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Written by Madeline Woulfie

Courtney’s hands were sticky with tape and sugar dust from the powdered donuts she’d been arranging. The living room looked like a party had exploded halfway, strings of fairy lights draped over the couch in loose coils, paper plates stacked on the coffee table, and a small mountain of pastel balloons still trapped in a net bag in the corner.

Controlled chaos, she told herself. It’s not messy. It’s just... mid-process.

She stepped back, checking the clock again. 

Three hours.

Three hours until Morgan came bouncing through the front door, backpack dragging, smelling like crayons and pencil shavings, asking for a snack like it was any other day. Morgan, the little 9 year old, had completely forgotten that her own birthday was today. 

Courtney couldn’t blame the poor kid as she was buried to the neck under spelling tests and math drills the whole week. It was an exhausting time for Morgan, but also a blessing in disguise, giving her dad and babysitter ample time to surprise her. 

The moment she enters the home, she would be hit by the sight of streamers and cake and everyone who loved her crammed into one glowing room.

Perfect.

As long as she didn’t show up early, which was highly unlikely to begin with. An earthquake is more likely than that. 

Courtney bit her lip. The only hole in the plan was that Morgan’s dad, Mr. Johnson, or as he wanted her to call him, Bradley. He wasn’t scheduled to be anywhere else. Which was fine. She had a checklist. She had a plan. And she had...

The front door clicked open.

Bradley’s voice carried in before she saw him. “Hope you didn’t save all the heavy work for me.”

She smiled despite herself. “As if you’ll break sweat doing anything here.” 

“Hey, are you calling me lazy?” he frowned with a smile. 

“What? No. I’m simply stating that the PE Teacher who used to train me is much too fit to be sweating by doing anything here.” She gestured to the room. “See any tasks that can possibly make you sweat?” 

“I’m pretty sure I will sweat if I was to do the right ones.” He stepped into the living room, a tall, solid figure in a navy T-shirt and jeans, the kind that made her brain skip for a second before catching up. Right ones? He had said that as he looked at her. Was she the right one? Was he going to do her? If so, how and in what position... Courtney shook her head. This was not happening, not now, not again. 

“You’re early,” she composed herself before speaking. 

“Good,” he said, eyes scanning the half-finished decorations. “Means I can make sure you don’t break your neck on a chair trying to hang those lights.”

“I wasn’t going to, but hey, when has me reassuring you about my body ever stopped you from doing as you please to it,” She stopped because, yeah, she just said it. 

Both of them stared at each other. His eyes wide, hers wider. She could see a grin forming in his face, one he was trying desperately to hide. She was the same, only instead of grin, it was something else. 

“I was referring to our past, as in you coaching me in high school,” She clarified as if anyone else was present in the room. He nodded before she added, “Like a dick... tator.” Stop it, she told herself. 

“How about we get busy,” He said, and they did. 

They fell into step easily. He untangled the fairy lights, as she arranged the snack table, swapping the positions of cupcakes and pretzels three times before deciding she’d nailed it. She wondered if he’d nailed any one... anything yet. Even her thoughts were making her blush. 

She’d been like this back in high school too, but didn’t want to make things awkward. Now that she was no longer his student, but an intern at his company, working part time as a nanny to his kid, this was clearly the time to be awkward, whether intentionally or not. 

Somewhere between setting out the juice boxes and testing the string light plugs, Bradley leaned against the doorway, arms crossed.

“You still remember the school gym?” he asked.

Courtney glanced over her shoulder. “Pretty sure it smelled like rubber forever. Why?” 

“That day, in the competition, you did the perfect somersault.” His smile tilted. Here we go again. “Second prize, though. If only the judges weren’t so blind.”

“To quote Elsa from Frozen, Let it go... Let it go. That was, what, four years ago?” She hoped he didn’t still see her as just another schoolgirl with a great body, athletically, of course. Did he? Or did he see her as his future wif... secretary?

“Still a crime.” He shook his head. “You stuck the landing. I should know, I trained you. I’ve been training you forever. First as a student, then as an intern. Who knows, I may even train you as my secretary one day. No one knows how capable you are, like I do.” My secretary, not a secretary, but MY. Courtney wondered if she was going to be his personal secretary one day, dealing with his office work, while having a hand in his housework too. “God knows you had the talent and skills for it, and you still do. I can’t say the same for the moronic judges,” he continued. As upset as she had been to not win the first prize, he felt worse, he still did. But all that was water under the bridge, she was on her way to be his secretary, that was big news to her. “I wonder how many of those judges needed an assistant, or maybe even a guide dog to help them to their seats.”

Heat crawled up her neck before she could stop it. Something about him being so passionate about any topic regarding her, turned her on. So she joined in. “I wonder if there is any statute of limitations on such a vicious crime?” She chuckled weakly, hoping it hid how she felt. The way he said trained you made it sound like more than drills in a dusty gym. 

