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Chapter 1: The Guest Arrives



Jack Sullivan was a big man.

After years of working alongside him, Mark barely registered his towering 6’3”, 240-pound frame anymore. Jack was broad-shouldered, his body thick with muscle and a dusting of dark hair that gave him a rugged edge. At first glance, he could intimidate, but it didn’t take long to see past the exterior. Beneath it all, Jack was warm, generous, and quick with a laugh. At 45, he carried a decade more experience than Mark, his face etched with faint lines that only added to his weathered charm. Even now, there was a youthful spark in his green eyes.

But today, Jack wasn’t himself. His broad shoulders slumped as he stood at Mark’s doorstep, and Mark couldn’t blame him. Jack’s house had recently been ravaged by a fire—not completely destroyed, but enough to leave it uninhabitable. With no family nearby and no patience for hotel logistics, Mark had offered his home as a temporary refuge. Jack arrived with two oversized suitcases, his usual energy dimmed by the weight of his loss.

“I really appreciate this, Mark,” Jack said, his voice low and lacking its typical buoyancy. He was genuinely grateful, but the melancholy was unmistakable.

Mark waved it off. “Man, it’s nothing. Laura and I hate that you’re going through this.” He paused, softening his tone. “We’ve got the room. Come on in.”

On the surface, Mark was all hospitality, but inside, he felt a flicker of unease. Having your boss crash at your place wasn’t exactly standard fare—especially not for weeks, maybe a month. A night or two was one thing; this was uncharted territory. He shook off the thought. Jack wasn’t just his boss at the small construction firm they ran together; he was a friend. They’d bonded over late nights and tough jobs, and Mark trusted him.

Jack managed a tired smile, hefting his suitcases as he stepped inside. “Hope you and Laura are ready to keep me in line. I’m a lousy houseguest.”

Mark’s offer stemmed from simple decency. Jack had no one else local, and his insurance wouldn’t cover temporary housing. Mark still remembered the gutted look on Jack’s face when the fire department called. Beyond that, there were practical reasons too. If Jack shelled out for a pricey hotel, it’d hit his wallet hard—hard enough to trickle down to the crew in the form of smaller bonuses or tighter hours. Mark couldn’t let that happen.

He led Jack into the living room, gesturing around. “You’ve got the whole downstairs to yourself. We only come down here for the kitchen.” He grinned, adding, “Well, that and Laura’s midnight chocolate raids. She’s been known to sneak down in her underwear.”

Jack chuckled faintly. “She’s not one for going topless, is she?” The quip slipped out, a reflex from their usual banter, but he winced immediately. “Shit, sorry, Mark. Bad timing. I’ll rein it in.”

Mark laughed it off. “Relax, Jack. I’d be worried if you didn’t crack a joke about Laura’s chest by now.” He smirked. “No topless action, sadly. Though she does ditch the bra around here pretty often. Probably not while you’re staying, though.”

Jack’s grin widened, relief washing over him. “Guess we’ll have to talk her into it.”

Their teasing had history. Laura’s figure—especially her full, natural double-Ds—had been a running gag between them for years. Mark didn’t mind; he took pride in her beauty. It started one night at a bar, after a few too many beers.





“Mark, I say this with love,” Jack had slurred, tipping his bottle of Coors toward him. “How the hell did you score a knockout like Laura?”

Mark, buzzed himself, had roared with laughter. He’d always wondered when Jack would bring it up. Laura was a stunner, her curves drawing eyes wherever she went. “High school sweethearts, boss,” he’d shot back, the title dripping with sarcasm just to needle him.

Jack groaned. “Don’t call me boss, you prick. You’re not ugly, but—those tits, man!” His face flushed as he realized he’d crossed a line, glancing at Mark for a reaction.

Mark grinned, unbothered. “I know, I’m damn lucky.” He took a swig, adding, “Look all you want, but hands off, Jackson.”

“Asshole,” Jack muttered, laughing. “Don’t call me Jackson either.”

Mark had stumbled home that night and blurted to Laura, “Jack thinks you’ve got great tits.” She’d been at the sink, dishes in hand, and turned with a bemused smirk, noting his tipsy sway. She wasn’t shocked—her breasts got attention—but Jack’s rugged appeal added a twist that intrigued her. Mark retold the story, and to his surprise, it lit a spark in her. She liked the idea of Jack noticing, and Mark found himself oddly thrilled by her reaction. From then on, he’d nudge her to show off a little when Jack was around—nothing serious, just playful flaunting. It became their game.





