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		Greg was snoring again. That wet, open-mouthed kind of snore that rattled the headboard and made her want to shove a pillow over his fucking face.

		Vivian lay flat on her back, eyes wide open, sweat drying on the inside of her thighs. One leg bent. Sheets tangled around her calves. The air in the bedroom was warm and stale, and he smelled like whiskey and that weird funk that came when he drank too much and didn’t shower.

		2:31 AM. The green digits on the alarm clock mocked her.

		She shifted her hips, just enough to take the edge off the friction between her legs. She’d tried to fall asleep three different times. Every time, her body buzzed. Hot. Empty. Wanting.

		Greg let out a snort beside her and rolled toward the wall. Good.

		Her hand moved under the sheets. No hesitation. Two fingers slid over the waistband of her panties, slipped inside. She was soaked already—she always was lately. Horny all the damn time, with nowhere to put it. He hadn’t touched her in weeks. Hell, probably months now. She stopped counting after Valentine’s Day. That one had lasted four minutes and ended with him rolling over, saying, “Sorry,” and falling asleep.

		She rubbed slow circles. She bit her bottom lip, stared at the ceiling. She pictured hands that weren’t his. Stronger. Surer. A body that didn’t slump and stink and sleep through everything. A younger body. Younger face.

		She slid one finger inside. Tight, warm, slick. Then another. She started working them in and out, rough, fast, fucking herself hard. Her other hand pushed her panties down past her knees. She bent her knees wider and shoved in a third finger.

		“Fuck,” she whispered, barely audible. Her hips lifted off the bed.

		In her head, she was bent over a bench. Someone behind her, grabbing her hips. Pulling her onto his cock. Fast. Rough. Her tits bouncing, her ass being slapped hard enough to sting. He called her names—fucktoy, dirty girl, my good slut—and she begged for more.

		Her breath got faster. She bit the inside of her cheek. Her legs started to shake.

		Greg snorted again.

		She froze. Waited. Silence. Good.

		She curled her fingers inside herself, deep, hard, knuckles pressing against her cunt, and her eyes fluttered shut. The man in her head didn’t have a face. Just dark eyes. Muscles. Heat. He was twenty-something, maybe younger. Strong. Needy. Obedient.

		She fucked herself harder. Her palm slapped wetly against her skin with each thrust.

		Her thighs tensed, and it ripped through her. Quick. Hot. Shameful. Her body arched, just for a second, and she slammed her teeth into her bottom lip to stop the moan from getting out.

		She came hard. Quiet. Furious.

		And when she opened her eyes, Greg was still snoring.

		Greg was snoring again. That wet, open-mouthed kind of snore that rattled the headboard and made her want to shove a pillow over his fucking face.

		Vivian lay flat on her back, eyes wide open, sweat drying on the inside of her thighs. One leg bent. Sheets tangled around her calves. The air in the bedroom was warm and stale, and he smelled like whiskey and that weird funk that came when he drank too much and didn’t shower.

		2:31 AM. The green digits on the alarm clock mocked her.

		She shifted her hips, just enough to take the edge off the friction between her legs. She’d tried to fall asleep three different times. Every time, her body buzzed. Hot. Empty. Wanting.

		Greg let out a snort beside her and rolled toward the wall. Good.

		Her hand moved under the sheets. No hesitation. Two fingers slid over the waistband of her panties, slipped inside. She was soaked already—she always was lately. Horny all the damn time, with nowhere to put it. He hadn’t touched her in weeks. Hell, probably months now. She stopped counting after Valentine’s Day. That one had lasted four minutes and ended with him rolling over, saying, “Sorry,” and falling asleep.

		She rubbed slow circles. She bit her bottom lip, stared at the ceiling. She pictured hands that weren’t his. Stronger. Surer. A body that didn’t slump and stink and sleep through everything. A younger body. Younger face.

		She slid one finger inside. Tight, warm, slick. Then another. She started working them in and out, rough, fast, fucking herself hard. Her other hand pushed her panties down past her knees. She bent her knees wider and shoved in a third finger.

		“Fuck,” she whispered, barely audible. Her hips lifted off the bed.

		In her head, she was bent over a bench. Someone behind her, grabbing her hips. Pulling her onto his cock. Fast. Rough. Her tits bouncing, her ass being slapped hard enough to sting. He called her names—fucktoy, dirty girl, my good slut—and she begged for more.

		Her breath got faster. She bit the inside of her cheek. Her legs started to shake.

		Greg snorted again.

		She froze. Waited. Silence. Good.

		She curled her fingers inside herself, deep, hard, knuckles pressing against her cunt, and her eyes fluttered shut. The man in her head didn’t have a face. Just dark eyes. Muscles. Heat. He was twenty-something, maybe younger. Strong. Needy. Obedient.

		She fucked herself harder. Her palm slapped wetly against her skin with each thrust.

		Her thighs tensed, and it ripped through her. Quick. Hot. Shameful. Her body arched, just for a second, and she slammed her teeth into her bottom lip to stop the moan from getting out.

		She came hard. Quiet. Furious.

		And when she opened her eyes, Greg was still snoring.

		She didn’t move for a full minute. Her fingers were still inside her, knuckles-deep, the walls of her pussy fluttering around them. Sweat beaded on her forehead and cooled in the dip of her collarbone. The sheet stuck to the inside of her thigh. Her heart thumped like she’d just finished sprinting, and her jaw ached from clenching to keep quiet.

		Greg made a sound like a dying cat and rolled toward her. She yanked her hand free, wiped it quickly on the inside hem of the sheet, and shifted away.

		His arm flopped out across the mattress. Dead weight. His breath was sour.

		She stared at the ceiling again. Her cunt still throbbed. It wasn’t enough. It never fucking was. Her orgasms were getting meaner—harder, faster, edged with fury. Her fingers gave her release, sure. But not what she wanted.

		She wanted to be filled. Stretched. Pinned down and fucked until she couldn’t talk straight. She wanted someone who saw her tits and groaned, not glanced at them like checking a goddamn thermostat. Someone who grabbed her ass and used it like it was made for him.

		She closed her eyes again and let the fantasy spin back to life. He didn’t have a name. He didn’t need one. Just a body—lean, hungry, young. The kind of body that couldn’t keep its hands off her. Broad chest. Muscled arms. Black hair damp with sweat. Eyes that stared at her like he was starving.

		He’d drop to his knees behind her. Pull her open. Lick her like he meant it. Get hard while she moaned. Grip her hips and press inside, slow and thick and deep, making her take every inch while she clawed the mat beneath her.

		“Take it,” he’d growl. “God, you feel so fucking good. Look at that ass. Fuck.”

		Vivian exhaled through her teeth. Her fingers twitched to go back between her legs, but she didn’t. Not again. Her clit was already sore.

		She turned her head toward Greg. His mouth was open. A line of drool darkened the pillowcase under his cheek. She used to love him. Once. A long time ago. But now, she could barely stand the sight of his face in the dark.

		She rolled to her side, facing away from him. Her thighs were still damp, her cunt still leaking. She didn’t bother cleaning up. What for?

		Tomorrow, she’d go for a run. She’d lift heavy. She’d stretch until her hamstrings screamed. And maybe, just maybe, she’d dream of that boy again.

		The kitchen light was too fucking bright.

		Vivian blinked as she opened the fridge, still in her workout tank and black leggings from yesterday. No bra. Her tits sat high, full, heavy. She didn’t bother changing. Greg wouldn’t notice either way.

		He slumped at the table, shirtless, boxers riding low, stomach soft and unshaven. His face looked like it had been stepped on—red eyes, pillow crease down one cheek, and a mouth still sour with sleep and booze. The kind of man who used to be sharp once. Used to be sexy. Now he was just... there.

		He didn’t look up from his phone when she walked in.

		Vivian grabbed the eggs. Cracked two into the pan. The sizzle filled the silence. Greg scratched his chest and let out a low grunt. A beer bottle sat on the table beside his phone, half-full from the night before.

		“Morning,” she said.

		He said nothing.

		She moved around him, bent slightly to grab a plate, knowing damn well the way the fabric stretched over her ass. She used to do it for fun. Now it was habit.

		Still nothing.

		“Do you want toast?” she asked.

		He grunted.

		She dropped two slices in the toaster, plated the eggs, and slid the plate in front of him.

		Greg took a bite, then another. Chewed like it offended him.

		“Overcooked,” he muttered.

		She poured herself coffee. No sugar. No cream. She didn’t answer him. Didn’t flinch.

		“You know,” he said after a few seconds, still not looking at her, “if we’d had kids like we were supposed to, you wouldn’t have so much free time to think about working out all fucking day.”

		Her hand tightened around the coffee mug. She took a sip and stared at the fridge instead of him.

		He smirked, like he thought he won something.

		“It wasn’t my body that failed,” he added, quieter. “Let’s not forget that.”

		Vivian turned her head. Looked straight at him. His eyes flicked up to meet hers. She didn’t blink.

		“You done?” she asked.

		Greg snorted and shoved another bite of egg into his mouth.

		The toaster popped.

		She walked over, grabbed the toast, dropped it on his plate. No butter. No word. No warmth.

		She sat across from him, legs crossed, sipping her coffee. Watching him eat like she was watching a stray dog lick its own ass.

		He stood without a word, left the plate behind, and wandered off toward the shower, scratching himself on the way.

		The eggs went cold. The yolk ran across the plate, soaking into the toast like blood into gauze.

		Vivian stared at it for a long second.

		She picked up the plate, walked to the sink, and imagined smashing it against the side of his fucking head.

		The basement was quiet, cool, and dark—until she flipped the lights and the concrete space buzzed to life.

		Vivian padded barefoot across the rubber flooring, ponytail bouncing, gym bag thumping against her hip. She stripped off the tank top, kicked aside her flip-flops, and stood in just a sports bra and leggings in front of the mirror.

		No sound but her breath. No stink of whiskey. No Greg. Just the smell of iron, rubber, sweat. The sharp scent of her own freedom.

		She loaded the squat rack. Two plates on each side. Deep breath. She dropped under the bar and lifted it like she was pulling herself out of hell.

		First rep—clean. Smooth. She dropped low, ass to the floor, thighs trembling on the way up.

		Second rep—deeper. The leggings clung to her soaked skin. Her glutes flexed with every rise, her chest bouncing against the tight line of her bra.

		By the fifth, her legs shook. Sweat rolled between her tits. Her ass was burning. Just how she liked it.

		“Come on,” she grunted, racking the bar with a loud metal slam. Her heart was pounding, her thighs twitching, pussy slick. Her body buzzed again. Same as last night. Same as always lately.

		She turned, grabbed the cable rope, and dropped into the leg extension machine. Adjusted the pad behind her knees. Ankles locked.

		And then she started pumping.

		One... two... ten... twenty. Slow reps. Hard contractions. The motion forced her thighs open, hips rolling. Her clit throbbed. The friction against the seat sent a jolt through her core.

		Her eyes locked on her reflection. Hair wild. Shoulders flexed. Bra soaked. Tits pushed high. Her mouth parted.

		Fuck.

		She moved faster. Pressed her thighs together at the top of the rep and ground against the edge of the seat. Her cunt clenched. Her back arched.

		She closed her eyes. There he was again. That faceless boy. That hard cock pressed up against her from behind. Grabbing her ass. Slapping it. Telling her what a filthy, hungry little bitch she was.

		“Yeah,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

		Her legs quaked. Sweat dripped from her chin. Her core locked tight, and it slammed through her again—second orgasm in less than eight hours.

		She sat there panting, trembling, wet.

		Her breath caught as she came back down.

		She wiped her brow, looked in the mirror—and didn’t see a tired wife.

		She saw a woman who needed to be fucked again.

		And for a second, she let herself wonder what it would feel like to ride a real man’s face in that exact chair.

		The hot water hit her like a slap.

		Vivian leaned one palm against the tile and let it scald her shoulders, run down her spine, pool between her legs. She didn’t move for a full minute, chest still heaving, thighs twitching with aftershocks. Her second orgasm of the day had hit harder than it should have—and left her emptier than ever.

		She washed fast. No time to linger. She had a full patient list at the clinic—knee rehabs, shoulder tears, the usual. Her fingers moved over her body in practiced strokes, scrubbing soap into her tits, the curve of her waist, the slick heat between her legs. She didn't slow down. Didn’t savor it.

		She had five minutes to pull herself together.

		Wrapped in a towel, she moved back into the bedroom. Greg’s beer-stale laundry was still on the floor from last night. She kicked it aside and opened her closet, choosing the same uniform she wore four days a week—form-fitted black scrubs, sports bra, clean sneakers.

		Her body looked damn good in them. Tight waist. Round hips. Tits that still filled out an F-cup without effort. She used to dress like that for Greg. Now it was mostly for herself—and maybe a few of the husbands who came in with their “slipped discs.”

		She pulled her damp hair into a ponytail, grabbed her bag, and checked her phone. Still nothing.

		Greg hadn’t texted her in three days unless it was about groceries or his damn keys. He always left for school before her. Said he had “early prep.” Lately he was home later and later too—grading, he said.

		Bullshit.

		Vivian wasn’t stupid. She noticed things. Smells. Clothes that didn’t match up. The way he never wanted her anymore, but got twitchy when his phone buzzed after dinner.

		If he wasn’t fucking someone already, he was close.

		The irony burned.

		She crossed to the kitchen, poured coffee into a travel mug, and moved toward the sink. Greg’s plate was still there. The one she’d made him eggs on. Still crusted with yolk, the fork stuck to it like it had been superglued.

		She turned to the window, about to dump the coffee out and rebrew it just to spite herself.

		And that’s when she saw it.

		The truck.

		Boxes lined the driveway next door. A woman in a headscarf handed papers to the driver. A tall man lifted something into the garage.

		And then—him.

		Shirtless. Young. Lean. Olive skin shining with sweat. Black hair messy but perfect. Shoulders flexed as he carried a box to the porch. His jeans sat low on his hips, hint of that V cut she hadn’t seen in years.

		Her breath stopped.

		Then he looked up.

		Eyes on her. Direct. Curious. Confident without knowing it.

		He smiled.

		She lifted her mug, sipped slow, and let him look. And for the first time in weeks, she didn’t feel invisible.

		She didn’t move from the window. Not right away.

		He bent to set down the box, back arched, shoulder blades flexing under smooth skin. Long limbs, narrow waist, abs tight enough to make her thighs ache. He wiped his forehead with the inside of his arm and grabbed another. No rush, just rhythm—like the work felt good in his body.

		He was young. Real young. Couldn’t be more than nineteen.

		Not that it mattered. Not in the way her stomach clenched. Not in the way her pussy gave a slow throb against the cotton seam of her underwear, still damp from the shower—and everything else.

		He turned again.

		Their eyes locked.

		This time, longer.

		Vivian didn’t smile. She didn’t wave. She just looked. Let him see her.

