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Chapter 1 --- The Wedding Guest

The dress was suffocating me.

It was beautiful, of course. Silk crepe in an ivory shade that the saleswoman swore made my skin luminous. It clung where it should, flowed from the hips with an elegant, expensive drape. The price tag had been obscene. Mark hadn’t blinked. That should have been my first clue—the money wasn’t about what it bought, but the statement it made. His statement. His new wife, polished and perfect, standing beside him in the manicured gardens of the country club.

I stood before the full-length mirror in the master suite of Mark’s—our—house, the one I’d moved into three days before. The room was a monument to beige and taupe, tasteful and utterly soulless. My suitcase lay open on the tufted bench at the foot of the king-sized bed, a splash of chaotic color against the neutrality. I smoothed my hands over my hips, feeling the expensive fabric, and tried to conjure the bridal excitement I was supposed to be drowning in. All I felt was a low, humming restlessness, a vibration I’d come to recognize as my constant companion since I’d said yes.

The ceremony was in two hours. A small, tasteful affair, fifty guests. Mark’s colleagues, a few distant relatives, his business partners. My side of the aisle would be sparse: a college friend who’d flown in, my perpetually worried mother. I was thirty-two, marrying a man twenty years my senior, and the quiet judgment from the few people who knew me best was a tangible weight, even over the phone. He’s established, Sienna. He can provide. My mother’s words. But are you sure? My friend Lara’s question, unspoken but hanging there.

I was sure. I was sure I was tired of dating men who still needed roommates, who thought a good night out was dollar beers and a food truck. I was sure I wanted the stability, the security, the beautiful, silent house. I was sure I loved Mark, in a calm, settled way that felt like relief after a series of chaotic, passionate storms. Passion was overrated. It left you broke and heartbroken.

A knock at the bedroom door startled me. “Sienna? The car will be here in forty-five.”

Mark’s voice, steady and warm through the wood. My husband-to-be. In two hours, that would just be my husband. The word felt foreign, a too-large shoe.

“I’ll be right down,” I called back, my voice strangely high.

I took one last look in the mirror. The woman looking back was poised, polished, a little blank. I picked up my simple bouquet of white peonies from the dresser, their scent sweet and cloying, and headed for the door.

The hallway was wide, lined with tasteful art prints Mark’s decorator had chosen. I was halfway to the sweeping staircase when a door further down the hall opened.

And he stepped out.

I’d known he was here. Mark had mentioned it last night over a glass of wine. Dylan got in late. He’ll be at the wedding, of course. His son from his first marriage. The one who was finishing his degree at the university across town, still living at his mother’s place. The one I’d never met because the timing had never worked out. Mark had shown me pictures: a lanky teenager with a mischievous grin. The man in front of me bore only a passing resemblance.

Dylan was tall, easily over six feet, and where the boy in the pictures had been lean, this version was solid. Broad shoulders strained against the thin cotton of his gray t-shirt, his arms corded with muscle. He had his father’s dark hair, but his was longer, swept back in a way that looked effortlessly messy, not styled. He was pulling a black suit jacket over his shoulders, his movements loose and confident. He hadn’t seen me yet.

Then he turned.

His eyes found me instantly. They were a startling blue-green, like the ocean in a travel brochure, and they traveled from my face, down the length of the wedding dress, and back up again. Slowly. A lazy, appraising sweep that left a trail of heat on my skin. My breath caught. I gripped the bouquet tighter, stems biting into my palm.

“You must be Sienna,” he said. His voice was deeper than I expected, a smooth baritone with a hint of amusement.

“And you’re Dylan,” I replied, forcing my own voice into something resembling polite composure. “Your father said you’d made it in.”

“Wouldn’t miss it.” He finished adjusting his jacket, his eyes never leaving mine. There was a cockiness in his gaze, an easy assurance that felt both unnerving and magnetic. He looked nothing like his father. Mark’s confidence was earned, worn like a well-tailored suit. Dylan’s was innate, a birthright. “The famous second wife. You’re younger than I pictured.”

The comment was deliberately provocative. A flicker of irritation sparked, a defense mechanism. “I’m thirty-two.”

“Yeah,” he said, a slow smile spreading across his face. It was a devastating smile, all straight white teeth and charming arrogance. “Like I said. Younger.”

He took a few steps toward me, closing the distance in the hallway. He smelled like soap and something else, something clean and male—deodorant, maybe, and the faint, sun-warmed scent of his skin. My heart thumped a hard, ridiculous beat against my ribs. He was too close. I was in a wedding dress.

“The dress is… something,” he remarked, his gaze dropping to my neckline for a fraction of a second too long.

“Thank you,” I said stiffly, though it hadn’t sounded like a compliment.

“It’s a big day. Nervous?”

“Why would I be nervous?” The words came out sharper than I intended.

He just shrugged, that infuriating smile still playing on his lips. “No reason. You look…” He paused, seeming to search for the right word. His eyes met mine again, and the amusement in them deepened, turning into something hotter, more knowing. “You look very… bridal.”

A flush crept up my neck. I didn’t know what to say. This was my stepson. My future stepson. A twenty-one-year-old boy. I had to remember that. A boy with a gym-hard body and eyes that seemed to see straight through the silk crepe and into the restless, thrumming uncertainty beneath.

“We should go down,” I said, turning toward the stairs before my face could betray me completely. “Your father’s waiting.”

“I’m sure he is,” Dylan said, falling into step beside me. He didn’t offer his arm. He just walked with me, his presence a charged, electric thing in the spacious hall. As we descended the curved staircase, I was hyper-aware of him beside me, of the space between our arms, of the way he glanced at my profile.

I told myself it was just nerves. The surreal pressure of a wedding day, the dislocation of moving into a new house, the oddness of meeting a key family member for the first time under these circumstances. That was all. The pull I felt, that sudden, visceral awareness of his body next to mine, was just a misfire of adrenaline. A younger man’s attention was a novelty, that’s all. I was used to being the youngest woman in the room with Mark and his peers. This was just… different.

By the time we reached the marble foyer where Mark stood, checking his watch, I had almost convinced myself.

Mark looked up, his face softening into a smile when he saw me. “There you are. You look stunning, darling.” He came over, kissed my cheek chastely. His eyes flicked to Dylan. “Good, you’ve met.”

“We have,” Dylan said, his voice now perfectly neutral, respectful. The transformation was jarring. The smoldering, cocky man from the hallway was gone, replaced by a polite son. “Congratulations, Dad.”

“Thank you, son.” Mark clapped him on the shoulder. “Car’s here. Shall we?”

The wedding was a blur of filtered sunlight, polite applause, and the dry, legal tones of the officiant. I repeated my vows, heard Mark repeat his, felt the solid weight of the new platinum band on my finger. I smiled for photos. I accepted kisses on the cheek. Through it all, I was aware of Dylan.

He stood on Mark’s side during the ceremony, hands in his pockets, watching with an unreadable expression. At the small reception on the club’s terrace, he circulated with an easy grace, shaking hands with his father’s friends, making the older women laugh. He never looked directly at me for too long, but I felt his attention like a physical touch. When I danced with Mark, a slow, careful sway to a standard love song, I saw Dylan leaning against the bar, a bottle of beer dangling from his fingers, his eyes on us. On me. The look was speculative, intense.

“He seems to be having a good time,” Mark murmured in my ear, following my gaze.

“He’s very charming,” I said carefully.

“Takes after his mother that way,” Mark said, a hint of old bitterness in his tone. He spun me gently. “I’m glad he’s here. It means a lot.”

The party wound down. Goodbyes were said. We returned to the house—my new home—as husband and wife. Mark carried me over the threshold with a grunt and a laugh, setting me down in the foyer. The house was quiet, still filled with the moving boxes I hadn’t yet unpacked.

“I’m going to change,” I said, feeling the weight of the day settling into my bones.

“Of course. I’ll open a bottle of champagne,” Mark said, heading toward the kitchen.

I climbed the stairs, desperate to get out of the dress, to shed the skin of the blushing bride. In the bedroom, I struggled with the tiny buttons at the back, my fingers clumsy with fatigue. I finally gave up and just stood there, feeling trapped in the beautiful fabric.

A soft knock came at the door. “Sienna? You decent?”

It was Dylan’s voice. My pulse jumped. “Just a minute!”

Before I could protest, the door opened a crack. He peeked in, then pushed it open fully when he saw I was still in the dress. He’d taken off his suit jacket and tie, his white shirt unbuttoned at the collar. He looked even more disarming, more real, standing in the doorway of my marital bedroom.

“Sorry,” he said, not sounding sorry at all. “Dad sent me up. Couldn’t find the good champagne flutes. He thinks they might be in one of your boxes.” His eyes scanned the room, taking in the open suitcase, the unopened boxes marked “Kitchen.” Then they landed on me, stalled at my back where my hands were still twisted in a futile attempt to reach the buttons. “You need a hand with that?”

The offer was simple. Practical. But the way he said it, the quiet intensity in his voice, made it feel like anything but. The air in the room thickened, dense with unspoken things.

“I’ve got it,” I said, too quickly.

He leaned a shoulder against the doorframe, not leaving. “Doesn’t look like it.” A slow smile. “It’s a lot of buttons.”

“I’m fine.” The words were brittle, ready to snap.

He pushed off from the door and walked into the room. My breath caught. He moved with a predatory quiet, coming to stand behind me. I could feel the heat of him, smell that same clean, male scent. I stared straight ahead at our reflection in the dark window, seeing him framed behind me, tall and broad and utterly out of place.

“Hold your hair up,” he said, his voice low.

I was frozen for a second. Then, as if my body belonged to someone else, my hands lifted, gathering the loose curls at my nape and holding them up and away from my neck. I exposed the long line of my spine, the dozens of tiny silk-covered buttons.

His fingers brushed the nape of my neck as they found the top button. A tiny, involuntary shiver raced down my back at the contact—so abrupt I jerked.

“Cold?” he murmured. His breath warmed the skin below my ear.

I couldn’t speak. I shook my head, staring at our reflection, watching his long, capable fingers work the first button free. Then the next. Each small release of tension felt monumental. The dress gaped open slowly, revealing bare skin, the clasp of my simple white bra. His knuckles grazed my spine with every button. The touch was incidental, accidental, but it burned. My skin prickled, alive with awareness. My heart battered my ribs.

He worked in silence, the only sounds our breathing—mine shallow and quick, his steady and calm. When he reached the small of my back, the last button, his fingers lingered. They didn’t move away. They rested there, just above the swell of my hips, a point of searing contact through the silk.

“There,” he said softly. His voice hovered right behind my ear. “All done.”

I dropped my hair, letting it fall around my shoulders like a flimsy curtain. I still didn’t turn around. I couldn’t. I clutched the front of the dress to my chest, holding it closed. The back was open, wide open, exposed to him from shoulders to waist.

In the window’s reflection, his eyes lifted from my back to meet mine in the dark glass. I held that blue-green gaze. Something passed between us in that silent, charged look—an acknowledgment, a question, a line trembling on the verge of being crossed.

Then he took a single step back, breaking the spell. “The flutes,” he said, his voice returning to its normal, casual tone. “Where should I look?”

I swallowed, my throat dry. “The box marked ‘Dining.’ In the corner.”

He nodded, his eyes giving me one last, slow sweep before he turned and walked to the box. He sliced it open with a key from his pocket, rummaged inside, and pulled out two tall, delicate crystal flutes. “Got ’em.”

He walked back toward the door, glasses dangling from his fingers. He paused on the threshold, looked back at me. I hadn’t moved an inch.

“Congratulations, Sienna,” he said. Not stepmom. Not Mrs. Caldwell. Just my name, on his lips, it sounded like a secret. “Welcome to the family.”

Then he was gone, the door closing softly behind him.

I stood there for a full minute, the dress slipping from my shoulders, my skin still buzzing where his fingers had been. I stared at the closed door, at the space he’d just occupied. The restlessness I’d been trying to quiet for months ignited, a hot, insistent flame licking up my spine.

I told myself it was just the strangeness of the day. The forced intimacy of his help. The shock of meeting him. I was a newly married woman. He was my husband’s son. A boy.

But as I finally let the dress pool at my feet and stood there in my underwear, the cool air raising goosebumps on my feverish skin, I knew I was lying. The pull I felt wasn’t just nerves. It was a dangerous, delicious current, and I had just dipped my toes in the water.

I dressed quickly in a simple silk slip, something a new wife might wear on her wedding night. When I went downstairs, Mark and Dylan were in the living room, champagne poured. Dylan handed me a flute. Our fingers brushed—a spark, sharp as a needle, jolted up my arm.

“To new beginnings,” Mark said, smiling, blissfully unaware.

“To new beginnings,” Dylan echoed, his eyes on me over the rim of his glass.

I took a sip. The bubbles bit my tongue. The house was quiet, so quiet I heard the hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen, the soft tick of the grandfather clock in the hall. Under one roof. The three of us.

And the air between Dylan and me had already shifted, grown heavier.

The champagne tasted like cold ash.

I smiled, I sipped, I listened to Mark talk about the honeymoon plans—two weeks in Tuscany, leaving in a month. Dylan lounged in an armchair across from the sofa where Mark and I sat, his long legs stretched out, his glass mostly full. He contributed little, just the occasional nod or hum of agreement, but his eyes were never still. They tracked the nervous flutter of my hand as I set my glass down, the way I tucked my slippered feet beneath me, the too-quick sips I took when the silence stretched.

“You must be exhausted, darling,” Mark said eventually, patting my knee. “It’s been a long day.”

“A bit,” I admitted, the word a flimsy cover for the century.

“I’ve got some emails to catch up on before Monday,” Mark said, standing. He was a man who never truly disconnected. “Dylan, you’ll be around for a few days?”

“Heading back Sunday night,” Dylan said, pushing himself up from the chair. He took our empty glasses. “Early class Monday.”

“Good. Well.” Mark leaned down, pressed a dry kiss to my forehead. “Don’t stay up too late.”

He left the room, his footsteps fading down the hall toward his office. The quiet that descended was different now—thick, charged, like air before a storm. I was alone with Dylan.

The clink of crystal as he set the glasses in the kitchen sink was unbearably loud. He came back, leaning against the doorway, his hands in his pockets. “So. Tuscany.”

“Yes.”

“Romantic.”

“That’s the idea.” I stood, needing to move. I walked to the floor-to-ceiling window that looked out onto the dark, manicured backyard. The pool glowed with an eerie blue underwater light.

I heard him move behind me, but he didn’t come close. He stayed near the doorway, a respectful distance. It felt like a taunt.

“You settling in okay?” he asked. “The house can feel… big.”

“It’s beautiful.” The automatic response.

“It’s a museum,” he said flatly. “Always has been.”

I turned to look at him. He was watching me, his expression unreadable in the dim light. “You grew up here?”

“Off and on. After the divorce, it was more my mom’s place. Dad kept it for appearances.” He shrugged. “Now it’s yours.”

The way he said it—yours—felt like a challenge. Like he was handing me a key to a cage.

“It’s ours,” I corrected, the wife’s script. “Your father’s and mine.”

“Right.” That slow smile again, the one that didn’t reach his eyes. “Of course.”

I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly chilled despite the silk slip. “I should go up.”

“Yeah.” He didn’t move from the doorway, blocking the easiest exit. “Night, Sienna.”

I had to walk past him to get to the stairs. I kept my eyes forward, my posture straight. As I passed, he shifted, just enough that my arm brushed his—a deliberate, fleeting contact. Heat flushed through the thin silk, sudden and vivid. I didn’t falter. I climbed the stairs, feeling his gaze on my back every step of the way.

The master suite felt less like a sanctuary and more like a stage. Mark was already in bed, reading glasses on, tablet in hand. He looked up and smiled. “All good?”

“All good,” I echoed, slipping into the en-suite bathroom.

I washed my face, brushed my teeth, performed the rituals of a bride on her wedding night. My reflection was pale, wide-eyed. I touched the skin at the nape of my neck, half-expecting to feel the ghost of his fingers. I didn’t. The skin was cool, smooth.

When I emerged in a simple chemise, Mark had turned off his light. He held the covers open for me. I slid in beside him. He smelled of his usual sandalwood soap and, faintly, of champagne. He turned to me, his hand cupping my cheek.

“My beautiful wife,” he murmured, and kissed me.

It was a tender kiss. Familiar. We’d made love before, of course. A sensible, adult prelude to marriage. It was pleasant. Competent. It left me feeling managed, and utterly, devastatingly hollow.

He made love to me with the same focused attention he gave to a business deal. Methodical, appreciative, a little detached. I made the right sounds, moved in the right ways, and when it was over, he kissed my shoulder and was asleep within minutes.

I lay in the dark, listening to his steady breathing, the hum of the air conditioning. The house was silent. I thought of Dylan, down the hall in his old room. Was he asleep? Or was he lying awake, thinking of the way the silk had parted under his fingers?

The restlessness was a live wire under my skin. I got up, careful not to disturb Mark, and padded to the window. The backyard was still, the blue pool light casting long shadows. A figure moved on the patio below.

Dylan.

He was sitting in a lounger, illuminated by the glow of his phone screen. He wore only low-slung sweatpants, his chest bare. Even from here, I could see the cut of his muscles, the defined planes of his abdomen. He was a sculpture in the pale blue light. He looked up, as if sensing my gaze, and for a heart-stopping second, I thought he saw me in the dark window. I froze. He stared right at my window for a long moment, then looked back down at his phone.

I stepped back, my heart hammering. This was insanity. I was a married woman. I’d been married for less than twelve hours. I crept back to bed, but sleep didn’t come for a long time.



The next two days passed in a surreal haze. Mark was busy with work calls, even on a weekend, retreating to his office for hours. Dylan seemed to be everywhere I wasn’t expecting him.

I’d be in the kitchen, trying to decipher the high-end coffee maker, and he’d appear, leaning against the counter. “Need help?” He’d show me, his fingers brushing mine on the touchpad, his presence filling the sunny space.

