do you mean?"

"I want you to teach me… everything," she said, the words spilling out with quiet determination. "The whole thing."

Aaron's eyes darkened with understanding. "Katie," he said carefully, "are you saying what I think you're saying?"

She nodded, her heart pounding. "I want you inside me. Not just…" she gestured vaguely toward her mouth, a blush colouring her cheeks despite everything they'd already done. "I mean really inside me."

Aaron sat up, taking her hands in his. "That's a big decision," he said, though she could see the desire burning in his eyes. "Are you sure?"

"I'll only ever have one first time," Katie said softly, squeezing his hands. "I want it to be with someone I trust. Someone who'll be patient, who'll make it good for me." She looked up at him through her lashes. "I want it to be with you, Aaron. Here. Now."

For a moment, he seemed speechless, his expression a complex mixture of hunger and tenderness. "I don't want you to regret this," he finally said, his thumb tracing circles on her palm.

"I won't," she assured him, more certain of this than she'd been of anything in a long time. "Please, Aaron."

His resistance crumbled visibly at her plea. With gentle hands, he guided her to lie back on the bed, positioning himself above her. "We'll go slow," he promised, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down her spine. "And if at any point you want to stop—"

"I know," Katie interrupted, smiling up at him. "I trust you."

Aaron lowered his head, capturing her lips in a kiss so tender it made her heart ache. His hand traced a path down her body, finding her centre still slick with arousal from earlier. Gentle fingers explored her, preparing her, drawing soft moans from her lips as he teased her entrance.

"Do you have protection?" Katie whispered against his mouth, practical concerns briefly overriding desire.

Aaron nodded, reaching for his discarded jeans and retrieving a foil packet from his wallet. Katie watched, transfixed, as Aaron tore open the foil packet with his teeth. Her curiosity overcame her nervousness as he rolled the thin latex down his length with practiced ease, his eyes never leaving hers. There was something intensely intimate about witnessing this preparation—this moment of pause before everything would change.

When he positioned himself above her again, his powerful arms bracketing her shoulders, Katie's breath caught in her throat. The weight of him, the heat radiating from his skin, the intensity in his hazel eyes—it all combined to make her heart race with anticipation.

"Are you absolutely sure?" Aaron whispered, his voice rough with restraint as the head of his cock rested against her entrance, barely pressing into her slick heat. "We can stop right now, and it would still be okay."

Katie reached up, cupping his face in her trembling hands. "I want this," she breathed, the words barely audible yet filled with certainty. "I want you."

Aaron held her gaze as he pushed forward with excruciating slowness. Katie gasped at the initial pressure, the unfamiliar stretching sensation as he entered her. A sharp pain made her wince, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

"Breathe," Aaron murmured, stilling immediately. "Just breathe through it."

Katie nodded, inhaling deeply as she forced her muscles to relax. The burning sensation didn't disappear completely, but it mellowed into something more bearable as Aaron continued his careful advance. Inch by careful inch, he filled her, stretching her in ways that walked the knife's edge between discomfort and pleasure.

By the time he was finally seated fully inside her, both of them were breathing heavily. Katie felt impossibly full, split open and joined together all at once. The pain was there, undeniable, yet beneath it lay something else—a profound sense of rightness, of completion.

"You feel incredible," Aaron whispered, his forehead pressed against hers, his body trembling with the effort of remaining still. "You feel perfect."

Katie shifted experimentally, adjusting to the sensation of him inside her. The movement sent a fresh wave of mixed signals through her nerves—a fullness bordering on too much yet somehow not enough.

"It hurts," she admitted softly, "but… I don't want you to stop."

Aaron brushed his lips against hers. "The pain will fade," he promised, his voice gentle despite the strain evident in every line of his body. "Just tell me when you're ready for me to move."

They stayed like that, joined but motionless, exchanging soft kisses as Katie's body gradually adjusted to his invasion. With each passing moment, the ache receded, replaced by a growing awareness of how perfectly they fit together.

"I… I think I'm ready," she finally whispered against his lips.

Aaron withdrew slightly before pushing forward again, the movement so slow and controlled that Katie could feel every inch of him sliding against her inner walls, in and out. He began a gentle rhythm, each careful thrust slightly deeper than the last. Katie's breath caught with every movement, her body gradually yielding to him. The initial discomfort lingered, but with each passing moment, something else emerged beneath it—a warmth building inside her, a pleasure unfurling like a flower opening to sunlight.

"How does that feel?" Aaron murmured, his eyes never leaving her face as he moved within her, attentive to her every reaction.