		The towel clung to her chest, thick cleavage pushed up tight, the weight of her tits obvious beneath it. Bare legs. Shoulders still flushed from the water. Her hair pulled back, wet at the ends, one drip trailing down between her breasts and vanishing under the fabric.

		And he looked. Not fast. Not polite. Not the way grown men used to do when they thought she wasn’t worth it.

		His gaze dropped—just barely—to her chest. Then back up. That soft smile again. Almost shy. Almost.

		He had no idea what the fuck he was doing to her.

		Greg stomped down the stairs behind her. Keys jangling. Shoes half-tied.

		Vivian didn’t flinch.

		She didn’t look away.

		Zayn—she didn’t know his name yet, but she would—lifted another box and disappeared inside the house next door.

		She stayed at the window. Coffee cold in her hand.

		Greg walked past her to the sink, grunted something that might’ve been a goodbye, then left.

		Door slammed.

		She still didn’t move.

		She reached down, pressed the towel tighter between her legs, and smiled to herself like she was already getting away with something.
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		Vivian pushed the door open with her shoulder and stepped into the stale heat of the house.

		The AC was sputtering again. Typical. She dropped her bag by the door and kicked off her sneakers, flexing her sore feet against the hardwood. Her black scrubs clung to her thighs—tight from sweat and the goddamn humidity. Her sports bra had started to chafe under her tits hours ago, and now it felt like sandpaper.

		She peeled it off under her shirt and tossed it onto the back of a chair, sighing as her breasts dropped free and heavy. Her shoulders ached. Her lower back pinched. Some asshole this morning thought it was cute to ask if she gave “happy endings” along with his rotator cuff stretches.

		She should’ve broken his arm and billed him for the follow-up.

		The kitchen smelled like sour beer and old coffee. Greg’s empties were in the sink—four of them. Two on the counter, one on the floor by the fridge. She picked it up with two fingers and dropped it into the bin without a word. He wasn’t home. Probably still at school, or wherever the hell he went after he was done pretending to work.

		Her shirt clung to her back like a second skin. She walked to the sink, ran her wrists under cold water, and leaned forward, trying to cool off. Her tits brushed the counter, her thighs stuck together. Everything was fucking sticky.

		And then she saw it.

		Out the window, just over the fence—movement.

		Vivian narrowed her eyes.

		The moving truck was still there, half-unloaded now. Boxes stacked in the driveway. The mother and father weren’t around this time.

		But the boy was.

		Zayn—she’d learned his name from the mom earlier, in a breezy sidewalk chat she barely remembered. He was out front, shirtless, dragging a dolly stacked with bins across the lawn. The afternoon sun hit his skin like a spotlight. Tan. Smooth. Lean muscle. Sweat made his chest shine. His arms flexed just enough to make her thighs twitch.

		She didn’t blink.

		He bent to grab something from the ground—slow, back arched, jeans pulled tight across his ass. His waistband dipped low, revealing the start of a V-cut that made her mouth dry.

		Then he looked up.

		Right at her.

		Vivian didn’t move.

		She stood there, tits loose under her shirt, hand still dripping from the faucet, and let him look.

		He didn’t look away.

		Neither did she.

		Vivian changed fast.

		She stripped down in the bedroom, wiped herself with a towel, and pulled on the shortest pair of denim shorts she owned. No panties. The frayed edges barely covered her ass. She topped it with a ribbed white tank that hugged her chest like it was made to show off every bounce, every sway, every stiff nipple. No bra. No reason for one.

		She tied her ponytail higher, swiped on a little lip balm, and grabbed the trash bins like they hadn’t been empty for two days.

		The driveway was hot under her bare feet. She walked slow, letting her hips swing naturally. The wheels on the bins rattled like a signal. She didn’t glance toward the house next door. Not yet.

		But she felt him.

		Zayn was crouched by the porch, adjusting something on the steps. He stood as she passed. She turned at the end of the drive—deliberate—and looked.

		“Hi,” she said.

		He blinked like he hadn’t expected her to speak. “Uh—hi.”

		Close up, he was even better. Taller than she thought. Not built, not yet, but lean and long and quick. His skin glowed with sweat. His chest rose and fell fast.

		She held his eyes for a beat, then let hers drop to his mouth. Full lips. He smiled—soft, unsure.

		“I’m Vivian. I live next door.”

		“Zayn,” he said, and swallowed. “Nice to meet you, ma’am.”

		That made her smile.

		“Ma’am,” she repeated. “Christ, I feel old.”

		“No—I mean—I just—sorry.”

		She laughed under her breath, and the sound made his shoulders relax a little.

		“You guys getting settled?” she asked, brushing hair back from her face. Her tits shifted with the movement, heavy and obvious under the tank.

		“Yeah. Slowly. Trying to do most of it before it gets dark.”

		He was looking at her, trying hard not to look too hard. His eyes kept bouncing—her lips, her collarbone, lower, then back up. She knew that look. Boys trying not to stare always stared harder.

		She let the silence hang, just long enough to make him twitch.

		“Well,” she said, backing toward the garage, “welcome to the neighborhood.”

		“Thanks.”

		She smiled again, turned, and walked back toward the house with slow steps and tight strides.

		His eyes on her ass the whole way.

		Vivian stepped back into the house and the heat hit her again—different this time. Not sun. Just the flat, stale air of a place that hadn’t felt like home in years.

		Greg was sitting at the kitchen table, red pen in one hand, half-graded essays in the other. A beer sat sweating beside his elbow, already half gone. His sleeves were rolled up, tie crooked, top button open. He looked like a warning sign for failed men everywhere.

		She walked past him, heading for the fridge.

		“The new neighbors moved in today,” she said, like she hadn’t already told him this morning.

		“Mhm.”

		“Nice couple. She’s American. He’s Pakistani.”

		Greg made a low noise in his throat. Not quite a laugh. Not quite a grunt.

		“Figures,” he muttered.

		She turned, hand on the fridge handle. “Figures what?”

		“I mean...” He didn’t look up from the paper. “Bet she met him online or something. One of those import-a-husband sites. He probably smells like goat curry and drives a Camry with a dent in the side.”

		Vivian just stared at him.

		He marked something in red, scratched out a paragraph, took a sip of beer.

		“Charming,” she said flatly.

		“Hey, I’m just saying,” he replied, flipping the page. “That’s not the kind of couple that usually lands in this neighborhood.”

		“You mean mixed?”

		“I mean weird.” Another sip. Another shrug. “It’s just a fact.”

		She shut the fridge door without grabbing anything.

		“You ever hear yourself talk?” she asked.

		That made him look up. He blinked like she’d slapped him with a wet sponge. “What?”

		She shook her head, turned, and walked toward the stairs.

		Greg went back to grading.

		She didn’t bother with dinner.

		Greg stayed in the kitchen, scribbling and drinking. She took her wine upstairs, kicked the bedroom door halfway shut, and peeled her clothes off like they weighed too much.

		Another tank top. No bra. Cotton panties and nothing else.

		She cracked the window open. The sun had started to sink but the air was still thick with heat. She took a long sip of wine, then stood behind the curtain and looked out.

		Zayn was still out there. Alone now. The truck gone. The parents inside. Just him and the slow work of organizing a new life.

		He dragged a wooden table from the garage, barefoot on the lawn, sweat sticking his hair to his forehead. His back was slick. Muscles worked with every pull. He had the kind of body that hadn’t filled out yet—but would.

		She leaned against the frame and let her weight settle on one hip.

		He paused at the edge of the driveway, arms resting on the table, chest heaving.

		And then he looked up.

		Right at her window.

		Her first instinct was to duck—but she didn’t.

		He didn’t look away.

		She raised the glass to her lips and took another sip, never dropping eye contact.

		His expression changed. Curious. Caught. Not embarrassed. Just... interested. Like he didn’t know whether to run or climb up to her window and ask what the fuck she was thinking.

		She let the curtain slide partway shut. Not all the way.

		She walked over to the bed, sat down, and exhaled through her nose.

		The heat wasn’t just outside anymore.

		The house was silent, except for the muffled noise of the TV downstairs and the occasional clink of Greg’s beer bottle against the arm of the couch.

		Vivian lay in bed, the ceiling fan humming overhead, pushing warm air around like it was doing her a favor. Her skin was still damp from the shower. She hadn't bothered with pajamas. Just a black tank top and the same thin panties she'd worn upstairs. No bra. No sheets. Nothing on her legs.

		Her thighs stuck to each other in the heat.

		She rolled onto her side and stared at the empty space beside her. The sheets were cold there. They always were.

		Greg hadn’t come up. Probably wouldn’t. If he did, it wouldn’t be for sex. And if it was, she’d fake sleep and wait for him to give up like he always did.

		She turned onto her back. Closed her eyes.

		Zayn.

		The name sat in her mouth like sugar on her tongue. She whispered it once, just to hear it. Quiet. Careful. Like she could get in trouble for saying it out loud.

		Zayn.

		She didn’t need to imagine anything else. No faceless body. No made-up cock or scripted filthy talk.

		Just him. Just the way he’d looked at her.

		Eyes dark and focused. Curious, but not nervous. Not ashamed. Not like a boy at all.

		Her nipples hardened under the tank. Her panties were already wet again, and she hadn’t even moved.

		She shifted, thighs grinding together, slow and unconscious.

		Zayn.

		She whispered it again, barely breathing, as her hips tilted just slightly against the edge of the mattress.
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		The sun was still brutal by late afternoon, but Vivian needed to get out. The air inside the house felt dead, heavy with Greg’s stink and last night’s silence. She laced up her running shoes, pulled on her sports bra, and rolled a tight black tank down over it. The one that rode high on her waist and clung to her hips. She didn’t pick it by accident.

		She stepped out into the heat, stretched her arms overhead, and felt the pull across her chest. Her skin was already slick by the time she hit the sidewalk.

		Next door, Zayn was on the lawn again. This time, stretching—long legs extended, one knee bent, both arms braced on his thigh. No shirt. Just basketball shorts that clung to his hips and revealed a sliver of that same V-line she hadn’t been able to stop thinking about for days.

		He glanced up when he heard her shoes on the pavement.

		“Hey,” she said, slowing to a walk.

		He straightened up fast, brushing his hands on his shorts like he’d been caught doing something wrong. “Hey.”

		“You run?” she asked, nodding at his stance.

		He smiled. “Trying to. Mostly just stretch. I’m out of shape.”

		“You’re young. That won’t last.” She looked him up and down, not subtle. “You ever work out seriously?”

		Zayn shrugged. “Couple times in school. But not, like... properly. I don’t know where to start.”

		Vivian rested one hand on her hip. “I’ve got a full gym in the basement. Free weights, machines, mats. Real stuff. You want to learn?”

		His eyes lit up. “Really?”

		She smiled. “Sure. Come by tomorrow. Afternoon’s good. I’ll show you some basics.”

		“Yeah,” he said quickly, then caught himself. “I mean, yeah. I’d like that.”

		She stepped back toward the street and started her run. “Bring water.”

		Behind her, she knew he was watching the way her ass moved under those tight compression shorts.

		That was the whole point.

		Vivian waited until Greg’s car pulled out of the driveway. She gave it five minutes—just in case he forgot something and circled back—then headed upstairs to change.

		She knew exactly what she was going to wear.

		The leggings were black and high-waisted, slick against her skin, hugging every curve of her thighs and ass. The tank top was cut low enough that you could see the start of her cleavage with every breath. No bra. She didn’t want one. She wanted to feel everything.

		She tied her hair up, skipped perfume, and headed down to the basement.

		The gym was cool, concrete, and clean. Two mirrored walls. A full set of dumbbells, racks, cables, padded benches, mats rolled tight in the corner. It smelled like rubber and iron and effort. She loved it. No noise. No apologies. Just work and release.

		The doorbell rang right on time.

		She padded upstairs and opened the door.

		Zayn stood there in a black T-shirt and gym shorts, sneakers brand-new, water bottle in one hand, towel in the other. His hair was damp, pushed back like he’d just showered—or like he was nervous and kept running his hands through it.

		“Hey,” he said.

		“Come in,” she said, stepping aside.

		He followed her in. His eyes flicked over the hallway, the kitchen, the framed wedding photo on the shelf that hadn’t been dusted in weeks.

		She didn’t offer him water. Didn’t offer him a seat. Just walked to the basement door, opened it, and said, “This way.”

		He followed her down. The steps creaked under his shoes.

		At the bottom, he stopped.

		“Holy shit,” he said.

		She turned, leaning against the wall, arms folded just under her chest. “Not bad, right?”

		He turned in a slow circle, looking at everything. “I’ve never seen this much stuff in a house. You really use all of it?”

		“I don’t fuck around when it comes to training.”

		Zayn grinned. “That obvious?”

		“You’ll learn.” She crossed to the weight rack. “We’ll start light. Form matters more than numbers.”

		He nodded, serious now, watching her closely.

		She bent down to grab a pair of dumbbells, felt the stretch in her hamstrings, the way the fabric tightened over her ass. She didn’t rush it.

		When she stood, he was staring at her thighs.

		She didn’t call him on it.

		She just smiled.

		Vivian grabbed a PVC pipe from the corner and handed it to him like a barbell.

		“Let’s start with squats,” she said. “It’s not about weight yet. It’s about doing it right.”

		Zayn took it in both hands, stepped under it awkwardly. “Like this?”

		“Not quite. Here.” She stepped behind him, reached up, and adjusted his grip. Her fingers touched his wrists, then slid along his forearms. His skin was warm. Smooth. He smelled faintly like clean sweat and fresh detergent. No cologne. Nothing artificial. Just him.

		“Now rest it on your shoulders. Not your neck.”

		He shifted the bar across his traps, unsure, his elbows flared too wide.

		She stepped closer. Her chest nearly brushed his back.

		“Feet shoulder-width. Toes out slightly. Keep your back straight.”

		He nodded.

		“Go ahead,” she said, and watched as he started to lower himself.

		Too fast. Too deep. His knees buckled inward.

		“Stop,” she said, stepping forward again. Her hands landed on his waist, firm and corrective. “You’re gonna hurt yourself like that.”

		“Sorry,” he said, breath a little shaky.

		“Relax. That’s why you’re here.” She didn’t move her hands. “Now try again. Slow. Controlled. Stop when I say.”

		He bent his knees again. This time slower. She guided his hips with both palms, feeling the muscle under her fingers. His ass moved under the fabric of his shorts—tight, lean, not fully built yet. But promising.

		“Lower. More.”

		He dropped another few inches. She could feel him tense.

		“Now hold.”

		He froze.

		“Feel that in your glutes?”

		“Yeah,” he breathed.

		“Good. Up slow.”

		He stood. She felt the tremble in his core before he finished the rep.

		“Again.”

		By the third rep, his shirt was clinging to his back. His breath came in shorter bursts.

		She stayed behind him, her hands on his waist every time, her voice low and steady. Every correction made him twitch a little. Every touch lingered just a second longer than it needed to.

