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Jared

The TV was on muted weather footage when I came out toweling my hair, but it wasn’t what caught my eye. Maya was in front of the hall mirror, leaning close to check her eyeliner, one hand braced lightly against the frame, one leg lifted behind her like it helped her focus. Her dress, and she had a lot of them, was one I hadn’t seen her wear in months, red, mid-thigh, and snug in a way that pulled her hips back as she concentrated, giving me the view I hadn’t realized I needed that morning.
She looked over at me and smiled sweetly when she caught me staring. “Too much?” she asked, voice low and gravely, but her grin said she already knew the answer.
“Definitely too much,” I said, walking past her just to steal another look from behind and give her a pat on that sweet ass. Because I could. “You’re gonna crash the morning commute.”
Her laugh followed me into the kitchen. I grabbed her travel mug from the rack, filled it, and added the splash of oat milk she always insisted didn’t matter but always noticed when I forgot. She came in still barefoot, earrings in her hand, phone wedged between her shoulder and cheek. “No, we’ll be up near Collingwood by then. Snowpack looks heavier up there,” she was saying on her phone. “If we can get the drone up after the first segment, I want a wide pullback. Yeah. No, Rob’s driving. It’s his turn.”
She caught my eye and held it while she talked, slipping her studs into place and adjusting the angle of her face toward the window like she was already on camera. It was the same thing she did at the start of every shoot, small changes in posture, head tilt, voice. She was the weather girl, the face on the sides of busses, and probably the sole reason every male in the tri-cities knew the forecast backward and forward.
Her serious reporter mode clicked on before she even finished her first coffee. I liked watching the transition, not just because it meant she was leaving soon and I’d get to see her on TV like every sorry man out there has to settle for, but because I knew whose lap she was headed for when she got home again.
She hung up and took the coffee from me, sipped it without looking down, then handed it back to hold. 
“Did you pack gloves?” I asked.
She pointed at her bag by the door. “Thermals. Crew vest. Scarf. I’m good. If the road gets shut down, Rob says the van’s got backup battery heat and we can stream from inside. Honestly, I kind of hope it does. I love doing storm coverage.”
“I don’t like you hanging out in a stranded van somewhere up in Collingwood.”
“I’ll be fine,” she said, pressing her shoulder into my chest and reaching past me for her granola bar. “Besides, this time I have lots of snacks. Plus my favorite grumpy bodyguard cameraman.”
I curled my arm around her waist and didn’t let her go right away, though she tugged and whined playfully. “Lemme go, lemme go!”
The dress was thin, barely a layer between my hand and the small of her back. “Slightly risqué,” I said.
She loved being on camera, but she loved even more knowing I watched the footage. “You gonna be okay, me wearing this?” She laughed and wiggled her ass against my hip. She knew I was.
I drove my baby to work because we left her car there the previous day, dinner out downtown, and I carried her bag out while she touched up. The broadcast van came out through the lock-up gates. She gave a little wave to Rob behind the wheel then stepped in close to me while he stopped. Her chin tilted up to me and I kissed her right in front of his window.
“Try not to destroy your poor camera guy,” I said.
She smirked. “Try not to picture me doing it.”
That was a long-running joke between us, my way of telling her she was extraordinarily hot, and her way of telling me she was all mine after.
The doors clicked open and she squeezed my hand before heading to the passenger side of the van. She passed under the front window like she knew I was still watching her, giving a little extra sway in her hips, her hair bouncing with each step. I saw her check if Rob was staring. It wasn’t over-the-top, but I knew her tells. She liked being watched, and she liked knowing I knew. I wouldn’t blame him one bit if he was, but his face was down in his lap and on his phone.
Rob gave me a silent nod when he looked up, Maya having slapped the hood of the van to startle him and laugh, and I returned the nod. Big guy, mid-forties, the quiet type. He swung the side door wider and helped her load gear inside. Then she ducked into the back cabin where the monitors and gear racks were set up for a mobile studio. Her silhouette stayed visible a second longer before he pushed the door abruptly shut.
I watched the van pull away until it turned at the end of the street, then headed back to my car and got back home. The place always felt different when she left, even if it was only for a day. It wasn’t empty exactly, just paused feeling. Her hair tie was still looped around the bathroom tap. Her usual boots were still near the door. Her scent lingered, especially in the hallway where she’d been checking her reflection.
Back at my remote work desk, I tried to dig into a new server patch that had gone out overnight, but the image of her standing on her toes at that mirror kept coming back to me. She looked good all the time, but the difference that morning was something else. She didn’t just look good, she looked chosen. And I think she wanted me to notice it too.
It was never insecurity that made me want her to be careful out there, it was pride. There were men who watch see her on-screen and want her badly. Some of them might even work beside her. But at the end of the day, she came home to me, and I never once needed to doubt that.
Still, I checked the weather in Collingwood twice during my lunch break, just in case the road really did get shut down.




Maya

The snow came earlier than expected. By the time we wrapped our second segment, the plows had already blocked the westbound access and Rob didn’t even bother trying to push through. He parked us on the shoulder near a ridge, engine idling, wipers ticking slow over the windshield while the sky dumped thick flakes across the van. He was scanning for dramatic backdrops to shoot me against.