As he kept talking, moving from her high school days, to now, her work as his intern, Courtney busied herself with folding napkins, but her chest felt too warm, her hands too quick as she enjoyed his attention, his praise.

Bradley didn’t seem to notice. Or maybe he did. Either way, she needed a break before her knees gave out.

“Lights are all yours,” she said lightly, tossing him the spare pack of hooks. “I’m taking a quick shower before I smell like popcorn grease.”

He caught the hooks easily. “Go. I’ve got the boxes.”

She didn’t doubt it. He moved the heavier things without making it look like work, shoulders flexing as he shifted the stacked chairs and dragged the balloon nets into place.

“Just so you know,” he said, stopping her halfway. “I’m not praising you like this just because I feel like it. I’m doing this because, and I know I should wait but... your internship is about to end and you are pretty much in the top 3 to get the job.” He smiled, she smiled back. 

“I’m getting the job?”

“Not only that, you get to choose which position you want. I mean you already are trying for an assistant manager, but if you want, you can also try for other positions like the general manager, and maybe even my... a secretary,” he paused before adding “If you want to, that is.” She smiled, he nodded as if that was the answer. “Go ahead now. Don’t let me stop you from a much needed shower. You’ve earned it. And the stench is getting unbearable.” She poked her tongue at him, trying to match his humor, before rushing up. Before the realization dawned upon her.  

The bathroom in the guest room steamed up fast, the sound of running water almost drowning out her heartbeats. Courtney pressed her palms to the tile, eyes closed for a second, letting the spray clear her head. She told herself it was just the hot water that made her skin hum. Just the relief of being clean after running around all morning. 

Oh, and the fact that she had the choice to go from a sitter to a secretary. And her first reaction to this news was to stick her tongue out as a child at her boss. What was she thinking? What did he think? RELAX! It's not like he was complaining. If anything he was pleased, proud even. He wanted this to happen. But, what if she wasn’t up to the task, to the expectations?

Courtney sighed. She stood with her forehead resting against the tile, letting the water trace down her shoulders, taking some of the stress with it. Compared to her overthinking brain, the shower’s hot spray felt like a rescue.  She could almost pretend she wasn’t on a deadline, wasn’t orchestrating a surprise party in a half-decorated living room, wasn’t... thinking about the way Bradley’s voice had gone warm when he’d mentioned training her forever. 

She blew out a breath. Focus.

The doorbell rang.

She didn’t move at first, her brain took too long to catch up, to decide if she’d really heard it. No one should be here except Morgan, or her friends, and it was way too early for either.

Her shower was almost done anyway. She twisted the knob off and stepped onto the mat, grabbing for the towel. As she dabbed at her hair, she drifted to the foggy bathroom window and swiped a clear circle with her palm.

A white van was just pulling away from the curb. Another delivery? But all deliveries were complete. She counted all the candles, hats, and all decorations, in her head before coming to the same conclusion. Did someone parcel something?

She stared at the van for a second, trying to place it. Then it slowed, made a wide U-turn, and the logo slid into view.

Her stomach dropped. Delivery service. This one in particular only came if someone shopped at its place, its online store. Her purse was hung inside the bathroom and she heard a notification arrive. 

She realized what was happening, and she hated it. She took her phone out of her purse and realized her mistake. She had accidentally selected this house as the delivery address, instead of her own place. 

Her package. Her very private, very not-for-anyone-else’s-eyes package, just got delivered. She’d ordered it with the kind of precision that assumed a safe two- to three-day window. Apparently, the universe liked surprises more than she did.

And Bradley was the only one in the house to answer the door.

Panic bit at her ribs. She didn’t think. She didn’t plan an excuse. She just ran.

She had reached the stairs, right next to the room she was exiting, when her towel hooked on the doorknob, yanking back hard. Her foot slipped, and then she was skidding, sliding down the steps in a blur of beige carpet and panic.

She landed with a thud at the bottom, breath punched out of her, the towel abandoned way up the stairs like a surrender flag.

Her whole body went cold and hot at the same time.

She was naked. Completely.

And Bradley was already rounding the corner, his footsteps heavy, voice sharp with alarm. “Courtney!”

He stopped when he saw her, and for a fraction of a second, longer in her mind, his eyes swept over her. She froze, half-covering herself, but not enough to erase the fact.

The air between them felt thick.

Then something shifted in his face, the same quick, decisive look she’d seen years ago when he figured out a better run-up for her gymnastics test.

Without a word, he tugged off his T-shirt and handed it to her.

She grabbed it fast, pulling it over her head. It was warm from him, if a bit wet with sweat, but loose enough to cover her to mid-thigh. If only it was thick enough for her nipples to not poke through. 

Now they were both half-naked, and that didn’t help the way her pulse was thudding. Neither did it help her slowly hardening nipples.

“Can you stand?” he asked.

“Yeah...” She tried, but her ankle protested.