I’d take a book out to the pool, and he’d be there, swimming laps with a powerful, easy grace. He’d haul himself out, water sluicing down his torso, and grin at me. “Water’s perfect.” As if I’d join him. I never did.

He’d pass me in the hallway, always too close, smelling of chlorine and sunshine. “Sienna,” he’d say, a simple acknowledgment that felt like a caress.

I told myself it was nothing. He was just being friendly. A young man comfortable in his own skin. I was the one reading too much into it, projecting my own disquiet onto his innocent behavior.

On Sunday evening, the tension gathered, thick enough to touch. Mark had gone to a late business dinner. The house was ours. I was in the laundry room, sorting the mountain of wedding-related linens the cleaning service had left. The room was warm, humming with the dryer’s heat. I was on my tiptoes, trying to shove a bulky duvet cover onto a high shelf, when I heard his voice right behind me.

“Need a hand?”

I jumped, nearly losing my balance. His hands came up, steadying me by the hips. The contact was immediate, electric. His palms were warm and broad through the thin cotton of my sundress. I gasped, turning within his hold.

He didn’t let go. We were inches apart in the cramped space. I could see the faint stubble on his jaw, the flecks of gold in his blue-green eyes. He smelled like clean laundry and him.

“Dylan,” I breathed, a protest that sounded like a plea.

“You’re going to hurt yourself,” he said, his voice low. His gaze dropped to my mouth. “Let me.”

He didn’t mean the duvet. The air crackled, ozone-sharp. My heart battered my ribs, a frantic drum against bone. His thumbs moved, small, deliberate circles on the crests of my hip bones. I should have stepped back. Slapped his hands away. Said something sharp and wifely.

I did nothing. I stood there, pinned by the heat of his palms and the raw, undeniable need rising in me.

He leaned in, just a fraction. His breath fanned my lips, warm and smelling of coffee. “Tell me to stop,” he whispered.

I couldn’t. The words crumbled to ash in my throat. My body screamed the opposite—a liquid pull low in my belly, a tightening in my breasts. My nipples were hard peaks against the thin cotton of my dress. A deep, heavy ache settled between my legs, a pulse of want.

He waited, his eyes searching mine, giving me the exit. The power was mine. The choice.

I let out a shaky, fractured breath. It was all the answer he needed.

His mouth came down on mine.

It was nothing like Mark’s kisses. This was hunger and heat and pure, consuming possession. His lips were firm, demanding, and I opened for him instantly, my mouth yielding like a lock turning. His tongue swept in, tasting of mint and something darker, dangerous. A moan tore from my throat, swallowed whole by him.

His hands slid from my hips to the small of my back, pulling me flush against him. I felt the hard, thick length of his erection pressed against my stomach, even through the denim of his jeans. The sensation was shockingly specific—the ridge of him, the heat, the undeniable intent. A whimper escaped me, sharp and involuntary. I’d never been so aware of another person’s body, the reality of muscle and bone and male heat.

My hands came up, clutching at his shoulders, the solid, shifting muscle there. He was real, unyielding. He walked me backward until my back met the warm metal of the dryer. The vibration thrummed through me, a low, industrial counterpoint to the frantic rhythm of my heart.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire. “Tell me you want this,” he growled, his forehead pressed to mine.

“Yes,” I gasped. The word was ripped from somewhere deep, forbidden. “God, yes.”

That was all the consent he needed. His mouth found mine again, more frantic now. One hand tangled in my hair, angling my head to take the kiss deeper. The other slid down, over the curve of my ass, gripping me through the dress, pulling me harder against the rigid line in his jeans. I ground against him, a shameless, desperate motion, seeking pressure for the throbbing ache between my legs.

He tore his mouth from mine, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down my throat. “Fuck, Sienna,” he muttered against my skin. “You have no idea…”

He did. He knew exactly. His hand slid from my ass to my thigh, hiking up my sundress. His fingers brushed the bare skin of my inner thigh, and I jerked. I was wearing only simple white cotton panties. His fingertips traced the scalloped lace edge, a deliberate, teasing promise.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he murmured, his voice thick with awe. He didn’t ask. He stated it, his fingers dipping beneath the fabric, finding my pussy. I cried out, my head falling back against the dryer as he stroked me through the damp silk. His touch was sure, confident, circling my clit with a pressure that made my knees buckle.

“Dylan… please…” I didn’t know what I was begging for. More. Everything.

He hooked a finger in the side of my panties and dragged them down my thighs. They caught around my knees, a flimsy, ridiculous barrier. The cool, still air of the laundry room hit my exposed skin, followed immediately by the scorching heat of his hand. He cupped me, his palm covering my entire mound, and I nearly came from that alone—the sheer weight of his claim.

Then his fingers parted me, sliding through my slickness. He found my clit, rubbing tight, perfect circles. My hips bucked against his hand. “Eyes open,” he commanded, voice rough. “I want to watch it happen.”

I forced my eyes open. He was watching me, his gaze a fierce, unblinking focus, drinking in every flinch and gasp. Watching me unravel under his touch. The intimacy of it was devastating, a vulnerability sharper than any pleasure.

“I want to taste you,” he said, his voice gravel-rough. “Can I taste you?”

I nodded, frantic, beyond speech.

He sank to his knees right there on the laundry room floor. He pushed my dress up around my waist, his hands spreading my thighs wider. I was exposed, utterly open, my back against the humming dryer. He didn’t hesitate. He leaned in and licked a slow, flat stripe from my entrance to my clit.

I screamed. A short, sharp sound I muffled against my own knuckles. The sensation was lightning—a hot, wet shock that arced through my nerves. His tongue was wicked, laving my clit, then delving inside me. He feasted on me, one hand gripping my hip to hold me still, the other kneading my breast through the dress, pinching my nipple until I cried out again.

The orgasm built, a swift, gathering pressure. My fingers twisted in the soft strands of his hair, holding him to me. “I’m gonna… Dylan, I’m…”

He groaned against my flesh, the vibration sending me over the edge. I came with a strangled cry, my body convulsing, pleasure rupturing through me in sharp, relentless waves. He didn’t stop, drawing out every last shudder, licking me through it until I was limp and trembling.

He rose, his lips glistening with my wetness. He looked feral, triumphant. He unbuttoned his jeans, freed his cock. It was thick, veined, fully erect. He stroked himself once, his eyes locked on mine. “I need to be inside you. Now. Say yes.”

“Yes,” I panted, my body still throbbing with aftershocks.

He lifted me effortlessly, turning me to face the dryer. I braced my hands on the warm, vibrating metal. He pushed my panties down the rest of the way, letting them pool around my ankles. Then he was there, the blunt, smooth head of his cock nudging against my soaked entrance.

He pushed inside with one smooth, relentless stroke. I cried out, the fullness exquisite, overwhelming. He was so big, stretching me perfectly, filling a hollow I hadn’t named. He stilled, buried to the hilt, his body pressed against my back, his mouth at my ear. “Fuck,” he breathed. “You feel… unbelievable.”

Then he started to move.

He set a deep, pounding rhythm from the start, no gentle buildup. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he drove into me. Each thrust punched a gasp from my lungs. The sound of our bodies meeting, skin slapping skin, filled the small, hot room, mingling with the mechanical hum. I was bent over a fucking dryer, being fucked by my stepson, and it was the most alive, most present I’d felt in years.

“You like that?” he grunted, his pace increasing. “You like how I fuck you?”

“Yes!” It was a sob. A surrender.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned. “So fucking perfect.” One hand slid around my hip, his fingers finding my clit again, rubbing in time with his thrusts. The dual sensation was devastating—the deep, internal stretch and the bright, focused friction. I felt another orgasm coiling, a tight, hot spiral in my core.

“Come for me again,” he commanded, his voice guttural. “Come on my cock.”

His words, filthy and exact, shattered me. I screamed into the laundry-folds as the second climax tore through me, a white-hot detonation that left me blind and shuddering. My inner muscles clenched around him, milking him, and with a final, ragged shout, he followed me over, his body slamming into mine as he emptied himself deep inside.

He collapsed against my back, his forehead between my shoulder blades, his breath hot and ragged on my skin. We stayed like that, joined, the only sounds our panting and the steady hum of the dryer.

Slowly, gently, he pulled out. I felt the warm rush of his release trickle down my inner thigh. The reality of what we’d just done washed over me, cold and sobering.

He turned me around, his hands gentle on my face now. He searched my eyes. “Okay?”

I nodded, unable to speak. I was more than okay. I was ruined.

He kissed me, softly this time. A kiss of aftermath. Then he handed me my bunched-up panties. I stepped into them, my legs weak. He fastened his jeans, watching me.

“He’ll be home in an hour,” Dylan said, his voice back to normal, though roughened.

I just stared at him. The cocky son was gone. In his place was the man who had just made me come twice on a laundry room appliance. My mind was static, a blank screen.

He cupped my cheek, his thumb stroking my bottom lip. “This stays here,” he said, his voice low but firm. “Our secret.”

I nodded again. What else was there to do?

He left then, without another word. I heard his footsteps fade down the hall, then the quiet click of his bedroom door.

I stood in the laundry room, the scent of sex and clean linen hanging in the air. My body hummed with a deep, sated ache between my legs. My mind was a whirlwind of terror and a fierce, wild elation.

I had crossed a line there was no coming back from. My marriage was three days old. And I had just let my husband’s son fuck me senseless over a dryer.

The rational part of me screamed in silent panic. The rest of me, the part that had been dormant for so long, thrummed with a savage, undeniable joy.

I cleaned up quickly, wiped down the dryer’s warm surface. I finished putting away the linens with trembling hands. By the time Mark came home, carrying the scent of steak and cigars, I was on the sofa, a book open in my lap, my heart a caged, frantic thing.

“Hey, darling,” he said, dropping a kiss on my head. “Everything okay?”

“Fine,” I said, my voice miraculously steady. “Just reading.”

He went upstairs to change. I stared at the words on the page, seeing nothing.

Dylan left that night. I heard his car start in the driveway, the crunch of gravel under tires. He didn’t come to say goodbye. I didn’t expect him to.

The house was quiet. Just Mark and me. A newlywed couple in their beautiful, empty museum.

I lay in bed beside my sleeping husband, staring at the ceiling. The phantom feeling of Dylan’s hands on my hips, his mouth on my skin, his cock buried inside me, played on a relentless loop in my mind. The secret sat inside me, a burning, living weight in my chest.

It was over, I told myself. A moment of madness. A heat-of-the-moment mistake that would never, could never, happen again.

He was gone. Back to his life. I was here, in mine.

The restlessness was gone. In its place was a hollow, yearning quiet.

And the terrifying, thrilling knowledge that a line, once crossed, could never be uncrossed. It only showed you the path to the other side.


Chapter 2 — Collision Course

A week passed. The hollow quiet I’d felt that first night didn’t fade; it deepened, settled into the walls, the air, the very grain of the hardwood. Dylan was back, a constant, humming presence in the house. He moved through it with an infuriating, effortless ownership that made my skin prickle and tighten, as if my own body were a too-small suit. We orbited each other, our paths crossing in the sterile, sun-drenched spaces of Mark’s—our—home, each intersection a silent, charged collision.

It was always something small. Him emerging from his bathroom, a towel slung low on his hips, beads of water clinging to the sculpted planes of his chest and stomach, just as I was passing to the laundry room. Me, bent over the open dishwasher, loading glasses, the cool porcelain smooth under my fingers, acutely aware of him pausing in the kitchen doorway to watch. He’d stand there, silent, until he finally retrieved a water bottle from the fridge, the glass door fogging under his grip. The air would thicken, dense with everything we weren’t saying, everything we’d already done. My heart would hammer a frantic, percussive rhythm against the cage of my ribs. He’d give me a slow, knowing smirk—a ghost of the arrogant boy from the wedding night—and then move on, leaving me flushed, furious, and gasping for a breath that wouldn’t come.

I told myself the fury was righteous. He was disrespectful. Cocky. He was playing a game I hadn’t agreed to play, moving pieces on a board I hadn’t even seen.

But late at night, lying beside Mark’s softly snoring form, the duvet heavy and stifling, I knew the truth. The fury was at myself. Because I listened for him. I tracked the creak of his floorboards, the hum of his shower, the click of his door. I chose my moments to go downstairs, calculating the time, hoping and dreading with equal fervor that he’d be there. The live coal from that first night still glowed in my gut, fed by every stolen glance, every near-miss that sent a jolt through my nerves.

Mark, blissfully oblivious, announced the trip over dinner on Friday.

“Three weeks in Singapore,” he said, slicing into his pork chop with precise, surgical cuts. “The client insists I handle the contract signing personally. Big money, darling. It’ll set us up nicely.”

My fork clattered against my plate, a sharp, discordant sound. “Three weeks?”

“Mmm. Leaving Monday.” He looked at Dylan, who was shovelling mashed potatoes with a studied nonchalance that didn’t reach his eyes. “You’ll hold down the fort, son? Keep an eye on things?”

Dylan’s eyes flicked to me, a brief, searing glance, then back to his father. “Sure. No problem.”

“Sienna can manage, of course,” Mark said, patting my hand with dry, proprietary fingers. “But it’s good to have a man in the house. Security.”

The phrase ‘man in the house’ hung in the air between us, absurd and dangerous, a thin veneer over a chasm. I felt Dylan’s gaze on me, heavy and assessing, a physical weight on my skin. I kept my eyes on my plate, on the congealing gravy, and murmured, “Of course.”

That weekend was a study in excruciating politeness. Mark packed, laying out rows of crisp shirts and tailored suits. I helped, folding the fine cotton, my mind a thousand miles away, my fingers moving on autopilot. Dylan made himself scarce, coming and going with his friends, the roar of his car engine a violent punctuation mark to the thick silence of my tension.

Sunday night, Mark took me to bed early. His lovemaking was familiar, efficient, a comfortable routine that left me staring at the textured ceiling long after he’d fallen asleep, his snores a soft rumble beside me. My body felt untouched, sterile; an itch beneath my skin screamed for a different kind of friction—rough, demanding, unforgiving. I thought of hard muscle and hungry hands and the sharp, clean scent of male sweat. I bit my lip until I tasted the bright, metallic copper of blood, disgust coiling sour in my throat.

Monday morning, the house was a whirlwind of departure. The car service arrived at six, idling in the dawn light. Mark kissed me goodbye at the door, a dry peck on the cheek that left a patch of skin feeling papery and cold. “Be good,” he said, with a wink that felt patronizing, dismissive.

“Always am,” I whispered, the lie ash on my tongue.

He turned to Dylan, who was leaning against the doorjamb, a cup of coffee steaming in his hand. “Look after her.”

Dylan nodded, his expression unreadable, a mask of polite neutrality. “Safe travels, Dad.”

And then he was gone. The black sedan slid soundlessly down the driveway, a sleek shadow swallowed by the trees. The automatic gates swung shut with a final, echoing clang of metal on metal.

Silence. Deep, profound, terrifying silence.

I stood in the grand foyer, the marble floor biting cold through the thin soles of my feet. I was alone in the museum. Except I wasn’t.

I felt him before I saw him—a shift in the air, a heat at my back. I turned slowly, my movements deliberate.

Dylan was still in the doorway, watching me. He hadn’t moved. He took a slow, deliberate sip of his coffee, his eyes never leaving mine over the rim of the mug. The early morning light cut across the hall in a sharp, gold blade, painting him in stark relief of light and shadow. He was wearing grey sweatpants and nothing else. The defined V of his hips, the trail of dark hair leading down from his navel into the low-slung waistband—it was all a deliberate, blatant display. A challenge thrown at my feet.

“Well,” he said, his voice a low rasp that sandpapered the quiet. “Here we are.”

I crossed my arms, a flimsy shield over my pounding heart. “Here we are. I have things to do. You should… get ready for class.”

He smiled, a slow, lazy curve of his lips that didn’t touch his eyes. “No class today. Professor cancelled.”

“Then I’m sure you have other things.”

“I do.” He pushed off from the doorjamb, the movement fluid and predatory. He took a step toward me. The space between us, vast a moment ago, suddenly felt claustrophobic, the air thinning. “We need to talk about the laundry room.”

Every nerve ending fired, a cascade of sparks up my spine. I forced my tone to ice. “There’s nothing to talk about. It was a mistake. It’s over.”

“Is it?” Another step. He was close enough now that I could smell the dark, bitter coffee on his breath, the clean, soapy scent of his skin layered underneath. “Because it doesn’t feel over. It feels like we’re just getting started.”

My breath caught, a sharp hitch in my throat. “Dylan, stop.”

“Why?” The question was simple, blunt, a stone dropped into still water. “You wanted it then. You want it now. I can see it. Your pulse is jumping in your throat. You’re practically vibrating.”

“I’m your father’s wife.” The words sounded hollow, a cheap script I was failing to sell.

“You’re a woman,” he corrected, his voice dropping to a gravelly murmur. “And I’m the man who made you come so hard you had to bite your own hand to keep from screaming the house down. Remember that?”

A flash of memory—the hot metal of the dryer searing into my back, his mouth savage and demanding on mine, the world narrowing to the relentless, punishing drive of his hips. Heat, sudden and liquid, flooded my core. I took an unsteady step back, my heel connecting with the bottom step of the staircase. “That was… a lapse. A moment of insanity. It won’t happen again.”

He closed the final distance, not touching me, but crowding me with the sheer, radiating heat of his presence. “Yeah,” he breathed, his eyes darting to my lips, then back up, holding my gaze. “You keep telling yourself that.”

He didn’t move to kiss me. He just stood there, letting the tension coil, tighten, stretch to a hair-trigger breaking point. Then, he smirked, turned on his heel, and walked away, toward the kitchen. “I’m making eggs. You want some?”

I stood there, trembling, my body throbbing with a denied, aching want so fierce it felt like pain. I hated him. I wanted to claw the arrogant certainty from his eyes. I wanted to drag him to the floor and ride him, hard and fast, until neither of us could remember our own names.