“It’ll be a few,” he said, checking his phone. “State says they’ll clear us to move once the grader’s done the next pass.”
I didn’t mind. I loved the quiet of a thick storm. All sounds got heavy and muffled, like everything was padded. The crew cabin was warm, and the back monitors flickered with footage from our earlier shoot. Rob tossed me a fresh water bottle and moved to the side console to sort through the morning’s output. His bulk filled the front half of the cabin, but he wasn’t overbearing. Just solid and capable. He was always there without needing to announce it.
I peeled off my gloves and let them drop beside my mic bag. The heater made the air dry and warm, and I leaned against the side wall, watching flakes cling to the edges of the glass up front. “You think we might get stuck here all day?” I asked him.
He didn’t look up. “Hope not. But if we do, you’ve got full charge, blankets, food, and broadcast-grade coffee machine.”
“You sweet-talk all your talent like this?”
He glanced over at me, the edge of his mouth twitching. “Only the freaks who love snowstorms.”
I rolled my eyes but I smiled too. I wasn’t flirting. At least, I didn’t think I was. It wasn’t like I planned this, or wanted it. Rob was always polite, always helpful. But this time, with no escape route for a couple hours and the hum of the heater mixing with the low drone of feedback loops from the monitor rack, something about the cabin felt closer than usual. I always wondered about him, he came across as so impenetrable.
I reached for the blanket rolled up behind the jump seat and dragged it over my lap while he ran a test playback and I edited background footage. My boots had snow on them from a shoot we did on the way up, and I slipped them off and tucked my legs up under me on the monitor seat.
He turned halfway to say something then paused, his eyes flickering down for a second. It wasn’t crude of him, it was just him noticing and logging it, and I liked it. I stretched for a pencil and let the blanket slip accidentally on purpose.
“You really that cold?” he asked, and he reached overhead and turned the heater knob up higher.
“Thank you,” I mouthed to him. I was taking a call from back at home base. The director had some programming notes about on-location work Rob and I could try.
He nodded once and leaned back to finish syncing his audio.
I kept watching the snow build on the windshield through the open studio door to the cabin up front. My knee brushed his arm when he reached behind me for the backup battery switch but I didn’t move and neither did he. We both knew it was cramped quarters in these mobiles.
I stayed where I was, curled into the seat, the blanket warm across my lap. The cabin had gotten dimmer as sunlight was further filtered through thick snow clouds, and the only glow now came from the rack of monitors around us, cycling between blue screens and paused playback and other feeds from the home studio, the news of the world, the cooking show being lined up. Rob’s arm rested along the edge of the console close to my knee but not touching. The silent work was comfortable between us. It made me wonder about him, though.
“You always this quiet when you’re not on camera?” he asked, finally.
Funny, I was going to say, I was thinking the same thing about you. “Not always.” I turned toward him enough to meet his eyes. “But you’re usually too busy with cables, cameras and keyboards to make much conversation.”
His grin was small but real. “I like my job.”
The pause after that sat heavy. I looked away pretending to dig through my bag for lipstick to touch up with. My fingers brushed the edge of a snack and I pulled it out, turned it in my hands, and offered him half without looking up.
Did he mean he likes his job as in, he geeks out on it, or like his job as in, not going to talk up the pretty talent and end up in front of HR? I smiled to myself and bit my snack while staring at the side of his face.
He took the half-snack, his knuckles grazing mine, and he stripped the wrapper down. We chewed in sync, silent again except for the faint crinkle of plastic and the hum of the overhead fans. I shifted in the seat, curled my legs up, and the fabric of my dress pulled tight across my thighs. My skirt had ridden up too high but I let it.
Rob leaned to rest one elbow on the seat back behind me angling himself to watch the monitors above me, but he wasn’t really watching them. “You’re good on camera,” he said, nodding at the clip we made of me earlier that he was getting ready to send out. “You’re a natural. Makes it way easier on my end.”
“Is that your way of saying I don’t need as many retakes?”
“That’s my way of saying I like watching you . . . watching you work,” he corrected himself.
He didn’t smile this time. He just held my gaze out the corners of his eyes until I broke it, but not because it was too intense, rather because something in it made me feel warmer than any heater could. A twinge ran up my spine. What makes flirting with a man like Rob, so immune to it normally, so much harder to resist doing?
“I should, um, ” I shifted again. My knee bumped his arm, this time a little harder. He caught it with his hand before I could move away and my leg remained against his.
“Sorry,” I said quietly.
He didn’t let go right away. “Don’t be.”
I swallowed and looked down. He had filed the clip and I had edited my backgrounder. We were both on standby now while the director sorted things out and made his next call, which wouldn’t come till after the gov’s live presser we could both see on the main monitor at the top.
Rob’s hand moved now, barely brushing the side of my knee, but tracing a line higher near the edge of my dress. He wasn’t bold and he wasn’t pushing things. But he wasn’t stopping himself either. And I wasn’t saying anything to cause him to. I wasn’t pulling away. There are times when something just feels inevitable. We’d worked too many times before this to pretend there wasn’t chemistry. It was obviously only a matter of time.
The weight of his hand didn’t change but he dragged a steady trail along the side of my leg, fingers resting without pressure like they were waiting to be told what to do, when to stop.