He didn’t hesitate. He slid one arm under her knees and the other around her back, lifting her like she was nothing but a pillow made of feathers. She caught a faint whiff of his aftershave, the same kind he’d probably used after gym class years ago. 

The closeness was absurd, too much, making her forget how to hold her breath right. He carried her to the couch and set her down gently, next to other pillows. 

“Stay,” he said. Then he reached for the coffee table, and her heart stumbled when she saw what was on it.

The package. Opened.

The cardboard flaps sagged like they knew they’d betrayed her. And inside, plain as day, sat the gleaming, anatomically ambitious dildo she’d ordered... and the smaller, discreet-but-not-discreet-enough vibrator.

She wanted the earth to fold in on itself.

He looked at her, not smirking, not gaping, just looking. “I thought it was party stuff,” he said. “Props or something.”

Her mouth went dry. “I... I’m so sorry. I didn’t... I should have double checked the address I was sending it too. I mean, I thought it wouldn’t come until...” She broke off, pressing her face into her hands. 

“Hey,” he said quietly.

She peeked through her fingers.

“No big deal,” he added, voice steady.

She dropped her hands, searching his expression for mockery. There wasn’t any. No joke. No wink. Just... him, calm as if the package contained nothing more than spare batteries.

The heat in her face didn’t fade, but the sharp edge of humiliation dulled. She let out a breath. “I need some water.” 

He nodded and pushed up from the couch, heading for the kitchen. She watched the muscles shift across his back, the easy way he moved without a shirt. He’s still got it. 

Despite everything, she thought, unhelpfully, about the fact that the larger item in that box... was almost too accurate for him to miss.

Bradley set the box down on the far end of the coffee table, like he was sparing her from its shadow. He came back with a tall glass of water and placed it in her hands.

“Thanks,” she muttered. Her fingers brushed his when she took it. The glass was cool, the condensation already damp against her skin. She took a sip just to have something to do with her mouth.

“Figured you might need that,” he said, settling into the armchair across from her. His eyes flicked briefly toward the package again, and the corner of his mouth pulled up. “Not exactly the kind of centerpiece you want for a nine-year-old’s birthday party.”

Her laugh escaped before she could stop it, high and nervous. “Yeah, no... Morgan would have a lot of questions I am not prepared to answer.”

Bradley chuckled. “Well, at least it’s... festive?”

That earned another laugh from her, softer this time, and she shook her head, feeling her cheeks burn. “It’s mortifying,” she said. “I didn’t even mean for it to come here. I’ve been here so much the past few weeks, when I checked out online, I guess I hit your address without thinking. My apartment was the plan. You were... definitely not supposed to be part of this process.”

His eyebrows went up a little. “Secondary address?”

She groaned. “I’m here a lot. And, I mean... you let me use the Wi-Fi for work, you pay me, you feed me, you trust me. Apparently my brain filed that away as ‘safe shipping location’ too.” She looked down at the glass in her hands. “I’m sorry. I know this is... awkward.”

Bradley didn’t jump in right away. He leaned back, eyes thoughtful. The refrigerator in the kitchen hummed faintly, and somewhere outside a car passed, the low rumble breaking the silence before fading again.

“I’ll tell you something, since we’re apparently in the business of awkward confessions,” he said finally.

Courtney looked up, not sure if she should brace herself.

“Years ago... when I was short on cash, I did a few adult videos,” he said, voice even.

Her fingers tightened around the glass. She stared. Not because she didn’t know, she’d heard the rumors before, whispers in locker rooms when she was still in the final year of college. And later, late one night, curiosity had taken her further than it should have. She’d searched. She’d found them.

But she hadn’t expected him to say it out loud. Did he connect the dots and realize who was the model for the custom made toy that still rested on the table? The thought made her thirstier and she took another sip. 

He held her gaze, his expression calm, like he’d decided he wasn’t going to flinch. “Not a ton. Just enough to get through a rough patch. And have some extra savings to start a business. Little did I know all that would bring us here. Didn’t think I’d ever mention it to you. But... I think you already know why I’m saying this now.”

The words hit her in a rush. Confirmation.

Her heart skipped. “So... you know,” she said quietly.

He gave the smallest nod toward the box. “I can guess where you got the idea for... the custom order.”

Her throat felt dry despite the water. She stared at the ripples in the glass, then set it down on the table carefully. “I heard things,” she said, her voice low, “back when I was still in college. People talked. And then... later... I looked it up. Just to see if it was true.”

He didn’t snap at her, didn’t even look angry.

If anything, there was a resignation in his eyes, a tired acceptance like someone who’d been carrying the same stone in his pocket for years.

“Wasn’t exactly my proudest chapter,” he said. “Lockdown had hit, the gym was closed, schools were shut, and the bills didn’t stop. An old friend, not the kind of friend you’d want your parents to meet, called and said he had a quick way to make good money. I said no a few times. Eventually... I said yes.” He shrugged one shoulder. “It wasn’t glamorous. It wasn’t even fun. But it paid the rent.”