"Better," Katie whispered, surprised by the truth in her words. "It's starting to feel… good."

Aaron dipped his head to kiss her neck, his stubble grazing her sensitive skin. "It gets better," he promised, his voice a low rumble against her throat. "Your body's adjusting to me."

And he was right. The pain receded with each gentle thrust, replaced by waves of pleasure that grew steadily more intense. Katie found herself arching into him, seeking more of the delicious friction where their bodies joined.

"You can move with me," Aaron encouraged, his breathing becoming more laboured. "Push back against me when I thrust forward."

Katie nodded, her hands gripping his shoulders as she tentatively lifted her hips to meet his next thrust. The resulting sensation made her gasp—the change in angle allowing him to reach deeper, to brush against something inside her that sent sparks shooting up her spine.

"Oh!" she breathed, eyes widening with surprise. "That's—"

"Good?" Aaron smiled, repeating the motion with deliberate precision.

"Yes," Katie moaned, her head falling back against the pillow. "So good."

They found a rhythm together, Aaron setting the pace while Katie learned to match him, their bodies moving in tandem like dancers who had practiced for years rather than minutes. Each thrust sent new waves of pleasure washing through her, building upon themselves until the earlier pain was nothing but a distant memory.

"Aaron," she whispered, his name like a prayer on her lips. "This feels amazing."

"You're amazing," he replied, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining his gentle pace when his body clearly craved more. "You feel so perfect around me."

Katie felt emboldened by the pleasure now coursing through her veins. She wrapped her legs around his waist, changing the angle once more, allowing him even deeper access. The new position drew a groan from Aaron's throat, his control visibly slipping.

Eager to contribute more actively, Katie attempted to quicken her movements, thrusting up to meet him with greater force. But in her enthusiasm, she misjudged the timing. Instead of meeting his downward thrust, she pushed up as he was withdrawing, throwing off their carefully established rhythm.

"Sorry!" she gasped, mortification flooding her face. "I messed it up."

Aaron chuckled softly, slowing his movements without stopping entirely. "Hey, it's okay," he assured her. "That happens," Aaron said with a gentle smile. "Sex isn't always perfectly choreographed like in movies. Bodies slip, rhythms get mixed up. It's normal."

The warmth in his eyes melted away her embarrassment. His words were so genuine, so understanding.

"Really?" Katie asked, still feeling a flush of self-consciousness.

Aaron nodded, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Absolutely. The best sex isn't perfect—it's playful, messy. Sometimes you laugh, sometimes you have to readjust." His voice softened. "You don't need to take this so seriously. It's supposed to be fun."

Something loosened in Katie's chest at his words. The pressure she'd put on herself—to perform perfectly, to be everything she thought she should be—began to dissolve.

"Fun," she repeated, tasting the word. A smile spread across her face. "I can do fun."

"I know you can," Aaron murmured, rolling his hips slowly against hers. "Just feel what your body wants and go with it."

Katie nodded, taking a deep breath. She felt so safe with him—so protected, so taken care of. With that safety came a new boldness. She moved experimentally, finding their rhythm again, this time without overthinking each motion.

"That's it," Aaron encouraged, matching her pace. "How does this feel?" He shifted slightly, changing the angle of his thrusts.

"Good," she gasped, surprised by how easily the answer came. "Really good."

"And this?" He slowed his movements, making each thrust deeper, more deliberate.

"Oh, yes," Katie moaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "I like that."

Aaron continued asking her questions—what felt good, what she wanted more of—and Katie found herself responding with growing confidence. Her earlier self-consciousness faded with each passing moment, her moans becoming less restrained.

"Harder," she whispered at one point, surprising herself with the request.

Aaron's eyes darkened with approval. He complied immediately, increasing the force of his thrusts, the bed frame creaking slightly beneath them.

"Like that?" he asked, his voice rough with exertion.

"Yes," Katie gasped, arching beneath him. "Just like that."

Something was shifting between them. Katie could feel it in the air, in the way Aaron's controlled movements were becoming less measured, more urgent. In the way her own body was responding not with cautious experimentation but with hungry demand.

She was no longer just following his lead, just being taught. She was participating fully, meeting him thrust for thrust, her body knowing instinctively what it wanted. And it seemed to her that he was no longer teaching her. Instead, he was really fucking her.

"God, Katie," Aaron groaned, his composure slipping further. "You feel so fucking good."

His raw language, so different from his earlier careful instruction, sent a thrill through her. Katie wrapped her legs tighter around him, urging him deeper, harder.