I could have moved. I could’ve made it clear this was far enough. I could have mentioned Jared. But I didn’t, did I. No, I remained still, my heart beating faster now, my mouth dry from more than just the snack. I liked that he finally broke. It made me feel powerful in some way I was not expecting. Still, I admired the audacity of him.
Outside, the wind was starting to whip up. Snow rolled across the windshield in slow drifts making it feel even more like we were sealed inside. The van creaked softly as it was buffeted by the gusts, but inside, everything remained toasty warm and humming-quiet. I adjusted my weight and his hand slid with it further up my leg.
It was the backs of his fingers that now traced the curve above my knee, slow and cautious, like he was testing whether I’d flinch. But I didn’t. I was only trying to breathe evenly, not let him see how fast my chest was rising and falling. Not because I was afraid, but because I didn’t understand why I was letting this happen. I had the best boyfriend ever in Jared, but this wasn’t about that. This was me testing Rob.
He shifted beside me enough to turn and face me more fully on. The monitors lit one side of his face in alternating pale hues. He looked down at my leg, then up at me again, and for a second neither of us moved.
“If you want me to stop,” he said, low and husky.
I shook my head a little too quickly and parted my thighs a little too obviously. It felt like we were on a little planet all our own with its own rules and memories.
His hand slid higher. I leaned back into the seat cushion behind me, arms folded over the rests, and I spread my thighs a little bit more. Let him see. What harm could come of it? We work in the middle of the watching industry and no one could see us.
Rob came closer. His hand moved slow but deliberately now, his fingers tracing up the inside of my thigh. The contact was soft and maddening at the same time. He paused when he reached the hem of my dress, just a fraction left of bare skin before the fabric. I exhaled through my nose and let my head tip back against the monitors behind me.
When I flickered my eyes shut, his hand slipped under the dress and I flinched, but not away, toward. I felt his knuckles graze my thighs high up, just outside the line of my panties. There was no pressure, no bold fast moves, just the warmth of him there, where I was already beginning to ache. It was how slow he did it that made it possible, like holding your finger still enough for the butterfly to land.
My legs shifted wider. He noticed and his fingers moved higher again, slow as breath, until the backs of them pressed lightly through the thin lace cotton between my thighs.
I wasn’t smiling anymore and I wasn’t joking. I opened my eyes and looked at him, waiting for him,  not asking him to stop and not stopping myself, either. It felt like I was leaving my body.
His fingers rested there, warm and steady through the thin soft fabric. My breath caught at the feel of it, so intimate and yet so completely still. He was waiting, but he was not uncertain. He wanted me to feel what he was doing, and what he wasn’t yet doing. It was the kind of patience that made my hips move on their own, an instinctive tilt forward I couldn’t play off as anything else but want.
It was the silence, too, the hum of the equipment, the whistle of the wind. He reached behind his head and pulled shut the cabin door. We heard people’s voices as they passed by outside. But this van was locked and had no windows in the back studio.
His thumb traced out a small arc over the exposed fabric in the middle. He found the shape of me through the cloth, a subtle back-and-forth that made the heat between my legs spike. My thighs tightened, not to close him off, but to press up against his hand, to test what he’d give me in return. He gave me a little more pressure, then he made a retreat. There came another slow pass that grazed the dampness gathering against my underwear. I bit the inside of my lip and let my eyes shut. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening, that Rob could actually be broken. I grinned privately to myself at the thought of it. Rob.
The sound of the heater coming on filled the silence. Somewhere above, a tiny red light on a board blinked steadily, as though watching us like a quiet witness. But Rob and I, we were around this stuff enough to know to check everything every time we picked something up or put it down.
I opened my eyes and looked at him again, expecting to see that same quiet stillness, but he was watching me now with that direct intensity he usually brought to his work, showing no hesitation in his expression, no teasing grin anymore. He wanted me to feel everything.
I leaned forward to take his knee in my hand. I didn’t even think about it, not until I felt how tense his leg was under my palm and not until I saw the movement in his eyes. He let me go and was letting me guide things now, giving me a chance to retreat or push it forward.
And I pushed. My fingers moved along his thigh, slowly and cautiously, like I was figuring out how much was too much, just as he had with me. He didn’t move, he let me find it. I brushed the side of his zipper with the edge of my hand and his jaw tensed for a moment. It wasn’t until I pressed my hand flat over the front of his jeans that I heard the first sound from him, barely audible, but there.
I exhaled hard and did it again.
His hand moved too then, slipping now beneath the cotton edge of my underwear, the fabric damp and clinging. His fingers found the heat of me without hesitation now, all skin on skin, a single stroke that was too careful and too much all at once.
My hand tightened around him through his jeans as my hips rocked forward slow and steady. We were doing it to each other, him so big and gruff and masculine, me so soft and yielding and feminine, him the camera man, me the weather girl.
His hand moved with a confidence that made hesitation pointless, his fingers stroking me slow through my heat and wetness that left no room for pretense. My hips lifted in rhythm with him without needing encouragement, my grip on his legs tightening just to hold myself still enough to feel it all.
His mouth came close to mine now, but we hadn’t kissed yet. It made everything sharper somehow, that gap between our faces while our hands moved on each other, and it was all too intimate for words, too quiet for breath. The silence between us was alive, stretched taut like we both knew kissing would tip everything past the point of no return.
