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Chapter 1: The Guest
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Ava had done everything right. Married young, stayed loyal, followed the script. She was 26 now, living in a quiet suburb with Ben, her husband of two years. He was gentle, dependable, the kind of man her mother always said made a good husband. The kind of man who folded laundry before bed and said “I love you” like clockwork.

But Ava hasn't been sleeping well these days.

Not because of nightmares.
Because of dreams. Dirty ones.
She’d wake up wet and flushed, breath caught in her throat, fingers buried between her thighs before she even realized it. And Ben? Still snoring beside her. Oblivious. Sweet. So unaware of the storm building inside her.

It all started with a knock on the door.

“Babe?” Ben called from the kitchen. “That’s probably Derek.”

Ava blinked. “Derek?”

“My new gym buddy,” he said. “Told you he was swinging by.”

Right. The gym guy. Some older friend Ben made recently mid-thirties, maybe older. He'd talked about him a few times. Ex-military, into boxing, recently divorced. That was all Ava knew.

She opened the door.

And there he was.

Tall. Broad shoulders under a simple black t-shirt. Stubble across a strong jaw. Calm, steady eyes that scanned her like they already knew her. He smiled slowly.

“You must be Ava.”

She swallowed. “You must be Derek.”

His handshake was firm. Big hands. Warm skin. Eyes that didn’t rush away. She felt him look really look at her, from her eyes down to the curve of her waist, like he wasn’t afraid to let her know he was noticing.

And instead of backing away?

She liked it.

** ** ** **
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DINNER WAS SIMPLE BEN grilled steaks, Ava made salad. Derek praised the food, complimented the house, but every now and then... he’d glance at her. Too long. Too direct. When Ben looked away, he’d smirk. And Ava found herself fixing her hair more, crossing and uncrossing her legs, pouring just a little too much wine.

“So, Ava,” Derek asked, leaning back with a lazy confidence, “what do you do when you’re not spoiling Ben with meals like this?”

Ben chuckled. “She works part-time from home. Marketing.”

“Ah,” Derek nodded, but his eyes stayed on her. “Lucky guy. Coming home to this.”

Ava felt a blush rise, her thighs unconsciously pressing together.

She wasn’t sure what he meant exactly. But she wanted to know.

By the end of the night, Ben offered to walk Derek to his car. Ava started clearing plates, still warm with the afterglow of wine and attention.

But Derek stepped close before leaving just behind her in the kitchen, close enough to smell the soft vanilla of her perfume.

He didn’t touch her. Just said quietly, low near her ear:

“He has no idea, does he?”

Ava turned her head, startled, confused but before she could speak, he was already walking toward the door, whistling casually.

She stood frozen, heart pounding.

She didn’t know what he meant.

Or maybe... she did.

And she was scared how much that excited her.
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​Chapter 2: The Glance That Stayed
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The next morning, Ava stirred her coffee in silence. Ben sat across the kitchen island, scrolling his phone, smiling at some meme she couldn’t see.

He looked... content.

Ava wasn’t.

She kept replaying Derek’s voice in her head:


“He has no idea, does he?”


What the hell did he mean by that?

She wasn’t that obvious, was she? She didn’t lean too close. She didn’t flirt. Not really. But maybe maybe the way she adjusted her top when he was looking. The way she smiled was too long. The way she didn’t look away when she should have.

She remembered his eyes.
That slow, undressing stare.
The kind of look no one had given her since... well, maybe never.
** ** ** **
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, Ben left for his gym session.

Ava was curled up on the couch with a book when her phone buzzed.

Unknown number


You wore that little white dress on purpose, didn’t you?


Her breath caught.

Another buzz.


You know I couldn’t stop staring at your thighs.
Don’t worry. I won’t tell your husband you liked it.

She stared at the screen. Her thumb hovered. She should delete. Block. Ignore.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she typed:


How did you get my number?


A reply came in seconds.


Ben gave it to me. Said if I ever needed anything, you'd help.


She smirked despite herself.

Her pulse was quickening.


Need anything? she sent back.

I need another look at those legs, sweetheart.


The messages stopped there. But Ava’s brain didn’t.

That night, she couldn’t focus. She kept watching the door. Imagining Derek knocking again. What would she do this time? What if Ben left the room and Derek cornered her again closer this time?

Would she back away?

Or let him smell her neck?

Two days passed.

Then Saturday came and with it, a casual line from Ben:

“Derek’s coming over again for the game. You don’t mind, right?”

Ava swallowed.

“Of course not,” she said, smoothing her hair. “Should I wear the white dress?”

Ben grinned. “You know I love you in that one.”

Yeah. So did someone else.
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Chapter 3: Heat Between the Walls
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The white dress was tight.

Not obscene Ben had picked it for her birthday once but it clung in the right places. Soft fabric hugging her waist, stopping just above the knee. No bra underneath. She told herself it was hot outside. That’s all.

She served drinks like nothing had changed. Ben and Derek settled into the couch, beers in hand, watching the game.

Ava played hostess.

But every time she walked past the living room, she could feel Derek’s eyes on her. Not just casual glances territorial. He watched her hips move. Watched her bend at the waist. And when she turned to catch him in the act, he didn’t look away.

He just smiled.

Like they had a secret.

Midway through the game, Ben got a call.

“Crap,” he sighed, standing. “It’s Mom. Gotta step out, she’s been sick.”

He kissed Ava’s cheek. “Be right back, babe.”

And just like that... they were alone.

She walked into the kitchen slowly. Opened the fridge. Pretended to search for something.
Then
“Nice dress.”

His voice again. Low. Closer now.

She didn’t turn. “You already said that.”

“I didn’t say how good you looked bending over in it.”

Her breath hitched.

She straightened, turning to face him. “You shouldn’t say things like that.”

Derek stepped into the doorway. “Why not?”

“Because... Ben’s your friend.”

He smirked. “Ben’s my gym buddy. You”
He took a step closer.
“You’re what I actually want.”
Ava’s back hit the fridge. Her heart pounded so loud, she could barely hear.

“I should tell you to leave,” she whispered.

“But you won’t.”

Another step. He was in front of her now, close enough that she could smell the mix of soap and sweat. Her chest rose and fell fast, nipples hard beneath the thin dress.

“You’ve been teasing me since the first second I walked through that door, Ava.”

“I didn’t mean to”

“You didn’t stop either.”

He reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. His fingers lingered.
Then slid down... along her jaw... down to her throat.
Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Tell me to stop,” he whispered.

She didn’t.

Not when his thumb grazed her collarbone.

Not when he leaned down, lips brushing hers but not kissing just close enough to feel the heat.

“Say the word,” Derek breathed.

But she said nothing.

He stepped back slowly, leaving her panting against the fridge.

“Not yet,” he said, voice low. “You’re not ready.”

And then he turned and walked away. Back to the couch. Back to the game. Like nothing happened.

Ava slid to the floor, legs trembling.

Not because she was afraid.

Because she wanted more.
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