		“Last one,” she said. “Make it count.”

		He dropped again, legs shaking, sweat beading on his neck.

		She leaned in, her lips just inches from his ear.

		“Don’t stop until I say.”

		Zayn dropped the bar with a little grunt and shook out his arms, chest heaving, face flushed.

		“You weren’t kidding,” he said. “I feel that everywhere.”

		Vivian smiled and took the bar from him, setting it back in the corner. Her skin was dewy now, slick under the gym lights. She felt it—the sheen between her breasts, the wet line down her spine. The leggings were damp around her waistband. She didn’t care. She liked how it looked. Raw. Earned.

		“Good work,” she said. “Most guys don’t survive their first session with me.”

		“I feel like my legs are going to give out.”

		“That’s normal.”

		She reached past him toward the wall rack to grab a towel, stepping close, chest brushing lightly against his upper arm as she moved.

		Zayn froze.

		She didn’t say anything. Just handed him the towel, casually. No apology. No acknowledgment.

		He took it with both hands, wiped his forehead, tried not to look anywhere but her face—but failed.

		His eyes dropped for just a second. To her chest. The thin tank stuck to the slope of her tits, the outline of her nipples clearly visible through the fabric.

		She let him look.

		Then tilted her head, voice soft.

		“You want a protein shake?”

		Zayn blinked like she’d slapped him out of a trance. “Uh—sure. If that’s okay.”

		She turned, her hips swaying just enough to tease, and walked toward the small fridge tucked under the weight rack. Bent low, slow, giving him a full view of her ass in those tight, sweat-damp leggings as she reached for two bottles.

		When she stood, she tossed one over her shoulder to him.

		He fumbled it, caught it. “Thanks.”

		Vivian cracked hers open and drank half in one long pull.

		He was still watching her throat move when she said, “You’ve got potential. You just need to learn how to use it.”

		Zayn flushed.

		“I mean your body,” she added, smiling just enough to make him nervous.

		“Right. Yeah. Of course.”

		She drained the rest of the shake and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

		“I’ll text you a plan,” she said. “If you’re serious, we can start something real.”

		“I’m serious.”

		His voice was firmer now. More certain.

		“Good.”

		The house was quiet again.

		Zayn had left with a polite smile and a flushed face. His shirt clung to his back, his shorts hung low on his hips, and his eyes flicked to hers one last time before he stepped outside. He’d said “thank you” twice, like he wasn’t sure the first one had come out right.

		Greg wasn’t home. Probably at some bar pretending to be interesting.

		Vivian didn’t go upstairs.

		She went back down to the gym, flipped off the overheads, and turned on the soft amber sconces along the wall. The kind of light that caught muscle and sweat and shadow just right. She stood there a second, barefoot, still sticky with the day’s heat.

		Then she sat on the padded leg extension machine.

		She straddled it wide, adjusted the seat with one hand, the familiar hiss of the release clicking into place. Her other hand slid between her thighs, palm pressing hard against the seam of her leggings. Still wet.

		She leaned back and started to rock. Not fast. Not at first. Just enough friction to make her eyelids flutter.

		Zayn. The way his shoulders flexed. His breath on her neck when she corrected his form. That second of her tits brushing his arm, and how he froze like he’d been electrocuted.

		Her fingers yanked the waistband down. She didn’t take them off—just enough to get inside.

		She shoved two fingers deep, right away. No teasing. No build-up. She was already soaked. Already clenching. She fucked herself hard, biting her lip, grinding against the curve of the seat like it was his lap.

		Her legs trembled. Her cunt clenched. She curled her fingers deeper, rougher.

		She imagined him kneeling in front of her, mouth open, tongue out, begging to taste her.

		“Fuck,” she gasped, grinding harder, hips jerking with every thrust.

		She came with her head back, throat tight, legs shaking so hard the machine clanked under her. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers, dripping down her knuckles, slicking the seat.

		She didn’t stop moving until it passed.

		Didn’t clean up.

		Just sat there, breathing like she’d run sprints, hand still buried inside herself.
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		Vivian was already sweating by the time Zayn showed up. Not from working out—just the anticipation.

		He arrived right on time, T-shirt damp at the collar, shorts slung low on his hips. His legs were long and lean, smooth skin a deep olive tone that always looked warm, no matter the light. He smelled like fresh sweat and nervous tension. All clean heat.

		She didn’t greet him with a smile this time. Just a nod toward the mat.

		“Warm up. Two rounds of lunges. Keep your form clean.”

		He nodded and moved into position. His steps were a little too long, knees buckling in. She let him get through the first round without saying a word. Just watched him from the rack, arms folded beneath her chest.

		On the second round, she moved behind him.

		“Stop.”

		He froze mid-lunge.

		“You’re leading with your shoulders,” she said. “That throws off your balance.”

		She stepped close. Dropped into a crouch. Her hands slid onto his front knee—firm, focused.

		“Right here. You’re letting this drift inward. That’s gonna fuck your joints in a year.”

		“Okay,” he said, breath short.

		She moved her right hand to his thigh. Just above the knee. Her thumb pressed in, slow and deliberate. “Tighten here.”

		His jaw twitched.

		“Good. Now drop your back knee. Slower.”

		He obeyed, inch by inch, muscles shaking under her touch.

		“Feel that?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Where?”

		He swallowed. “Thighs. Hips.”

		She didn’t move her hand.

		“Anywhere else?”

		His breath stuttered. She looked up at him from the crouch, her hand still high on his inner thigh.

		Their eyes locked. He nodded once. Quick. His face stayed calm, but his chest rose faster than before.

		She stood slowly. Close enough that her chest brushed his shoulder on the way up. She didn’t adjust her top. Didn’t back off.

		“Good.”

		She stepped behind him again, voice low.

		“Next rep.”

		“Plank,” she said.

		Zayn dropped to the mat, forearms braced, legs out, back flat. His elbows were wide, hands clenched into fists. He looked focused. Determined. Like he wanted to impress her. Like he had to prove something.

		Vivian crouched next to him, eye-level with his ribs.

		“You’re holding tension in your shoulders,” she said. “That burns energy you don’t need to waste.”

		He glanced at her, sweat already building along his jawline. “Where should I put it?”

		“Core. Glutes. Push your heels back. You should feel it in your stomach, not your neck.”

		She slid one hand to the small of his back and pressed. His body shifted instantly, adjusting to her touch. The heat under her palm made her mouth dry.

		“Good. Hold.”

		He kept the position, but she could see it—his forearms trembling. His breath shorter. That clean olive skin turning slick and tight. The muscles in his arms and shoulders twitched with effort.

		“You’re not breathing,” she said, voice low. “Let it out. Don’t fight the tension. Control it.”

		He exhaled hard.

		She stayed crouched beside him, close enough to smell his skin. Close enough that her knee brushed his.

		“Count to ten,” she said. “In your head. Then drop.”

		He nodded, jaw tight.

		Vivian didn’t move.

		She watched him struggle to keep form. Watched the sweat roll from his neck, down his chest, and drip to the mat. His shirt clung to his torso now, the fabric nearly see-through at the spine. His shorts sat low, exposing the deep curve of his lower back.

		She imagined running her tongue along it.

		He let out another breath—this one louder, closer to a groan—and dropped to the mat.

		Vivian stood slowly.

		“Better,” she said. “Barely.”

		He looked up at her, flushed, chest heaving. His hair was damp again, curling slightly at the edges.

		“You like pushing me?” he asked, half-joking, voice raw.

		She raised an eyebrow.

		“Is that a complaint?”

		He shook his head, still catching his breath.

		“No. I like it.”

		“Up,” she said. “To the mirror.”

		Zayn stood slowly, wiping his forearm across his face. Sweat darkened the fabric of his shirt across his chest. His shoulders rose and fell with every breath. She watched him move—long, lean, raw strength still taking shape.

		She walked to the mirror wall and tapped the center with her fingers. “Posture drill. Stand tall. Arms up. Look at yourself.”

		He followed. Arms above his head, chest out, spine straight—but stiff, uncertain.

		Vivian stepped behind him.

		She adjusted his wrists first. Her fingers slid along his forearms, lingering at his elbows. She pulled his arms down slightly, fixing his form.

		“Relax your shoulders. Drop your lats. Pull the spine long.”

		He nodded, trying.

		She moved her hand to the base of his neck, pressing with her palm. As she leaned in, her breasts brushed his upper back—soft and heavy against his slick shirt. He froze. Just a beat.

		She didn’t pull away.

		“Don’t look at me,” she said. “Look at you.”

		His eyes locked on the mirror. But they didn’t stay there.

		They dropped—to her chest behind him. The shape of her tits under the thin tank, clearly outlined, nipples hard. Then they slid lower, following the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, down to the flex in her thighs.

		His breath caught.

		She pretended not to notice.

		“Hold your arms like that. Tighter.”

		She walked around him, standing at his side now, close enough that he could smell her sweat—faint, clean, female. Her fingers slid along his ribs as she corrected his stance again.

		She felt his eyes on her ass this time. The way her leggings clung tight, the muscle moving underneath with every step.

		She turned just slightly. Not enough to catch him—but enough to give him a better look.

		“Better,” she murmured. “Feel that?”

		“Yeah,” he said, voice raw.

		“You’re not even flexing yet. You’re just existing.”

		His eyes flicked up to hers. Only for a second. Then they dropped again.

		She smiled.

		“Keep looking,” she said. “You’ll figure out who you’re becoming.”

		She stepped behind him again, palms smoothing over his hips to correct his alignment, her chest pressing to his back once more. He didn’t breathe.

		“You’re learning,” she whispered.

		She stepped back.

		He stayed frozen, fists clenched, cock half-hard under his shorts, staring straight ahead like he was afraid to move.

		Zayn collapsed onto the mat, chest heaving, sweat dark across his shirt. His arms shook when he tried to prop himself up on his elbows. His hair was soaked, curling tight around his temples. His face was flushed. Wrecked.

		Vivian crouched beside him, tossing him a towel.

		“You held it longer than I expected,” she said.

		“Felt like my arms were gonna snap off.”

		She smiled and stood. “That’s how you know it’s working.”

		He sat up slowly, wiping his face, avoiding her eyes for a second too long.

		“You’re gonna be sore tomorrow,” she added. “Everywhere.”

		Zayn nodded. “Guess that means I did it right.”

		She tilted her head. “You did more than right.”

		That made his mouth twitch—half a smile, half disbelief. He looked up at her finally, and she saw it again—that pull, that heat. The way his eyes drifted just a little lower. Her top was clinging to her tits, damp and thin, nipples clearly outlined. She didn’t adjust it. Didn’t hide.

		He looked away, fast.

		She moved to the bench and grabbed a folded paper from her gym bag.

		“New plan,” she said. “Stretch routine, hydration targets, meal basics. No garbage food. No energy drinks. Eat protein like it’s your job.”

		He stood to take it from her. His fingers brushed hers. Warm. Shaky.

		“Thanks,” he said.

		“You’re welcome.”

		He hesitated near the stairs. Looked like he wanted to say something else. She let him squirm in the silence.

		“Same time next week?” he asked.

		“Or sooner,” she said, voice soft. “If you’re serious.”

		“I am.”

		He said it too fast. Then swallowed.

		She nodded. “Then we’ll keep going.”

		He turned and climbed the stairs, every step like he was trying to remember how his legs worked. She watched his back all the way up.

		When the door shut behind him, she stayed still.

		The gym felt hotter now.

		She didn’t even try to go upstairs.

		Vivian locked the basement door, turned off the overhead lights, and lay back on the mat with her legs spread, the same place where she’d pushed Zayn until he was shaking. The air was thick with sweat and rubber and need. Her tank top was soaked. Her skin was flushed. Her cunt was already wet.

		She pulled the leggings off slowly, letting the fabric roll down her thighs, sticky with heat. No panties. Just bare skin, glistening between her legs.

		She closed her eyes.

		Zayn.

		The sound of his breath. The way he looked at her tits when he thought she didn’t notice. His hands shaking under her touch. That nervous swallow when she told him to look at himself—and he looked at her instead.

		Her fingers found her clit fast, rubbed rough, no teasing. She was too close already.

		In her head, he was over her—kneeling between her legs, eyes wide, lips parted, cock hard and heavy in his hand. She could feel it. See it. The way his abs would flex when he fucked. The way he’d gasp the first time he felt her squeeze around him.

		“Zayn,” she breathed.

		She slid two fingers inside, deep and fast. Then three. She fucked herself with them hard, palm pressed tight to her clit, hips grinding into her own hand like she couldn’t get full enough.

		“Fuck, right there—fuck me like that.”

		She imagined him moaning for her, telling her how wet she was, how tight, how fucking perfect her pussy felt. She imagined him cumming too fast the first time, and her climbing on top of him after, riding his face until she screamed.

		“Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”

		Her legs locked up. Her cunt clenched around her fingers, soaking them. Her body jerked with each wave. She came hard. Loud. Not bothering to muffle it.

		When it passed, she lay there panting, her fingers still inside, dripping down her palm.

		And all she could think was how badly she wanted the real thing.
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		The water was still dripping down her back when she heard the knock.

		Vivian had just stepped out of the shower, towel pulled snug around her chest, skin flushed and glowing. Her thighs were slick, her tits damp and heavy, steam curling in the air around her like smoke. The mirror was completely fogged over.

		She wiped a line down it with her hand, looked at herself—skin flushed, eyes a little wild. She hadn’t come during the shower, but she’d thought about it. She always did lately. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw his face. His lips. The way he looked at her chest like he couldn’t stop.

		The knock came again.

		Quick. Nervous.

		She grabbed her phone from the sink. One message.

		Zayn

		Hey—I think I left my water bottle in the gym. Can I grab it real quick?

		She stared at the message, then at herself. Hair damp. Towel clinging. Nipples hard from heat and something else.

		She typed back.

		Vivian

		Door’s open. Come in. It’s probably near the bench rack.

		She didn’t leave the bathroom right away. She just listened.

		The front door creaked open. A pause. Then the sound of shoes on tile. Hesitant. He wasn’t sure if he should be there.

		She stepped into the hallway just as he came around the corner.

		They both froze.

		Zayn stopped in his tracks, eyes locking on her like he’d stepped into the wrong world. His mouth parted. His gaze dropped—instinct, not intention.

		Vivian didn’t move.

		Water dripped from her shoulder down the side of her breast. Her thighs glistened. The towel was tight, but barely. Her breathing was calm. Controlled.

		He opened his mouth to speak. Nothing came out.

		Vivian tilted her head, just slightly.

		Zayn stood frozen in the hallway, eyes wide, jaw tight, feet glued to the floor. His gaze flicked from her face to her chest, lower, then back up like he was trying to remember the rules.

		She didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just watched him watching her.

		“You left it near the incline bench,” she said, voice low and even. Not a question. Not an apology.

		He nodded. “Right. Sorry—I didn’t mean to—”

		“It’s fine.”