But I didn’t want to stop. The power of it was enthralling me. I knew it was wrong, but how could I stop now?
My hand moved to his waistband, fingers slipping past the buckle, finding the warmth of his skin beneath the hem. I felt him hard and pulsing through the cotton. He exhaled like a held breath escaping, and I felt the pressure of his hand deepen on me in response.
One of his fingers slid inside me. The sound I made wasn’t loud, but it broke the silence. I leaned forward, forehead pressing against his cheek, lips close enough to brush the edge of his jaw. His beard scratched lightly against my skin, reminding me this wasn’t Jared. My thighs trembled under his probing touch.
I opened my mouth, but not to speak, just to breathe. He turned his head and our mouths brushed without warning, all heat and breath. We were still not kissing, not exactly, just hovering as close as possible, both of us with jagged breaths and beating chests.
I reached further into his jeans, my hand sliding fully inside now, curling around him. I didn’t need to see his face to know how hard he was. I could feel the tension in every muscle. He shifted to give me room, and I started stroking him slowly, matching the rhythm of what he was doing to me.
His other hand gripped the back of the seat, the only sign he was losing his composure. Mine had been gone since the moment I didn’t say stop, so we were at least even now, I thought to myself, my mouth falling open.
I bit lightly into his shoulder to keep myself quiet with more passing voices close by outside the van, and he finally kissed me then, not rushed and not messy, but full, slow, and impossibly warm.
It didn’t feel like cheating though. It didn’t feel like a mistake either. It felt like something I’d been holding back until now, something that meant to me power and femininity and self-ownership. I wanted all of it, and it needn’t affect Jared at all. He didn’t have to ever know I was doing this with another man.
I was the one who stood first. There was no plan and no signal, just the impulsive need to change positions, to move, to do something about the fact that I couldn’t breathe properly sitting still like that. I let his hand fall from between my thighs as I stepped into the open space between the seats. My skirt remained bunched high around my hips and I didn’t fix it.
He watched me in silence, hand still braced against my seat, his chest rising and falling. I turned toward the equipment racks half for balance and half to catch my breath, and leaned forward, palms on the console, letting my hips push back toward him.
He understood. I felt him rise behind me, quiet but unhurried, and then the heat of his body closed the space between us. His hands moved first, one sliding around my waist, the other trailing down the back of my thigh. My breath caught, but not from nerves this time, because I could feel the exact moment his mouth found the curve of my neck, warm and open-mouthed. He wasn’t gentle, either. It sent a pulse through me that went straight to my core.
I braced both arms on the console, bent slightly at the waist, and he wasn’t asking anymore if I was sure. He could tell I was. Did he know all along this moment was coming, like I did?
His hands slid up under my skirt and pushed it higher as he sank to his knees behind me. I froze at the first kiss against the inside of my thigh. One side, then the other, his hands were firm around my hips, keeping me still as his mouth traveled higher, teeth grazing the elastic edge of my underwear. He paused there, breath warm and teasing against my soaked cotton.
Then he pulled them down, slowly, inch by inch. By the time his tongue reached me, I was shaking, my body bent over the console with one hand curled into a fist and the other over my mouth, trying to muffle the sounds slipping out of me. I’d never been touched like that, not so deliberately, not with that kind of focus and intent. Every stroke of his tongue was patient, like he was learning everything he needed about me from how my body responded to him, and he didn’t miss a thing.
I wasn’t guiding, I wasn’t controlling anything. I was only reacting. My legs almost gave out when he brought his fingers up my legs again, and inside me this time, too, slow and deep, while his mouth worked around them. I pushed my hips back into him because I couldn’t help it. I was beyond trying to be quiet, beyond wondering what this meant. Nothing in my life had ever felt this good, this wild, this absolutely mine. The fact he was nearly twice my age, the fact he was the last man you’d think a girl like me would look at twice, the fact that nobody would ever in a million years suspect it or believe it, it made it all that much more flat out exciting.
The closeness of the mobile studio, his obvious experience with the ladies, I stood no chance. It rushed up from my legs and clenched me around the insides, until my body fluttered and I lost the ability to hold back.
I wasn’t shy or quiet. It was messy and real and entirely his doing. He made me come like he knew he could, like it was all too easy for him.  And we hadn’t even kissed a second time yet.
He stood behind me, hands steady on my hips like he wasn’t ready to let me go yet. I was still braced against the console, breathing unevenly, my skirt hiked up around  my waist, underwear somewhere near my ankles. I didn’t reach down and I didn’t move at all. I just felt him behind me, solid, patient, and present, and let myself stay undone by him for another moment. He won that at least.
Then I turned. My legs were weak, but I made it across the space to the other seat and dropped down onto it, skirt still hitched. He followed me, now standing over me, and I didn’t hesitate. I reached for his waistband again, this time with full intention, and started undoing his belt. He didn’t stop me and didn’t even shift. He just watched with the same quiet intensity like he needed to remember everything I was doing to him, and would be doing. I shook my head and pursed my lips up at him like he was the bad one.
I pulled his jeans down and pushed the fabric aside, finding him hard and ready for me. My hand wrapped around him again, and no teasing this time. I leaned in, rested one palm on his thigh for balance, and took him into my mouth. My lipstick was fresh. My mascara was clean. My face was blushed. My face was ready for the camera, and that’s what he got around his dick, the camera man did.