Courtney searched his face, looking for shame, but what she saw was more complicated, like he’d folded that part of himself up and stored it somewhere, not proud of it but not pretending it didn’t exist.

“I wasn’t judging. I wouldn’t be here working for you if I was,” she said before she realized the words were coming out. “I mean... I was shocked, but... you had to do what you had to do. It’s not like anyone was offering safe, decent, well paying jobs during that time.”

He exhaled slowly, leaning his elbows on his knees. “Maybe. Still doesn’t mean it’s something you want people bringing up at family dinners.”

She smiled faintly. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to tell anyone.”

His lips curved at that. “I appreciate it.”

The fridge hummed again, steady in the background once silence took over. That has to be the loudest refrigerator to ever exist. A car passed outside, slower this time, tires whispering over the pavement.

She glanced toward the box again and grimaced. “I swear, I didn’t order it to... copy you or anything. It was more of a... ‘if you’re going to get one, might as well get the right specs’ kind of thing.”

He laughed softly. “Specs. That’s one way to put it.”

Her face heated, but the sharp embarrassment had dulled into something else, a strange, private understanding that had grown between them in the last few minutes. They’d traded pieces of themselves neither of them had planned to give.

He leaned back again, stretching his legs. “Guess we’ve both got some things we didn’t expect to share today.”

She nodded, fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “Guess so.”

It was quiet for a beat. Then she said, almost without thinking, “You never looked... unhappy. In those videos.”

His eyes flicked to hers, steady. “You learn to put on a good face. Doesn’t mean it’s real.”

“When’s the last time you felt... the real deal?” Her thighs pressed together tightly, anticipating the answer. 

“Before the pandemic. Back when I wasn’t numb to it.” She nodded slowly, and in that moment, she didn’t just see the man who used to run her through drills in the gym or the one stringing fairy lights for her party. She saw someone who had to survive, in whatever way he could.

And somehow, that made the air between them heavier, not from shame anymore, but from the weight of understanding. You don’t jump from being a student with average study grades to a top contender for secretary at a company without understanding how strenuous life can get, especially with the homework, exams, and new diseases lurking about every corner. 

The doorbell cut through the stillness like a snapped string.

Courtney froze, the weight of everything they’d just said still pressing on her.

Bradley glanced toward the door, then back at her. “That’ll be Morgan’s cousins and aunts,” he said, his voice already settling into the calm, public tone he used when other people were around.

She nodded, though her heart was still doing uneven laps in her chest.

He stood and, without comment, picked up the box from the coffee table. He held it out to her, steady. “You should... get this out of sight.”

Her cheeks burned. She took it quickly, clutching it against her chest like it might try to spill its contents into the open air. Without meeting his eyes, she ducked toward the hall and climbed back up the stairs she’d fallen from. 

“Go on,” he said, and it almost sounded like an order.

She disappeared back up to the guest room, closing the door without getting stuck this time, and shoved the box deep into the closet. By the time she came back down, she could hear the swell of voices from the front door, the guests had arrived and were busy chatting.

Bradley had already opened the door, letting them in with easy small talk. She caught a glimpse of him in the entryway, relaxed and in control, as if the last half hour hadn’t happened.

The next hour was a blur of wrangling people into place, shushing excited whispers, and double-checking the decorations. When Morgan’s footsteps finally echoed down the hall and she pushed the door open, the explosion of “Surprise!” was so loud it startled even Courtney.

Morgan’s face lit up, her smile wide enough to split her cheeks. “I didn’t even remember!” she squealed, and that alone made every frantic moment worth it.

Courtney stayed busy, directing the gift pile, making sure the cake was safe from curious fingers, and trying not to look at Bradley too much. It was only when she’d been searching for him for thirty minutes that she found him leaning against the kitchen counter, talking to one of the parents.

She crossed over, her voice low enough for him to hear but not the others. “I’m sorry... about earlier.” She didn’t remember if she’d apologized to him earlier, but figured she should anyway. It would give her an excuse to make some small talk, even if a bit discreetly. 

His eyes flicked to hers, then softened. “Just don’t tell Morgan,” he whispered back, just as discreetly. 

“Of course not,” she forgot to whisper. Thankfully, the other parent was busy tasting one of the crunchier snacks. 

That was it. No lingering, no loaded silence. Just a pact, sealed in the middle of a birthday party.

For Morgan’s sake, they both wore their easy, harmless smiles.

But later, when the cake came out and the candles were blown, Bradley scooped a bit of frosting with his finger and smeared it on Morgan’s cheek. She shrieked with laughter, swiping back at him. Then, grinning, he turned to Courtney and smudged some across her jaw before she could dodge.

The party roared with laughter. She laughed too, but under the sugar-sweet smell of frosting and the overall family friendly atmosphere, her mind betrayed her. The memory of her unintentionally flashing him at the bottom of the stairs, his shirt hugging her, his eyes seeing everything as she struggled to move without pain.