I went upstairs instead. I took a cold shower, the needles of water doing nothing to slake the fire under my skin.

The next few days were a slow, sweet torture. The house was our shared cage, every room a reminder. He’d leave his things around—a weightlifting belt draped over the living room chair like a shed skin, a textbook splayed open on the kitchen island, equations swimming before my unfocused eyes. I’d find myself tracing the deep imprint of his body on the couch cushions after he’d gotten up, the fabric still warm.

Wednesday, he was in the pool.

I saw him from the kitchen window. He was swimming laps, a powerful, easy stroke that cut through the turquoise water with minimal splash. I told myself I was just getting a glass of water. I lingered, the cool glass forgotten in my hand. He hauled himself out at the shallow end, water sluicing off the hard, defined planes of his body in liquid sheets. He was wearing black swim trunks, low on his hips. He pushed his wet hair back from his forehead, his chest heaving with the pull of oxygen. Then he looked straight up at the window, his gaze finding mine unerringly.

I ducked back, my heart a wild drum against my ribs. Had he seen me? Of course he had. The knowledge was a hot brand in my stomach.

That evening, I decided to do laundry. A normal, mundane task. A reclamation of domestic peace. I gathered the towels from our en suite and the guest rooms, the fabric soft and plush. I hesitated outside Dylan’s closed door. His towel from the pool would be in there, damp and smelling of chlorine and his particular, unsettling scent.

I knocked. No answer. I pushed the door open.

His room was surprisingly neat. A king-sized bed, made with military precision. A dark wood desk covered in engineering textbooks and a powerful-looking laptop, screen dark. A shelf of trophies from what looked like high school football and track. The air smelled like him—clean cotton, a crisp deodorant, and something underneath, uniquely, indefinably male. My pulse fluttered, a trapped bird in my wrist.

His towel was on the floor by the bed. I bent to pick it up, the terrycloth damp and cool, and my eyes fell on a pair of black boxer briefs discarded carelessly beside it. My face flushed, heat rising up my neck. This was an intimacy I hadn’t bargained for, a glimpse behind a curtain I had no right to draw. I snatched the towel, adding it to my pile with clumsy hands, and fled the room, the door clicking shut too loudly behind me.

Down in the laundry room, the scene of the crime, I sorted mechanically. Whites. Colors. Delicates. I loaded the first wash, my hands shaking so badly the detergent cap rattled against the bottle. The memory of him pressing me against the vibrating dryer was so vivid I could almost feel the rumble through my bones, the heat of his body branded against mine.

“Need some help?”

I jumped, spinning around. He was leaning in the doorway, just as he had that first time. He was wearing a thin white t-shirt that clung to the planes of his chest, and jeans that hung perfectly on his narrow hips. His arms were crossed, showcasing the defined, corded muscle of his biceps.

“I’m fine,” I said, too quickly, the words tripping over each other.

He walked in. The room was small. His presence made it feel microscopic, the walls pressing in. He picked up a stray sock from my basket, holding it between his fingers. “You went in my room.”

It wasn’t a question. I busied myself with the detergent, pretending to check the settings. “I was getting towels. For the wash.”

“Find what you were looking for?”

The implication was clear, a velvet-wrapped blade. I turned to face him, anger—or something hotter, darker—giving me a brittle courage. “Don’t flatter yourself.”

He grinned, a flash of white teeth in the dim light. “Oh, I don’t have to.” He took a step closer, shrinking the space further. “You’re doing plenty of that for me.”

“You’re unbelievable.”

“And you’re a terrible liar.” He reached out, not for me, but to tuck a stray strand of my hair behind my ear. His fingers brushed my cheek, a whisper of contact. It was the first time he’d touched me since that night. A simple, devastating point of connection. I froze, my blood seeming to stall in my veins. “Your breathing changes when I’m near you. It goes shallow, here.” His thumb stroked the heated skin just below my ear, a slow, maddening circle. “Your pupils dilate. You get this little flush, right along your collarbone. It’s the most honest thing about you.”

I was drowning in his gaze, in the dark intent I saw there. The washer chugged to life behind me with a heavy, rotating thump, a mundane soundtrack to the final unraveling of my resistance. “Dylan…”

“Say it,” he whispered, his face inches from mine, his breath warm against my lips. “Tell me to stop. Tell me to leave. Say the words, Sienna, and I walk out that door. I won’t touch you again.”

The out was there, clean and simple. The right thing. The only thing.

My lips parted. A soft, soundless exhale was the only reply.

He saw the surrender in my eyes, in the helpless parting of my mouth. A dark, triumphant satisfaction flooded his features, sharpening them. “That’s what I thought.”

His mouth crashed down on mine.

It wasn’t like the first kiss, which had been a surprise, an ambush in the dark. This was a conquest. It was hungry and demanding and it tasted like victory and coffee and him. A low, raw groan ripped from his throat as his hands came up to frame my face, his fingers tangling fiercely in my hair, tilting my head back. I didn’t hesitate. My arms wound around his neck, pulling him closer, my body arching into the solid, unyielding wall of his chest. The rational world—the wedding, Mark, the house, the crushing wrongness of it—dissolved into a mosaic of pure sensation: the scrape of his teeth, the heat of his tongue, the press of his hard body against mine.

His tongue swept into my mouth, claiming, exploring. I met him stroke for stroke, a matching, desperate hunger rising in me, sharp and slick. My hands slid down his back, feeling the powerful muscles flex and cord under the thin cotton of his shirt. I wanted skin. I needed it. I yanked the hem of his t-shirt up, breaking the kiss just long enough to pull it over his head and throw it aside, a white flag discarded on the floor.

He was magnificent. Tan, sculpted, a landscape of lean muscle and smooth skin stretched over bone. I ran my hands over the hard plate of his chest, the ridged plane of his abdomen, my thumbs tracing the deep cuts that defined his hips. He watched me, his eyes hooded, dark with want, his breath coming in fast, ragged pulls.

“You,” he growled, the sound vibrating through my palms where they rested on his skin, “are wearing too many clothes.”

His fingers found the buttons of my silk blouse. They stumbled in his haste, a fumble of knuckles against silk, and with a low growl of impatience he simply gripped the front and tore. Buttons scattered like tiny teeth, pinging against the washer and skittering across the tile. The cool, still air of the room kissed my bare skin, and I gasped. He stared at my lace-covered breasts, his gaze devouring.

“Fuck,” he exhaled, the word humid against my neck. He bent his head, his mouth closing over the lace, sucking my nipple through the delicate fabric. The wet, abrasive drag of it—lace and tongue and eager pressure—wrenched a cry from my throat. My knees gave; he caught me, one strong arm banding around my waist, hauling me against him, his other hand cupping my breast, kneading with a possessiveness that left me breathless.

“Dylan… the door…” I panted.

He released my breast with a final, lingering lick that left the lace dark and translucent. “Locked it on my way in.”

Of course he had. The calculation of it, the sheer, arrogant forethought, sent a fresh spear of heat straight through my core. He made quick work of my trousers, pushing them and my panties down my legs in one rough, efficient motion. I kicked them away, standing naked before him except for the ruined blouse hanging open from my shoulders.

He stepped back, his eyes raking over me from head to toe. The look in them was pure, unadulterated worship etched with carnal hunger. “Look at you,” he said, his voice gravel-thick. “Jesus, Sienna.”

Then his hands were on me—palms rough on my hips, fingers digging into my waist, thumbs tracing the undersides of my breasts. He lifted me, setting me on top of the vibrating dryer just as he had before. The metal was warm, humming a steady, insistent rhythm against my bare thighs and ass. He stood between my spread legs, his hands roaming my hips, my waist, the swell of my breasts. He leaned in and kissed me again, deep and searching, as his fingers found the slick heat between my thighs.

I jolted at the contact. He made a dark, satisfied sound against my lips. “So ready for me,” he murmured, sliding a finger through my soaked folds. “Always so fucking ready.”

He pushed one finger inside me, then a second, curling them in a slow, deliberate corkscrew. I gasped, my head falling back against the cabinets behind me with a soft thud. He watched my face as he fucked me with his fingers, his own arousal a hard, urgent ridge straining against the denim of his jeans. “You like that? Like being stretched?”

I could only nod, my hips rocking against his hand in a helpless, ancient rhythm.

“Tell me,” he commanded, his voice sandpaper-rough. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “God, yes, Dylan.”

He added a third finger, stretching me wide, filling me with a delicious, aching fullness. The heel of his hand ground against my clit, and white light fractured behind my closed eyelids. I was climbing fast, too fast, my body coiling into a tense, trembling wire.

“Not yet,” he said, withdrawing his fingers. A whimper of protest tore from my throat. He brought his wet fingers to his mouth, sucking them clean with a slow, deliberate pull, his eyes locked on mine. The obscene intimacy of it, the raw claim in the gesture, made my inner muscles clench violently around nothing.

He undid his jeans, pushing them and his boxer briefs down just enough to free his cock. It stood thick and hard against his stomach, the head flushed a dark, angry purple and already beaded with pearl-like moisture. He stroked himself once, twice, his gaze never leaving my face, a visual caress as potent as touch.

“Do you want this?” he asked, the words a gravelly challenge. He positioned himself at my entrance, the blunt head nudging against my soaked opening. “I need to hear you say it. Now.”

This was the threshold. The spoken consent, the whispered treason. I looked into his fierce, hungry face and let every pretense, every careful lie, slough away.

“Yes,” I said, the word clear and sure. “I want you. I want your cock inside me. Now.”

A shudder racked his frame. With a groan of pure, unvarnished relief, he drove into me in one smooth, deep, claiming stroke.

The sensation of being filled by him, so completely, stole the breath from my lungs. He was big, stretching me perfectly, hitting a place deep inside that sparked with electric, blinding pleasure. He held himself there, sunk into me as deep as he could go, his forehead resting against mine, our panting breaths mingling in the humid air.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the word reverent. “You feel… unbelievable.”

Then he began to move.

It was nothing like the frantic, desperate coupling of our first time. This was deliberate. Measured. He pulled almost all the way out, until just the swollen head remained, then sank back in with a slow, devastating roll of his hips that made my toes curl. Each stroke was a separate sentence—a promise, a punishment, a prayer. The dryer vibrated beneath me, a constant, industrial hum that amplified every sensation coursing through my veins.

He set a rhythm that was both brutal and tender, a study in controlled hunger. One hand gripped my hip, holding me in place against the machine’s vibrations, the other tangled in my hair, tilting my head back to expose the column of my throat. He kissed my neck, my collarbone, his teeth grazing my skin with a hint of bite. I clung to his shoulders, my nails digging half-moons into the hard muscle there, my legs locked around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper with every thrust.

“Don’t hide from me,” he growled. “Not now.”

I opened my eyes, meeting his. The intensity there was terrifying. It wasn’t just lust. It was something more profound, something that saw straight through the fragile façade of my marriage, my life, and wanted me anyway. Wanted me because of the cracks.

“You’re mine like this,” he said, his pace quickening, deepening. The wet slap of our bodies, the slick, rhythmic sounds of our joining, filled the small, tiled room. “Say it.”

I couldn’t deny him. Not now. “Yours,” I gasped, the syllable ragged. “Like this.”

He drove into me harder, faster, surrendering the last shreds of his control. The world narrowed to the primal feeling of him pounding into my core, the exquisite friction of my clit against him with every stroke, the tight, hot spiral of my own release winding inexorably tighter.

“I’m gonna come,” he warned, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

“Me too,” I cried out, the words a broken chant. “Don’t stop, please, Dylan, don’t stop!”

It was the permission he needed. His thrusts became erratic, powerful pistons. He reached between us, his thumb finding my clit and pressing hard in relentless, tight circles. The dual assault—the deep, full sensation and the targeted, brutal pressure—shattered my last thread of composure.

My orgasm tore through me, violent and blinding, a supernova in the dark space behind my eyes. I screamed, my back arching off the humming dryer, my vision dissolving into static. The waves of my release seemed to go on and on, each pulse milking him, pulling him deeper into the convulsing heat.

With a raw, guttural shout that echoed off the tiles, he followed me. He slammed into me one last, final time, holding himself deep as he came, his body shuddering violently against mine. I felt the hot, liquid rush of his release inside me, and the aftershocks of my own pleasure magnified, wringing a final, broken sob from my throat.

He collapsed against me, his head buried in the crook of my neck, his breath hot and ragged on my damp skin. We stayed tangled like that for a long time, limbs intertwined, the only sounds our slowing breaths and the steady, mundane hum of the washing machine completing its cycle.

Slowly, the real world began to seep back through the cracks. The cool, clinical air on my sweat-slicked skin. The unyielding metal, now warming from my body heat, beneath me. The incongruous, clean scent of laundry detergent layered over the musk of sex.

He lifted his head, his eyes searching mine. The fierce triumph was gone, replaced by a quiet, stunned wonder. He brushed a damp strand of hair from my cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle.

No one spoke. The silence was heavier now, loaded with the gravity of what we’d just done. The words we’d just said.

He was still inside me. He shifted, softening, and slipped out with a faint, wet sound. A stark, physical reminder of the intimacy we’d just shared. I felt exposed, flayed open, my body humming with a satisfaction so profound it felt like a new, deeper kind of emptiness.

He helped me down from the dryer, his hands firm yet gentle on my waist. My legs trembled, unreliable. He held me steady for a long moment, then bent to retrieve his clothes. He pulled on his boxer briefs and jeans, his movements slow, deliberate. He picked up his t-shirt but didn’t put it on, just held the crumpled fabric in one fist.

I gathered my own discarded clothes, holding the ruined blouse closed over my breasts. I felt suddenly, acutely vulnerable. The stepmother. The adulteress. Caught naked and wanton in a laundry room with her husband’s grown son.

He watched me, his expression unreadable in the fluorescent light. “Sienna…”

A sharp, electronic buzz sliced through the tension. It was his phone, vibrating on the counter where he’d left it. The screen lit up, casting a cold blue glow across his face.

He glanced at it, and his expression shifted, closed. A shadow of something—disappointment, worry—passed over his features. He looked from the phone to me, a silent war playing out in the depths of his eyes.

He took a step toward the counter, his hand reaching for the buzzing device.

He didn’t answer it. He simply stared at the screen as it buzzed, then fell silent, going to voicemail. The absence of sound it left behind was somehow louder than the ring.

“Who was it?” I asked, my voice scraped raw.

“A friend.” He picked up the phone, swiped the notification away with a sharp movement, and set it back down face-first on the counter. “It doesn’t matter.”

But it did. The spell was broken. The tight, hot bubble of our mutual need popped, and the cold, complicated reality rushed back in to fill the vacuum. I pulled my trousers on, my hands trembling so badly I could barely manage the button. My blouse was destroyed; I held the torn edges together as I cast around for something to cover myself with, finally snatching a clean, folded towel from the top of the laundry basket. I wrapped it around my torso like a sarong, tucking the end securely.

He watched me, his t-shirt still dangling from his fingers. “You’re running again.”

“I’m not running,” I said, but it was a lie so transparent the air thinned around it. I was already halfway out the door in my head, already composing the excuses. “This was… we can’t…”

“We just did.” He took a step toward me, his bare chest a taunting landscape of muscle and heat. “And you loved it. You came harder than I’ve ever felt anyone come.”

“Stop.” The word was a plea, feeble and desperate.

He ran a hand through his disheveled hair, frustration etching new lines onto his handsome, troubled face. “Why? Why do you have to make this so fucking complicated?”

“Complicated?” A sound halfway between a laugh and a sob bubbled in my throat. “Dylan, I’m married to your father. He’s on a plane right now, probably thinking about what he’ll bring me from his trip. That’s not complicated, that’s a nuclear bomb waiting to detonate.”

“He’s not here,” Dylan said, his voice low and intense, a current under still water. “We are. And we want each other. It’s the simplest fucking equation in the world.”

Nothing about it felt simple. The evidence of what we’d done was a slick, cooling presence between my thighs, a secret already curdling into a hard knot of guilt. I shook my head, backing toward the door, the towel clutched tight. “I need to… I need to get dressed.”

I fled upstairs, leaving him standing shirtless and stormy-eyed in the middle of the laundry room. In my bathroom, I locked the door and leaned against it, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. I forced myself to look in the mirror. My lips were swollen and dark, my hair a wild tangle, a faint, red mark blooming on the side of my neck where his stubble had scraped my skin. I looked thoroughly, undeniably, gloriously fucked.

I turned on the shower, cranking the handle to scalding, and stepped under the punishing spray, scrubbing at my skin with a loofah until it pinkened, as if I could scour away the memory of his hands, his mouth, his cock. But the memory was planted deep now, rooted in muscle and bone. I leaned my forehead against the cool tile, letting the near-boiling water pound against my back until the skin protested.

When I emerged, wrapped in a thick terrycloth robe, the house was preternaturally silent. I crept to my bedroom—mine and Mark’s bedroom—and dressed in simple black leggings and an oversized oatmeal-colored sweater. Armor.

He was in the kitchen when I padded downstairs, wearing a fresh grey t-shirt, scrambling eggs at the stove as if the world hadn’t just tipped off its axis. The scent of melted butter and toasted bread filled the air, a bizarre, comforting slice of mundane domesticity.

“Hungry?” he asked without turning around.

“No.”

“You should eat.” He plated the fluffy yellow eggs, added two slices of perfectly browned toast, and set the plate on the marble island beside a tall glass of orange juice. He stood across from me, his powerful arms crossed over his chest. “Sit. Eat.”

It was so commanding, so utterly unlike anything Mark would ever do—Mark who would have asked, cajoled, negotiated—that I found myself pulling out a stool and sitting. I picked at the eggs with a fork. They were perfect, just the right side of soft. He watched me, his gaze unwavering, until I took a real, reluctant bite.

“We need rules,” I said finally, pushing the half-eaten plate away.

He raised one dark eyebrow. “Rules.”

“Yes. If… if this is going to happen again.” The admission slipped out, a whispered treason that sealed my fate in the quiet kitchen.