He groaned low and tight. I let it guide me. My tongue moved slow at first, learning the shape and feel of him, the weight and texture. He was warm and pulsing against my lips, his breath starting to come faster now as I moved deeper over him, then eased back.
I didn’t rush. I wanted him to feel it like he made me feel it, I wanted him to know exactly how far I was willing to go.
His hand brushed the back of my head but he didn’t push me. He let me set the pace, let me take my time, until my lips were slick and my jaw ached in the best possible way. I could hear how much he was holding back in every breath, every twitch of muscle in his legs.
Then I pulled off slowly, letting him fall from my mouth with a soft drag of my lips.
“Sit back,” I said.
He didn’t argue. He stepped out of his jeans and lowered himself onto the seat. I climbed on top of him, straddled his thighs, my skirt still bunched around my chest. I leaned forward and kissed him for only the second time since this whole thing started. This one was different from the first, deeper and heavier.
Our hands found each other’s bodies again, his on my back and hips, mine on his chest, then lower. I rubbed against him through the wet heat between my legs, not guiding him in, of course, not that.  I just wanted to let us both feel the pressure, the weight of what we could do, but of course would not. That would be taking it too far. But my body trembled with it.
He looked up at me like he wanted to say something. I didn’t give him the chance. I rolled my hips forward, dragged myself against him, my bareness, my wetness, over his stiffness and heat, over and over until we were both gasping. But just rubbing, nothing more.
I reached between us and held him there, right at the edge of me. I don’t know what possessed me then. I never had any intention of doing it, but it was all too much to resist. I never even imagined doing it, but then, slowly, I sank down on him. I had only meant to tease him, let him feel it, before letting him have my mouth again. But with him right there, I wasn’t thinking anymore, I was caught up in it.
The first moment of him deep inside me was overpowering. I pulled a sharp and loud intake of breath as my body yielded around him, inch by inch, until my thighs pressed flush against his lap and I felt full in a way that made my nearly burst. My hands braced on his chest and his fingers gripped my waist.
I remained still for a second, my head bowed, hair falling around my face as I breathed through the shock of it, from the way it settled into me like something I’d been waiting so long for. His hands moved to my back, slid down, and held me.
Then I began to move on the man. It wasn’t frantic or showy, no desperate bouncing, just the slow grind of hips finding each other. My knees pressed into the cushion for leverage and I rocked forward, drawing back just enough to feel the change in pressure before settling back down, deeper than before. His hands followed my motion, holding me steady.
His eyes were on me the whole time, and when I finally looked up, the heat down there made me move on him faster. I couldn’t believe we were actually doing it.
I leaned forward and kissed him deeper this time, mouths opening without coordination, breath catching between us. I felt him shift his legs beneath mine, adjusting himself, and his hips lifted up to meet me crashing down. That changed everything and I gasped into his mouth and sat up straighter on him, riding him now with rhythm and instinct.
We moved together, not in perfect sync but in something more intimate, a broken rhythm, pressure and breath and the catch of his fingers on my waist when he wanted me closer. He sat up suddenly, chest to chest with me, arms wrapped fully around my back, holding me in place while his hips drove up harder, deeper, everything faster now. I clung to his shoulders, nails biting down into his skin, because I was losing control again, unraveling in the press of our bodies and the burn of everything we were getting away with.
When he flipped us, it wasn’t rough, but it was urgent. He pushed me gently onto my back along the seat, both of my legs bent high and dangling over his shoulder. His body came over mine, hands on either side of my head, and he slid back into me in one long, perfect thrust.
I cried out loud.
He moved on me with the kind of force that was unstoppable. Each thrust of his sent heat spiraling through me again, not just from the physical sensation, but from the knowledge that this was real, that I wanted it, that I had crossed every line without hesitation.
I wrapped both arms around his neck and let him take me apart all over again. My knees crushed into my chest. My ankles locked around his back.
The seat wasn’t wide enough, but neither of us cared. His body covered mine, his rhythm rougher now, not careless but relentless, like he needed to feel every inch of me, like stopping now would be worse than finishing. I held onto him with both arms, my legs parted and folded around him, my skirt bunched uselessly at my ribs, one heel still on, the other lost somewhere under the monitors.
He grunted against my neck, mouth open against my skin, breath hot and uneven. I turned my face into his shoulder and bit down, not enough to bruise, but enough to steady myself while he kept moving in me deep and constant, dragging sharp whimpers from the back of my throat I couldn’t hold back anymore.
The rhythm changed again and I pushed at his shoulder, breathless, and he stopped just long enough for me to twist out from under him. I stood on shaking legs, pulled him with me, and turned to face the nearest surface, the wall of the van, half-covered with cable mounts and foam padding.
I pressed my hands flat against it and looked back once over my shoulder at him. That was all he needed. That was his wall, all gear and cables and hardware. I bent at my waist.
He came up behind me, wrapped his hands around my hips, and slid into me from behind in one long, searing stroke. I gasped and braced harder, hips rocking back to meet him, forehead dropping forward against the wall. This position was different, deeper, harder, no eye contact, just sensation and the sound of our bodies colliding in rhythm, sharp and wet and constant.