And she knew, with an awful, magnetic certainty, that he was picturing her in another scene entirely, alone, using what had been in that box.

The thought made her chest tighten up, so much so that she wondered if it would change her bra size if it kept going.

She ducked away, muttering something about needing more plates, and slipped into the quieter kitchen. She stayed there longer than she needed, until her heartbeat calmed and the air felt safe again.

When she came back, Bradley was across the room, head bent toward another conversation, looking every inch the composed host.

Even under the laughter, the frosting, and the safe distance between them, the truth was still there, pressed between the layers like the filling in a cake neither of them wanted to cut open. 

They both pretended everything was normal, until the party was over. She hadn’t decided what to do afterwards. What to do once they were both alone again? What to do about this feeling she had? This anxious emptiness. 

The house felt wrong when it was quiet.

Courtney stood in the middle of the living room, ankle-deep in paper streamers and half-empty paper cups, a battlefield of frosting smears and crumpled napkins around her. She stacked plates in neat towers just to keep her hands busy, along with her overimaginative mind. 

The party had been loud enough to push the morning’s memories to the back of her mind, but now they were crawling back, one by one, uninvited.

She was rinsing another plate when she felt it, a subtle shift in the air, the awareness of someone close. She didn’t have to look up to know Bradley had come in.

“You missed a spot,” he said lightly, picking up a plate from the counter and running a sponge over it before she could.

“Your inspection standards are too high,” she murmured, half-smiling, but she could feel the current between them. He wasn’t here to audition her dishwashing skills.

He didn’t fill the silence right away. She caught his reflection in the dark window, the set of his shoulders, the way his eyes seemed to be measuring something he hadn’t decided how to say yet.

But before the moment could sharpen, the sound of voices came from the front door. The last guests, the couple with the twins, were gathering their things.

“I’ll be back,” he said, moving toward them, his presence leaving the kitchen like the air had been let out of it. How many more close calls was she going to get? The suspense was killing her. 

Courtney stacked the last clean plate in the cupboard, listening to his low laugh as he saw the family out. She could picture it, him crouching down to fist-bump the boys, telling them to behave for their parents, all easy charm.

She realized then that if she let the evening trickle away like this, it would only get worse. Tomorrow there’d be another excuse, another moment they didn’t take, another round of pretending, another fake moment until both of them felt... numb. 

No. She’d been twisting herself in knots since the box arrived. If she didn’t cut through it now, she’d keep seeing that look on his face from this morning every time they crossed paths.

She dried her hands, walked down the hall, and went straight into the guest room.

Morgan was asleep upstairs. The house, for the first time all day, was theirs alone.

She closed the door, leaned against it for a second, and let herself breathe. The box was right where she’d shoved it, hidden behind a folded blanket in the closet. She pulled it out, the cardboard rough under her fingers, the weight of it more than just what was inside.

Her pulse was steady now, not frantic, but deliberate and measured, like in yoga. She opened the box and looked at what had started all of this.

If she was going to surrender, she might as well do it on her own terms. Besides, it was clear Bradley missed the real deal. This was her way of showing him that she is the real deal. 

Out on the porch, Bradley’s footsteps sounded faintly, the slow scrape of cans into a recycling bag. She could see it in her mind: him taking longer than necessary, pretending to be busy so he wouldn’t have to have any conversations. Delaying the inevitable. 

She picked up her phone, feeling bold as she undressed, this time not for a shower, but for the real deal. She framed herself in a way that revealed nothing of her identity, just in case, but of her measurements alongside her brand new custom-made toy, and sent it. A text followed soon after: There’s a delivery for you in the guest room.

Her heart thumped hard once, and then steadied again. She set the phone down and waited. The screen moved a little. The text bubble lit up with “Read.”

Relief spread through her body, from chest to thighs and everything else in between. The sensation was followed by something sharper, anticipation.

It was strange, the way she could feel the whole day condensed into this moment. The clumsy slip down the stairs. The shirt he’d given her. The box on the table, its contents plain as day. His confession. Her admission. 

Two people who shouldn’t have known those things about each other, and in other circumstances, it would’ve remained that way. She didn’t want this to stay as an open wound between them. 

Her head lifted when she heard the front door shut. Footsteps moved through the hall. She sat on the edge of the bed, box beside her, and waited.

The knock was soft, more of a courtesy than a request.

“Courtney?” His voice was even, but there was a pause before the handle turned.

When he stepped in, he stopped just inside the door, hand still on the frame. His eyes moved from her to the box, and back again.

“I take it this isn’t about cleaning up after the party,” he said finally, still pretending as if he hadn’t gotten her message. 

She held his gaze, not letting herself look away. “No. It’s about not tripping over the same thing every time we’re in the same room.”

His jaw shifted like he was turning that over. “And this is... how you want to do it?”