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face, transforming it from handsome to dangerously beautiful. “So it is going to happen again.”

I ignored him. “We have to be smart. Discreet. No one can ever know. Not a hint.”

“Obviously.”

“No marks where they can be seen.” My hand went to my neck.

He nodded, his eyes following the movement. “Agreed.”

“And… and it stays here. In this house. It’s just… a thing. For while he’s gone.” The words tasted like ash, but I had to say them. I had to build a wall, however flimsy, between this insanity and the rest of my life.

His smile thinned. “A thing.”

“Yes. A temporary arrangement. When Mark comes back, it ends. Clean. No drama.”

He studied me, gaze scraping over my face. Then he shrugged, a fluid, careless motion. “Fine. Your rules.”

A hollow victory bloomed in my chest, cold and empty. “Good.”

“My turn,” he said, leaning forward on the island, closing the distance between us. “My rule is: no pretending. When we’re in this house, you don’t get to be my stepmother. You don’t get to pull rank or hide behind that wedding ring.” He reached out, his fingers brushing the bare skin of my wrist where my sweater had ridden up. “You’re Sienna. I’m Dylan. We want each other. That’s the only thing that matters in here.”

His touch sparked a current that jolted up my arm. I snatched my hand back, skin tingling. “Fine.”

He straightened up, his plate empty. “Good. Now that’s settled, I’ve got class. Don’t wait up.”

He snatched his backpack and was out the door, the front door closing with a soft click behind him. I sat at the island for a long time, staring at the congealing eggs, the full glass of juice. The house stretched around me, silent and cavernous.



The rules lasted approximately thirty-six hours.

It wasn’t a conscious decision to break them. It was an accident, a collision of needs. Thursday afternoon, a storm rolled in, the sky darkening to an early twilight. Thunder rumbled in the distance. I was in the living room, trying to lose myself in a book, but every creak of the old house made me jump.

I heard his key in the door, the shuffle of him dropping his bag. My body went taut, a plucked string. He appeared in the doorway, his hair damp from the rain just starting to patter against the windows.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey.”

He looked out the window. “Storm’s coming in fast.”

“Looks like it.”

He walked over to the bar cart, poured two fingers of Mark’s scotch, and knocked it back. He poured another and brought it to me. “You look like you need this.”

I took the glass, our fingers brushing. “Thanks.”

He sank into the far end of the sofa, leaving a respectable cushion between us. We drank in silence, watching the rain lash the windows. The air between us thickened, not with sex now, but with a shared, unspoken understanding—the strange limbo we inhabited.

“I hate thunderstorms,” I admitted quietly. “Always have.”

“Why?”

“They feel… chaotic. Out of control.” I took a sip, the liquor burning a warm path down my throat.

“Control is overrated,” he said, his eyes on the storm.

Another clap of thunder, closer this time, made me flinch. The lights flickered.

“Great,” Dylan muttered. A moment later, they went out completely, plunging the room into deep grey gloom.

The sudden darkness was absolute. The hum of the refrigerator ceased, leaving only the sound of the driving rain.

“Power’s out,” he stated unnecessarily. “Probably a tree down on the line. Stay here, I’ll get candles.”

I listened to his footsteps crossing the dark room—sure, confident. He returned a minute later with a few pillar candles from the dining room and a lighter. He placed them on the coffee table, the small flames casting dancing shadows across his face. The intimate glow made the vast room feel small, a cave just for us.

He sat back down, closer this time. The scent of rain and scotch and him filled the space between us.

“Better?” he asked.

I nodded, unable to speak. The fear of the storm had melted into a different kind of trembling.

He reached out and took my empty glass from my hand, setting it aside.

Then his hand found mine in the semi-darkness, his fingers threading through mine. It wasn’t a move toward sex. It was simple, human contact.

And it unraveled me, thread by thread.

I turned to him, my eyes searching his in the candlelight. No smirk, no challenge. Just a quiet, waiting intensity.

“The rule about no pretending,” I whispered.

“Yeah?”

“I’m pretending right now.” The confession felt like pulling a thorn from deep in my flesh. “I’m pretending I don’t want you to kiss me again.”

He didn’t hesitate. He leaned in, and his lips met mine, soft this time, questioning. It was a kiss that asked for permission, not one that demanded surrender. I gave it. I opened to him, a sigh escaping me as his tongue touched mine. The taste of scotch and Dylan was an intoxicating mix.

He pulled me onto his lap, my legs straddling his thighs on the wide sofa. The thick, soft fabric of my sweater was a frustrating barrier. He pushed it up, his hands sliding underneath to find my bare skin. I gasped into his mouth as his palms smoothed up my back.

“I want to see you,” he murmured against my lips. “All of you. In the light.”

He took my hand and stood, leading me through the dark house. We didn’t go to a bedroom. He led me to the sunroom at the back of the house, a glass-walled space filled with lush plants. The storm raged outside, lightning illuminating the garden in stark, silver flashes. We stood inside the heart of the chaos.

He turned to face me. “Take off your clothes.”

The command, spoken softly in the near-dark, was more powerful than any shout. My hands went to the hem of my sweater. I pulled it over my head, letting it drop to the tile floor. My leggings and underwear followed. I stood before him, naked in the flickering light, the rain a deafening drumbeat on the glass roof.

He drank me in, his gaze a physical caress. Then he undressed, his movements deliberate. His cock was already hard, standing thick and eager against his stomach. He stepped closer, his hands coming to rest on my hips.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said, the words almost lost in a rumble of thunder. “It’s fucking unfair.”

He lowered his head and took my nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply. I cried out, my fingers tangling in his hair. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his tongue and teeth leaving me shaking. He kissed a trail down my stomach, his hands guiding me gently backward until my legs hit the low, cushioned chaise lounge.

“Lie back,” he said.

I did. The cushions were cool against my heated skin. He knelt on the floor between my spread legs. The first touch of his tongue to my clit made me arch off the chaise. He held my hips down, his mouth devouring me with a focused, relentless intensity. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving inside me, then circling my sensitive bud. He used his fingers too, sliding two inside me, curling them just right.

“Dylan… oh, god…” I chanted his name like a prayer to the storm.

He brought me to the edge quickly, expertly, then backed off, letting me fall back. He did it again, and again, until I was sobbing, my hands fisted in the cushions. “Please,” I begged. “Please, I need…”

“What do you need?” he asked, his voice rough. He lifted his head, his chin glistening with my wetness.

“You. Inside me. Now.”

He rose over me, bracing himself on his arms. He positioned himself, the head of his cock nudging at my entrance. Lightning flashed, illuminating his face—all sharp angles and fierce desire.

“Tell me you’re mine,” he said, the words a low growl undercut by thunder.

In that moment, in the storm’s heart, with his body poised to join with mine, I meant it. “I’m yours.”

He thrust home.

It was slower than the laundry room, deeper. The chaise gave beneath us, cradling me as he moved. He set a deep, grinding rhythm that stroked a spot inside me I hadn’t known existed. Every push made me see stars. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, taking him deeper.

He leaned down to kiss me, the taste of my own pleasure on his lips.

“Touch yourself,” he breathed into my mouth. “Show me how you like it.”

My face flushed, but the command, coupled with the relentless drive of his cock, was too potent to resist. I slid a hand between our bodies, my fingers finding my swollen clit. The moment I touched myself, a shockwave of sensation tore through me. I gasped, my eyes flying open.

“That’s it,” he groaned, watching my face. “Look at you. So fucking hot.”

The combination of his thrusts, my own fingers, and the raw approval in his voice sent me spiraling. My orgasm built, a tidal wave gathering force. “I’m close… Dylan, I’m so close…”

“Come for me,” he ordered, his pace becoming frantic. “Let go.”

The wave broke. My body convulsed around him, a silent scream tearing from my throat as pleasure, white-hot and shattering, ripped through every nerve. I clenched around his cock, milking him, pulling him over the edge with me.

He shouted, his body slamming into mine one final time as he came, his release pumping into me in hot, endless pulses. His full weight came down over me, pinning me into the mattress, and I hooked my heels against the backs of his thighs to keep him there as the aftershocks trembled through us both.

The storm began to ease, the rain softening to a gentle patter. He rolled to the side, pulling me with him so I lay draped across his chest. Our breathing slowed, syncing with the quieting rain.

No rules existed here. No pretenses. Just two bodies in the dark, bound by a secret more powerful than any storm.

He traced idle patterns on my bare back. “The power’s probably back on,”

he said after a while.

“I don’t care.”

He chuckled, the sound vibrating through his chest. “Me either.”

We lay there until the candles in the other room guttered out.

Eventually, we dressed in the dark and went our separate ways—him to his room, me to mine. The empty side of the king-sized bed felt colder than ever.



The next week passed in a blur of stolen moments. The “temporary arrangement” became our new, unspoken routine. We were careful, but not paranoid. We didn’t flaunt it, but we stopped hiding from each other.

He’d come into the kitchen while I was making coffee and press a kiss to the nape of my neck before taking his mug and leaving. I’d find him studying in the library and sit on the arm of his chair, my fingers carding through his hair until he pulled me into his lap. We fucked in the guest room shower, steam clouding the glass as he pinned me against the wall. We did it on the plush rug in front of the fireplace, the flames painting our skin gold.

The sex was varied, intense, and all-consuming. Sometimes it was fast and desperate, against a wall or on the kitchen island. Other times it was slow and exploratory, him taking hours to learn my body in his bed, the sheets tangled around us. He was an attentive, demanding lover.

He wanted to know what made me gasp, what made me beg, and he catalogued it all with a fierce concentration.

One afternoon, he spread me across the oversized media room sofa and worked my pussy with his mouth until my orgasm tore through me, silver sparks scattering behind my eyelids, his name fracturing into ragged syllables against my tongue. Afterward, while I lay liquid and spent, he traced a line of kisses up my stomach and murmured into the hollow of my throat, “I’m addicted to the taste of you.”

Guilt anchored itself low in my belly, a cold granite weight that settled each evening when Mark’s name illuminated my phone screen. I’d paint on a smile, chatter through the sanitized report of my day—Dylan recast as a courteous, barely-noticeable housemate. The instant the call ended, that stone would melt under the specific, simmering heat of Dylan’s stare from the far side of the room.

My authority, the fiction of being the adult in charge, crumbled a little more every day. He dismantled every pretense. He’d laugh when I turned prim, press me when I retreated behind my age or my title. Between the sheets, the power never settled. Sometimes I commanded him, rode him hard, set a brutal pace, my palms pinning his wrists into the mattress as his eyes burned with surrendered focus. Other times he seized control entirely, folding me over the arm of the couch and driving into me with a claiming, relentless hunger that left my muscles trembling.

Late on a Friday night, during one of those surrenders, the first complication announced itself.

We were on the living-room floor. I was braced on hands and knees; he knelt behind me, one hand knotted in my hair, the other digging into the curve of my hip as he thrust deeper. The room held only the blue-white wash of moonlight through the windows.

My phone, abandoned on the rug beside my knee, flashed. A text notification. Then another. And another.

Dylan didn’t break rhythm. “Ignore it.”

I tried. The buzzing was insistent, violent against the quiet. “Could be Mark,” I gasped.

He froze, fully seated inside me, not an inch of give between us. Silence stretched, taut. “Check it.”

I groped for the phone, my arm shuddering. The screen showed a cluster of messages, not from Mark, but from an unknown number. The preview text read: Hey Sienna! It’s Eleanor from next door. Saw your lights on late and wanted to…

I didn’t open it. I dropped the phone like it carried a live current. “The neighbor. Eleanor.”

Dylan withdrew, the sudden emptiness a physical shock. He sank back onto his heels and dragged a hand down his face. “Fuck.”

I scrambled for my robe, yanking the silk around my body. “What does she want?”

“Who the hell knows?” He stood and stepped into his boxers. “She’s always been a curtain-twitcher.”

A chill leaked into my marrow. “Did she…see anything? The windows…”

“They’re tinted. But from the right angle…” He moved to the window and peered out. “Her bedroom looks straight into this room. If she was watching.”

The fever of before evaporated, replaced by a sharp, tin-bright fear. We’d been stupid. Reckless. I remembered the rules I’d dictated—discretion, secrecy—and how we’d shattered them for the raw thrill.

My phone buzzed again on the rug. We both stared.

“Don’t answer,” Dylan said, his voice strained.

“I have to. Ignoring her looks weirder.” I picked up the phone, my fingers numb. I tapped the thread open.

Hey Sienna! It’s Eleanor from next door. Saw your lights on late and wanted to check in. Everything okay over there? Also, my book club is reading this fantastic thriller next week—thought you might like to join! Let me know! xo

It was benign. Neighborly. The timing felt like an indictment.

I turned the screen toward Dylan. He read it, his jawline hardening.

“She’s just being friendly,” I said, mostly to my own racing heart.

“Maybe.” He didn’t believe it. “Reply. Keep it normal.”

I tapped out a breezy, polite refusal, thanking her for the invite while claiming a prior commitment. I hit send, the action like sidestepping a blade.

The mood lay in pieces. We tidied up without speaking. The house no longer felt like a sanctuary; it felt like a display case under a naked bulb.

As I moved toward the staircase, his fingers closed around my wrist. “Sienna.”

I turned. The earlier ferocity had drained from his eyes, leaving only a reflection of the same dread coiled inside me.

“We’ll be more careful,” he said.

It sounded like a vow, or a penance, or both. I nodded, throat too tight for words, and slipped my hand free.

Upstairs, alone in my bed, the chill congealed into a hard, sick knot behind my ribs. This was the complication. The real world—with its nosy neighbors and fragile loyalties and consequences—was tapping on our door. And we’d been so loud, so swallowed by each other, we hadn’t heard the knocking.

I lay awake for hours, listening to the house breathe. The hollow quiet of the early days was gone. In its place hung a different silence—thick with secrets, and with the sure, slow certainty that they wouldn’t stay hidden forever.


Chapter 3 — The Breaking

The neighbor’s text hung in the air between us for days, a fine, cold mist that seeped into every gesture, every glance. We became ghosts in the house again, but this time, we were haunting each other. Dylan’s usual brash confidence had hardened into something watchful, simmering. He’d catch my eye from across the living room, his gaze a silent question I couldn’t answer. We were careful. Too careful. The reckless abandon of that first night felt like a fever dream, locked away now by the chill of a nosy neighbor with a camera phone and too much time on her hands.

But the want didn’t disappear. It curdled. It grew teeth.

It was Thursday, a week after the text, when the sky cracked open. I’d spent the afternoon pretending to work on a freelance design project at the dining table, watching the light bleed from gold into bruised purple. The first peal of thunder shook the windows, a deep, groaning sound that vibrated in the marrow of my ribs. Rain followed instantly, a deafening roar on the slate roof.

Power flickered once, twice, then died.

The house plunged into a deep, velvety gray. The only sounds were the punishing rain and the frantic hammering of my own heart. I sat frozen in the dark, my laptop screen a dead black eye.

“Sienna?”

His voice came from the kitchen doorway, closer than I expected. I jumped.

“Over here,” I said, my own voice thin.

I heard his footsteps on the tile, then the softer sound of them on the rug. A beam of light from his phone cut through the gloom, illuminating his hand, his arm, the sharp cut of his jaw. He looked like a statue carved from shadow.

“Transformer probably blew,” he said, moving the light away from his face. It swept over the table, over my hands clenched in my lap. “It’ll be out for a while.”

“Great,” I whispered, but the word was swallowed by another world-shaking crack of thunder.

He came around the table, not stopping until he was standing beside my chair. I could feel the heat coming off him, smell the clean scent of his soap mixed with the petrichor seeping in from outside. In the chaotic dark, the rules felt distant, abstract. The only real things were the storm and his proximity.

“You’re scared,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“Of the storm?” I tried to laugh. It came out a shaky breath.

“Of this.” His free hand gestured between us, the movement a blur in the low light. “Of getting caught. It’s all over your face every time I walk into a room.”

I had no defense. He was right. The fear was a live wire in my gut, but it was tangled inextricably with something else, something hotter and more imperative. The denial was a wall I was too tired to hold up anymore.

“Dylan,” I started, but the words died.

He knelt. Just like that, he went down on one knee beside my chair, putting his face level with mine. The phone light was pointed at the floor now, casting his features in stark, dramatic relief. His eyes were black pools, unreadable.

“Tell me to leave,” he said, his voice low and rough, a sound that vibrated deeper than the thunder. “Tell me to go to my room, lock the door, and not come out until the power’s back. Say it, and I’ll go. I’ll leave you alone.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat was sealed shut by a pressure that had nothing to do with fear.

“You have to say it,” he pushed, his hand coming up to rest on the arm of my chair, his fingers a breath away from my skin. “Because if you don’t… I’m done playing scared. The neighbor isn’t here. He’s not here. It’s just this house. You and me. And this thing that’s been eating us alive since the day you moved in.”

His words were a key turning in a lock I’d kept heavily bolted. The pretense, the rationalizations, the guilt—they didn’t vanish, but they receded, drowned out by the simpler, more honest roar of need. It was just this house. Just him and me.

I didn’t tell him to leave.

Instead, I reached out. My hand, pale in the dim light, found his face. My fingertips traced the line of his jaw, the stubble rough against my skin. It was the first touch I had initiated since that night, and the air left his lungs in a sharp, quiet rush.

“I’m not scared of you,” I said, the truth of it solidifying as I spoke it.

“Then what are you scared of?”

“Myself.”

That was all the confession he needed. His hand came up and covered mine, pressing it against his cheek. Then he turned his head and pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to my palm. The sensation was so direct, so carnal, it shot straight through me, pooling into a heavy ache between my legs.

He stood, pulling me up with him. My body unfolded, colliding with his in the dark. There was no slow exploration this time, no hesitant first crossing. This was a surrender. His mouth found mine with a hunger that was almost violence, a claiming that I met with equal force. I kissed him back, my hands fisting in the soft cotton of his t-shirt, pulling him closer until not a sliver of light could pass between us.