My body burned from the sheer wrongness of how good this felt.
He reached around me with one hand, fingers finding where we were joined, and rubbed in small fast circles while he kept thrusting hard into me.
My voice broke open. I didn’t know if I said his name or just pushed air, but I tightened hard around him, legs buckling as a second orgasm hit me, fast and overwhelming. My pussy milked him, it convulsed around him, and clenched him hard. But he didn’t stop. He held me upright, kept moving through it until I was shaking in his arms, bent against the wall, barely able to think or stand at all.
When he erupted, it was with a deep, quiet groan, his mouth buried close to my ear, both arms wrapped tight around my chest, squeezing my tits nearly too hard. His hips stuttered, then he pressed into me deep one last time as he spilled inside me, every muscle in his body locked and trembling.
We stayed like that, breathing hard, still joined, neither of us speaking. The only sounds were the faint tick of the van equipment, the soft shift of snow against the roof, and our breath returning to something like normal.
I didn’t feel shame. I didn’t feel guilt. I just felt powerful. Able.
We cleaned up in silence, but it wasn’t awkward. He handed me a towel from the drawer, then turned away just long enough to give me space to straighten my dress, to smooth my hair, to check my face. I slipped my underwear back on, even though it felt pointless by then, and adjusted my shoes.
He didn’t try to kiss me again and didn’t act like anything needed explaining or apologies. He just checked the monitors, reset the feeds, and passed me my coat without saying a word. We weren’t pretending it didn’t happen, we just weren’t putting it into words.
Outside, the snow was easing. The plows had come through. We watched the traffic crawl by for a minute before Rob hoisted the camera to his shoulder, and counted me in with five.
I delivered in one take like I always do. “The snow easing off now,” I shouted into the microphone above the authentic rustle of the wind, “the city now begins the long arduous task of digging out. This is Maya Johanson reporting live for TriCity News at 12.”
He slid into the driver’s seat and keyed the ignition. I buckled in beside him, legs still faintly unsteady, hands folded in my lap, my body feeling wasted. And so good, too.
Neither of us brought it up on the drive back. Every glance in the mirror, every shift in posture, said more than talking would. He reached for the heater controls, asked me with only a nudge of his chin, and I blinked and tilted my head to tell him no, warm enough.
When we hit downtown, my phone buzzed.
“You getting home soon?
Got groceries and making pasta. You’re starving, trust me.”
I stared at Jared’s message, thumbs hovering over it.
“On my way. Missed you today.” I hit send.
He replied with a heart. He didn’t need to say more, that was enough. I knew what I’d see when I walked in: him in the kitchen barefoot, sleeves pushed up, asking how it went, his hands deep into making dinner, which he loved to do
The van pulled into the station lot. We unloaded in silence and Rob gave me a nod with nothing in it, nothing extra, and I returned the same and walked to my car. Anyone witnessing us getting out of the van would think, “there goes grumpy Rob and cheerful Maya.” My thighs ached when I sat down.
On the drive home, I kept my window cracked just enough for the cold air which I needed on my face, but not to clear my head or to feel clean, but to stay alert. I wanted to carry this edge with me for a little longer. I wasn’t ready to let it fade yet.
My hand shook when I reached for the house key. I was reminded suddenly of the hardware wall in the van, of his hands around my hips, of the flood of warmth that filled me. And then I stepped inside, dropped my bag by the door, and called out Jared’s name like nothing had happened at all.
The moment I saw him look up from the stove, everything in me lit up like Christmas.




Jared

She came in with a brightness I hadn’t realized I’d been waiting so much to see. Her hair was pulled back but looser too, her cheeks pink from the cold, a fast smile spreading over her face as she stepped out of her boots and shook off the snow. I set the spoon down and turned down the burner.
“You made it through,” I said, stepping around the counter. “Caught you on TV. You looked like someone who gets off on bad weather,” I laughed.
She came straight into my arms with a full-body hug, no hesitation. Her coat was still half-on. I pulled it the rest of the way off her and tossed it aside, pulling her closer. She was warm, her face flushed, and something about the way she melted against me hit me differently than usual. She felt somehow more open, somehow even more receptive. She seemed turned on. Usually she came home tired and hungry.
“You smell like snow and road salt,” I said into her hair.
She laughed. “I smell like a studio van, you’re saying.”
We stood like that for a beat and when I pulled back, I let my hands fall to her waist. Her dress was wrinkled, and not just from sitting in the van. But that wasn’t surprising, given what she had to do that day. I noticed a faint line of red just beneath her jaw, not a bruise, not clearly anything, but not from her scarf, either.
“Rough day out there?” I asked.
She met my eye and held it. “Storm came early. Roads were shut down most of the afternoon. We waited it out in the van, got a lot of work done.”
I nodded, still watching her.
“You eat yet?” she asked.
“Waited for you.”
She smiled, stepped past me, and leaned over the counter to check the pot. Her dress shifted and I caught the faintest wince when she straightened again, like her thighs were sore. That subtle stiffness said something, but I wasn’t analyzing. I didn’t say anything.
She turned, propped herself against the counter, and looked at me with something that wasn’t clear. She was open, intimate, but a little electric, too
My pulse kicked harder, not from suspicion, but from something else. I stepped closer, slipped my hand around the back of her neck, and kissed her. She kissed me back like she meant it, full and exuberant. She was telling me something and I grinned to think what it might be. Her hips pressed into mine and my body responded instantly.