Aaron responded to her urgency, his restraint finally giving way entirely to raw need. His movements transformed from careful teaching to passionate claiming as he drove into her with an intensity that made the headboard slam against the wall.

"Yes!" Katie cried out, her body welcoming the change in pace. "Aaron, please, don't stop!"

He gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pounded into her. Each thrust hit something exquisite inside her, sending jolts of pleasure so intense they bordered on overwhelming. Katie felt herself building toward something monumental, a precipice more significant than her earlier release.

"I'm… I think I'm…" she gasped, unable to form coherent thoughts as the pressure built within her.

"Let go," Aaron commanded, his voice rough with desire. "Come for me, Katie."

His words pushed her over the edge. Katie's back arched dramatically as undiluted pleasure crashed through her, more powerful than anything she'd experienced before. She screamed his name, her inner walls clenching around him as her entire body convulsed with ecstasy.

"Aaron! Fuck, Aaron!" she shouted, unable to control her volume as her orgasm tore through her.

When she finally descended from the peak, trembling and gasping, she found Aaron watching her with undisguised satisfaction, his lips curved into a proud smile.

"Did you enjoy that?" he asked, his voice husky with exertion and unsatisfied desire.

Katie was panting, her chest heaving. "I think… you know… I did,” she said. “That was… incredible."

Aaron's eyes sparkled with mischief. In one fluid motion, he wrapped his arms around her and rolled them over, maintaining their intimate connection as she found herself suddenly straddling him.

"Try this," he suggested, his hands guiding her hips. "Bring your legs up, sit upright on me."

Katie followed his instruction, adjusting her position until she was sitting fully on his length, her knees bent on either side of his torso. The shift in angle sent him impossibly deeper, making her gasp.

"Mmmm" she moaned involuntarily, eyes widening at the new sensation.

"Now move," Aaron encouraged, his hands resting lightly on her thighs. "However feels good. You set the pace."

Tentatively, Katie lifted herself slightly before sinking back down. The feeling was extraordinary—different from before, somehow more intense. She did it again, more confidently this time, establishing a rhythm that sent surges of pleasure through her core.

"That's it," Aaron praised, watching her with hungry eyes. "Take what you need."

Something powerful awakened in Katie as she found her rhythm. The control was intoxicating—being able to decide how fast, how deep, exactly what felt best. She experimented with different movements—circular grinding motions that pressed her clit against him, then a bouncing rise and fall that had them both moaning.

"You're a natural," Aaron gasped as she increased her pace.

Aaron's hands shifted to her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, guiding her movements with gentle pressure. Katie gasped as his grip tightened, his palms curving around to squeeze the rounded flesh of her ass, kneading appreciatively as she continued to bounce on him.

"Like this," he murmured, using his strong hands to lift her slightly higher before bringing her down more forcefully. The resulting sensation made her cry out, stars exploding behind her eyelids.

Katie realised he wasn't just touching her for his own pleasure—he was directing her, teaching her body how to move for maximum sensation. When she ground her hips forward in a circular motion, his hands immediately followed, pushing her pelvis back at just the right angle to create delicious friction against her most sensitive spot.

"Oh god," she whimpered, surrendering to his guidance. The dual control was intoxicating—she was on top, setting the pace, yet Aaron was there, adjusting her movements with expert precision, showing her exactly how to position herself.

Their partnership intensified her arousal to dizzying heights. It wasn't just her pleasure or his, but something they were creating together—a perfect synchronisation of giving and taking. His fingers pressed into the flesh of her backside, spreading her slightly as he helped her rise and fall in a rhythm that had them both panting.

"That's it," Aaron encouraged, his voice strained with pleasure. "Feel how we're moving together?"

Katie nodded frantically, unable to form words as another wave of pleasure crashed through her. With each bounce, Aaron lifted his hips to meet her, creating a counterpoint to her downward motion that sent him deeper than she thought possible. His hands continued their dual purpose—both possessive in their grip on her and instructive in their subtle adjustments to her angle.

"I can feel everything," she gasped, amazed at how his slight redirection could transform pleasant friction into mind-blowing ecstasy.

Their bodies found a perfect rhythm—Katie riding him with growing confidence while Aaron's hands provided the fine-tuning that elevated every sensation. The combined effort built something far more intense than either could have achieved alone.

"Aaron," she moaned, her inner walls beginning to flutter around him. "I think I'm close again."