The storm outside was nothing compared to the one we unleashed inside.

His hands were everywhere—tangling in my hair, sliding down my back to grip my ass, pulling my hips hard against his. I could feel the rigid line of his erection through his jeans, a blunt demand against my stomach. I rocked against it, a moan tearing from my throat into his mouth.

“Upstairs,” he growled against my lips, but it was a question.

“No.” The word was ragged. “Here. Now.”

I didn’t want the distance of the stairs, the formality of a bedroom. I wanted the reckless, dangerous heat of the ground floor, where anyone could have walked in an hour ago. I wanted to stain the propriety of the dining room with this.

A sound of pure approval rumbled in his chest. He guided me back until the edge of the table hit my thighs. He swept my laptop and papers aside with one arm, the sound of them crashing to the rug irrelevant. Then his hands were on the waistband of my leggings and my panties, dragging them down my legs in one rough motion. The air was cool on my exposed skin, but his touch was fire.

He broke the kiss to look down at me, his chest heaving. “You’re sure?”

“Yes,” I panted, the word a vow. “Dylan, yes.”

He made quick work of his own jeans, shoving them down just enough to free himself. In the gloom, I saw the thick, proud length of his cock, and my mouth watered. He saw me looking, and a wicked, triumphant smile touched his lips.

“See something you want?”

In answer, I wrapped my hand around him. He was hot and smooth as silk, hard as steel. A strangled groan escaped him, his head falling back. I stroked him once, twice, learning his weight, the velvety skin, the bead of moisture at his tip. I swiped my thumb over it, and his whole body jerked.

“Fuck, Sienna…”

He couldn’t wait. He nudged my legs wider with his knee, his hands gripping my hips. He positioned himself at my entrance, and I was already so wet, so ready, I could feel the slick heat of myself.

“Look at me,” he commanded, and I did.

He pushed inside.

It was a slow, devastating invasion. The fullness was breathtaking, a stretch that bordered on pain before melting into a pleasure so deep it felt ancient. My head fell back, a cry ripped from my throat.

“Eyes on me,” he repeated, his voice strained with the effort of control.

I forced my gaze back to his. In the shadows, his eyes were blazing. He began to move, a slow, deliberate roll of his hips that seated him even deeper. Each stroke was a claim, a confirmation. This was happening. We were doing this. Again.

The rhythm built quickly, the initial caution burning away in the furnace of mutual need. He drove into me, the table scraping against the floor with every thrust. The sounds were obscene—the wet slap of skin on skin, our ragged breaths, the low, continuous moan I couldn’t seem to stop. He leaned over me, bracing one hand on the table beside my head, the other gripping my thigh, hiking it higher around his waist to change the angle.

The new position hit a spot that made me see stars. “There,” I gasped. “Right there.”

“I know,” he breathed, his lips against my ear. “I remember.”

He did. He remembered every sound, every shudder I’d made that first night, and he used the knowledge ruthlessly. His thrusts became more precise, more punishingly effective. The coil inside me, the one that had been tightening for weeks, began to spiral out of control.

“I’m close,” I warned, my fingers digging into the hard muscles of his back.

“Come for me,” he ordered, his own rhythm starting to fracture. “Come all over my cock.”

The crude words, delivered in that voice rough with passion, were the final trigger. The orgasm ripped loose from somewhere low and unguarded, a bright, tearing release that clenched around him and milked his own undoing straight out of him. He drove deep, grinding into me as he came, a guttural shout muffled against my shoulder. I felt the hot pulse of him inside me, and the aftershocks rolled through us both, leaving us trembling and slick with sweat.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of our breathing and the relentless rain.

Slowly, he softened inside me. He didn’t pull away immediately, instead resting his forehead against mine, his breath warm on my face. The intimacy of it, in the aftermath of such raw fucking, was almost more shocking than the act itself.

When he finally slipped out, a cold emptiness followed. He righted his clothes, then gently helped me back into my leggings, his touch unexpectedly tender. He didn’t speak. The silence wasn’t awkward; it was saturated, thick with everything we’d just done and all the things we hadn’t said.

He found my hand in the dark and laced his fingers through mine. “Come on.”

He led me, not upstairs to my bedroom or his, but to the living room. He tugged me down onto the large, plush sofa, pulling me into his side. We sat in the dark, listening to the storm gradually soften into a steady downpour. His arm was around me, my head on his shoulder. It felt… domestic. Forbidden in a whole new way.

“So,” he said finally, his voice a rumble under my ear. “No more pretending.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a fact, laid bare in the aftermath.

“No,” I agreed, my voice hoarse. “No more pretending.”

“The rules change now,” he said. His hand stroked my arm, a slow, possessive sweep. “If we’re doing this… we do it. No more jumping at texts. No more hiding in our own rooms.”

“What are the new rules?” I asked, tracing the line of his collarbone with my finger.

He caught my hand, bringing it to his lips and kissing my knuckles. “Rule one: we don’t lie to each other. If you want me to stop, you say it. If I want you, I say it.”

“And if someone almost catches us?”

His body went still for a second. Then he said, “Then we deal with it. Together. But we don’t stop unless you say so.” He turned his head, his lips brushing my temple. “Do you want to stop, Sienna?”

I knew it was the last out. The final, clean exit before the point of no return. I looked up at him, at the fierce, beautiful certainty in his eyes, even in the dark. He was so young, so sure. And for the first time, I didn’t feel old next to him. I felt matched.

“No,” I said, the word clear and final. “I don’t want to stop.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. It was the smile of a man who’d won a game he’d been playing since the day I walked in. But as he leaned down to kiss me again, soft and lingering this time, I knew it wasn’t a game anymore. The playing was over. This was the main event.

The power came back on with a sudden, blinding shock.

Lights blazed to life in every room, the TV flickered on with a burst of sound, and the soft hum of the refrigerator resumed. We blinked, momentarily stunned, our secret, storm-dark world shattered by the glaring reality of a fully-lit, modern home.

We were exposed, tangled together on the couch, my clothes disheveled, his hair a mess from my hands. The room felt too bright, too seen.

Dylan was the first to move. He didn’t jump away. He simply untangled himself with a deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving mine. He stood, offering me his hand.

“Rule two,” he said, his voice back to that low, confident tone that twisted low in my belly. “We don’t act guilty.” He pulled me to my feet. “We’re adults. We live here. We can sit on a couch.”

He was right. But as I followed him into the now-bright kitchen, watching the powerful lines of his back, feeling the new, unspoken claim that vibrated in the air between us, I knew the real challenge had just begun. We weren’t just breaking the rules anymore.

We were writing our own. And the first test was just walking from the kitchen to the living room without feeling like I’d been branded.

I went to the sink, needing the mundane ritual. I filled a glass with water, drank it slowly, feeling his eyes on me the whole time. When I turned, he was leaning against the island, arms crossed, watching me with that new, unnerving ownership.

“Hungry?” he asked.

I wasn’t. My body still sang, sated in one way, ravenous in another. “Not really.”

“Good.” He pushed off the island and closed the distance between us in two strides. He took the glass from my hand, set it on the counter, and backed me against the sink. His hands came down on the cool granite on either side of my hips, caging me in. “Because I’m not done.”

The boldness left me breathless. “Rule two,” I managed, my voice barely a whisper. “We don’t act guilty.”

“This isn’t guilt.” He dipped his head, his lips grazing the sensitive spot just below my ear. “This is claiming what’s mine.”

The possessiveness should have rankled. Instead, it ignited a fresh, molten heat low in my belly. My head fell back, giving him better access. His mouth traveled down the column of my throat, nipping, sucking, marking a path that felt like a declaration. His hands left the counter and found the hem of my thin t-shirt, sliding underneath to span my waist. His thumbs stroked the soft skin just above my leggings.

“You taste like rain and come,” he murmured against my collarbone.

Shameless desire washed through me, hot and sudden. “Dylan…”

“Say it again.” He lifted his head, his eyes dark and demanding. “My name. Like you did when you were coming.”

“Dylan,” I breathed, and it was a surrender.

He kissed me, deep and searching, his tongue sweeping into my mouth. I kissed him back with equal fervor, my hands sliding into his hair, holding him to me. The bright, clinical light of the kitchen made everything more intense, more real. There was no storm to hide in now, just the stark truth of our bodies, of his hard cock already pressing against my stomach through his jeans.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Bedroom. Now. I want to see you. All of you.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He took my hand and led me through the gleaming house, past the dining table we’d just defiled, up the stairs. The hallway felt different—not a neutral space, but a conduit to sin. He didn’t hesitate at my door. He pushed it open and pulled me inside.

My room was a testament to my husband’s taste—calming grays, a plush ivory rug, tasteful art. It had never felt like mine. Now, with Dylan in it, it felt like a foreign country. He looked around, a predator surveying new territory.

“Here,” he said, and his voice was a command.

He reached for the hem of my shirt again, but this time, he pulled it up and over my head in one smooth motion. The air was cool on my bare skin. His gaze was hot. He let it travel over my breasts, still encased in a simple lace bra, down my stomach, back up to my face.

“Take the rest off,” he said. “For me.”

The instruction, the quiet authority in it, made my hands tremble. But I obeyed. I reached behind and unclasped my bra, letting it fall. His eyes darkened, his lips parting slightly. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my leggings and panties and pushed them down, stepping out of the pooled fabric. I stood before him, completely naked, under the soft glow of my bedroom lamps.

“Fuck,” he exhaled, the word full of reverence and hunger. “You’re so beautiful.”

He came to me then, not with the rough urgency of before, but with a slow, worshipful intent. His hands skimmed my shoulders, down my arms, back up to cup my face. He kissed me, softly at first, then with growing intensity. His hands moved to my breasts, his thumbs circling my nipples until they tightened into hard, aching peaks.

“Lie down,” he whispered against my mouth.

I moved backward until my legs hit the bed, then let myself fall onto the soft duvet. He stood at the foot of the bed, stripping off his own shirt. The sight of him, all taut muscle and golden skin, hit me like a physical blow. He toed off his shoes, then unbuttoned his jeans, pushing them and his boxer-briefs down in one motion. His cock sprang free, fully hard, curving up toward his stomach.

He joined me on the bed, kneeling between my spread legs. He didn’t enter me immediately. Instead, he leaned down and kissed the inside of my knee, then higher, his lips tracing a searing path up my thigh. I tensed, knowing where he was headed, a mix of anticipation and shyness washing over me.

“Dylan…”

“Shhh.” His breath was hot against my inner thigh. “Rule one. No lying. You want this.”

He didn’t ask. He stated it. And he was right.

His mouth found my pussy, and I cried out, my back arching off the bed. There was no tentative exploration this time. He knew what he was doing. His tongue laved a broad, firm stroke over my clit, and my hips jerked. He held me down with a firm hand on my stomach, his mouth devouring me with a focused, relentless expertise.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, my hands fisting in the duvet.

He hummed against me, the vibration shooting straight to my core. He used his lips, his tongue, the gentle scrape of his teeth, building a rhythm that had me writhing beneath him. He slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right, and my world narrowed to that point of contact. The tension coiled, taut and feverish, ready to snap.

“I’m… I can’t…”

He lifted his head, his chin glistening. “Come, then.”

He dove back in, his fingers pumping in time with the flick of his tongue. The orgasm ripped through me, a bright, shattering wave that left me trembling and boneless. He rode it out with me, his mouth gentle now, soothing, until I pushed his head away, too sensitive.

He crawled up my body, lining himself up at my entrance. He was sheathed in my wetness. He looked into my eyes, his own blazing with triumph and something deeper, something raw.

“My turn,” he said, and pushed in.

This was different from the frantic coupling in the dining room. This was slow, deep, and devastatingly intimate. He filled me completely, a perfect, stretching fit. He held himself deep inside me, motionless, letting me adjust, letting me feel every inch of him.

“Okay?” he asked, his voice strained.

“More than okay,” I breathed.

He began to move, a long, slow roll of his hips that dragged his cock almost all the way out before sliding back in. The pace was agonizing, exquisite. I could feel everything—the velvety heat of him, the way my body clenched around him, the friction that built a new, deeper fire in my belly.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. He groaned, his forehead dropping to mine.

“You feel incredible,” he rasped. “So fucking tight.”

He shifted, angling his thrusts, and the head of his cock brushed a spot inside me that made my vision blur. I cried out, a broken, needy sound.

“Right there?” he asked, his rhythm never faltering.

“Yes,” I sobbed. “There. Please.”

He obeyed, driving into that spot with unerring accuracy. The pace increased, the slow burn igniting into a blaze. His breath came in hot pants against my neck. One of his hands slid between us, his thumb finding my clit and applying a perfect, circular pressure.

The second orgasm built faster, stronger than the first. It wasn’t a sharp peak but a deep, rolling quake that started in my core and radiated outward, shaking me to my foundation. I clung to him, my nails digging into the sweat-slick skin of his back, my cries muffled against his shoulder.

Feeling me come undone around him shattered his control. His thrusts became ragged, his rhythm breaking. He buried his face in my neck, his body tensing.

“Sienna,” he gasped, a warning.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Do it. Come inside me.”

With a final, deep thrust, he did. I felt him pulse, hot and wet, and the sensation triggered another, smaller tremor deep within me. He didn’t roll away. He stayed braced over me, forehead dropped to the pillow beside my ear, letting his whole weight settle into me by degrees as we both spiraled down.

We lay like that for a long time, tangled and spent, listening to the sound of our breathing slowly return to normal. The room smelled of sex and sweat and him. It was the most real my bedroom had ever felt.

Eventually, he shifted, slipping out of me. He didn’t roll away. He gathered me against his side, my head on his chest. His heart thumped a steady, strong rhythm under my ear.

“So,” he said after a while, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my shoulder. “No more ghosts.”

I knew what he meant. The specter of what we were doing, the guilt, the fear—they’d been haunting the hallways. We’d given them a body tonight. They were real now. And in making them real, we’d robbed them of some of their power.

“No,” I agreed. “Just us.”

He kissed the top of my head. “Just us.”

We fell asleep like that, naked and wrapped around each other in the heart of the forbidden room. I didn’t wake until the gray light of dawn was seeping around the edges of the blinds. For a single, disorienting second, I didn’t remember. Then I felt the solid warmth of him beside me, saw the dark sweep of his eyelashes against his cheek, and it all came flooding back.

The guilt lingered like a cold stone in my gut, but it had shrunk overnight, dwarfed by a satisfaction that hummed through my bones. I’d crossed every line. There was no returning. The knowledge chilled me—and sent a current of pure adrenaline straight to my core.

I slipped from the sheets, careful not to disturb him. The robe whispered against my skin as I pulled it on and padded to the window. Outside, the backyard lay drowned, grass bowed under the weight of last night’s rain, puddles reflecting a bruised sky. Everything looked scrubbed raw. Our secret, though only hours old, already felt settled into the house’s joints, a permanent warp in the floorboards.

The bed creaked behind me. Then warm arms encircled my waist, his chin coming to rest on my shoulder. His breath stirred my hair.

“Morning,” he said, his voice graveled with sleep.

“Morning.” I leaned back into the solid heat of him.

“You’re thinking too loud.”

“Just… taking inventory.”

He turned me in his arms, his face gone serious. “Of the damage?”

“Of the territory,” I corrected, soft but firm.

A slow smile broke across his lips. He liked that. “It’s ours. For three weeks.” His palms slid down to cradle my ass, pulling me tight against him. The hard ridge of his cock pressed into my belly through the thin robe. “Starting now.”

He kissed me—deep, languid, a morning kiss that tasted of sleep and salt and promise. When he drew back, his eyes were clear, certain.

“Rule three,” he said. “We don’t waste a minute.”

His hand found mine, fingers lacing, and he led me back to the rumpled bed. In the quiet, honeyed light of the new day, with the house holding its breath around us, we began the deliberate, electric work of charting the borders of our stolen world.


Chapter 4 — The Forbidden Rooms

Rule three was easy to follow.

The first forty-eight hours after the storm dissolved into a haze of tangled limbs, sweat-damp sheets, and cold cuts stolen from the fridge and eaten with our fingers. We treated the house like a private resort we’d pillaged, every room a spoil of war. The pretense of polite distance vanished, dismantled as thoroughly as the guest bed we’d never once slept in. We stayed in my room—the master suite, a fact that still sent an illicit current sparking through my veins—because it was farthest from the front door, because it cradled the widest mattress, and because, as Dylan noted one evening, his father’s scent had finally bled from the walls.

“It smells like you now,” he’d murmured against the curve of my neck that second morning, his palm splayed possessively over my bare stomach. His skin was warm. “And a little like me.”

We were careful in our carelessness. The blinds remained drawn in the main living areas during daylight. We never answered the doorbell. The pool stayed untouched, its turquoise water too visible from the neighbor’s second-story window. Our world shrank to the interior: shadowed hallways, the click of a closing door, the muffled silence of a house holding its breath.

But by the third day, a new game emerged. It began at breakfast.

I was perched at the kitchen island, wearing nothing but one of Dylan’s oversized t-shirts, the hem brushing my thighs. I sipped bitter coffee and scrolled through my phone with a detached surrealism. My life had condensed to this: post-coital indolence and the dark roast staining my mug. Dylan came up behind me, fresh from his shower, a towel slung low on his hips. Water droplets traced paths down the ridges of his back. He pressed a kiss to the side of my neck, his damp hair cool against my skin.

“You’re thinking again,” he said.

“I’m cataloging.”

“The rules?”

“The rooms.” I leaned back into him, letting my head rest against the solid wall of his chest. “We’ve conquered the bedroom. The kitchen, obviously.” I gestured with my mug, sloshing liquid. “The laundry room, if you count that time against the dryer.”

He chuckled, the sound vibrating through my spine. “I definitely count that.”

“But there are other territories,” I said, my voice slipping into a lower register I didn’t recognize as my own. It was a voice of ownership, of raw hunger. “Places we haven’t… christened.”