		He wasn’t breathing right. His chest rose fast. His knuckles were white around the strap of his gym bag. His eyes dropped again—this time, slower. Like he couldn’t help it.

		Her towel had slipped.

		Just enough.

		The top curve of her left breast peeked over the edge—smooth, flushed, wet. A single drop of water tracked along the slope, slow and teasing, vanishing into the fold.

		Zayn stared.

		She didn’t fix it.

		Not at first.

		She let it hang there, half a second longer. Let him drink in every inch of glistening skin, every soft line. Then—like remembering her role—she reached up and tugged it back into place. Casual. Deliberate.

		His ears were red.

		She turned without another word and walked down the hall toward the stairs. The towel clung to her hips, damp and snug, riding high over the curve of her ass. Her legs moved with purpose—slow, strong, unapologetic.

		She didn’t glance back.

		She didn’t need to.

		She came back up from the basement slowly, bottle in hand.

		Zayn was still standing in the hallway like he’d forgotten how to move. His hair was damp at the edges, his shirt stuck to his back from the heat. His mouth opened like he was going to say something, but he didn’t.

		Vivian held the bottle out.

		His fingers brushed hers when he took it. Warm. Shaky. He gripped it too hard, like he needed something to hold on to or he’d fall over.

		“Thanks,” he said, voice too quiet.

		She nodded. Barely.

		His eyes wouldn’t stay still. They drifted again—down her chest, back to her eyes, then lower. Her towel hadn’t moved since before, but the image was already burned into his brain. She could see it.

		He looked stunned.

		Drunk on her.

		“You okay?” she asked, neutral.

		He blinked. “Yeah. I just... forgot it was hot out.”

		“Right,” she said, smiling faintly.

		She leaned against the doorframe, one leg crossed casually over the other. Towel still snug, still high on her thighs. She made no move to shift it. No hurry to walk away.

		Zayn took a step backward, then another.

		“See you next week,” he said.

		“Looking forward to it.”

		He turned fast, nearly bumping into the doorframe on his way out. She watched him through the screen as he walked to his house—head down, pace quick, the outline of a hard-on not even close to hidden beneath his shorts.

		She didn’t shut the door.

		Not right away.

		She let the air hit her skin, let the silence settle, let the grin spread across her face slow and sharp.

		The door clicked shut behind him.

		Vivian didn’t bother locking it. She didn’t need to. He wouldn’t be back. Not tonight.

		She turned and walked back into the bathroom, feet soft on the tile, towel still clinging to her damp skin. The mirror was nearly clear now. Her reflection looked different.

		Same body. Same face. But the way she held herself—cocky, hungry, charged.

		She dropped the towel.

		It fell to the floor in a heavy heap, landing with a wet thud.

		She stood there naked, steam curling around her again, nipples still hard, pussy already dripping. Her thighs were glossy from sweat and something else. Her breath was shallow.

		She stepped in front of the mirror and turned sideways.

		Tits high, full. Ass tight from squats. Legs firm. But her eyes—her eyes were what caught her. Wide. Dark. Lit from the inside out.

		She ran one hand over her breast. Her nipple dragged across her palm. She groaned under her breath and reached lower.

		Between her thighs, she was soaked.

		She dragged her fingers through the slick mess slowly, then brought them to her lips and sucked. Soft. Deliberate.

		She dropped to her knees on the bath mat, legs wide, one hand braced on the floor as the other slid down again, deeper.

		Vivian’s knees spread wider on the bathroom floor, her back arched, hand buried between her legs. Her skin was flushed, slick, thighs trembling before she even moved.

		She didn’t picture some faceless fantasy. She didn’t need to.

		She saw Zayn—mouth parted, pupils blown, eyes locked on her bare breast like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His shorts tented. His breath short. His whole body frozen like one wrong word would’ve made him come in his pants.

		She slid two fingers inside, wet and smooth. Her pussy clenched like it was starving.

		Her other hand gripped her breast hard, thumb teasing her nipple until it was aching.

		“Fuck,” she whispered. “Zayn...”

		The name filled the room. She said it again, louder, dragging her fingers deeper, faster. Her palm slapped the mat with every thrust of her hips.

		She imagined him on his knees in front of her, tongue out, begging.

		“I want to taste you...”

		She shoved a third finger in, rough now, moaning as her cunt took it easily.

		“I want to fuck you... God, please let me fuck you...”

		Her hips bucked. She was soaking the floor. Her thighs burned. Her clit throbbed under the pad of her palm.

		She didn’t hold back.

		She came hard, head thrown back, mouth open, fucking herself through it with messy, wet strokes. Her whole body shook. Her fingers stayed deep, walls fluttering around them.

		She collapsed sideways onto the tile, breath ragged, chest rising and falling like she’d just run a mile.

		She smiled.

		No guilt.

		Just hunger.

		And the certain knowledge: next time, he was going to beg for real.
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		Vivian adjusted the last dumbbell rack and stepped back, hands on her hips.

		The gym felt too crowded lately—too many machines packed into corners, too little space to move. Or maybe she just needed an excuse to get Zayn closer.

		He arrived two minutes early, same nervous energy, but today he wore black shorts that sat high on his thighs and a slim-fit tee that clung to every line of his torso. His shoulders were broader now. His chest had definition. The softness was disappearing.

		She noticed.

		“Reorganizing?” he asked, eyes scanning the slightly disassembled chaos of the room.

		“Yeah. Thought we could make better use of the floor. More mat space.”

		He smiled. “You want help?”

		“I asked you, didn’t I?”

		They started with the mats—rolled, lifted, stacked along the wall. Then benches, rotated and angled, pulled and nudged into place. The air warmed quickly. Zayn’s shirt darkened with sweat at the lower back. Her tank top stuck between her breasts, damp and clinging.

		They moved in rhythm. His arms brushed hers as they slid the incline bench back into place. Their hands touched when he passed her a plate from the rack. The first time, they pulled away fast. The second, slower.

		The third time, neither of them moved.

		His fingers grazed her palm as she took the bar. They held for a second longer than necessary. Maybe two.

		Their eyes met.

		He looked away first.

		She turned back to the wall and swallowed.

		The tension was no longer under the surface. It was in the air, thick enough to breathe. She felt it in her chest. Between her legs.

		She stepped toward the squat rack frame and knelt to loosen a bolt.

		Zayn followed. His knee landed beside hers.

		Their arms touched again.

		This time, she didn’t shift away.

		They reached for the same dumbbell tray at the same time.

		Vivian’s hand brushed his forearm, her bare skin gliding against his. He froze, then steadied the tray with both hands as it wobbled in the rack.

		She leaned in to help, bracing the opposite side, her body coming in close—too close. Her shoulder pressed against his chest. She could feel the heat radiating off him.

		His hand slipped from the tray and caught her waist.

		Just instinct. Just a reflex.

		But he didn’t let go.

		Her fingers went still. The tray clanked back into place.

		She straightened slowly, his hand still on her side, her tank riding up to bare a strip of skin. His palm was warm. Steady. But the tremble in his fingers gave him away.

		She didn’t move.

		Neither did he.

		Their faces were inches apart now. She could smell his skin—clean sweat, detergent, something distinctly male. His breath was shallow. His eyes locked on hers.

		“Sorry,” he said, but his hand stayed where it was.

		She didn’t answer.

		He didn’t pull back.

		His thumb shifted—barely—a slow stroke along her side.

		She looked at his lips.

		He looked at hers.

		Zayn moved first.

		Close. Intentional. His mouth brushed hers for one breath—then kissed her like he couldn’t wait another second.

		Vivian didn’t hesitate.

		She kissed him back, open and wet, tongue slipping into his mouth as he groaned against her. It was messy, hungry, too much—but exactly right. Her hands slid into his hair. His fingers locked around her waist.

		Then he grabbed her ass.

		One strong hand full of it, pulling her tight against him, grinding his hard cock right into her thigh. He didn’t ask. Didn’t pause. Just grabbed and pulled, like he needed her body crushed to his.

		She felt how hard he was. Thick. Pressed tight to her hip.

		His other hand shot up her torso, cupped her breast like it had been haunting his dreams. He squeezed her tit hard, too hard, but it made her moan. Her nipple throbbed under his palm, stiff and aching under the thin tank.

		“Fuck,” he whispered into her mouth. “You’re so...”

		He didn’t finish. Just moaned again and pressed his face into her neck, humping against her like he couldn’t stop.

		She didn’t stop him.

		Her cunt was soaked. Her breath gone. Her nipple now fully caught in his fingers, thumb rolling over the fat, tender tip.

		He pulled her tighter. Humped harder. Squeezed both cheek and tit with full, frantic need.

		That was when she pulled back.

		Hard. One hand on his chest. Breathing fast. Eyes wide. Lips slick.

		He froze.

		Her tits were still rising and falling, nipples sharp through her top. Her thighs were clenched. Her pussy wet enough to drip.

		She didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

		And for a second, neither did he.

		Vivian stepped back like she couldn’t breathe.

		Her body was pulsing. Her tits still ached from the way he grabbed them—too rough, too real. Her nipples throbbed. Her thighs were shaking. Her panties were soaked.

		But her chest hurt worse.

		Zayn stood in front of her, mouth parted, his cock a thick, impossible shape under his shorts. His face was flushed, lips red, hands half-raised like he didn’t know what to do with them now.

		She looked at him—really looked at him—and her heart cracked.

		Not for herself.

		For him.

		She shook her head once. “Zayn...”

		He opened his mouth. “I’m—”

		“No.” Her voice was soft. Barely there. “Don’t apologize.”

		He stopped.

		She took a breath that didn’t help. “That wasn’t your fault.”

		He blinked. Didn’t move.

		“I let that happen,” she said. “I wanted it to happen.”

		She saw it hit him—confusion, relief, hunger again, all tangled.

		“But I’m married.” Her voice broke on the last word. “And I can’t. Not like this.”

		He looked down, jaw tight.

		She took a step back, even though it felt like tearing her own skin off. “Please go.”

		He didn’t argue. Didn’t speak.

		He just nodded once, turned, and walked to the stairs.

		At the top, he hesitated. Looked back like he wanted to ask her something.

		She couldn’t look at him.

		The door clicked shut.

		She stayed exactly where she was.

		The gym felt too quiet now.

		Vivian stood alone in the middle of the room, her pulse still hammering behind her ribs. The scent of sweat and rubber clung to the air—but under it was something else. Him. The heat of his skin. The taste of his mouth.

		Her lips were still tingling. Her tits were still sore. She could feel the ache in her core like it had its own heartbeat.

		She sat down hard on the edge of the bench, her thighs spreading slightly, leggings tight against her soaked cunt. She didn’t reach for herself. Not yet. Not this time.

		Her hands gripped the edge of the bench like she needed to hold on to something.

		She pictured his face when she said it. I’m married.

		She hated how it felt coming out of her mouth. Like it wasn’t hers. Like it belonged to someone else. Someone she didn’t even like.

		And still—her body throbbed.

		Her nipples scraped against the inside of her sports bra, every breath a tease. Her clit pulsed under the damp fabric between her legs. She could’ve gotten off in seconds. She knew it.

		But it wouldn’t fix a fucking thing.

		So she just sat there. Wet. Frustrated. Regretful. Wanting.

		Too turned on to think.

		Too ashamed to come.
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		Vivian stood in the kitchen, staring at the clock like it might offer her something besides silence.

		It was past nine. Greg still wasn’t home.

		She wasn’t surprised.

		The past few days had stretched like rubber bands—tight, brittle, ready to snap. She hadn’t seen Zayn. Not since the kiss. Not since she’d felt his cock grind against her thigh while he squeezed her tit like it was the first real thing he’d ever held.

		She hadn’t answered his messages. Three of them.

		Hey. Just making sure you're okay.

		I’m sorry if I went too far.

		I miss training with you.

		She’d stared at them for hours. Opened them. Closed them. Typed replies and deleted every one.

		She hadn’t touched herself. Not once. Not even when she woke up soaking wet, thighs slick, nipples aching. Not when she found herself standing in the basement, staring at the bench where he kissed her, where he’d moaned into her mouth and grabbed her ass like he needed it to live.

		Her body was starving.

		But guilt sat on her chest like a boulder. She carried it to work, wore it like a second skin.

		And now, the house was dark. Still. Hot.

		She leaned over the sink, eyes on the street outside. The neighbor’s lights were on. She didn’t dare look toward Zayn’s window. If she saw him, she might not have the strength to keep lying to herself.

		Then—headlights.

		Greg’s car turned into the driveway.

		Her stomach turned with it.

		The door opened hard—like he couldn’t quite work the handle.

		Greg stumbled in, keys hitting the floor before he did. His shirt was wrinkled, tie half-off, collar open, belt twisted at the loop. He reeked of whiskey. Not the usual cheap beer breath. This was darker. More expensive. Like he’d let someone else pick the bottle.

		And under it—perfume.

		Not hers. Not anything she’d ever worn.

		Vivian stood at the sink, back stiff, hands clenched on the counter.

		“Late night?” she said, not turning around.

		He laughed. A wet, low noise that sounded more like a cough.

		“You could say that.”

		She turned. Leaned against the counter. Said nothing.

		He dropped into a chair like it owed him something. Pulled his phone from his pocket and checked it with squinting eyes, then tossed it on the table.

		“You eat?”

		“No,” she said.

		He looked up, glassy-eyed. “Why not?”

		“Didn’t feel like it.”

		He shrugged. “Same.”

		She stepped forward, arms crossed. “Where were you?”

		His eyes narrowed. “Out.”

		“With who?”

		“That’s none of your fucking business.”

		She didn’t flinch. “It is if you’re fucking her.”

		He smiled. Not guilty. Not surprised. Just mean.

		“Don’t pretend you give a shit now.”

		She stared at him, jaw tight, rage rising slow. “You smell like someone else.”

		“So?”

		He stood up. Wobbled slightly.

		“You don’t touch me for months,” she said. “You come home smelling like perfume, drunk, and I’m supposed to just let it go?”

		He laughed again. “Oh, give me a break. You stopped being a wife a long time ago. You’re more concerned with your reflection than this marriage.”

		She didn’t move. Just stared.

		Then he smiled wider.

		“What’s the matter? Things not working out with your little boy toy next door?”

		Vivian’s mouth tightened, but she didn’t look away.

		Greg grinned like he’d won something. “Don’t act shocked. You think I haven’t seen the way he looks at you? All that sweat, those tits bouncing while you prance around in your little leggings. You want it. You’ve been begging for it.”

		She didn’t move.

		“And don’t get cute pretending he gives a fuck about you. He’s nineteen. He’s jerking off thinking about your fat ass and counting the days ‘til he can brag about it to his friends.”

		She stepped closer.

		Greg kept going.

		“You think he loves you? You think he’s gonna stay once he gets his first real taste? You’re a fucking midlife crisis wrapped in a sports bra. You’re just too dumb to see it.”

		Vivian snapped.

		“Shut the fuck up.”