“It’s the only way I won’t keep replaying the moment,” she said quietly. “The only way I can get rid of the knot in my stomach.” 

His eyes searched hers, the kind of look that felt like it was weighing all the other things that could get in the way. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him, the latch clicking into place. The sound seemed louder in the stillness of the room, but he did not break eye contact.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke. The air between them felt heavy, but not in a way that pressed, more like it was holding something steady until they were ready to touch it.

“I’m not sure if this is a resolution or just a different kind of knot,” he said finally.

“Maybe both,” she admitted. “But at least it’s one we tie ourselves to.”

That drew the smallest smile from him, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “You’re sure?”

She nodded once, the certainty settling somewhere deep. “I don’t want to keep pretending I’m not thinking about it.”

Another pause, longer this time. She could almost hear the gears in his head, the careful man who’d been a teacher, the pragmatic man who’d been a boss, the human being who’d told her a truth he’d kept from everyone else.

Then he crossed the room and stopped in front of her. His presence filled the space without crowding it, like he’d decided he wasn’t going to take another step until he was certain.

The quiet stretched, thick but not uncomfortable. His certainty grew with each second, and that was not the only thing growing either. 

Courtney breathed in and realized that, for the first time all day, she wasn’t nervous. Not exactly. Just... aware. Of him. Of herself. Of the fact that no matter what happened after tonight, they’d both made a choice to stop pretending.

And somehow, that was already its own kind of relief. She made the first move by approaching the bed. Her naked body lay down on the soft sheets as if placing a dish on a plate, the only thing left was for someone to taste it. 

Courtney stayed still on the bed, her posture deliberate, unashamed. She was dressed exactly as she’d meant to be, which was to say, not dressed at all. She tipped her head, letting him see the humor in her choice, but there was no mistaking the steadiness in her gaze. She was no longer stumbling into this. She was steering.

Bradley didn’t move right away, only his eyes did. When he did speak, his voice was low, deliberate.

“You’re sure about this?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re saying this because you want it. Not because of... earlier. Not because you feel like you have to.”

Her fingers traced the smooth, dark curve of the toy lying across her lap. “I’m saying it because I want you,” she said plainly. “Not plastic. Not a stand-in. You. And I’m sick of pretending I don’t. Give me the real deal boss, and don’t worry, this rookie can handle anything you throw at her.”

The quiet between them stretched, but it wasn’t empty. Bradley crossed the space in slow, even steps, moving his huge muscular body next to where she lay. When he stopped in front of her, she could see the steady rise and fall of his chest, the way his focus didn’t waver even as he began unbuttoning his shirt.

The shirt hit the chair. His belt followed. Piece by piece, he let the space between them strip down to nothing but honesty.

Courtney let the toy slide from her fingers to the edge of the bed. It landed softly against the blanket and stayed there, ignored. She didn’t need it anymore.

When his last layer fell away, she reached for him. The air between them seemed to contract, no awkwardness now, only intention.

What happened next didn’t need words. They’d already said enough. It was time for action, as it speaks louder than words. 

It was a rhythm she’d seen once before, multiple times actually, from the safety of a laptop screen. One of his more famous scenes, burned into her memory long before she’d ever thought it would exist here, in this room, between them. But seeing something from a distance and feeling it in the present were entirely different things, and they both felt it. 

Courtney bit her lip, her eyes never leaving his as she sat up, giving him more room on the bed. "I've been waiting for this," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. 

She reached out, her hand wrapping around his hardening shaft, the other cupping his balls. She started to stroke him, moving the foreskin up and down, playing peekaboo with the mushroom tip. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum that had beaded at the tip of his dick.

Bradley groaned, his hands moving to hold her head, guiding her movements. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his shaft as she moved up and down. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine.

After a few minutes, Bradley pulled her off him, his dick glistening with her saliva. He pushed her back onto the bed, his hands moving to grip her hips. This was exactly like in one of his videos, but this time, there was no pretending. No camera, no script, no fake noises, this was real, this was honest, and this was going to feel good. 

He pulled her towards him, her legs pressed together to the side. He positioned himself at her entrance. “You wanted the real deal?” he asked, and she nodded her agreement. “Well, you’ve earned it.” 

Courtney gasped as he entered her, her pussy clenching around him. He started to move, his thrusts slow and calculated for maximum pleasure. She moaned, her hands moving to grip his shoulders. He leaned down, his lips finding her neck, and sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

His hand moved to grip her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple. She cried out, her pussy clenching around him. He continued to thrust into her, his movements becoming more frantic as he pressed his body against hers. She could feel herself getting closer, her body tensing. 

Bradley leaned down, his lips finding her earlobe. He bit down, the pain sending her over the edge. She cried out, never had she expected this to be the thing that would get her orgasm washing over her. She could feel him tense, his dick twitching inside her. He was about to come too. 

He pulled out, and as if his muscle memory had taken over, he positioned his cock over her face. The money shot. Before she could properly position herself, ropes of cum shot out of his shaft, and landed onto her face. 