His hands slid from my shoulders down my arms, a slow, deliberate stroke. I felt the hard length of his interest stirring against the small of my back. “Name one.”

“The living room,” I said. “The formal one with the white sofa no one’s allowed to sit on.”

His breath caught, a sharp intake. “My father’s pride and joy.”

“Exactly.”

He was silent for a moment, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my skin. Then he turned me on the stool to face him, his eyes dark and intent as polished stone. “Is that a challenge, Sienna?”

“It’s an itinerary.”

A slow, wicked grin spread across his face. The towel was tenting. He made no move to hide it. “You’re not the nervous second wife right now.”

“No,” I agreed, holding his gaze until the air between us thickened. “I’m not.”

He leaned in, his lips a hair’s breadth from mine. His exhale was warm. “Then let’s start with the study.”

The study was Mark’s sanctum. Floor-to-ceiling mahogany bookshelves groaned under the weight of unread leather-bound volumes. A massive, imposing desk dominated the center, flanked by twin leather wingback chairs that sighed when sat upon. It smelled of old paper, polished wood, and the expensive, spicy cologne he wore like armor. This was the room where he conducted his business, where he’d laid out the prenup for me to sign without meeting my eyes, where he felt most like the patriarch of his small, brittle empire.

Dylan led me by the hand, his grip firm and sure. He didn’t hesitate at the threshold. He pushed the double doors open and pulled me inside, kicking them shut behind us with his foot.

The air was still and cool, library-quiet. Morning sun streamed through the tall windows, cutting bright shafts through the gloom, illuminating dust motes dancing in the silence.

“Here?” I asked, a flicker of that old, nervous energy returning. This felt different. More pointed. A deliberate transgression.

“Right here,” Dylan said, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. He backed me toward the giant desk, its polished surface gleaming like dark water. “You said you wanted to map the territory. This,” he said, his palm slapping the smooth wood with a definitive crack, “is the heart of it.”

He kissed me then, not with the languid morning softness from before, but with a focused, claiming intensity that stole my breath. His tongue swept into my mouth, and I met him with equal force, my hands fisting in his still-damp hair. The towel around his hips loosened and pooled at our feet. I broke the kiss, my eyes dragging down the length of him. He was fully, beautifully erect, the flushed tip already glistening.

“You’re sure?” he asked, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He always asked. Every single time. It was the one ritual that grounded the madness, that kept it from tipping into something ugly. It was our consent, spoken aloud, a line drawn in sand and then gleefully scuffed away.

“Yes,” I breathed, the word a vow that hung between us. “I’m sure.”

He lifted me onto the edge of the desk. The cool leather of his father’s chair pressed against the backs of my thighs. Dylan pushed the t-shirt up my body, and I raised my arms for him to pull it off. The study air was cool on my bare skin, raising goosebumps in its wake. He knelt before me, his hands sliding up my thighs with deliberate slowness, pushing them apart.

His gaze was both worshipful and ravenous. “You’re so fucking beautiful here,” he murmured, his thumbs brushing the sensitive skin of my inner thighs before parting me fully. “All slick and open for me.”

He didn’t wait. He leaned forward and licked a slow, flat stripe from my opening to my clit. I gasped, my head falling back, my fingers scrambling for purchase on the slick, polished desktop. He groaned against me, the vibration traveling straight to my core, making my hips jerk involuntarily. He worked me with a single-minded focus that bordered on terrifying—his tongue circling my clit with ruthless precision, dipping inside to taste me, the rough scrape of his stubble a delicious friction against my tender skin.

“Dylan,” I moaned, my hands tangling in his hair, holding him to me. The contrast was obscene—the scholarly silence of the room, the smell of leather and old money, and the wet, sucking sounds he made as he devoured me. Pleasure coiled tight, then snapped. I came with a sharp, silent cry, my body bowing off the desk, my vision dissolving into static at the edges.

Before the tremors had even subsided, he was standing, guiding himself to my entrance. He looked into my eyes, his own blown black with naked need. “Still sure?”

“Yes,” I panted, my voice ragged. “God, yes.”

He pushed inside in one smooth, relentless stroke, filling me utterly, stretching me to the brink. A choked, guttural sound escaped my throat. He braced his hands on the desk on either side of my hips and began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm that made the heavy desk scrape an inch across the polished floor with every driving thrust.

This was nothing like the bed. There was no softness, no languor. This was a claiming. Every snap of his hips was a declaration: This is mine now. You are mine now. I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting him thrust for thrust, my heels digging into the small of his back. The sounds we made were raw, unfiltered—skin slapping against skin, my ragged moans pitching higher, his answering guttural grunts.

I came again, a tighter, sharper climax that clenched around him like a vise. He swore, his rhythm faltering, and then he was pulsing deep inside me, his own release wrenched from him with a long, low groan that seemed torn from his chest. He collapsed forward, bracing himself on his forearms to keep from crushing me, his forehead pressed damply to my shoulder as we both gasped for air in the sudden quiet.

We stayed like that for a long minute, still connected, in the heart of his father’s domain. The deed was done. The study was now ours.

He finally pulled out, and I winced at the sudden emptiness, the cool air a shock on my wet, sensitized skin. He fetched my t-shirt and helped me dress, his movements gentle now, the conqueror replaced by the boy again. He righted the desk, wiping a faint smudge from its gleaming surface with the edge of his discarded towel.

That became our pattern. Over the next week, we worked our way through the house like tourists ticking off landmarks, each room a conquest.

The living room with the white sofa happened that same afternoon. We didn’t dirty the pristine cushions. He took me on the expensive Persian rug in front of the cold, marble fireplace, my back pressed into the intricate wool, him moving over me as the afternoon sun bled orange and died behind the sheer curtains.

The game room, with its unused pool table, was next. He bent me over the green felt, the cool surface a shocking contrast to my flushed chest and pebbled nipples, and took me from behind, his hands firm on my hips, his pace relentless. The colored balls rattled in their pockets with the jarring momentum of our bodies.

The laundry room we revisited, a quicker, standing encounter against the humming dryer, my hands splayed on the stainless steel for balance as he pounded into me, our reflection a blurred, frantic smear in its curved door.

Each encounter was preceded by the same question. “You’re sure?” Sometimes I asked him. Sometimes he asked me. The answer was always “Yes.” It was our liturgy. Our anchor in the fever dream.

But the power dynamic, as some deep, hidden part of my mind had predicted, began to shift. It was subtle at first.

We were in the kitchen, late. I was making pasta, wearing only his t-shirt again. He came up behind me, nuzzling the sensitive spot below my ear, his hands rising to cup my breasts through the thin cotton. It was a familiar preamble, one that usually ended with the burner clicking off and me being lifted onto the counter.

But this time, I caught his wrists. I held them still against my body, feeling his pulse hammer against my palms. “Not yet,” I said, my voice calm, level. “Dinner first.”

He stilled, surprised. Then a slow, appreciative smile touched his lips. He liked that, too. The challenge. The shift. He kissed my shoulder, a soft press of lips, and released me. “Yes, ma’am.”

Later, after we’d eaten, I led him to the bedroom. I pushed him onto the bed and climbed astride him, pinning his wrists above his head with a strength that surprised us both. I took my time, riding him with a slow, grinding intensity that made him swear and buck beneath me, his usual cocky control fracturing into pleas. When he tried to flip us, to reclaim dominance, I pressed down harder on his wrists, my nails biting lightly into his skin. “My turn,” I whispered into the space between our mouths. And it was.

Another time, I woke in the middle of the night to find him already awake, watching me in the blue moonlight slicing through the blinds. His hand was between my thighs, his fingers moving in lazy, expert circles. I was already wet, my body responding before my mind had fully surfaced from sleep.

“You’re sure?” he whispered, his eyes gleaming in the dark.

I shook my head, catching his wrist, stilling his movements. “No.”

He froze, confusion flashing across his face.

“I want to taste you,” I said, my voice thick with sleep and want. “Let me.”

The confusion melted into something hotter, darker, more yielding. He let me push him onto his back. I took my time exploring him with my mouth—learning the precise shape and weight of him, the salt-and-musk taste of his skin, the way his abdominal muscles clenched and his hips jerked when I took him deep into my throat. I held him down when he got too close, my hand firm on his hip, making him beg in broken syllables before I finally let him finish, his release a hot, bitter pulse on my tongue that I swallowed slowly. The authority had shifted, silently and completely. The younger woman who’d married into this house was gone. In her place was someone who knew exactly what she wanted and precisely how to take it.

The outside world began to intrude in small, sharp ways. My phone buzzed on the nightstand with a text from Mark, a glossy picture of a hotel lobby in Singapore, all chrome and orchid displays. Miss you. This place is insane. Home soon. I showed it to Dylan as we lay tangled in my bed, limbs heavy and satiated. He looked at it, his expression unreadable, then took the phone from my hand and set it facedown on the nightstand with a decisive click.

“Soon isn’t now,” he said, and kissed me as if to prove it, his mouth erasing the ghost of the message from my lips.

A more pressing threat materialized two days later. The doorbell cut through the afternoon quiet. We were in the media room, a cave of shadows dominated by a giant sectional, halfway through a movie neither of us saw. Dylan had my breast in his mouth, his hand working between my legs. We froze.

The bell rang again, followed by a sharp, familiar knock.

“Yoo-hoo! Sienna? Mark? Anyone home?”

Eleanor from next door—the neighborhood welcome committee.

Panic, cold as sleet, shot through me. Dylan saw it in my eyes. He slowly withdrew his hand, wiping it on his sweatpants. We were both mostly dressed, a petty grace.

“Ignore it,” he mouthed.

We stayed perfectly still, a tableau of interrupted sin. I could hear her muttering on the porch, the click of her heels as she cupped hands to peer through the side window. My heart drummed against my ribs. After an eternity measured in held breaths, her footsteps retreated down the driveway.

I let out a breath I hadn’t known I was holding; the arousal evaporated, replaced by a slick, sickening dread. “She’ll tell your father she stopped by. That no one answered.”

Dylan pulled me into his lap, his arms cinching around me. “So we were out. At the movies. Grocery shopping. It’s a big house. We have lives.”

His logic was sound, but the spell was broken. The house no longer felt like an impenetrable fortress. It felt like a glass box, and we were on display.

That night, the energy between us shifted. It wasn’t fear, exactly. It was a sharper, more desperate hunger. The clock we’d both ignored now ticked loudly in the space between our heartbeats.

We didn’t speak of it. We spoke with our bodies.

He fucked me against the wall in the upstairs hallway, just outside his childhood bedroom, his palm a hard seal over my mouth. It was rough, frantic. Afterwards, slumped against the wall, gasping, he looked at me—his eyes haunted.

“I don’t want to stop,” he said, the words raw.

“I know,” I whispered.

We slept in fits. The next morning, over coffee, he was quiet, brooding. I watched him, this beautiful young man who had upended my life, and felt a terrifying lurch in my chest. This wasn’t a game anymore. The lines weren’t just crossed; they were erased.

“What are we doing, Dylan?” The question slipped out, quiet and dangerous.

He looked up from his mug, his gaze steady. “Living.”

“For three weeks.”

“For now,” he corrected. He reached across the island and took my hand, his thumb stroking my palm. “The guest room.”

I blinked. “What?”

“We haven’t done the guest room. The one at the end of the hall. The one with the four-poster bed.” A ghost of his old smirk returned. “It’s the last room. The final frontier.”

It was a deliberate distraction, a rope thrown to pull us back from the precipice. And it worked. Familiar heat stirred low in my belly, elbowing aside the cold dread.

“The guest room,” I repeated, a slow smile spreading across my face. “You’re right. We can’t leave a room unconquered.”

He stood, coming around the island to stand before me. He tipped my chin up with a finger. “You’re sure?”

I held his gaze, the weight of the world, of the ticking clock, of Eleanor’s prying eyes, all falling away. There was only him. This. Now.

“Yes,” I said, the word firmer than it had ever been. “I’m sure.”

He took my hand and led me out of the kitchen, down the long, sun-drenched hallway toward the east wing. The guest room door was closed, a silent, pristine sentinel. He paused with his hand on the knob, looking back at me. His eyes held a question deeper than the one he always asked. This felt different. Ceremonial. An ending and a beginning all at once.

He pushed the door open. The room was flooded with morning light, dust motes dancing in the beams that fell across the ornate four-poster bed. It was a room meant for visitors, for strangers. It had never felt more like ours.

He led me inside, and the door swung shut behind us with a soft, final click.

The guest room was sterile in its perfection, a showpiece. Stiff, embroidered pillows were arranged just so on the bed. A vase of fake lilies sat on the dresser. It was a room that had never known a real guest, only the idea of one.

Dylan didn’t head for the bed. Instead, he guided me to the center of the room, onto the plush, cream-colored rug. Sunlight pooled around us, warm on my skin.

“Here,” he said, his voice low. “This feels right.”

He kissed me, and it was different from the frantic hunger in the hallway the night before. This was slow, deep, a tasting. His hands came up to cradle my face, his thumbs stroking my cheekbones. I sank into it, into him, my fingers curling into the soft cotton of his shirt.

When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine. “Tell me what you want.”

The question was new. It wasn’t “Are you sure?” It was an open field.

“I want you to lie down,” I whispered.

A spark lit in his gaze. He obeyed, lowering himself onto the rug, propping himself up on his elbows. He looked up at me, expectant, vulnerable. The power was a tangible thing in my hands, warm and heavy.

I knelt beside him, then swung one leg over his hips, straddling him but not settling. I leaned down, bracing my hands on the rug on either side of his head, my hair creating a private curtain around our faces. “I want to look at you,” I said. “While I take what I want.”

His breath caught. His hands came to rest on my thighs, a light, reverent touch. “It’s yours.”

I kissed him again, then began a slow journey down his body. I kissed the hollow of his throat, the defined planes of his chest, the taut muscles of his stomach. I tugged his sweatpants and boxers down, freeing his cock, which stood hard and eager against his belly. I took my time, exploring the length of him with my tongue, tracing the vein that ran along the underside, swirling the tip around the head, tasting the salty pre-cum that beaded there. He shuddered, his fingers threading into my hair, not guiding, just feeling.

“Sienna,” he groaned, his hips lifting off the rug.

I pulled back, looking up his body to meet his heated gaze. “Not yet.”

I shifted then, rising up onto my knees. I reached between my own legs, under the hem of the t-shirt I wore, finding myself wet and ready. I positioned myself over him, holding his cock steady. I didn’t sink down. I hovered, letting just the very tip of him press against my entrance.

His jaw was tight, his whole body tense with the effort of holding still. “Please.”

That one word, breathed from his lips, was my undoing. I lowered myself, inch by excruciating inch, until he was fully sheathed inside me. A deep, guttural sound escaped us both. I began to move, a slow, rolling grind of my hips, my hands braced on his chest for leverage. I set the pace, controlled the depth, the angle. I watched his face—the flutter of his closed eyelids, the bite of his teeth into his lower lip, the sheer, unguarded pleasure there.

It was intoxicating. This was not the frantic claiming of the study or the rough taking against the wall. This was a deliberate, sensual demonstration of ownership. My body was the instrument, and his pleasure was the song I played.

“Look at me,” I commanded softly.

His eyes opened, dark and dazed. He held my gaze as I rode him, our connection deeper than just the physical. I saw the awe there, the surrender, the love he hadn’t yet dared to speak. It mirrored what was swelling in my own chest, terrifying and magnificent.

My own climax built slowly, a rising tide rather than a crashing wave. I leaned forward, changing the angle, and felt him hit a spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. My rhythm broke, became urgent. He sensed it, his hands gripping my hips, helping me now, driving up into me as I bore down.

“Come for me,” I gasped, the authority in my voice fraying into pure need.

It was all the permission he needed. His body locked, a raw shout tearing from his throat as he emptied himself inside me. The feeling of his release, hot and pulsing, triggered my own. I cried out, my body clenching around him in rhythmic waves, my vision narrowing to the sight of his face, twisted in ecstasy beneath me.

I collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, our hearts hammering a frantic, syncopated rhythm against each other. His arms came around me, holding me close as we gasped for air in the sunlit silence.

We lay like that for a long time, sticky and tangled on the guest room rug. The world outside, with its doorbells and texts and returning husbands, felt a million miles away.

Finally, he stirred beneath me. “I think that room is officially conquered,” he murmured into my hair.

I laughed, a soft, breathy sound. “I think you’re right.”

But the lightness didn’t last. As we untangled ourselves and stood, the reality of the calendar descended again, cold and heavy. We had one week left.

The following days were tinged with a new, poignant sweetness. Every touch felt memorized, every laugh savored. We stopped trying to christen rooms. We simply existed in them, together. We cooked elaborate meals and ate them naked at the formal dining table. We took a real shower together, washing each other’s hair with a tenderness that felt more intimate than any fuck.

And we talked—really talked, the kind of talking that had nothing to do with the game we’d been playing since the wedding.

It happened on the back patio two nights before the end, wrapped in the same blanket, a bottle of wine open between us that we didn’t bother pouring into glasses. The pool lights hummed blue in the dark. Dylan had his arm around me, his chin resting on the crown of my head, and for a long time neither of us said anything at all.

“You know what’s funny,” he said finally. “My mom got remarried last spring. Guy named Rick. Owns a boat dealership.” He said it flatly, like a fact he’d rehearsed until it stopped hurting. “I went to the wedding. Stood in the back. Nobody asked me to give a toast.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I wasn’t exactly a doting stepson.” A humorless huff of breath. “Skipped the reception. Told her I had a study group. She didn’t call to check.” He turned the bottle by its neck, watching the dark wine tilt and settle. “That’s the thing nobody tells you about divorce. You don’t just lose a family. You become a guest in two houses instead of one. You learn to travel light. Keep your trophies in a box you can carry out in ten minutes, just in case.”

I thought of the shelf in his room—football, track, a childhood measured out in brass and ribbon, gathering dust in a house he no longer fully belonged to. “Is that why you keep them here? At your dad’s?”