		Greg blinked. Her voice didn’t rise—it cut.

		She stepped in again, close enough to smell the whiskey, the sweat, the woman he’d fucked.

		“You haven’t made me come in six years.”

		His face twitched.

		“You lie there, dead drunk half the time, and expect me to pretend it’s enough. You want to talk about sweat? About bouncing tits? He looked at me like I was worth something. Like I was alive.”

		“Viv—”

		“He didn’t even touch me the first time I came thinking about him. He just looked.”

		Greg’s mouth opened, then closed. His face went red.

		She smiled, sharp and brutal. “When was the last time your cock even worked without a bottle in your hand?”

		He exploded.

		“FUCK YOU!” he roared, and slammed his hand down on the table. The glass nearby jumped, tipped, shattered on the floor.

		She didn’t move.

		He knocked the chair over with a kick. “You stupid, lying bitch!”

		She didn’t flinch.

		“You think this house makes you special? You think some brown-skinned little punk is going to fix your broken cunt?”

		Her hand curled into a fist. “Say another fucking word like that. I dare you.”

		His chest heaved.

		The room was vibrating with silence.

		And outside, the neighbor’s porch light flipped on.

		Greg was still breathing like a bull, standing in the middle of the kitchen with his fists clenched and face flushed. The veins in his neck pulsed. His spit still glistened on the table he’d just slammed.

		Vivian didn’t blink.

		The window behind her was open.

		The night air carried everything.

		She turned her head slightly. Porch light on next door. A shadow moved past the curtain in the front window—Mrs. Khan, maybe. Or her husband. Or—

		Her throat tightened.

		Zayn lived upstairs. His bedroom faced this side.

		If he hadn’t heard the first part, he’d hear this.

		Greg paced. “You think I’m the villain here? You’re the one parading around like a fucking fitness model with your tits out. You don’t think people notice? You don’t think they talk?”

		She stepped in front of him again, voice low and sharp. “You want to talk about image? About what people see? Go ahead. Let them hear.”

		She turned her head toward the window.

		“Let them hear the drunk you’ve become. Let them hear how long it’s been since you’ve touched me. Let them hear that the only time I feel anything anymore is when your student looks at me like I’m the only fucking woman in the world.”

		His eyes widened. “You crazy bitch—”

		She cut him off. “You want truth? That boy has more of a man’s body than you ever did. And he hasn’t even finished growing.”

		Something cracked across his face. Not pain. Just the pure, raw sting of humiliation.

		He stepped toward her. Fast. Aggressive. Not quite a swing—but close enough.

		She didn’t back up.

		“If you touch me,” she said, eyes blazing, “you won’t get to blame the booze. I’ll put you through the fucking wall.”

		Greg stared at her. Chest heaving. Lip trembling.

		And then he broke.

		He grabbed his keys, stomped toward the door, and threw it open so hard it bounced against the wall. He disappeared into the night, tires screaming a second later.

		Vivian stood alone in the wreckage.

		The kitchen smelled like liquor, sweat, and rage.

		She didn’t close the window.

		She didn’t care who’d heard.

		The silence after Greg left was worse than the screaming.

		Vivian stood still for a moment, then let her knees give out. She sank to the kitchen floor, the tile cold against her thighs. A sliver of glass sparkled near her foot. She didn’t move it.

		The window was still open. Night air slipped in, soft and indifferent.

		Her hands were clenched in her lap. Her chest still heaved with the ghost of all the things she didn’t scream. Her nipples ached. Her jaw hurt from holding back tears she didn’t want to let fall.

		She wanted to cry.

		She didn’t.

		She stared at the shattered glass, the overturned chair, the dent in the wall from the door.

		Her pulse was still racing. But not from fear.

		From everything else.

		Anger. Shame. Relief.

		And want. Still—want.

		She didn’t even know if Zayn had heard everything. But she knew he’d heard enough.

		The thought made her stomach twist. Not with guilt.

		With need.

		Her phone buzzed on the counter.

		One notification.

		Zayn

		You okay?

		She didn’t open it. Didn’t type a reply.

		But she didn’t delete it either.
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		Two days had passed since the fight.

		Vivian hadn’t cried. She hadn’t texted Zayn. But that morning, she woke up soaked through her panties, her nipples stiff under her shirt, and all she could think about was the way he’d kissed her. Grabbed her tit. Ground his cock against her leg like he was going to lose his mind.

		She stared at her phone for ten minutes before typing: Come over if you want to stretch.

		He replied one word: Yeah.

		Now she stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her sports bra. No shirt over it. Her tits looked huge, high, obscene. Her nipples already pressing through the fabric. The leggings she picked were nearly black with compression, the kind that made her ass look even bigger. No panties. She wanted to feel every shift.

		She tied her hair back. A single spray of perfume between her breasts. Not too much. Just enough to catch his attention.

		When the doorbell rang, she didn’t hesitate.

		Zayn stood there in a T-shirt and mesh shorts. No socks. No smile. His eyes hit her chest immediately, then bounced to her face like he was trying to act normal. He couldn’t.

		"Downstairs," she said.

		She didn’t ask how he was. Didn’t make small talk. She just turned and led him down into the basement, hips swaying slow. She could feel his eyes locked on her ass the whole way down.

		The gym lights were already on. The mat was laid out.

		She pointed. "Sit."

		He dropped to the mat, cross-legged, nervous. She didn’t give him time to fidget. She knelt behind him, placed both hands on his shoulders, and said, "Breathe."

		He did.

		She guided him through a few simple stretches, voice low and even. Her hands stayed on him longer than necessary. Pressing into his lower back, guiding his hips, fingers sliding along his sides. He didn’t say anything, but she could feel it. His body was tight. Electric.

		She moved in front of him. Sat across his lap, knees wide, her thighs bracketing his.

		Her pussy brushed the bulge in his shorts.

		She was already wet.

		Two days had passed since the fight.

		Vivian hadn’t cried. She hadn’t texted Zayn. But that morning, she woke up soaked through her panties, her nipples stiff under her shirt, and all she could think about was the way he’d kissed her. Grabbed her tit. Ground his cock against her leg like he was going to lose his mind.

		She stared at her phone for ten minutes before typing: Come over if you want to stretch.

		He replied one word: Yeah.

		Now she stood in front of the mirror, adjusting her sports bra. No shirt over it. Her tits looked huge, high, obscene. Her nipples already pressing through the fabric. The leggings she picked were nearly black with compression, the kind that made her ass look even bigger. No panties. She wanted to feel every shift.

		She tied her hair back. A single spray of perfume between her breasts. Not too much. Just enough to catch his attention.

		When the doorbell rang, she didn’t hesitate.

		Zayn stood there in a T-shirt and mesh shorts. No socks. No smile. His eyes hit her chest immediately, then bounced to her face like he was trying to act normal. He couldn’t.

		"Downstairs," she said.

		She didn’t ask how he was. Didn’t make small talk. She just turned and led him down into the basement, hips swaying slow. She could feel his eyes locked on her ass the whole way down.

		The gym lights were already on. The mat was laid out.

		She pointed. "Sit."

		He dropped to the mat, cross-legged, nervous. She didn’t give him time to fidget. She knelt behind him, placed both hands on his shoulders, and said, "Breathe."

		He did.

		She guided him through a few simple stretches, voice low and even. Her hands stayed on him longer than necessary. Pressing into his lower back, guiding his hips, fingers sliding along his sides. He didn’t say anything, but she could feel it. His body was tight. Electric.

		She moved in front of him. Sat across his lap, knees wide, her thighs bracketing his.

		Her pussy brushed the bulge in his shorts.

		She was already wet.

		Vivian straddled his hips, her thighs locked around him, heat pouring from between her legs. His cock strained under his shorts, thick and obvious. She could feel every inch of it pressing up against her pussy through the tight fabric.

		She leaned down, kissing him again—slower this time, deeper. Her hands ran down his chest, pulling his shirt up, revealing the new muscle she’d helped shape. He groaned when her nails dragged across his abs.

		She kissed down his neck, over his collarbone, then lower, her tits dragging across his bare skin.

		Her fingers found his waistband. She didn’t pause.

		She slipped her hand inside and wrapped it around his cock.

		Hot. Thick. Rock hard.

		Zayn’s breath hitched. His eyes snapped open wide. He gasped her name like a warning and a plea.

		Vivian stroked him slowly, her fist tight, her thumb teasing the head.

		"I’ve wanted this for so fucking long," she whispered in his ear.

		He moaned.

		She kissed him again and started stroking faster, her hips rolling against his thigh. Her tits dragged over his stomach, nipples catching on his skin. She could feel his cock twitch in her hand, every muscle in his body straining beneath her.

		His hands moved up, shoved her bra halfway up her chest, tits spilling out. He groaned and grabbed both, squeezing, thumbs flicking her nipples until she whimpered.

		Her hips ground down, harder now, desperate. She rubbed her cunt over his thigh, soaking her leggings, one hand still wrapped tight around his cock.

		He was close. She could feel it. His abs tightening. The twitch of his hips.

		Then—headlights.

		A low crunch of tires on gravel.

		A car door slammed.

		Vivian froze.

		Greg was home.

		She launched off him like she’d been electrocuted.

		"Shit. Shit. Get up."

		Zayn scrambled to his feet, tugging his shorts up, trying to tuck his cock back in with shaking hands. His lips were wet, his hair a mess, his chest rising like he’d just sprinted a mile.

		Vivian yanked her sports bra back down, snatched a hoodie off the hook by the wall and shoved it over her head. She shoved him toward the side door at the base of the basement steps.

		"Back stairs. Now."

		He didn’t argue. Just ran.

		The door clicked shut behind him just as the upstairs one opened.

		Greg's voice floated down. Muffled. Slurred.

		"Viv? You home?"

		She took a deep breath. Swallowed the pounding in her chest.

		"Yeah," she called. "Just finished a workout."

		She walked upstairs, heart hammering, cunt still soaking.

		Greg was already at the fridge.

		"Didn't hear you come in," he muttered.

		"Yeah," she said. "You were quiet."

		He didn’t look at her.

		She stood there, smiling like nothing happened, her pussy still twitching from the feel of Zayn’s cock in her hand.
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		The text went out just after midnight.

		Come over. Use the side door.

		No explanation. No emojis. Just direct.

		Vivian waited barefoot on the gym mat, sports bra tight across her chest, loose cotton shorts riding low on her hips, nothing underneath. Her nipples were already hard. Her thighs still slick from the orgasm she hadn’t finished earlier. She didn’t stretch. Didn’t pace.

		She waited.

		The door creaked open seven minutes later.

		Zayn stepped inside quietly, closing it behind him. He wore a hoodie, mesh shorts, and nothing else. His hair was damp. His chest rose and fell fast, like he’d run the whole way over.

		They stared at each other for a beat. Maybe two.

		She crossed the space and kissed him.

		No hello. No questions.

		Her hands went to his face, his hoodie, his chest. His arms wrapped around her, pulled her in, tight and desperate. Their mouths moved like they’d been holding this in for years.

		He dropped the hoodie. She slid her fingers into the waistband of his shorts.

		He groaned. Grabbed her ass. Pressed her against the wall.

		She broke the kiss, just enough to whisper, "Mat."

		Vivian knelt in front of him slowly, never breaking eye contact. Her fingers slid up the inside of his thighs, then back down, just to watch his breath hitch. She liked that—how quickly she could wreck him.

		He stood trembling in front of her, his hands at his sides like he didn’t know where to put them. His cock strained against his shorts, the fabric already tented, twitching with every beat of his heart.

		She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down.

		No hesitation.

		His cock sprang free—long, thick, flushed at the head, already leaking. Her lips parted, and she watched it for a second like she was deciding how much of him she could take.

		Then she leaned in and licked the tip.

		Zayn groaned—loud and rough. His hips twitched forward.

		She smiled. Wrapped one hand around the base, tight, and took him into her mouth. Slow. Wet. Inch by inch. Let her lips stretch around him. Her tongue flattened along the underside as she pulled back, then sank down again deeper.

		He moaned her name—desperate. Barely a whisper.

		Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t take. Her other hand gripped his thigh, nails digging in. She sucked harder. Hollowed her cheeks. Pulled off with a wet pop, then dove back in.

		“Fuck, Viv...” he gasped.

		She looked up at him with his cock in her mouth, eyes wide and wicked.

		Then she pushed farther. Took him deep enough that her nose pressed to his stomach. He cried out, hands flying to her hair, trying not to thrust.

		She let him.

		Just once.

		She let him fuck her mouth.

		Her throat clenched around him and he almost lost it—she felt the way he twitched, how close he was already. She backed off and stroked him again, her lips brushing the tip with each breath.

		“You’ve wanted this too long to finish now,” she said.

		She licked the drop from his slit. He nearly fell forward.

		And then she stood—slow, graceful, her hand still wrapped around him.

		“Your turn.”

		Vivian knelt in front of him slowly, never breaking eye contact. Her fingers slid up the inside of his thighs, then back down, just to watch his breath hitch. She liked that—how quickly she could wreck him.

		He stood trembling in front of her, his hands at his sides like he didn’t know where to put them. His cock strained against his shorts, the fabric already tented, twitching with every beat of his heart.

		She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down.

		No hesitation.

		His cock sprang free—long, thick, flushed at the head, already leaking. Her lips parted, and she watched it for a second like she was deciding how much of him she could take.

		Then she leaned in and licked the tip.

		Zayn groaned—loud and rough. His hips twitched forward.

		She smiled. Wrapped one hand around the base, tight, and took him into her mouth. Slow. Wet. Inch by inch. Let her lips stretch around him. Her tongue flattened along the underside as she pulled back, then sank down again deeper.

		He moaned her name—desperate. Barely a whisper.

		Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t take. Her other hand gripped his thigh, nails digging in. She sucked harder. Hollowed her cheeks. Pulled off with a wet pop, then dove back in.

		“Fuck, Viv...” he gasped.

		She looked up at him with his cock in her mouth, eyes wide and wicked.

		Then she pushed farther. Took him deep enough that her nose pressed to his stomach. He cried out, hands flying to her hair, trying not to thrust.

		She let him.

		Just once.

		She let him fuck her mouth.

		Her throat clenched around him and he almost lost it—she felt the way he twitched, how close he was already. She backed off and stroked him again, her lips brushing the tip with each breath.

		“You’ve wanted this too long to finish now,” she said.

		She licked the drop from his slit. He nearly fell forward.

		And then she stood—slow, graceful, her hand still wrapped around him.

		“Your turn.”

		Zayn grabbed her by the waist and spun her around, kissing her like he’d been starving. Their bodies collided, heat crashing into heat, his cock grinding against her stomach as she pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them.

		No underwear. Just bare, soaked, ready.

		He dropped to his knees and shoved his face between her thighs. She cried out, one hand flying to the wall, the other buried in his hair as his tongue dragged through her folds.