We didn’t speak, she only kissed me harder, her hands sliding under my shirt now, hungry. She wanted me, and she wanted something more than that, too, she needed me to want her, to pull her close, to show her how bad. She was in a mood, something at work or on the way home got my baby worked up, that much was clear.
And so I did. I picked her up with my hands around her ass, and she didn’t let go of me as we moved down the hall. My t-shirt hit the floor somewhere near the bedroom door. Her hands were inside my joggers before I even thought to take them off, gripping, urgent, almost frantic in the way she touched me all over.
She climbed onto the bed first, tugging me down after her, her legs parting instantly under her rumpled dress she hadn’t bothered to change out of. I pressed my mouth to her neck where that faint red mark lingered, and she arched up into me like it burned in the best possible way. Her breathing caught when my fingers slid along her thigh.
She was already so wet I could hardly believe it. Her body writhed with the slightest touch. She seemed already to be on the edge.
I didn’t pull back, I didn’t pause to ask. I just moved with her, taking what she offered, giving her back everything I had. Her hands were everywhere, gripping my back, tugging me closer, guiding my hips in short, hungry motions like she couldn’t get enough. There was no hesitation in her. She seemed like someone lit up from the inside. I was amazed, I was shocked.
She was riding adrenaline, her skin was too sensitive, she gasped with every touch and move. She was tuned up so tightly it took almost nothing to bring her over the cliff. I didn’t stop, I wanted her there, I wanted to be the one she came to, not just out of routine or love or comfort, but because something about this moment was so big to her. It was like our first time all over again.
The more I moved on her, the more she gave me. She was louder than usual, far less careful about the neighbors. She wrapped her legs around me and urged me deeper, harder, her eyes locked on mine. I felt her nails dig into my shoulder just before her body shuddered, tight and rhythmic, her breath catching in waves.
I didn’t slow down. I couldn’t, I was past the point of holding back. Maybe it was the nearly dangerous  heat of her body inside, the flood of wetness gushing out of her, or the way she looked at me with glassy eyes like I was the only thing keeping her grounded. But something inside me tightened too. I came so hard, so deeply buried inside her, my hands twisted in the sheets. The sound of her breath in my ear was mind blowing.
We stayed tangled up for a long time after, not speaking, our bodies pressed together like neither of us could move.
Underneath it all, one thought was left looping quietly through my head: Did she give herself to someone else? And then come home like this?
But the question dissolved as the post-coital drug hit my veins and she curled up warm and naked in my arms, my baby and me. I was so turned on by this new Maya, whatever it was that got into her. Who could turn away from something like that, what she just did to me?




Maya

I lay still beside him, the weight of his arm draped across my stomach, the rise and fall of his chest pressed to my side. His breath was slowing but mine wasn’t.
The warmth between my legs hadn’t faded. If anything, it pulsed more now, like his body had stirred something even more in me that hadn’t settled a bit since I walked in the door. The sex was incredible, raw, and deep and instinctive, but it wasn’t just that. It was the way he’d looked at me. And then it was the way he didn’t ask.
He had to have known something had happened earlier that day. The small inconsistencies, the little marks, the way I stumbled on my weakened legs. But he took me with a heat I hadn’t felt from him in weeks, and I matched him thrust for thrust.
I reached for the sheet and pulled it higher, not because I was cold, but because I was flushed, I was overstimulated. My thighs still ached. My chest still buzzed. It was the look in his eyes that haunted me more than the memory of the van. Because he seemed to like it, I could see it in his eyes.
Maybe he didn’t want to, maybe he didn’t even admit it to himself that he did. But the hunger with which he kissed me in the kitchen, the way his hands gripped my hips like he couldn’t bear the thought of letting go, it wasn’t suspicion. It was desire, or something sharper, something possessive.
It fed the fire in me even more. I turned my face into the pillow and bit my lip, trying to smother the smile. My whole body hummed like I was still straddling the edge of something. That feeling, the thrill that I had carried this secret across town, tucked it into my walk, into the sway of my hips, and brought it home without a single question asked, that was the part that made my thighs press together again under the covers.
It wasn’t regret, nor the fear of being found out. It was sheer excitement about having done it.
I had gotten away with it, fully, cleanly, and deliciously. My body had been filled by one man, then taken again by another without interruption. And both of them had wanted me with the same kind of hunger.
My boyfriend had held me down and kissed my neck like he was afraid of losing me. And that fear, that flicker of unspoken knowing in his hands, had only made me want him more.
It was twisted. It was wrong.
But I was so wet all over again, I wasn’t sure I’d ever want to go back.
I slid out of bed without waking him, the sheet trailing behind until I let it fall. The room was dim, morning pressing against the windows. I walked slowly, quietly, not because I was sneaking anything, there was nothing left to hide, but because I wanted the time to feel me in my own body again without one man’s weight or another man’s eyes on me.
In the mirror, I looked the same. Tousled hair. Puffy eyes. I slipped on his t-shirt watching how the fabric clung to my hips. I didn’t look guilty. I looked awake.
