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This story is adult erotic fiction set in contemporary Toronto. It is the first part of the For Us short stories. All sexual partners are adults eighteen or older. Zara Reeves is thirty-four. Elliot Reeves is thirty-six. Martin Hale is fifty-one.

If you are not 18 or older, stop here.

Elliot Reeves came home like a man who had already been fired and was only waiting for the paperwork to catch up.

He dropped his keys in the bowl by the door and missed. They hit the tile and skittered under the console table, cheerful as a joke nobody had asked for. He stared at them for a second too long, then laughed under his breath, that small helpless sound Zara had learned to hate because it meant he was trying to be fine for her.

“Hi, baby,” he called, too bright. “I brought Thai. I think. Unless I grabbed the bag with someone else’s spring rolls, in which case we have a story and possibly a new enemy in unit 4B.”

The apartment smelled like cardamom and onions. Zara had started dinner an hour ago and abandoned it when her phone buzzed with a calendar notice from his office: Northaven All-Hands, mandatory, tomorrow 9:00. All-hands did not scare her. The fact that Elliot had not mentioned it did.

She came out of the kitchen barefoot, black hair twisted up with a clip, wearing one of his old university shirts and nothing that counted as pants. The shirt had given up on her chest years ago. Thirty-four. Brown-skinned. Pakistani by blood, Toronto by marriage, and the rest of her history she wore like perfume: only when she wanted you to notice.

She looked at his face and knew.

“Come here,” she said.

“I’m okay. I’m—Zara, I’m okay. It’s just Hale’s been in with People again, and Derek from delivery looked at me like I was already a forwarding address, and I keep thinking if I finish the Q3 deck before Friday they’ll see I’m useful, and I know that’s not how it works, I know, I just—”

She crossed the room, took the plastic bag out of his hand, set it on the table, and put her palm on his chest. His heart was doing that hummingbird thing it did when he had spent the whole subway ride writing speeches he would never give.

“Eli.” Soft. Final. “Shoes off. Sit.”

He sat. He always sat when she used that voice. Not because he was weak. Because he was a man who had spent his whole life trying not to be a problem, and she was the one person who had ever looked at that instinct and called it sweet instead of pathetic.

He was thirty-six and still looked like someone’s favorite group project: kind mouth, anxious eyes, glasses that slid. Well liked. He brought baklava when someone had a bad week. He apologized to the microwave when it beeped too loud. Northaven had used that softness for six years and was preparing, as far as Zara could tell, to throw it out.

She straddled his thighs on the couch. The shirt rode up. The bare heat of her settled over his slacks. Her body was all weight and warmth: the thick press of her ass in his lap, the soft hang of her breasts against his sternum, rose oil and fried onion and the clean soap he bought in bulk because he could never remember the fancy name she liked.

“They want you gone,” she said.

His throat worked. “We don’t know that.”

“I know that.” She cupped his jaw. Her thumb brushed the corner of his mouth, where he got a little chapped in winter. “You are kind, and you are good at the work, and you are terrible at the part where men like Martin Hale decide who gets to keep eating. They are going to manage you out, jaan. Slowly, so they can tell themselves they were fair.”

He shut his eyes. “Derek’s been copying Hale on emails I used to own. Little things. Status notes. Like he’s already sitting in my chair and being polite about the smell.”

“Derek Lang wants your book because he is hungry and you are polite. That is not a personality. That is a wolf describing a sheep as a networking opportunity.”

“I don’t know what to do.”

“I do,” she said, and kissed him.

It was not a comfort kiss. Zara did not do those when the house was on fire. She kissed him like she was reminding his nervous system who he belonged to: slow, deep, a little filthy already, her tongue stroking into his mouth until his hands found her waist on instinct and gripped. She made a small pleased sound when his fingers dug in. He always started careful. She always had to teach his hands to be greedy again.

She rolled her hips once, lazy, and felt him thicken under her.

“There he is,” she murmured against his mouth. “My sweet idiot. You come home ready to apologize for existing and your cock still gets hard the second I sit on it. You know what that tells me?”

“That I have a one-track mind and catastrophic timing?”

“That you are still mine.” She nipped his lower lip. “And I don’t let them throw away what is mine.”

She pulled the shirt off.

Elliot made a sound that would have embarrassed him in any other room. Zara’s body did that to him and always had. Full brown breasts, heavy enough that they moved when she breathed. Hips that had gotten thicker since the wedding. An ass that filled his hands and then some. Double Ds she had once described, laughing, as the only inheritance her aunties could not lecture her about.

He reached for her like he always did: a little stunned, a little grateful, as if she might vanish if he grabbed too hard.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said. “I didn’t marry you so you could treat me like glass. I married you because you look at me like I’m a miracle and I like being worshipped by a man who means it.”

“Zara—”

She guided his mouth to her breast.

He went without being told twice. He sucked her nipple like a man who had been starving since breakfast, messy, devoted, his glasses fogging until she plucked them off and tossed them on the cushion. She held the back of his head and fed him the other one, watching his throat work, feeling the helpless grind of his hips against the fat of her ass.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “That’s it. Use your mouth. You worry all day about Hale and decks and whether Derek likes you. Right now you worry about getting my tits wet enough to shine.”

He groaned into her skin. She smiled, sharp and fond.

She had not always been someone’s wife.

Before Elliot there had been rooms that smelled like hotel soap and men who paid in cash or favors or silence. She had never stood on a corner. She had not needed to. Word travelled. She had learned the difference between being wanted and being useful. Then a nervous analyst spilled mango lassi on her sandals and spent twenty minutes apologizing as if he had broken a bone, and something in her that had been for sale sat down and stayed.

She slid off his lap, knelt between his knees, and opened his belt with the unhurried competence of a woman who had done this in worse rooms for worse reasons and was doing it now because she chose to.

“Zara, you don’t have to—”

“I know I don’t have to.” She tugged his slacks down, freed his cock, gave it a slow stroke that made his head drop back against the couch. He was already leaking. She smeared it with her thumb and showed him, wicked. “That’s why it’s filthy. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“Look at me while I suck you.”

He looked. She held his gaze and took him into her mouth, wet and easy, the way she did when she wanted him to understand that this was not a favor, it was a claiming. She was good at it. She had always been good at it. She let him hit the back of her throat and stayed there, breathing through her nose, eyes shining, until his hand hovered over her hair and didn’t dare land.

She pulled off with a string of spit from her bottom lip to his cock.

“Hand in my hair. I said don’t be gentle, paglay. If you treat me like a church I’ll start charging you.”

He laughed, wrecked, and fisted her hair. She made a pleased sound and went back down, bobbing, sloppy on purpose, one hand working what her mouth didn
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