		He licked her like he meant it. No hesitation. No finesse. Just hungry, open-mouthed, greedy licks that made her knees go soft. Her hips rocked against his face. She rode him, moaning, grinding her clit against his tongue.

		“Fuck, baby, just like that,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

		He didn’t. He gripped her ass and pulled her tighter to his face, his nose buried against her, his tongue flicking, pressing, circling until she broke.

		She came with a ragged scream, her thighs shaking, pussy throbbing against his mouth. She didn’t let go of his hair until the last wave passed.

		Then she pulled him up, her lips crashing into his again. She tasted herself on his tongue and didn’t care.

		She pushed him back onto the mat, climbed over him, and reached down to guide him in.

		One stroke. Just the tip.

		Then she sank down on him hard.

		They both groaned.

		He stretched her—thick and deep. Her cunt clenched around him immediately.

		She didn’t wait. Didn’t tease.

		She rode him hard, her tits bouncing with every slap of her hips. He grabbed them both, squeezed, pinched her nipples, moaned her name over and over.

		“God, you feel so fucking good,” he choked.

		She fucked him faster.

		Their skin slapped. Her moans got louder. His hands scrambled over her ass, her hips, her thighs. He was everywhere.

		And she didn’t stop.

		She wanted every inch. Every thrust. Every sound he made.

		Because this was theirs now.

		He flipped her over fast—one breath and she was on her hands and knees, hair falling in her face, ass high.

		He grabbed her hips and slammed into her from behind.

		Vivian cried out, her palms slapping the mat, her back arching with every thrust. He was deeper this way. Thicker. He filled her like he was made for it.

		He fucked her hard. No rhythm. Just instinct. Just heat.

		She looked up. The mirror caught her face—flushed, open-mouthed, tits swinging with every thrust. Zayn’s reflection behind her, jaw tight, muscles straining, eyes locked on the way her ass bounced.

		“Look at me,” she gasped.

		He did. Watched her watch herself being fucked.

		He reached around, grabbed one tit, pulled her up, slammed into her harder.

		Her moan echoed.

		He came with a grunt—spilling inside her, hips jerking, cock pulsing so deep she felt it everywhere.

		She didn’t move. Let it fill her.

		Then she pulled off him slowly, turned around, and dropped to her knees.

		She sucked him clean.

		Slow. Dirty. Eyes up.

		He twitched on her tongue, groaned, legs shaking.

		She didn’t swallow.

		She opened her mouth and let it drip onto her chest.

		They lay tangled on the mat, the gym lights still buzzing overhead. Her head rested on his chest. His hand traced lazy circles on her back.

		Neither spoke for a long time.

		Vivian’s body ached—throat, tits, thighs. Her cunt still pulsed around the memory of his cock. She could feel his come leaking down her thigh. She didn’t care.

		“I don’t want this to be the only time,” he said quietly.

		“It won’t be.”

		He turned his head, kissed her temple.

		“You’re not a boy anymore,” she said.

		He smiled. “I noticed.”

		She smirked, pushed her leg between his. He groaned.

		“I want you again,” he said.

		“Then train harder,” she whispered.

		He laughed, breath hot on her neck.

		She closed her eyes. Greg didn’t matter. The risk didn’t matter. She felt alive. Wanted. Claimed.

		And she’d never give that up again.
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		Zayn’s body was changing fast.

		Vivian noticed it in the way his shoulders filled out every shirt now, in how the definition cut deeper across his chest and abs with each visit. His arms bulged tighter when he lifted. His legs, once lanky, now packed lean muscle. The boy was gone.

		She watched him work out like she was starving. Sweat clung to his skin, made every muscle stand out. His shirt clung to him like a second skin. His shorts sat low, waistband dark with heat. She bit her lip every time he bent over, every time he grunted through a set.

		“You’ve been sore?” she asked casually.

		“Everywhere,” he said, wiping his neck. “Every day.”

		“Good,” she said. “That means it’s working.”

		He looked at her, eyes burning. “Something else is working too.”

		She didn’t answer. Just dropped her hand to the waistband of his shorts and tugged.

		They didn’t even make it to the mat.

		She backed him against the wall, pulled his shorts down, climbed him like a ladder. He caught her thighs, lifted her easily now. No shaking. No hesitation.

		She wrapped her legs around his waist and moaned when he slid inside her. No warmup. No teasing. Just thick, hard cock pressing deep until she was full, stretched, gasping.

		“Fuck, baby,” she whispered into his neck. “You feel so good.”

		He groaned and started to thrust. He held her up with nothing but muscle and momentum, slamming her against the wall with every stroke.

		Her tits bounced in her sports bra. Her back hit plaster. She didn’t care.

		She came hard, gripping his shoulders, biting his neck, crying out his name.

		He didn’t stop.

		He slammed into her faster, grunting through clenched teeth.

		She came again.

		Sweaty, panting, dripping, shaking in his arms.

		And he just kept going.

		Vivian lay back on the mat, legs open, chest heaving, sweat slick across her stomach. Her thighs still twitched. Her cunt ached, stretched and leaking, but she wasn’t done. Neither was he.

		Zayn dropped to his knees between her legs, palms sliding up her thighs like he was starving for a second course. He kissed the inside of one, then the other, slow and wet. His hands gripped her hips, strong and steady.

		“I want to taste you when you come,” he said.

		She moaned just from the sound of it.

		Then his mouth was on her.

		He licked her slow, flat tongue from her entrance to her clit. Then circled. Then flicked.

		She gasped and bucked her hips up into his face. He gripped her harder and buried his face deeper.

		He didn’t fumble now. He knew what she liked. He moved his tongue just right—pressure, rhythm, heat. His fingers teased her entrance, slipping in slowly as he sucked her clit.

		She clawed at the mat, back arching.

		“Oh fuck, Zayn—don’t stop.”

		He didn’t. His fingers curled. His tongue rolled. He moaned into her and the vibration made her cry out.

		She grabbed his hair and ground her cunt into his mouth.

		He took it. All of it.

		When she came, it wasn’t gentle. Her whole body locked, legs around his shoulders, pussy clenching around his fingers. Her scream echoed off the basement walls.

		He didn’t pull away.

		He licked her through it, until she twitched and whimpered and begged him to stop.

		He kissed her thigh, then her stomach, then dragged his tongue up between her tits.

		“Again?” he asked.

		She just laughed, breathless.

		

		––––––––

		

		Later, they lay together on the couch, Vivian sprawled half on top of him, sweat still damp between their bodies. The lights were low. The air smelled like sex.

		She ran her fingers down his chest, slow. “You want to learn how to ruin me?”

		He nodded without hesitation.

		“Then listen.”

		She reached down, took his hand, and guided it between her legs. Not fast. Not dirty. Just firm. Her voice was calm.

		“Here. Thumb here. Press like this. And these fingers—slide in, slow. Curve them. Not too deep.”

		He followed her exactly. She gasped when he got it right.

		“Again,” she said. “Just like that.”

		He did it again. She moaned.

		She kept coaching him, breathy and steady, until her hips lifted off the couch. Her voice broke when she whispered, “Now fuck me while you do it.”

		He slid inside her. Slow. Careful. Deep.

		His thumb pressed. His fingers curled just right. Her body lit up.

		He kissed her while she came.

		Not rushed. Not wild. Just pure sensation.

		She grabbed his face when it was done and smiled.

		“Fast learner.”

		

		––––––––

		

		He didn’t wait for her to start it the next time.

		Vivian was bent over the weight bench, wiping it down after a session, when his hands wrapped around her hips and yanked her back into him.

		She gasped. His cock was already hard, pressed up against her ass.

		She stood straight, turned her head to say something—but he grabbed her throat. Gently. Just enough.

		“That okay?” he asked.

		She nodded. “Harder.”

		He squeezed. Not cruel, just firm. Possessive. Her thighs clenched.

		He pulled her shorts down and bent her over the bench.

		“Spread your legs.”

		She did.

		He pushed inside her without another word.

		Her hands clawed the bench. Her moan cracked in half.

		He fucked her with real control now—rhythm sharp, strokes deep, hips snapping against her ass with every thrust. His grip on her throat tightened just enough to make her dizzy.

		She loved it.

		“God, fuck me, Zayn. Just like that.”

		He did.

		He pinned her there and used her body like he owned it. And maybe he did. Because she wasn’t resisting. She was begging.

		Her orgasm hit like a shockwave—sharp, fast, violent.

		She came screaming.

		And still, he didn’t stop.

		

		––––––––

		

		Vivian stood at the upstairs window and watched him leave.

		His T-shirt clung to his back, soaked through with sweat. His shoulders stretched the seams. His hair was wet, messy from her fingers. He didn’t look back.

		She closed the curtain and turned away, heart pounding.

		Her entire schedule bent around him now. She’d rearranged appointments. Shifted clients. Told Greg she needed more alone time to work out—time she spent under Zayn, wrapped around him, screaming into his mouth.

		She made him protein shakes. Packed him extra fruit. She told herself it was maternal. Then she remembered how he came on her tits last night and laughed.

		This wasn’t care.

		This was obsession.

		She needed his cock like it was oxygen. She craved his moans, his sweat, the way he fucked her harder every time. She wanted him stronger. Bolder.

		She wanted him ruined for anyone but her.

		Greg still didn’t suspect.

		But if he ever found out, she knew exactly what she’d say.

		He’s mine now. And I’m never giving him back.
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		Greg stood in the kitchen doorway, holding a beer, squinting at her like she was a stranger.

		“You look... different.”

		Vivian didn’t turn around. She dried her hands slowly on a towel and kept her voice flat. “Different how?”

		“I dunno. Like you’ve been glowing or something. Tighter. Brighter.” He took a sip. “You fucking someone?”

		She let the silence stretch just long enough to make him uncomfortable. Then she turned, met his eyes, and said, “You wish.”

		He grunted. Didn’t laugh.

		Later, she caught him sniffing one of her shirts from the hamper.

		He checked her phone the next morning, poorly hiding it under the pretense of plugging it in.

		Vivian said nothing. She acted like she hadn’t noticed.

		But inside, her stomach coiled. The careful veil she’d woven around her life was thinning. Zayn’s smell was on her skin. His cum had dried in her underwear. Her voice had a new rasp from screaming into his neck the night before.

		She wasn’t used to being hunted.

		That evening, Zayn texted: You okay?

		She stared at it for a long moment. Then deleted the message.

		Greg walked into the room behind her. She didn’t jump, but her spine went stiff.

		“You working late again?” he asked.

		“Yep.”

		He watched her for a second too long. Then said, “Don’t wait up.”

		She nodded. Didn’t look at him.

		As soon as she heard the door close behind him, she grabbed her phone.

		Come to the front door.

		Zayn arrived ten minutes later, hoodie pulled up, eyes wide with adrenaline.

		She didn’t say a word. Just yanked him inside, locked the door, and kissed him hard.

		They didn’t make it to the gym. She pulled him by the wrist up the stairs, lips still on his, breath hot. He kicked his shoes off as they moved.

		At the top of the stairs, she spun him into the wall. Her hand slid under his hoodie, palming his abs, tracing the edge of his waistband.

		“Upstairs,” she whispered.

		They stumbled into the bedroom. She tugged her shirt over her head, bra already unhooked. He pushed it off her shoulders and grabbed her tits like they were oxygen.

		He sucked her nipple hard, hand sliding into the back of her leggings. She moaned and dragged him toward the bed.

		He had her leggings halfway down her thighs when the room went white.

		Headlights.

		A car in the driveway.

		“Fuck,” she hissed.

		She yanked her pants up, grabbed his hoodie, shoved it into his hands.

		“Closet. Now.”

		He stumbled toward it, shirtless, cock hard, eyes wide.

		He slipped in just as the front door opened downstairs.

		Vivian was halfway through pulling her shirt back on when Greg's footsteps hit the stairs.

		She grabbed a sweatshirt from the chair, tugged it on, zipped it up.

		Greg opened the door without knocking. “What are you doing?”

		She gestured at the clothes on the bed. “Folding laundry.”

		He looked around. “Why’s it so hot in here?”

		“I turned the heat up. I was cold.”

		He sniffed the air like a dog. “Smells like cologne.”

		“It’s mine,” she said. “You wouldn’t know because you haven’t touched me in six months.”

		He stepped closer. “You hiding something?”

		She folded a pair of leggings. “Only my patience.”

		“You being a smartass?”

		“I’m being honest.”

		Greg's nostrils flared. “You better not be playing me, Viv.”

		She turned to face him. “If I was, would you even notice? You stumble around here half-drunk, acting like this marriage is still alive. You haven’t asked me how I am in years.”

		His mouth opened like he wanted to say something, but nothing came.

		She stared him down. He blinked first.

		He walked out.

		A door slammed downstairs.

		She waited a full minute before she opened the closet.

		Zayn stood there, flushed and still hard, his chest rising fast. He looked like he might come just from the adrenaline.

		She didn’t say a word.

		She grabbed his face and kissed him like she was trying to erase every second Greg had ever touched her.

		She shoved him backward onto the bed.

		His hoodie hit the floor. Her leggings followed. She crawled up over him, hair wild, eyes sharp, tits swaying with every move.

		He reached for her. She slapped his hands away and pinned his wrists to the mattress.

		“Don’t move.”

		He didn’t. He wouldn’t have dared.

		She slid down, wrapped one hand around his cock, stroked him slow and hard until his back arched.

		Then she climbed on.

		No foreplay. No teasing. She sank onto him in one long, brutal motion, taking every inch, nails digging into his shoulders.

		He groaned her name like a confession.

		She fucked him with her whole body—hips slamming, tits bouncing, hair sticking to her sweaty chest. Her thighs burned. Her voice was raw.

		He tried to touch her. She slapped him again, harder this time, then grabbed his face and kissed him hard.

		“You’re not allowed to look at anyone else,” she panted. “You’re mine. Got it?”

		“Yes,” he gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

		She rode him faster.

		He grabbed her tits, squeezed them until she moaned.

		“You think he ever made me scream like this?” she growled.

		He shook his head, eyes wide.

		She came with a vicious cry, her cunt clenching around him, muscles locking.

		Zayn followed with a shuddering groan, hips jerking, spilling inside her.

		She didn’t slow down until every drop was wrung from him.

		Then she collapsed on his chest, panting like she’d just gone ten rounds.

		They lay in silence.

		No soft words. No sweet smiles. Just sweat drying on skin and the smell of sex clinging to the air like smoke.

		Vivian rolled off him, pulled the sheet over her chest, and stared at the ceiling.

		Zayn watched her. Reached out once, then pulled his hand back. “You okay?”

		She didn’t answer right away. Her throat ached. Her thighs still shook.

		“I will be.”

		She stood, walked naked to the bathroom. Closed the door without looking back.

		He got dressed in the dark. Didn’t say goodbye.

		Downstairs, the floor creaked. Then silence.

		Vivian sat on the edge of the tub, head in her hands.

		And for the first time, she wasn’t sure if she felt better—or worse.
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		They lay in silence.