It covered her forehead, dripping down her eyes like melted ice cream. She tilted her head up, causing his semen to travel down her face to her chin and mouth. 

Courtney opened her eyes, her body still trembling from her orgasm. She looked up at Bradley, a wicked smile on her face. "I think we should do this more often," she said, her voice low and husky.

Bradley smirked, catching his breath. "I think that can be arranged," he replied, his voice filled with promise.

Courtney could already imagine all the scenarios. Every time Bradley throws a party, Courtney would stay behind, waiting for him in the guest room, or maybe even his bedroom. She would pleasure him, her hands and mouth exploring every inch of his body. In return, he would do the same to her body. 

The way he would move, his attention tracking every shift of her body, every change in her breath, every wet warmth forming on her skin like condensation. She would give back just as much, guiding him without hesitation.

It was less about imitating an old script and more about claiming it for themselves, their own version, shaped by shared history, awkward stumbles, and a mutual decision to fuck each other’s brains out.

As Bradley crashed next to her on the bed, his sweaty body next to hers, Courtney felt the knot in her chest finally loosen. Not just from the release, but from the simple, grounding fact of having met this thing head-on instead of letting it live in the shadows.

When it was over, there was no rush to move. They stayed close, breathing in the same slow, cooling air, letting the noise of the day fall away.

Bradley reached for the blanket and pulled it over them both as Courtney wiped his semen off her face with some napkins. She didn’t need a shower, not yet. That can wait. 

“Still sure?” he murmured, his voice quieter now, almost careful.

Courtney smiled faintly, eyes half-lidded. “More than I was before.”

He brushed his thumb across her temple, a small, absent touch that felt almost domestic. It was relaxing. She shifted closer, her head resting against his shoulder. 

If anyone had walked in right then, they might have mistaken them for two people who’d simply fallen asleep after a long day. Of course, that excuse would only work if they were both clothed, but hey, this won’t be the first time someone has slept with her boss to prolong her stay. 

And maybe, in a way, that’s what they were. A schoolgirl, a bright student, and her teacher. A secretary and her boss. A woman living her fantasy, and there was nothing wrong with that. 
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​My Daughter’s Bridesmaid
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Written by Natalie Smulders

I couldn't stop the tears from forming in my eyes as my one and only daughter drove away with her newlywed husband. I just stood there alongside a large crowd of friends and family, watching them go. Even though I knew they would be back in a few weeks from their honeymoon, I couldn’t help but feel the way every father feels when his daughter is all grown up.

As the crowd returned, eager to get back to the bar and the dancing, I stood watching the now plain driveway. I missed her already. It was almost like just yesterday she was small enough for me to carry her in my arms.

"Hello... Earth to Mister Ryder, Earth to Mister Ryder!" A familiar voice snapped me back to reality. I turned and then smiled when I saw the two stunning, white-clothed bridesmaids in front of me.

"Hazel, Naomi," I almost sang, delighted to see my Suzan's two best friends. "Why aren't you two inside, dancing up a storm, making every other woman in the room jealous?" I asked playfully as I placed an arm over each of their shoulders.

"What, and leave the most handsome man of the party out on the sidewalk sobbing?" answered Hazel slyly, winking suggestively at me and then giving me a light kiss on the lips. It was an almost innocent kiss, but a kiss with a touch of tongue and moisture in it, enough to hint at some other possibility. I looked at Naomi, and she was looking at her phone; she had received a text, so I don’t think she even saw what just happened.

"Now, now, sweetheart, you broke up just a week ago, and you're already calling other men handsome," I paused for a second and then added, "I’m sorry, that was uncalled for."

"It's fine. I think you had a little too much to drink, Mr. Ryder," she said, laughing.

"Yeah, I guess so," I agreed and stopped drinking for the rest of the night. I just sat and looked at others.

"I figured you might need a date tonight, poor Mr. Ryder, all alone for once," the vixen said, still laughing, half-drunk herself as she approached me.

"Where is Naomi?" I asked, looking around as I escorted Hazel out to help her to her hotel.

"She and her date left, leaving me alone. So I came looking for you since you’re probably alone too," she said. That I was. My wife died decades ago, even before my daughter got to school.

"Thank you for being so thoughtful," I said and meant it. Knowing that we were now alone, I knew it was time to leave.

"Well then," she said as she hugged me, giving my body a friendly squeeze, mostly the arms. "Let’s head home, shall we?" We were both somewhat drunk but still in control of our bodies, at least I was. She was barely able to walk in a straight line. So I proposed to walk her to her room. She agreed, and we started walking.

"Can’t believe this day finally came," I said as tears welled up in my eyes. I remembered the times she used to be a little girl, playing with her toy animals. Her favorite teddy bear, horse, and especially the Woody cowboy toy she once begged me to buy for her after the Toy Story movie. She would never leave home without it.