“Dad’s the only one who still bothers to dust them.” He said it like a confession, like it cost him something to admit. “Mom boxed hers up in the garage. I get it—new husband, new house, new life. But…” He shrugged, a small, unguarded motion I’d never once seen him make in daylight. “I guess I wanted one place where the kid I used to be still got a shelf.”

It undid me more than anything he’d ever done to my body. This wasn’t the cocky boy who’d ordered me to strip bare in the sunroom. This was someone smaller, someone still quietly keeping score of who had chosen him and who hadn’t.

“I’m going to build something,” he said, changing tack, his voice steadying. “Not code for somebody else’s company. My own thing. Small-business software—something dumb and useful, not a boat dealership website Rick could’ve thrown together in a weekend.” He glanced at me sideways, checking, the way he never checked when it was only about wanting me. “You think that’s stupid? Twenty-one and already talking about being his own boss?”

“I think it’s the least stupid thing you’ve said all summer.”

That earned a real laugh out of him, low and startled, like I’d caught him off guard in a way that had nothing to do with desire.

“Your turn,” he said. “Tell me something true.”

So I told him about Josh, the guitarist I’d loved at twenty-six, who couldn’t hold a job past festival season and had taught me that passion was just another word for waking up broke and humiliated on somebody else’s couch. I told him about the year after, the careful, deliberate campaign I’d waged to want the safe thing instead of the true thing, how I’d built my whole adult self around never feeling that specific kind of stupid again. Mark, in the end, hadn’t been a man so much as a decision. A hedge against ever being that girl again.

“And now?” Dylan asked quietly.

“Now I don’t know which one of us is the stupid decision,” I admitted. “You or him.”

He didn’t answer right away. He just tightened his arm around me, and we sat there while the pool light hummed and the ordinary night went on around two people who were anything but.

The conversation we’d been avoiding finally found us on the last Thursday night. We were on the sofa in the media room, a movie playing silently on the screen, forgotten. I was curled into his side, his arm around me.

“What happens…” I started, then stopped, my throat tight.

He knew what I meant. His hand stroked my arm. “When he comes back?”

I nodded against his chest.

He was quiet for a long moment. “We stop,” he said, the words final and quiet. “We go back to being… what we were. Stepmom and stepson. Under one roof.”

The words were a physical pain. “Can we?”

He shifted, turning to face me. In the dim blue light of the screen, his face was serious, adult. “We have to. You’re married to him. This… this was our time. And it was real. But it’s not our life.”

I knew he was right. The guilt I’d managed to suppress for two glorious weeks came flooding back, acrid and choking. I had a wedding ring on my finger. I had made vows.

“I don’t regret it,” I whispered fiercely, taking his face in my hands. “Not a second.”

He leaned his forehead against mine. “Neither do I. But we’re not kids. We don’t get to blow up lives because it feels good.”

It was the most mature thing I’d ever heard him say. The boyish cockiness was gone, replaced by a man’s sober resolve. It broke my heart and filled me with a fierce, aching pride.

“So tomorrow night…” I began.

“Is ours,” he finished. “One last night. For us. Then we close the door.”

The finality of it was a stone in my gut. But it was also a line, drawn clean and clear. A boundary we would both respect.

The last day dawned, the sky a hard, cloudless blue. Mark’s flight was due in at 10 PM. We had until sunset to pretend the world was still ours.

We spent it by the pool, finally daring to use it. The water was cool, the tiles hot underfoot. We swam, we lazed on the loungers, we touched each other with a sun-drenched laziness that belied the clock ticking down in our heads. In the late afternoon, he pulled me into the pool shed, a small, humid space that smelled of chlorine and sunscreen. He pressed me against the rack of towels and kissed me like it was the first and last time, his hands cupping my face, his body warm and wet against mine. Our mouths moved with a frantic rhythm, all teeth and tongue and swallowed breaths, a perfect, desperate collision.

As the sun began to sink, painting the sky in streaks of orange and purple, we went back inside. We showered, separately this time—the water too hot, the steam clinging. I put on a simple black dress. He wore dark jeans and a gray henley. We made a dinner we didn’t eat, the smell of garlic and oil turning stale in the still air.

The silence in the house was different now. It wasn’t the silent, secret oasis of the past weeks. It was the silence of a theater after the final curtain falls, the audience gone, waiting for the crew to come and strike the set.

He stood by the living room window, watching the last light fade. I came to stand beside him, not touching him, the distance between us already growing into a necessary, painful chasm.

“I should go,” he said, his voice rough. “Be out when he gets here. Let you… settle in.”

I nodded, unable to speak past the lump in my throat.

He turned to me then. His eyes were bright with unshed tears, but his jaw was set. “This was the best thing that’s ever happened to me,” he said, each word deliberate.

“Me too,” I managed.

He leaned in and kissed me, one last time. His lips were soft, achingly tender—a goodbye sealed with heat and heartbreak. Then he stepped back.

“Goodbye, Sienna,” he said.

“Goodbye, Dylan.”

He turned and walked out of the living room. I heard the soft snick of the front door opening and closing. He was gone.

I stood there for a long time, until the room was dark and the only light came from the streetlamp outside. The house was silent. Truly silent. The hollow, yearning quiet from the beginning had returned, but it was no longer empty. It was full of ghosts, of echoes, of the memory of his laugh in the hallway, his weight on the mattress, his “Are you sure?” in every room.

I heard the key in the lock just after ten. The front door opened, and Mark’s familiar, heavy footsteps sounded in the foyer.

“Honey, I’m home!” he called, his voice tired but cheerful.

I took a deep breath, smoothing my hands down the black dress. I walked out to meet him, a smile already plastered on my face.

“Welcome home,” I said, accepting his brief kiss on the cheek. He smelled of airplane and distant cities.

Later, as he unpacked in the bedroom, chattering about his trip, I wandered out into the hallway. My eyes were drawn to the closed door of Dylan’s room at the other end. Underneath it, a thin sliver of light shone.

He was home. We were all under one roof again.

I turned and walked back to my husband, to my marriage, to the life I had chosen. But as I walked, I felt it—a low, simmering heat in my core, a secret knowledge pulsing in time with my heartbeat. The map of the house was forever changed. Every room held a memory. Every silence held an echo. And the line we had drawn felt not like an ending, but like a live wire, humming just beneath the surface of our perfectly quiet lives.


Chapter 5 — The Live Wire

A week passed. The line we’d drawn—the one humming beneath the surface of our quiet lives—held. It held through shared breakfasts where Mark, jet-lagged and content, dominated the conversation with stories from the road. It held through dinners where Dylan sat across from me, his gaze a polite, respectful blank, his foot never once brushing mine beneath the table. It held as we moved through the house like three planets in a carefully calibrated orbit, never getting too close, never generating enough heat to ignite.

The holding was its own kind of torture.

The memories lived in the walls. In the kitchen, I’d reach for a glass and feel the phantom press of his hands pinning my hips to the fridge, the cold metal biting into my spine while his mouth worked hot between my legs. In the living room, the echo of his laugh as he’d pinned me to the couch seemed to linger in the air, the rough fabric of the cushions still imprinted on my bare thighs. The guest bathroom, the laundry room, the fucking hallway—every tile, every doorframe, every patch of sunlight carried the ghost of his breath on my skin, his voice in my ear, the slick sound of him moving inside me.

Mark’s presence was a blanket, smothering the fire. But it didn’t put it out. It banked it, turned it into a slow, relentless coal in my gut that glowed hotter with every polite “Good morning, Sienna” from Dylan, with every chaste brush of his arm as he passed me in the hall.

He was playing the game perfectly. Better than I was.

The breaking point came on a Tuesday. Mark had a late meeting downtown. Dylan was at the library, or so he’d said. The house was mine, steeped in that heavy, expectant quiet. I tried to work on a freelance design project in the sunroom, but my focus was shot. The silence wasn’t empty; it was full of his absence. It was a taunt.

I gave up and went to the pool. The late afternoon sun was warm on my shoulders, the water a cool, clear blue. I swam laps, trying to burn off the restless energy, the itch under my skin. When I climbed out, dripping, I saw him.

He was standing just inside the sliding glass door to the living room, leaning against the frame, watching me. He wasn’t supposed to be home. Dark jeans, grey t-shirt clinging to his chest. He didn’t smile. He just looked. His gaze dragged over my wet skin, the way the one-piece clung to my breasts and hips, the water sliding down my bare legs.

I grabbed a towel, wrapping it around myself. “I thought you were at the library.”

“I was.” He pushed off the frame and slid the door open, stepping out onto the patio. The air between us crackled. “Finished early.”

“Your dad’s not home.”

“I know.” He took a few steps closer. The sun glinted off the damp ends of his hair. “You’ve been avoiding me.”

“We agreed,” I said, my voice tighter than I intended. “We drew a line.”

“Did we?” He stopped a foot away. I could smell his clean, simple soap, the faint scent of library books and sunshine. “Or did we just agree to pretend?”

“Dylan…”

“Sienna.” He said my name like it was a dare. “Look at me and tell me you don’t think about it. Every time you walk past my door. Every time you’re alone in this house. Tell me you don’t feel that wire.”

I couldn’t. The lie wouldn’t form. I just stood there, clutching the towel, my heart hammering against my ribs. The coal in my gut flared, heat licking up my spine.

He saw the truth on my face. A slow, knowing smile touched his lips. Not cocky. Hungry. “The neighbor’s having a party tonight. The one directly behind the pool. Big one. Lots of noise, lots of people.”

I blinked, thrown by the non sequitur. “Okay?”

“They’ll have music. Lights. A bonfire, probably. It’ll go late.” He took the final step, closing the distance. His voice dropped, a low rumble that vibrated straight through me. “No one will hear a thing over there. No one will see a thing.”

The implication hung in the humid air. My breath caught. “You’re suggesting…”

“I’m suggesting we stop pretending.” His eyes were dark, intent. “Right here. Right now. While we have the chance.”

My body answered before my mouth could. Every nerve ending, every memory, every lonely, restless night since Mark returned answered. But my mind, the part still clinging to the life I’d built, scrambled for a handhold. “It’s broad daylight.”

“So?” He reached out, his fingers brushing the edge of my towel where it was tucked between my breasts. A shockwave of heat followed the touch. “You scared?”

“Of course I’m scared.” The admission was a gasp.

“Good.” He didn’t move his hand. “Me too. That’s what makes it real. That’s what makes it worth it.”

His logic was insane. It was perfect. It undid me. The careful orbit we’d maintained for a week shattered under the weight of his words, his proximity, the sheer, undeniable want radiating from him.

I looked over his shoulder. The house behind him was dark and empty. The fence around the pool was high, lined with thick hibiscus bushes. From the other side, I could already hear the faint thump of a bassline starting up—the neighbor’s party, beginning early.

A reckless, wild courage surged through me. It was the same feeling I’d had the night of the thunderstorm, the same abandon that had led me to his bedroom. The line was already crossed. We were already on the other side. Pretending otherwise was the real lie.

I let go of the towel. It dropped to the concrete at our feet with a soft, wet sound.

His eyes flared. He sucked in a sharp breath.

“Yes,” I answered, the word sharp and decisive. “Right here. Right now.”

For a second, he just stared at me, as if he hadn’t truly believed I’d say it. Then a groan tore from his throat, and he closed the last inch between us, his mouth crashing down on mine.

It wasn’t like the first kiss, hungry and exploratory. This was a claiming. A release. His tongue plunged into my mouth, hot and demanding. His hands came up to cradle my face, then slid down my neck, over my shoulders, tracing the straps of my swimsuit before settling on my waist. He pulled me against him, and I felt the hard ridge of his cock through his jeans, pressing into my stomach.

I moaned into his mouth, my own hands flying to his hair, tangling in the thick, soft strands. I kissed him back with everything I had, with a week’s worth of pent-up frustration and want. The taste of him—spearmint gum and sun-warmed skin—was a drug. I was instantly, hopelessly addicted all over again.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged against my lips. “Fuck, Sienna.” His hands slid down to my ass, gripping me through the slick material of my suit. “You have no idea.”

“I have some idea,” I panted, grinding against him, feeling him shudder.

He laughed, a rough, delighted sound, and then his mouth was on my neck, sucking and biting at the sensitive skin just below my ear. I gasped, my head falling back, giving him better access. His hands moved to the front of my suit, fingers hooking under the fabric at my hips.

“This has to go,” he muttered, and he began peeling it down.

I helped him, shimmying as he dragged the wet material over my hips, down my thighs. It pooled around my ankles. I stepped out of it, kicking it aside. The late afternoon air was warm on my bare skin. I stood naked before him, in the open air, with only a fence and some bushes between us and the world.

His gaze raked over me, hot and possessive. “Jesus.” He reached out, his thumb brushing over my nipple. It pebbled instantly under his touch. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

The words, spoken with such raw reverence, melted the last of my resistance. I reached for the buckle of his belt. “Your turn.”

He watched, his jaw tight, as I fumbled with the leather, finally getting it open. I unbuttoned his jeans, dragged the zipper down. He was hard, straining against the fabric of his boxer briefs. I pushed everything down, freeing his cock. It sprang out, thick and flushed, already leaking at the tip.

I wrapped my hand around him, stroking once, twice. He hissed, his hips jerking forward. “Sienna…”

I dropped to my knees on the sun-warmed concrete.

The look on his face was pure, unadulterated shock, followed by a wave of heat so intense I felt it from where I knelt. He hadn’t expected this. The dynamic had always been him leading, me following. But here, now, with the distant thump of party music as our soundtrack, I wanted to take.

I leaned forward and took the head of his cock into my mouth.

He cried out, a strangled sound that was half-groan, half-curse. His hands flew to my hair, not forcing, just holding on as I slid my lips down his length. I used my tongue, tracing the vein underneath, swirling around the tip. The taste of him, salty and clean, filled my senses. I relaxed my jaw, taking him deeper, until I felt him hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck… yes… just like that,” he was chanting, his fingers tightening in my hair. His hips made small, aborted thrusts.

I set a rhythm, slow and deep, using my hand on the base he couldn’t reach. I looked up at him through my lashes. His head was thrown back, his eyes squeezed shut, the muscles in his neck corded with tension. The power of it, of seeing him come apart like this because of me, was intoxicating.

I increased the pace, sucking harder, hollowing my cheeks. His breathing grew ragged. “I’m gonna… Sienna, I’m gonna come if you don’t stop…”

I didn’t stop. I wanted him to. I wanted to taste it. I redoubled my efforts, my own core clenching with a desperate, answering need.

With a guttural shout, his control snapped. His hips bucked forward, and he came in hot, pulsing spurts down my throat. I swallowed, taking everything he gave me, my own body trembling with a fierce, primal satisfaction.

When he was spent, I released him, sitting back on my heels. He looked down at me, dazed, his chest heaving. For a long moment, he just stared.

Then he reached down, his hands under my arms, and hauled me to my feet. “My turn,” he growled, his voice rough with spent passion and renewed intent.

He spun me around, facing me toward the house. He pressed his front against my back, his still-hard cock nestled between my ass cheeks. One hand came around to cup my breast, pinching my nipple. The other slid down my stomach, through the slick thatch of hair, and found my clit.

I cried out, arching back against him. His fingers were precise, knowing exactly how to touch me, circling and pressing in a rhythm that had me shaking in seconds.

“You’re so wet,” he whispered in my ear, his teeth grazing the lobe. “All for me. Even when you were pretending you weren’t.”

“I wasn’t… pretending…” I gasped, the lie dying as his fingers pushed inside me, two of them, curling just right.

“Yes, you were.” He fucked me with his fingers, his thumb keeping up a relentless pressure on my clit. “You were thinking about this. About my cock inside you. Weren’t you?”

I couldn’t speak. My world had narrowed to the point where his fingers met my body, to the coarse denim of his jeans against the backs of my thighs, to the hot puff of his breath against my neck.

“Say it,” he demanded, his voice a low command.

“Yes!” I sobbed. “Yes, I was thinking about it!”

“Good.” He removed his fingers, making me whimper at the loss. I heard him spit into his palm, then the slick sound of him stroking himself. He guided the head of his cock to my entrance, pressing against me. “Hold onto the table.”

I reached out blindly, my hands finding the edge of the heavy outdoor teak table. I gripped it, my knuckles white.

“Do you want this?” he asked, the question a formality, a final consent.

“Yes. God, Dylan, please.”

He pushed into me in one smooth, deep stroke.

The feeling was overwhelming. The stretch, the fullness, the sheer wrongness and rightness of it. I screamed, the sound swallowed by the growing noise of the party next door. He drove in until there was nowhere left to go, his hips flush against my ass, and held there, letting me adjust, letting the sensation crash over both of us.

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing, glorious pace, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust rocked me forward into the table. The teak was rough against my sensitive nipples. The sounds we made were obscene—skin slapping against skin, his grunts, my broken moans, the rhythmic squeak of the table legs on the concrete.

“Look at you,” he rasped, his hand splaying across my stomach, holding me tight against him. “Taking me so deep. Out here where anyone could see.”

The thought, instead of terrifying me, sent a fresh bolt of lust through me. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. “Harder.”

He obliged, his pace turning brutal. One of his hands left my stomach and tangled in my hair, pulling my head back. “Come for me,” he ordered, his voice raw. “Come all over my cock.”

It was the command, the sheer dominance in his tone, that tipped me over the edge. The orgasm tore through me, violent and shattering. My vision whited out. My knees buckled, but he held me up, fucking me through the convulsions, his own rhythm faltering as he chased his release.

With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside me and came with a shout that was ripped from his chest. I felt the hot pulse of him, the way his whole body locked and shuddered against mine.

We stayed like that for a long minute, joined, panting, dripping with sweat in the fading afternoon light. The music from next door had gotten louder, a pop song with a heavy bassline that seemed to mock our secret.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of me. I winced at the sudden emptiness, the cool air on my overheated skin. He turned me around, pulling me against his chest. His heart hammered against my ear.

“Okay?” he murmured into my hair.