		No soft words. No sweet smiles. Just sweat drying on skin and the smell of sex clinging to the air like smoke.

		Vivian rolled off him, pulled the sheet over her chest, and stared at the ceiling.

		Zayn watched her. Reached out once, then pulled his hand back. “You okay?”

		She didn’t answer right away. Her throat ached. Her thighs still shook.

		“I will be.”

		She stood, walked naked to the bathroom. Closed the door without looking back.

		He got dressed in the dark. Didn’t say goodbye.

		Downstairs, the floor creaked. Then silence.

		Vivian sat on the edge of the tub, head in her hands.

		And for the first time, she wasn’t sure if she felt better—or worse.

		Zayn spread her legs wide and settled between them, palms pressing down on her inner thighs to hold her open.

		He didn’t dive in. He didn’t tease. He just looked—at her swollen lips, the glisten, the way she throbbed with every breath. Then he leaned forward and licked her, flat and slow, from the base of her slit to the tip of her clit.

		Vivian gasped.

		He did it again.

		Then he sucked—firm, steady, lips sealed tight around her clit, tongue flicking just enough to make her toes curl.

		She writhed, hips trying to escape. He growled and gripped her harder.

		“No,” he said. “Stay still.”

		His fingers slid into her—two at first, deep and curling, finding that spot he knew now. His mouth never left her clit.

		She moaned, then choked on it. Her arms flailed for balance.

		He grabbed her wrists and pinned them down against the bench, never breaking rhythm.

		Her thighs shook. Her breath shattered. Her orgasm slammed into her so fast she couldn’t even warn him.

		She came hard, body thrashing, pussy pulsing around his fingers.

		And he didn’t stop.

		He sucked her through it, tongue relentless, fingers still working her open.

		“Zayn—Zayn, I can’t—” she sobbed.

		“Yes,” he said, voice low, mouth still on her. “You fucking can.”

		He stood, kissed her hard, and turned her around, bent over the padded bench.

		Her ass up, legs spread, her cunt dripping. He didn’t say anything—just lined up behind her, grabbed her hips, and slammed in.

		She screamed.

		He was rough now. Possessive. Each thrust sharp and deep, the slap of his hips echoing off the basement walls. His hand found her hair and pulled. His other hand came down across her ass with a crack.

		She moaned louder. Didn’t resist. Didn’t flinch.

		“God, yes—just like that,” she gasped.

		He fucked her like he’d been waiting to claim her. Like no one else ever had the right.

		“Say it,” he growled. “Say whose pussy this is.”

		She tried to speak. Couldn’t.

		He smacked her again. “Say it.”

		“Yours,” she sobbed. “Yours. Fuck—Zayn—it’s yours.”

		He fucked her harder, faster. Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto the bench, cheek pressed to the padding, eyes rolled back.

		Her orgasm came like a seizure—violent, full-body, soaking his cock.

		He didn’t pull out.

		He leaned over her back, breath hot against her ear.

		“I made you come like that,” he whispered. “Not him. Me.”

		He pulled out, grabbed her hips, and flipped her around in one move.

		She landed flat on her back on the bench, legs spread, cunt still throbbing. He climbed over her, grabbed her face, and kissed her hard.

		His cock slid back in easily—wet, thick, already hard again. She gasped and grabbed at his shoulders.

		This was different now. Slower. Deeper. He fucked her with weight behind every thrust.

		He stared down at her, eyes locked to hers.

		She looked away.

		He grabbed her chin. “No. Look at me.”

		She obeyed.

		“Say it.”

		Her breath hitched. “What?”

		“You know what.”

		She hesitated. Then whispered, “You’re mine.”

		He drove in harder.

		“Again.”

		“You’re mine.”

		He fucked her faster. Her nails dug into his back.

		She said it again. Louder. Almost a growl.

		“You’re fucking mine.”

		He came with a low, guttural noise, buried deep inside her, hips locked to hers.

		She came again just from the way he looked at her.

		hey didn’t move right away. Just breathed.

		The basement was thick with the smell of sex and sweat, the bench slick beneath her back. Vivian stared at the ceiling, one arm draped over her eyes.

		Zayn kissed her shoulder. Light. Careful.

		“You keep looking at me like that,” he murmured, “like you don’t know if this is real.”

		She lowered her arm and looked at him. Her voice was hoarse. “Because I don’t want to.”

		He nodded. “Good. Because I’m not going anywhere.”

		She reached up and touched his jaw. “This... it’s not a fling, is it?”

		He shook his head. “Not to me.”

		“I can’t pretend anymore,” she said. “You’re in my head. You’re all I think about.”

		“You’re everything I want,” he said. “Not just the fucking. You.”

		Her eyes softened. “We’re not playing anymore.”

		He leaned in, kissed her slow. “No. We’re building something. Whether we admit it out loud or not.”

		She nodded, chest tight. Then pressed her palm flat to his chest. “So don’t make me lie about this, Zayn. Not to myself.”

		“You won’t have to,” he whispered.

		And this time, she didn’t feel guilty for wanting more.
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		Days passed in a blur of sweat, sex, and silence. Vivian stopped counting the hours. She stopped worrying about what time it was. Her skin stayed flushed. Her muscles stayed sore. Her cunt stayed wet.

		They fucked daily. Sometimes fast—him bending her over the kitchen counter with her pants still halfway down. Sometimes long—drawn-out sessions where he worshipped her inch by inch until she cried.

		She wrote his new workout plan while still naked, sipping coffee with his come dripping down her thigh. She didn’t care. Not anymore.

		Greg was watching. She could feel it.

		He came home earlier. Stayed quieter. Asked fewer questions, but watched her longer. She’d walk into a room and find him staring. She’d pass him in the hall and catch a sniff of her shoulder.

		She didn’t care. Not really. But part of her knew the storm was building.

		Zayn didn’t say it, but he knew too. He was more careful—until they were alone. Then all bets were off. He fucked her like he needed to leave a mark no husband could erase.

		She let him.

		One night, after a particularly brutal round on the basement floor, she sprawled on top of him, sweat slick on her back, his cock still half-hard inside her.

		“You think he knows?” Zayn asked, voice low.

		She didn’t open her eyes. “He’s not dumb.”

		“Then why hasn’t he done anything?”

		She lifted her head, met his eyes. “Because he’s waiting to catch us.”

		And neither of them knew it—but that moment was already coming.

		The next evening, Greg said he had a union meeting and left just after dinner.

		Vivian didn’t wait long. She texted Zayn and met him at the back door, barefoot and braless, nipples pressing through a thin tee. She didn’t bother with words.

		They made it halfway down the basement stairs, kissing hard, clothes tugged loose, hands grabbing anything exposed.

		By the time she had him flat on the bench, her shirt was gone, her shorts on the floor, and his jeans down to his ankles. She climbed on top of him with no hesitation, guiding his cock inside with a sigh that melted into a groan.

		She rode him hard, tits bouncing, thighs slapping his hips. Sweat already rolled down her back. He grabbed her ass with both hands and thrust up into her.

		“I missed this,” she panted.

		“You had it yesterday,” he groaned.

		“I missed it anyway.”

		The door at the top of the stairs slammed open.

		“What the fuck?”

		Vivian froze.

		Greg’s voice. Greg’s footsteps. The sound of boots hitting steps.

		She twisted halfway around, still impaled on Zayn’s cock, just as Greg’s head cleared the stairwell.

		His face went pale, then purple.

		“YOU FUCKING WHORE.”

		Nobody moved.

		Then Zayn sat up behind her, still hard inside her, and said, “You should go back upstairs.”

		Greg roared.

		He lunged.

		Zayn shoved Vivian aside and stood just in time to meet him.

		Greg swung, fist wide and clumsy. Zayn ducked, grabbed his wrist, twisted it behind his back, and slammed him against the concrete wall.

		Greg screamed. “You little fucking punk!”

		Vivian scrambled off the bench, grabbing her shirt, chest heaving.

		Zayn didn’t let go. “Try that again,” he said. “I fucking dare you.”

		Greg struggled, red-faced and snarling.

		“Let him go,” Vivian said.

		Zayn released him, and Greg stumbled forward, eyes wild, chest heaving.

		“She was mine,” he spat. “Mine.”

		Vivian stepped in front of Zayn.

		“Not for years,” she said. “And not like this. Not ever like this.”

		Greg’s face twisted. “You’re throwing it all away for some goddamn kid?”

		She met his rage with fire. “No. I threw it away the night you came home drunk and told me I was a broken bitch you never should’ve married.”

		Zayn stepped closer. Not threatening—just there.

		Greg looked between them, chest still rising hard.

		“Touch him again,” Vivian said, “and I’ll kill you.”

		This time, Greg didn’t move.

		“You’re dead,” Greg hissed. “You think this little boy’s gonna protect you?”

		Vivian didn’t flinch. “He already has.”

		Greg pointed at Zayn. “You think this ends here? You think I’m just walking out?”

		Zayn stepped forward. Calm. Solid. “You already lost.”

		Greg laughed, bitter. “You think this is over? I can ruin you both. I’ll tell everyone—neighbors, your job, his family. Let’s see how long this little fantasy lasts when it’s out in the open.”

		Vivian’s voice was cold steel. “You want to try me? Go ahead. Tell the neighborhood. Call my boss. Make a fucking scene.”

		She stepped closer. “But just remember: I’ve lived with you. I know everything. Everything.”

		Greg opened his mouth. Closed it. Something in her eyes made him back off.

		“You can lie to yourself,” she said, “but not to me. You know you’ve lost. You lost me a long time ago.”

		He looked between them again. Rage boiling under his skin, but no outlet left.

		“This isn’t over,” he muttered.

		“Yes,” she said. “It is.”

		He turned. Walked up the stairs.

		The door slammed.

		And silence fell, thick as ash.

		Zayn sat down on the basement floor, back against the wall, breathing hard. His jeans were still around his thighs. His shirt was gone. His chest rose and fell in short bursts.

		Vivian stood where she was, arms crossed over her chest, not to hide—but to feel something solid under her palms.

		They didn’t speak at first.

		Then she let out a shaky breath. “It’s done.”

		Zayn looked up at her. “He knows.”

		“He saw everything,” she said. “He knows. He’s finished.”

		Zayn swallowed. “You think he’ll come back?”

		“No. Not like that.”

		She walked over and sank onto the floor beside him. Her body leaned into his without asking permission.

		“I should be terrified,” she said. “But I’m not.”

		Zayn turned to her. “So what now?”

		Vivian kissed him.

		Not with hunger. Not with heat.

		With certainty.

		“We start from here.”
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		Greg didn’t come home that night. Or the next.

		The house was quiet in a strange way—like it had been exorcised. Vivian moved through it slowly, deliberately, cleaning out drawers, scrubbing the kitchen, stripping the bed. She threw away his half-used cologne, the framed photo on the dresser, the bottle of bourbon he kept in the coat closet.

		Zayn stayed close. Not needy. Just present. He cooked her eggs the next morning. Washed the dishes without being asked. Sat quietly on the couch while she worked. He didn’t try to fix her mood. He just stayed.

		They didn’t fuck that day. But later, in the evening, she pulled him into the bedroom, peeled his shirt off, and climbed on top of him. No talk. No rush. Just need—slow, steady, breathy need. She came with her head buried in his neck, holding him like a promise.

		That night, while he slept, she sat at her laptop. Transferred money. Closed joint accounts. Re-routed a pension. She wasn’t angry. She was focused.

		She saw Greg’s car across the street once. Parked under the shadow of a tree. She didn’t go to the window. Didn’t acknowledge it. Just let him watch.

		Let him understand how irrelevant he’d become.

		Her phone buzzed the next morning. A message from Zayn: Call me when you’re alone. There’s something I need to tell you.

		Vivian called him from her office, door locked, blinds drawn. Her voice was still scratchy from sleep.

		“What is it?”

		Zayn didn’t hesitate. “It’s about Greg.”

		Her breath slowed. “What about him?”

		He exhaled. “You remember Jamal? My friend, the one who graduated early—he was in Greg’s senior English class last fall.”

		“Yeah.”

		“There’s a video. Jamal recorded it months ago. Didn’t show it to anyone except me and one other guy.” A pause. “It’s bad, Vivian.”

		“How bad?”

		“Greg. In a classroom. With a student. A girl. She’s young. You can see him touching her.”

		Vivian’s stomach turned, but her voice didn’t shake. “Do you still have it?”

		Zayn lowered his voice. “We backed it up. It’s safe. Jamal said if anything ever happened—if Greg tried something, or if anyone needed proof—it’d be there.”

		Vivian leaned back in her chair, staring at the ceiling. Her chest ached, but not from panic. From clarity.

		“He kept that for months?”

		“Yeah. He didn’t want to ruin his own future. But he didn’t delete it either.”

		She was silent for a long time. Then: “Send it to me.”

		“Vivian—”

		“Zayn. Send it. I need to see it.”

		It arrived two minutes later. The thumbnail alone made her hands sweat.

		She opened the file.

		The footage was shaky, handheld, filmed through the narrow glass window of a classroom door. But it was clear enough. Greg, standing far too close. The girl—tiny, stiff, trapped in her seat. His hand on her shoulder, then her thigh. The sound didn’t carry, but the look on her face did.

		Vivian shut the laptop, stood, walked into the bathroom, and threw up.

		She didn’t cry.

		When she came back, she texted Zayn: Tell Jamal I owe him. I’m going to use this. He’ll never touch me—or anyone—again.

		She asked him to come by in the morning. Neutral ground. The kitchen.

		No screaming. No middle of the night ambush. She just left a message:

		“Come get your things. We need to talk. One time.”

		Greg arrived late, of course. Hungover, hollow-eyed. Still wearing the same jeans from the night he’d walked in on her and Zayn.

		Vivian was already seated. Calm. Coffee in front of her. The laptop open but angled away.

		He didn’t sit. Just leaned against the doorway, arms crossed like a man still pretending he had leverage. “This where you give me the apology speech?”

		Vivian turned the laptop toward him and hit play.

		No words. Just grainy video. The girl. His hands. The look on her face.

		Greg stopped breathing somewhere around the halfway mark.

		When it ended, she didn’t speak right away. She just let the silence do its work.

		He cleared his throat. “What the fuck is this?”

		“You know what it is.”

		His eyes darted to the window. “You planning to ruin my life?”

		“No, Greg,” she said, voice steady. “You already did that yourself.”

		He stepped closer, jaw twitching. “You don’t want to play this game.”

		Vivian stood. She didn’t back away. “You touch a student, you get recorded doing it, and now you want to threaten me?” Her voice didn’t rise. It didn’t have to. “No, Greg. This isn’t a threat. This is the last favor you’re ever going to get from me.”

		He opened his mouth. She raised her hand.

		“You shut your fucking mouth and listen now. You don’t call the cops. You don’t file anything. You sign the divorce papers I’ll send over and disappear. I keep the house. You keep your name—barely.”