"Hmm, I wonder if they got started right away in the car," she said, blushing.

"What?" I didn’t understand it at first. "Oh, come on, now why’d you say that? To me of all people," she laughed out loud at my reaction.

"Sorry," she spoke after her laughter died. She was blushing. "If it helps, you can imagine me in her place, you know, getting into action," I didn’t say anything even though my mind did picture her. "If you want, you can even picture yourself with me, having fun," I still didn’t say anything, although I could feel my cheeks burning by her remarks.

We had now finally reached her hotel. As we got into the elevator with a middle-aged lady, my mind went on a trip back memory lane. Back when I first saw this lovely creature. The girl who had spent the last nine years playing around the house with Suzan. The woman who now kept grabbing my arm.

Hazel, the little angel, who even during her teenage years had never sexually excited me, now seemed like the most fascinating of fascinations. Her pure girlishness was a beacon to my already contracting organ.

I remember the first time I had one of those moments with her. I wasn’t a pedophile, by the way. She was well in her early twenties when this happened. The girls had decided to go on a trip and slept early. I was asleep deep in my own bed. I was tired from extra work, so despite it being the weekend, I told them not to disturb me. Suzan agreed to just text me later when she got to the picnic place, which was at the beach.

I was asleep when I heard a knock on my door. I told them not to bother me, but I didn’t mind this time as I felt a lot fresher than I thought. I was about to get up when I heard the door open instead. "Mr. Ryder?" I must have forgotten to close the door.

"Here, honey," Despite feeling better than expected, I didn’t want to get up, and so I barely did. Next thing I knew, she was standing by my bed. I could sense her there, but I still didn’t feel like getting up, just let her speak from there.

"Oh my god!" she let out finally, which snapped me out. I looked up and saw that she was way too close to me. What made it even more awkward was that she was staring at my crotch. As if that wasn't bad enough, it took me a moment to realize I was somewhat exposed. I had forgotten that I took off my clothes before I slept. I looked down at my crotch and realized that my semi-erect junk was halfway out of my boxers. Which was also the only thing I wore.

I quickly jumped up and looked for something to cover it. First, I looked for the blanket. It was on the opposite side of the bed, fallen to the floor. So I did the next best thing; I used the pillow to cover myself. All the while I was doing it, she was there watching me, and she was giggling. Both of our cheeks were red, but before I could speak anything, she did. "Sorry, I just... they left me."

"Who?" I asked, confused.

"Naomi and Suzan... to be fair, they did warn me that if I slept for too long, they’d leave me behind. They told me to convince you to drop me off there."

"Oh," was the only word I could think of saying. "I... I’ll drop you off. Just give me a sec," she nodded before heading out, but not before I heard her say something that left my jaw dropped.

"Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone about your dick," Those were far from being her only flirty interactions for the day. The next came when I was dressed and ready to drive her off. I was waiting for her to come down and kept replaying our earlier interaction. A few minutes went by, and she still didn’t show up. Was she asleep again? Probably not. I hit the horn to let her know. Less than a minute later, I received a text on my phone; it was hers.

"Can you come up? I need some help," I read it and decided to walk upstairs. My heart was jumping a little as I reached the room. I was hoping not to repeat what had already happened, little did I know.

"Come in!" her voice answered almost instantly when I knocked the door. It was as if she was waiting for me all this time. I opened the door and heard her voice before I saw her. "Do you think I look good in this?" My eyes popped from my head as I saw her display herself to me in her two-piece. Her curves were perfect, and that ass was just... wow.

"Wh...What?" She obviously saw how much I was stammering and smiled. The little slut was enjoying it.

"I just bought this and recently realized that I haven’t tested it yet. Do you mind lending me a hand?" she asked, gesturing me to come in closer. I didn’t; I was frozen. I just stood there. She didn’t. She walked towards me until she was only inches away from me. "Do you think I look okay?"

"Yes," I finally let out a word and, despite my best attempts, I couldn’t help but glance down her top. Her bra stretched, covering her beautiful breasts. She noticed where my eyes were at.

"You know, this bra is really tight," With that, she opened the strap at the front and let out those gorgeous globes. The girl was so well grown. "That feels good, doesn’t it?" she said, her hand placed directly on my pants, holding my now hard cock in her palm, giving it a light squeeze. I felt my whole body vibrating at her touch.

"I... I..." I was interrupted, but not by her. The phone in my pocket rang loud enough to startle us both. She jumped back a little, causing her tits to bounce with her. If she had kept her hand where it was, she could’ve gotten a better grip after that. "I have to take this," I said, like an idiot. I picked it up; it was Suzan and Naomi asking me if I was actually going to give Hazel a ride or not. I said I would and that we were on our way.

I didn’t close the door behind me, so she could hear everything. When I finished the call and looked back, I found her covering her two-piece with a T-shirt and shorts. I still had my boner, and I knew she knew about it. She grabbed a bag and
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