Crossing the hall, I found my phone and checked for updates. Nothing from Rob. No lingering messages, no quiet follow-up. He wasn’t that kind of man. He wouldn’t chase or complicate things. That made it perfect. It was clean.
But it also meant the memory stayed exactly as I’d left it, unspoiled and untouched, his mouth between my thighs, my cries against the padded walls of the van, the way his body had filled mine and made me forget every part of myself except the one that wanted more.
I sat down at the kitchen table, one leg folded under me, and let that thought move through me slowly.
I pictured the moment I’d looked up into Rob’s eyes and shifted my hips forward, pressing against his palm instead of pulling away. That was when it had truly begun, not when he touched me, not when I kissed him. But when I silently told him I wanted him to keep going.
And now, less than twelve hours later, I was sitting in my own kitchen, still tasting the mix of both men on my lips, still swollen with it, still humming with a sharp, private ache that I didn’t want to go away.
The power of it wasn’t just the act. It was the control, the secret, the only one knowing I had taken what I wanted.
My hand drifted between my legs before I even meant to move there. Just the pressure through the cotton of his t-shirt was enough to make me draw in a jagged breath.
He stirred in the other room and I didn’t move. I wanted to sit with this sensation a little longer.
I understood why I wasn’t sorry.




Jared

She wasn’t in bed when I woke. I reached out, found only warm sheets, and pushed myself up slowly, listening. The place was quiet, but not empty. I could feel her nearby, moving, thinking like she does.
I pulled on a shirt and padded out to the kitchen. She was sitting at the table, one leg folded beneath her, one arm resting on the back of the chair. The morning light cut across her bare thigh where the hem of my t-shirt rode up high on her.“Couldn’t sleep in?” I asked.
She shook her head once, smiling eyes on me. “Didn’t want to.”
I came closer and stood behind her, letting my hand slide along her shoulder, down her arm. Her skin was warm. When I leaned in and kissed the top of her head, she didn’t tilt away or toward me, just held still, like she wanted to be touched and watched at the same time.
But there was something in her that hadn’t settled yet. And I didn’t want it to, either.
I pulled the chair back enough to see her face, her legs, the line of her collarbone where the collar stopped. She looked up at me, not shy, not coy, but steady. More marks.
“I’ve been thinking about you all night,” I said.
Her mouth curved up faintly at the corners. “Just me?”
I let that sit between us and I knelt in front of her.
Her expression didn’t change, but her body did. Her breath caught, her spine stiffened enough to be noticed. My hands slid up her thighs, pushing the fabric back inch by inch until she opened her legs for me.
She was bare underneath, no underwear.
My fingers traced slowly along the inside of her thigh, not reaching the center, just enough to feel how warm she already was. Her eyes fluttered but didn’t close. She wanted me to see her like this, open and ready.
I wanted to see her even more like this because of what I didn’t know. Something had happened, I knew that much, and whatever it was, it hadn’t taken her away from me, it had made her more into me.
She was more present, more awake, more alive.
I leaned forward, kissed the soft skin near her knee, and moved up her body. She arched up into me. In that moment, all I could think was: She let someone else have her. But now she’s here, letting me take her again.
It didn’t make me angry. It made me hard. Not the knowledge, no, I never would want the knowledge. But the suspicion made me boil. The thought that another man wanted her, got her even, if for only a brief moment, but I have her. I possess what stronger men want.




Maya

His mouth was on me before I spoke a word, steady, reverent, and with a pressure that made my head fall back against the chair and my lips part without sound. He wanted me this way, bare, splayed open in a room where the morning light hadn’t even warmed the floor yet. And I wanted him to want my like this.
His hands pressed my thighs apart, not roughly, but with a steadiness that said I wasn’t allowed to close them. I didn’t want to. His tongue moved with a slowness that bordered on cruel, learning me all over again like something sacred, like nothing he’d tasted before could matter now that I was here like this, present, wet, and back home. His again.
I had come back to him with someone else’s hands still imprinted on my skin, he saw as much, I saw his eyes, but with his name still safe in my mouth even when I hadn’t been thinking of it all the time. And now, with my legs around his shoulders and my fingers clawing at the edge of the chair, I felt everything I’d done coil inside me like a fuse waiting to burn through.
I didn’t feel guilt. I felt hunger.
My thighs trembled and he held firmer, groaning softly into me when my hips lifted to meet him. He didn’t ask where I’d been, didn’t ask why I couldn’t stop moving beneath his mouth, he just kept going until I was gasping, until I was grinding against his tongue like I needed to be claimed all over again.
When I came, I was shaking, legs locked around his head, hands gripping the hair, mouth open wide with no sound at all coming out of me.
After, as I slid down to the kitchen floor and curled into his chest, sweat cooling between us, I realized I was smiling not with joy, but with power.
I had been touched, tasted, even taken. And then I walked through the front door like nothing had happened. I carried it inside me, that man’s fingers, his mouth, the weight of him pressing me into the side of the van, and still I reached for my boyfriend like I always had, when we were done.
And now here I was, wrapped in his arms, urging him to enter me, the truth folded neatly away inside me like it was wrapped in fine silk. I got away with it.
He didn’t ask and I didn’t tell. The only thing I felt, bone deep and terrifying and thrilling all at once, was: I want to do it again.
For him.
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