		“And if I don’t?”

		“Then I call the school board, the superintendent, and the police. And I hand them the original file. All of it.”

		His face cracked. Finally. “You don’t have the guts.”

		She stared at him with dead certainty. “You should’ve figured out who I was before you started choking on whiskey and excuses.”

		Greg didn’t say goodbye. He didn’t look back.

		He just walked out the door, slower than before. Not beaten—broken.

		The divorce papers arrived two days later. Signed. No notes. No conditions. No fight.

		He didn’t ask for alimony. He didn’t demand anything from the house. He even agreed to let her keep the car, the furniture, the savings in their joint account.

		It was all there. Neat. Quiet. Like a man trying to disappear.

		Vivian didn’t feel triumphant. Just clean. Like something had been cut out of her and finally cauterized.

		Zayn found her in the kitchen the next morning, barefoot, hair messy, holding the envelope. She didn’t say anything. Just handed it to him.

		He flipped through the pages, brows raised. “That’s it?”

		“That’s it.”

		“You won.”

		“No,” she said. “I ended it.”

		She made herself a cup of coffee. Drank it slowly. Then looked out the window and smiled like she hadn’t in years.
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		Zayn lived with her now.

		No more sneaking in the back. No whispered goodbyes. No excuses. Just his keys on her hook, his sneakers at the door, his toothbrush beside hers. Every morning, she woke to the weight of his arm draped over her stomach, his cock pressed warm and hard against her ass, the quiet heat of someone who belonged.

		They made a rule: no clothes unless leaving the house.

		It started as a joke, but like most things between them, it stuck. She made coffee bare-assed. He stretched in the living room with nothing on but a smile. She walked past him during push-ups and sat on his back until he grunted through the set. He bent her over the kitchen island while toast popped and eggs burned. Neither of them cared.

		The house became their playground. Their sweat stained the sheets, the rugs, the padded bench downstairs. No room was off-limits. No time was too early. If she looked at him a certain way, if he reached for her a certain way, they were fucking within seconds.

		One afternoon, she came out of the shower with a towel slung over one shoulder, hair wet, skin pink. Zayn was lying on the bed, one hand behind his head, the other on his stomach. He looked at her like he always did—like she was the only thing he wanted in the world.

		She paused in the doorway, then stepped in, slow, deliberate.

		“Show me,” she said.

		He blinked. “Show you what?”

		“How you used to jerk off thinking about me. Before all this. When you were still sneaking glances through your window.”

		He swallowed. His cock stiffened fast, rising like it remembered too.

		She climbed onto the bed beside him, not touching. Just watching.

		“What did you imagine?” she murmured. “Me bent over in tight leggings? My tits bouncing while I trained you? Did you picture me sitting on your face, telling you not to stop?”

		His hand wrapped around himself, slow strokes, his eyes never leaving hers.

		She leaned in, her mouth brushing his ear. “Did you think about me begging for it? Or did you want to be the one begging?”

		“Fuck,” he gasped.

		She licked his nipple. Bit down until he arched. Her breath was ragged, but she didn’t touch him anywhere else.

		“Come for me,” she whispered. “Show me how filthy you were for me.”

		He did. Hard. Groaning, thighs tense, cock pulsing in his hand as he spilled across his abs.

		She kissed his jaw, his neck, and then looked into his eyes as she said, “That’s my good boy.”

		They trained together every morning. Not for discipline. Not for aesthetics. For the heat of it. For the ritual.

		Vivian ran the sessions like a drill sergeant. No shortcuts. No lazy reps. No mercy. Zayn pushed hard under her watch, sweat rolling down his chest, muscles flexing under the strain. He’d grunt through sets just to make her smile.

		And when he fucked up—when his back arched too much or his stance slipped—she corrected him with a look. Or with her hands. Or with her mouth, dragging across his shoulder blades as he trembled through a final round of squats.

		They never left the gym without fucking.

		It became a part of the workout. Like cool-down stretches—just more brutal.

		One day she had him against the wall, drenched in sweat, cock hard from a killer set of deadlifts. She grabbed the waistband of his shorts, yanked them down, and dropped to her knees. His whole body tensed.

		“Relax,” she said, stroking him with one hand. “Coach has you.”

		He moaned her name like it was a prayer.

		When she took him into her mouth, she held him there—deep, steady—until he braced both hands on the wall and gasped her name again.

		Later, when he returned the favor, it wasn’t soft or sweet. He bent her over the incline bench, yanked her leggings down, and spread her wide.

		“You’re wet already,” he muttered.

		She smiled over her shoulder. “I’m always wet after a workout.”

		He grabbed her hips and slammed in, hard enough to make the bench shift under her.

		“Keep your rhythm,” she barked, grinning. “Use your legs. Drive through the hips. Or I’ll make you do it again.”

		He fucked her exactly like she told him to. Focused. Relentless. Controlled. Her voice turned breathy. Then high. Then incoherent.

		When she came, she slapped the padded bench and let out a loud, shuddering cry. He followed seconds later, pulsing deep inside her, moaning into her shoulder.

		She turned, still panting, and smirked up at him.

		“Good form,” she said.

		Zayn, drenched in sweat, looked wrecked and proud all at once.

		“Thanks, Coach.”

		She mounted a full-length mirror on the gym wall—framed in black metal, tall enough to reflect every filthy second of what they did together. Zayn raised an eyebrow the first time he saw it.

		“You want to watch yourself?” he asked.

		Vivian shook her head. “I want you to.”

		That night, she stripped in front of it. Bent over the weight bench, feet wide, hands braced on the padding. She looked over her shoulder and saw him standing behind her—naked, hard, eyes locked on the reflection like he couldn’t believe it was real.

		“You want to fuck me, baby?” she asked.

		He nodded.

		“Then watch what you do to me.”

		He stepped in close, hands finding her hips, cock nudging between her folds, already soaked. When he slid inside, they both moaned.

		And in the mirror—he watched it all.

		The slow stretch of her body taking him. The ripple of her ass with every thrust. Her tits swinging under her, heavy and flushed. Her mouth falling open when he hit deep.

		“Say what you see,” she ordered.

		“I see... I see how wet you are. How tight.” His voice shook. “The way my cock’s disappearing into you.”

		She moaned. Her back arched.

		“I see your ass bounce. Your tits. The way you clench when I go deeper.”

		She reached between her legs, rubbed her clit, stared into his eyes in the mirror. “And what does it make you feel?”

		“Hungry,” he whispered. “Addicted.”

		She clenched around him hard. Her body jolted. Her orgasm hit like lightning, legs shaking, cries sharp and guttural. He held on—watched her fall apart in front of him and came seconds later, filling her, still staring.

		He wrapped his arms around her after. Chest against her back. Cock still inside.

		In the mirror, their bodies looked perfect together—sweat-soaked, marked up, tangled in heat and breath.

		“You look like mine,” he said softly.

		She smiled. “That’s because I am.”

		Vivian was halfway through a double shift when Rita leaned across the breakroom table and narrowed her eyes.

		Rita was a colleague—sharp-tongued, silver-streaked, and not one for small talk. They’d worked side-by-side for five years. Rita didn’t miss much.

		“You’ve been walking like you got wrecked all weekend,” she said. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

		Vivian smirked into her coffee. “You’re not.”

		Rita blinked. “No hesitation? Damn. Okay. Spill it.”

		Vivian set her mug down. “You remember the family that moved in next door last spring?”

		“The ones with the polite son?” Rita’s brow lifted. “That boy?”

		Vivian didn’t flinch. “He’s nineteen. And yes.”

		Rita blinked. Hard. “You’re not fucking serious.”

		Vivian smiled. “He moved in.”

		Rita made a choking noise, eyes going wide. “Jesus, Viv.”

		“He’s respectful. He’s obsessed with me. He can’t keep his hands off me.”

		“And you let him live in the house?” Rita was already fanning herself with a napkin. “That’s not sex, that’s a full-time position.”

		“I haven’t worn pajamas in a week,” Vivian said. “We don’t wear clothes unless we’re leaving the house.”

		Rita stared at her like she’d just heard about a secret spa where orgasms came with facials. “You’re glowing like you’ve been dipped in sin.”

		Vivian laughed. “I don’t think he’s stopped wanting me since the first time I let him touch me.”

		“And does he...” Rita trailed off, gesturing vaguely.

		“Go down on me like he’s starving? Every morning.”

		Rita groaned. “I’d kill for that. Hell, I’d trade my last two exes for that.”

		Vivian leaned in, voice low. “He calls me Coach. Even in bed.”

		Rita slapped the table. “You lucky, filthy bitch.”

		Vivian’s grin was slow and wicked. “I fucking earned it.”

		Their first real date came on a Friday night. Not a secret meetup. Not a post-workout fuck. A date. The kind with a reservation, real clothes, and a bottle of wine.

		Vivian wore red. Not subtle, not safe. No bra beneath the slinky dress, just the soft sway of her tits under silk, the curve of her hips framed by the cling of fabric. She walked down the stairs and caught Zayn’s breath before he even saw her whole.

		He wore a black button-up, sleeves rolled, collar open, belt tight. He looked older than nineteen. Dangerous. And entirely hers.

		“You look...” he started, but didn’t finish.

		She smiled. “Good. Don’t talk. Just open the door.”

		They took an Uber downtown. A restaurant she’d walked past for years but never entered—too romantic, too nice, too far from who she’d been with Greg.

		Now, it felt like exactly where she belonged.

		They sat close. His knee brushed hers. Her hand stayed on his thigh. They ordered wine, laughed, leaned in too much. His hand slipped under the table once, brushing the inside of her leg, and she didn’t stop him.

		By the time the appetizers arrived, she was wet. By the time the main course hit the table, she didn’t care about the food.

		She leaned over, brushed his ear with her lips. “I need your cock.”

		He didn’t argue. Just nodded toward the hallway near the restrooms.

		She was already up.

		He followed.

		Inside the small, dim bathroom, she shoved him against the door, dropped to her knees, and pulled his cock out with both hands. No teasing. No words. She took him into her mouth like it was air.

		He groaned. Hands in her hair. Thrusting up into her throat as she sucked him deep, spit slicking his shaft, eyes locked on his. He was shaking before she stopped.

		Then she stood, flipped her dress up over her hips, and bent over the sink.

		“Do it.”

		He didn’t hesitate.

		He slid into her with a growl, grabbed her hips, and fucked her hard—fast, filthy, the sound of their skin loud in the echo of porcelain and tile. Her moans bounced off the mirror. He watched her face as she came, mouth open, eyes wild.

		He came with a grunt, deep and raw, hands gripping her like he might break.

		They cleaned up quick. Lipstick smeared, hair a mess, flushed and breathless.

		Back at the table, their food was cold.

		They didn’t care.

		They couldn’t stop smiling.

		“Next time,” she whispered, grinning behind her wine glass, “we order to go.”

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Vivian was already bouncing on his cock when the sun cracked over the water.

		She was soaked—inside and out—skin slick with sweat and coconut oil, her tits slapping against her chest with every savage grind of her hips. Zayn lay flat on the lounger, mouth slack, hands gripping her thighs like he was drowning. She fucked him hard—wild, furious, ravenous—like they hadn’t already gone three rounds since midnight.

		Her cunt squelched around him, stretched wide and greedy. Every time she dropped down, he moaned like he couldn’t take it. Every time she lifted, he tried to thrust up, like his body couldn’t let her go.

		“Fuck, Viv—” he gasped. “You’re so fucking wet—”

		She slapped his chest. “You want to talk or you want to come?”

		His eyes rolled. “Both.”

		She leaned forward, tits dragging across his chest as she bounced faster, rougher, harder. “You want me to milk you? Drain you dry right here?”

		He whimpered. Nodded.

		She grabbed his face with both hands and ground her clit into his pubic bone, her eyes locked on his as she slammed herself down again and again.

		“Then you fucking come in me,” she growled. “You fill me, baby. Breed me.”

		His breath caught. His whole body jerked. And then he came—loud, long, thick—his cock pulsing deep inside her as he cried out her name, helpless.

		Vivian didn’t stop.

		She kept riding him through it, wringing him dry, his hands flailing, his voice broken. Only when she came—shuddering, loud, legs trembling around him—did she finally slow. Her thighs quivered. Her head dropped to his chest. They were both shaking.

		They lay there, tangled on the lounger, sweat-drenched, panting, pulsing in sync.

		Around them: paradise.

		Palm trees shifted in the breeze. Ocean waves lapped at white sand. The villa behind them stood open and empty. No phones. No clocks. No one but them.

		She dragged her fingers through the mess between her thighs, smirked at the slick stretch of come on her skin, and kissed his neck.

		“I love being on honeymoon with you,” she whispered.

		Then: “Husband.”

		Zayn smiled, eyes still closed. “Say it again.”

		She grinned and nuzzled against his throat.

		“My husband. My cock. My fucking everything.”

		He didn’t answer with words.

		He was already getting hard again.
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		Kate never meant to betray her husband.

		But when she stumbles across Alex's hidden collection of cuckold fantasies, something inside her wakes up—something she can't unsee, and can't ignore.

		While he's away for work, Kate begins to notice the way men look at her. How easy it would be to cross a line. How thrilling it would feel to be watched, touched, taken.

		As glances turn to touches and temptation becomes action, Kate finds herself trapped between two truths: she's giving her husband exactly what he secretly craves... or she's destroying everything they built.

		In the quiet of their seaside town, under the cover of loyalty, Kate will discover just how thin the line between permission and betrayal can be.

		Only When You're Away is a slow-burn, emotionally charged journey into lust, marriage, power, and the fantasies we dare each other to live.
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		About the Author

		

		Elyse McCormick writes erotica that doesn't whisper—it moans, teases, and takes its time. With a British wit and Nordic nerve, she grew up in Norway dreaming up stories that danced between the forbidden and the irresistible.

		Now in her thirties, Elyse is a marketing director by day, and by night… well, let's just say her search history would make most people blush. She writes for women who want more—more depth, more heat, more honesty—and for men who aren't afraid of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and how to take it.

		She's single (by choice), fueled by tea and whisky in equal measure, and most inspired after a swim in icy water or a slow night tangled in fictional pleasure. Her debut, The Julie & Kevin Hotwife Series, is a love letter to sexual freedom, shameless indulgence, and the electric thrill of being desired—and watched.

		If you're looking for something soft and sweet, keep walking.

		If you want bold, filthy, and honest… welcome.
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		About the Publisher

		

		At Strangelove, we believe passion knows no bounds. Specialising in bold, beautifully written erotic and romance fiction, Strangelove celebrates desire in all its forms — for every gender, every orientation, and every kink. Our books are crafted to ignite imaginations, break taboos, and offer unforgettable journeys into love, lust, and everything in between. Whether you're seeking tender romance, daring exploration, or unapologetic heat, you'll find a home — and a thrill — with Strangelove.

		Read more at Strangelove’s site.
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