I nodded, unable to speak. I was more than okay. I was ruined. I was reborn. The line was not just crossed; it was obliterated, burned to ash in the crucible of that sun-drenched patio.

We disentangled, gathering our clothes in a sudden, awkward silence. The real world was rushing back in, and with it, the consequences. I pulled on my swimsuit, the wet fabric uncomfortable now. He zipped his jeans, not looking at me.

“We shouldn’t have done that,” I said, the words automatic, a feeble attempt to rebuild the wall we’d just demolished.

“But we did.” He finally looked at me, his eyes clear and unapologetic.

“And we will again.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact. And I knew, with a sinking, thrilling certainty, that he was right.

The back door to the house slid open.

We both froze, my blood turning to ice in my veins.

Mark stood in the doorway, his tie loose, his briefcase in hand. He looked from Dylan, who was hastily buttoning his shirt, to me, my hair a wild, damp tangle, my lips swollen, the flush of sex undoubtedly painting my chest and neck.

“Hey,” he said, his brow furrowed. “What’s going on out here? Dylan, I thought you had a study group.”

My mind blanked. Panic, cold and sharp, lanced through the post-coital haze. I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.

Dylan, however, didn’t miss a beat. He ran a hand through his hair, the picture of casual composure. “Got canceled. Just got back. Sienna was swimming, I came out to say hi. We were just… talking about the neighbor’s party. It’s getting loud.”

He gestured vaguely toward the fence. The bass was indeed thumping, a tangible pulse in the air.

Mark’s eyes shifted to me. I forced a smile, my face aching with the effort. “Yeah. It’s… loud.”

He looked between us for another heartbeat that stretched into an eternity. Then he nodded, a tired smile touching his lips. “City living.

Come on in, you two. I brought home Thai food. Let’s eat before it gets cold.”

He turned and walked back into the house, leaving the sliding door open.

Dylan and I stared at each other over the threshold. The look in his eyes wasn’t fear. It was a fierce, blazing triumph. We’d gotten away with it. We’d stood naked in the daylight and gotten away with it.

The terror that had gripped me melted, replaced by a dangerous, giddy recklessness. It was a game now. A high-stakes, thrilling, terrifying game.

I smoothed my hair, took a deep, steadying breath, and followed my husband into the house. Dylan’s footsteps were quiet behind me.

As I walked into the kitchen, the smell of peanut sauce and curry filling the air, I felt the live wire inside me not just humming, but sparking, ready to set the whole carefully constructed world on fire.

The Thai food tasted like ash in my mouth. I sat at the kitchen island, picking at my Pad See Ew, listening to Mark talk about his meeting.

Dylan sat across from me, demolishing his green curry with an appetite that seemed both performative and genuine. Every so often, his foot would brush against mine under the counter. A deliberate, secret touch.

I’d jerk my leg away, my heart leaping into my throat, only to have him find me again a minute later.

Mark noticed nothing. He was tired, pleased to be home, wrapped in the mundane comfort of his family. The word family curdled in my stomach.

“You’re quiet tonight, Sienna,” Mark said, reaching over to pat my hand. “The party noise bothering you?”

I forced a smile. “A little. Just a headache.”

“You should lie down. Dylan and I can clean up.”

“No,” I said, too quickly. “I’m fine. Really.” The thought of leaving them alone together, with the secret so fresh and volatile between us, felt like a mistake.

Dylan’s eyes met mine over his water glass. A knowing glint flickered there. See? it seemed to say. We’re in this together now.

After dinner, I fled to the shower, scrubbing my skin until it was pink, as if I could wash away the smell of him, the feel of him, the memory of his release on my tongue. It was futile. He was under my skin.

The next few days were an exercise in exquisite, unbearable tension. The close call on the patio had done something to us. It had shattered the pretense of the “line” we’d drawn, yes, but it had also injected a new, sharp awareness into every interaction. Before, the secrecy had been a guilty thrill. Now, it was a necessity. A matter of survival.

Every glance held a universe of meaning. Every accidental brush in the hallway was a brand. We developed a silent language. A raised eyebrow when Mark left the room. The tap of a finger against a coffee mug—once, twice—a signal that the coast was clear for ten minutes.

We were conspirators, bound by a sin that was growing roots.

The heat didn’t diminish; it mutated. It became sharper, more desperate, laced with the adrenaline of near-discovery. The moments we stole were frantic, breathless. A quick, brutal coupling against the washing machine while Mark was on a work call in his study, my teeth buried in Dylan’s shoulder to keep from crying out. Him kneeling before me in the walk-in pantry, his tongue driving me to a silent, shaking climax as I stared at a shelf of canned tomatoes, my hands clenched in his hair.

Each time, after, the guilt was a cold wave. But it receded faster now, replaced by a hungry plotting for the next time. The game was the addiction.

The complication arrived on a Saturday morning, wrapped in cheerful, suburban malice.

Mark was playing golf. I was in the backyard, attempting to read a novel, when I heard the side gate click open.

“Yoo-hoo! Sienna?”

Eleanor, our neighbor from next door, was a pillar of the community with the eyes of a hawk and the discretion of a tabloid journalist. She was bearing a plate of lemon squares.

“Oh, hello!” I said, setting my book aside, my heart sinking.

“I hope I’m not interrupting,” she chirped, though her eyes were scanning the yard, the house, me, with avid curiosity. “I just wanted to welcome Mark back. And see how you were settling in.” Her gaze lingered on the patio furniture, the pool, as if cataloging changes.

“That’s so kind. We’re settling fine.” I took the proffered plate.

“Good, good.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “You know, we were all so surprised when Mark remarried. And so quickly after the divorce. But you seem… lovely.”

The barb was expertly delivered. I smiled tightly. “Thank you.”

“And his boy, Dylan! Such a handsome young man. So… helpful.” Her eyes sharpened. “I saw him out here with you the other afternoon. During that dreadful party the Collins threw. Looked like you two were having quite the… conversation.”

My blood ran cold. The patio. She’d seen us. Not everything, surely. The hibiscus were thick. But she’d seen enough. Dylan standing close. Me in my swimsuit. The tension that would have been palpable even from a distance.

“We were,” I said, my voice remarkably steady. “He was just telling me about his classes. The noise was a bit much.”

“Mm.” Her non-committal hum was a verdict. “Well, it’s so nice you get along. A young stepmother and a grown stepson… it can be so awkward.

But you two seem… close.”

Every word was a needle. “We manage,” I said, my politeness a brittle shield.

She finally took the hint, or more likely, decided she’d gathered enough fodder. “Well, I won’t keep you. Enjoy the squares! Give my best to Mark.”

I watched her walk back to the gate, her step impossibly light for a woman carrying so much venom. The lemon squares felt like a lead weight in my hands.

When Dylan came home an hour later, I was waiting for him in the kitchen, the plate between us on the island.

“Eleanor brought these,” I said, my voice flat.

He glanced at them, then at my face. “Okay. Why do you look like you’ve seen a ghost?”

“She saw us. On the patio. Last Tuesday.”

All the color drained from his face. For the first time since this began, I saw genuine fear in his eyes. It was a chilling sight. “How much?”

“I don’t know. Enough to have ‘questions.’ She called you helpful. She said we seemed… close.”

He swore, low and vicious, running a hand through his hair. “Fuck. That nosy old bat.”

“What if she says something to your father?” The panic I’d been holding back crept into my voice. “It would destroy him. It would destroy…

everything.”

He was silent for a long moment, thinking. The fear in his eyes hardened into a cold, determined resolve. “She won’t.”

“How can you be sure?”

“Because she’s a gossip, not a homewrecker. She gets off on suspicion, not confirmation. And she has no proof.” He came around the island, standing close. “We just have to be more careful.”

“More careful?” The laugh tore out of me, brittle as snapped glass. “Dylan, we fucked in broad daylight ten feet from a party full of people. Careful left the building weeks ago.”

“Then we stop.” The words landed between us like a dropped blade.

My chest seized. The thought carved out something vital and left a raw hollow behind my ribs. I searched his face for any flicker, any lie I could cling to. Found nothing.

“Do you want to stop?” The question left my mouth before I could swallow it.

He studied me. His gaze moved slowly over my face, the rigid line of my shoulders, my fingers locked white around the granite edge of the counter. “No,” he said at last, quiet but final. “But I will if you say it. If you think we’re done.”

The exit I had been starving for since the first time. Clean. Guiltless. Offered without strings. All I had to do was reach out and take it.

Mark’s trusting smile flashed behind my eyes. The life we had built. The scandal that would rip through every foundation we stood on.

Then the washing machine against my spine. The taste of him still coating my tongue. The truth that had already rooted too deep to dig out: I was awake in a way I had never been. For once I wasn’t performing the role. I was burning alive.

“I don’t want to stop,” I whispered.

A slow, fierce smile cut across his mouth. Not victory. Recognition. We were both stepping into the same fire, eyes open. “Then we’re smarter. We’re ghosts.”

He closed the distance and kissed me, hard and fast, sealing the pact with teeth and heat.

We became ghosts.

Our meetings thinned but sharpened. We kept our hands off each other inside the house. Burner phones bought with cash. Single lines, deleted the second they were read. Study room B. 2 pm. Laundromat on Elm. Thirty minutes. We took whatever borrowed dark we could find: the back seat of his car behind the theater, a cheap motel room that smelled of old cigarettes and industrial cleaner, the narrow space behind the pool house where the grass was damp against my bare thighs. The seediness should have shamed me. Instead it stripped everything else away until there was only the two of us and the blunt, animal need that refused to be reasoned with.

The danger fed the heat instead of cooling it. Every time we collided it carried the frantic edge of people who knew the next time might not come. The sex stayed wordless, brutal in its honesty. In the motel’s weak yellow light he would pin my wrists to the mattress, hold my gaze while he sank into me, and I saw the same storm I carried: guilt, terror, and a love so vicious it scared us both silent. We never named it. We didn’t need to. It lived in the way he gathered me afterward, careful as if I might shatter, and in the way my fingertips learned the exact shape of his mouth, the ridge of his collarbone, the pulse at his throat.

Then Mark left again. Chicago this time—a two-week merger that needed him on-site—and for the first time since Singapore, the house emptied of him.

A week before Mark was due back from Chicago, the text arrived on the burner.

Dad’s flight delayed. Storm. Home tomorrow morning. House is ours. 8 pm.

My pulse slammed against my ribs so hard I felt it in my teeth. An entire night. Unbroken. We hadn’t had that since the beginning. It felt like a gift wrapped in a threat.

I cooked. Something ordinary. A stepmother’s meal. Pasta with garlic and oil, a simple salad. I set the table on the patio beneath the string lights. When Dylan stepped outside he had showered; his hair was still damp at the nape. Clean jeans. A soft gray henley that clung to the lines of his chest. He looked young and painfully beautiful.

We ate in near silence. The air between us was thick with everything we were not saying. Mark’s return had stopped being an idea. It was tomorrow morning.

After we cleared the plates we stayed outside. The outdoor sofa creaked beneath us. A bottle of wine sat open between our knees. The night was warm, the sky clear and pricked with stars.

“What happens after tomorrow?” I asked, finally giving the question air.

He watched the wine slide down the inside of his glass. “We go back to being ghosts.”

“And if I can’t?” The words came out raw, bleeding.

He turned to me fully, eyes dark in the low light. “Then we make a choice.”

“What choice?”

“You know what choice.”

Leaving. Setting fire to every life we had touched. Choosing us and letting everything else burn. The size of it made the ground feel thin beneath my feet.

“I can’t ask that of you,” I said. “Your father—”

“Is a good man,” Dylan finished, voice rough. “Who doesn’t deserve this. I know.” He set his glass down and faced me. “But this isn’t about deserving, Sienna. It’s about truth. You married him for the wrong reasons. You know you did.”

I flinched. The one truth I had refused to touch even when I was alone. I had married Mark for the safety of his name, his money, the clean lines of a life that looked right from the outside. I had not married for the messy, inconvenient, heart-stopping reality sitting beside me now.

“And you?” I said, the defense thin. “What’s your reason?”

He reached out, thumb brushing a tear I hadn’t felt fall. “You,” he said simply. “It’s always been you. Since the day you walked into this house. I tried to hate you. I tried to stay away. But you…” His voice dropped. “You’re the only real thing in this whole fucking perfect prison.”

The words cracked something open. I started crying in earnest, silent and helpless. He pulled me against his chest. His heart beat steady and strong under my ear.

“I’m so sorry,” I choked.

“Don’t,” he murmured into my hair. “Not tonight.”

He tilted my chin up and kissed me. This kiss was different—slow, deep, devastatingly tender. It tasted like goodbye and like a promise made anyway.

That night we didn’t fuck like ghosts or conspirators.

He led me to the bed by the hand—the bed I shared every night with his father—and for once neither of us hesitated at the threshold.

He undressed me slowly. No ripped buttons, no impatience. He drew my shirt over my head and let it drift to the floor, unhooked my bra with steady fingers and eased the straps down my arms like he was unwrapping something he meant to keep. When I reached for his belt, he caught my wrists and shook his head.

“Not yet.” He sank to his knees instead, peeling my leggings down my legs, pressing his mouth to the inside of my knee, the soft skin of my thigh, the crease where hip met thigh, until I was shaking and there wasn’t an inch of me left that he hadn’t already set on fire.

“Dylan—”

“I want to remember all of it.” His voice had gone low and wrecked, and he hadn’t even touched himself yet. “Every second of tonight.”

He came up over me, and I finally got my hands on his belt, on the hard, familiar heat of him once he’d kicked his jeans away, and stroked him until his forehead dropped to my shoulder and a groan tore out of him that sounded almost like pain. Then he was settling between my thighs, and instead of driving in the way he always did—fast, certain, claiming—he pushed inside an inch at a time, watching my face the whole way, like he needed to see exactly what it did to me.

“Look at me,” I whispered, cradling his jaw in my palm, and he did—his eyes black and open and undefended in a way I had never once seen at the study desk, or the dryer, or the dining table.

We moved slowly. There was no clock left to race, no rules to perform, only the long, unhurried drag of him inside me and the small, broken sounds I made every time he bottomed out. He braced himself over me on his forearms, his chest brushing mine with every roll of his hips, his mouth mapping my throat, my collarbone, the curve of my breast, murmuring words I only half caught—mine, this is mine, I don’t care whose name is on the deed—until I was crying and clenching around him in the same breath, unable to tell where the grief ended and the pleasure began.

“I love you,” he said against my skin, so quietly I almost missed it, like he’d been holding the words back for weeks and they’d finally worn straight through. “I don’t care that I’m not supposed to. I do.”

I came apart at that, before he’d even quickened his pace, my whole body seizing around him in long, rolling waves that he rode out with his eyes locked on mine, refusing to look away even once. The sight of me unraveling beneath him broke whatever control he had left. His rhythm turned urgent, deep, his hips driving forward until his own release took him under, a long, shuddering groan pressed into the hollow of my throat as he emptied himself inside me, his whole body trembling with the force of it, his cock pulsing until there was nothing left to give.

He didn’t pull away after. He stayed sunk inside me, propped on his elbows, his face buried in my hair, both of us shaking.

“I love you too,” I said into the dark, into his shoulder, the truth finally loud enough to hear. “God help me. I do.”

Afterward we lay tangled in the dark, sweat cooling between us. My head rested on his chest. His fingers traced idle patterns along my spine.

“Rule four,” he whispered into the dark.

“What’s rule four?” My voice was hoarse, used.

“No regrets.” He kissed the top of my head. “Whatever happens. No regrets.”

I closed my eyes, fingers curled against his ribs. “No regrets.”

We slept a few exhausted hours, tangled together, neither of us willing to be the one who moved first. He woke me just before dawn, his cock already hard against my thigh, his mouth at the back of my neck.

“One more,” he murmured, not really a question. “Before the sun’s all the way up. Before he’s real again.”

I rolled into him without a word, answer enough. We made love again in the gray light filtering through the blinds, quiet and urgent, a final desperate claiming neither of us said out loud. I felt every inch of him as he slid back into me, the slick sound of our bodies meeting, the way his hand pinned my hip to the mattress while he drove deeper, slower now, like he was trying to stretch it past the few minutes it actually took. I came again with my face pressed to his shoulder, biting down to keep from crying out, and felt him follow a moment later, shuddering, his fingers tightening hard enough on my hip to leave a mark I’d have to remember to keep hidden.

When it was over he slipped from the bed. I watched him dress in the half-light, the familiar lines of his back, the way his jeans sat low on his hips. He leaned down and kissed me once, soft, on the mouth.

“Ghosts,” he said, voice rough.

Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

I stayed in the bed we had used, in the room that still smelled of my marriage, and felt the truth settle into my bones. The line was not simply crossed. It was gone. We had stepped into new territory with no map back.

Mark’s key turned in the lock at nine. I was already in the kitchen, showered, dressed, pouring coffee. The perfect wife.

“Honey, I’m home!” he called, cheerful.

I met him in the hallway with a smile. He kissed my cheek, suit rumpled from the flight.

Later, while he unpacked and told me about the conference, I drifted to the hallway. My eyes went, as they always did, to the closed door of Dylan’s room. No light beneath it. He was gone—to class, the library, anywhere but here.

I turned and walked back to my husband, to the life I had chosen.

But the live wire inside me had changed. It no longer hummed with frantic energy. It was a quiet, constant current beneath my skin, a second heartbeat. The map of the house had been rewritten. Every room carried the echo of what we had done. Every silence held the shape of him.

And the game, I knew, was permanent. We were ghosts inside the machine of this perfect life, haunting each other, bound by a secret that had become as structural as the walls themselves. The fire had not consumed us. It had forged us into something harder, sharper, and endlessly hungry.

Under one roof, we would continue. A man, his wife, and the ghost of the boy who loved her.


Also by Jenna Sahara

Thanks for reading. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few more you might like:

The Mind Control App

Read The Mind Control App on Amazon

Body Swap: My Son’s Teacher
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