His fingers dug deeper into her flesh, his pace quickening as he guided her more forcefully. "Let me take you there," he growled, his control slipping as his own pleasure mounted.

Aaron's eyes locked with hers, darkening with an intensity that made her breath catch. Without breaking his gaze, he slid one hand from her hip, trailing it slowly up her trembling body. Katie watched, confused but captivated, as his fingers traced a path over her stomach, between her breasts, up her throat, before finally pressing against her parted lips.

His thumb hovered by her mouth, his expression expectant yet tender. Something primal within her responded before her mind could process what was happening. Katie's lips closed around his thumb, drawing it into the wet heat of her mouth. She sucked instinctively, her tongue swirling around him, tasting the salt of his skin.

Aaron's lips curved into a knowing smile, pleasure and satisfaction mingling in his expression. "Good girl," he murmured, and she consciously realised for the first time that those words held a power over her.

Before she could respond, he withdrew his glistening thumb from her mouth and brought his hand back to her hip. With deliberate slowness, he slid his moistened thumb between their bodies, finding her swollen clit with unerring precision.

"Oh my god!" Katie cried out, her entire body jolting at the sudden, intense stimulation. The sensation was electric—his slickened thumb circling her most sensitive spot while his cock continued to fill her completely from below.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Each time she rocked forward, his thumb pressed against her clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure radiating outward. Each time she sank back down, he filled her impossibly deeply, hitting that perfect spot inside her.

"Aaron, I can't—it's too much," she gasped, her thighs beginning to tremble uncontrollably.

"You can," he insisted, his voice a low command. "Take it all, Katie."

The pressure built exponentially, pleasure spiralling tighter with each movement of his thumb, each thrust of his hips. Katie's world narrowed to nothing but sensation—the fullness inside her, the rhythmic circles against her clit, the heat of his body beneath hers.

When the orgasm hit, it was cataclysmic. Katie threw her head back, a silent scream caught in her throat as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Her inner walls clamped down on him with such force that Aaron groaned, his own control finally shattering.

"Katie, fuck—I'm going to—" His words dissolved into a primal growl as his hips bucked upward with sudden, desperate force.

She felt him pulse inside her, swelling even further, his entire body tensing, trembling, as he found his own release. His thumb never stopped its motion, drawing out her pleasure until she collapsed forward onto his chest, utterly spent and gasping for breath.

They lay tangled together, hearts racing in tandem, skin slick with sweat. Aaron's arms wrapped around her, holding her close as the aftershocks of pleasure gradually subsided. Katie could feel his heartbeat thundering against her.

His hands roamed across her back, fingers tracing the ridges of her spine before gripping the soft curves of her buttocks. This touch was different—possessive, hungry, not some calculated demonstration like before. Katie felt the shift immediately. This wasn't about teaching her anything anymore. This was about his desire, his need to feel her beneath in his hands. And strangely, that realisation thrilled her. She arched against him, offering herself to his exploring hands.

Aaron squeezed firmly, kneading the flesh of her ass with an appreciation that was entirely self-serving. His breathing quickened, pupils dilating as he indulged himself. One hand moved to cradle the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her face toward his. Their lips met in a kiss unlike any they'd shared before—not instructional, not demonstrative, just a genuine expression of affection and desire. Sweet, tender, honest. Not a lesson. Just a kiss.

As they pulled apart, Katie gazed down at him, reality slowly filtering back into her consciousness. The pretence had evaporated completely. She knew for sure now. This hadn't been about David or tomorrow's date. Perhaps it never had been.

"I should probably cancel that date," she whispered, a small smile playing at her lips now.

Aaron's eyes sparkled with something like victory. "Probably," he agreed, stroking her cheek lightly. He paused, holding her gaze. "Unless you want to compare notes."

She swatted his chest playfully. "You're terrible."

"And yet," he murmured, rolling them over so she was beneath him once more, "you don't seem to mind."

Katie reached up to trace the outline of his jaw, her touch reverent. "I don't," she admitted. "I don't mind at all."

Aaron lowered his head, brushing his lips against hers. "So what happens now?"

"I don't know," Katie answered honestly. "This wasn't exactly how I planned to spend my afternoon."

"Any regrets?" His expression grew serious, searching her face for any sign of doubt.

Katie considered the question, taking inventory of her feelings. Her body ached pleasantly, her lips were tender from his kisses, and her heart felt lighter than it had in months. Whatever line they'd crossed, whatever complications might follow, she couldn't bring herself to wish it undone.

She only needed one word to express everything she felt in that moment.

"None," she said firmly.
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