Back in the present, the front door flew open. Laura burst in, arms laden with grocery bags, breathless and radiant. Her gray tee clung to her curves, her breasts bouncing subtly as she kicked the door shut. Her brunette hair gleamed, tangled in her purse strap, her cheeks pink from exertion. She’d spent the morning prepping the guest room for Jack, then dashed out for supplies. Even frazzled, she was gorgeous.

Mark and Jack sprang to help. Jack took the bags, and Mark freed her hair from the strap, earning a wince as he tugged it loose. She steadied herself, then stepped forward to hug Jack. “Oh no, the guy Laura’s gonna hate in a few weeks,” he teased, feeling her warmth against him.

“I doubt it,” she said, pulling back, still catching her breath. She glanced at Mark. “We’re glad you’re here, especially after everything.” She meant it—Jack was a good man, and she ached for his misfortune. But beneath her kindness, a faint thrill stirred. Having him under their roof felt daring, a quiet breach of convention. She loved Mark, still found him sexy, but Jack’s raw masculinity stirred something primal she couldn’t quite shake.

The first few nights, Jack kept a low profile, leaving early for work and returning late. It wasn’t until Friday that he joined them for dinner. The vibe was casual—Mark and Laura in workout gear, Jack still in his dusty flannel and jeans. Takeout Chinese and cold beers littered the table, a greasy but perfect spread.

“Sorry it’s not homemade,” Laura said, cracking a beer. “Work ran late.”

“Don’t apologize,” Jack replied. “I’ve been craving this.”

They ate and drank, the mood lightening with each sip. Laura, usually a wine girl, matched them beer for beer. As they finished, Jack’s eyes drifted to her chest. Her loose sports bra dipped low, her cleavage spilling into view. The beer and Friday ease loosened his tongue. “Those things just can’t help themselves, huh?” he said, nodding at her breasts with a grin.

Laura flushed, tugging her top up, her tits jiggling as they settled. “They’ve got a mind of their own,” she admitted, savoring the familiar rush of being noticed.

“Jesus, Jack, you new at this?” Mark quipped. “Now they’re hiding.”

Jack leaned back, dropping his fork. “You’re right. I’m disappointed, actually.”

“Disappointed?” Laura asked, intrigued.

“I heard rumors about a woman here who skips bras,” Jack said, voice mock-serious. He stood, grabbing his plate and Mark’s, heading for the sink. “Guess I got bad intel.”

Mark laughed. “Gossip’s unreliable.”

Laura, emboldened, shot back, “Tell you what, Jack. You do those dishes, and I’ll think about skipping the bra next time.”

Jack glanced at Mark, both grinning like kids. He squeezed soap onto a sponge and cranked the faucet, earning a round of laughter.

Later, in the guest room, Jack scrolled through a contractor update on his phone when a faint moan drifted through the ceiling. Upstairs, Mark and Laura were tangled in bed, trying—and failing—to keep quiet.

“Fuck me, baby,” Laura whispered, legs locked around Mark’s back as he thrust into her. Her body burned with need, but she muffled her cries against his shoulder.

Mark’s arousal matched hers, torn between silence and the reckless urge to let Jack hear. Downstairs, Jack smirked. “Lucky bastard,” he muttered, stroking himself as Laura’s soft moans fueled his own release.
















Chapter 2: The Shirt Comes Off


The weekend passed quietly, but Monday brought a storm of frustration for Jack. Mark winced from the work trailer as Jack tore into his restoration crew over the phone.

“What the hell do you mean, twelve thousand bucks!?” Jack bellowed. “That’s a damn big change order for something you should’ve seen coming, Dave!”

Mark slipped outside, adjusting his hard hat and pulling out his phone. A text from Laura popped up: “I’m home early tonight. Pot roast sound good?”

“Yeah, babe, it does,” he replied, then added, “Jack’s getting hammered on the house recovery. Just got slapped with a 12K change order. Rough day.”

Her response came quick: a sad emoji, then, “We should cheer him up.”

Mark grinned, recalling Friday’s playful banter. “You should skip the bra tonight,” he texted, surprised by how much he meant it. Something about the idea lit a fire in him.

Laura’s heart skipped when she read it. She’d half-expected Mark to back off after their dinner game, but his suggestion sent a jolt through her. Glancing at her coworkers—some griping about controlling husbands—she felt a rush of gratitude for Mark’s openness. “Wouldn’t you be upset?” she texted, testing him, her thighs pressing together as heat bloomed between them.

“No, I think it’d be hot,” he shot back. “You know I love you teasing him.”

Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “Okay. I’ll wear a white tee,” she replied, adding a winking kiss emoji. Her pulse raced as she pictured it.

Mark spent the rest of his shift battling a hard-on, rationalizing it to himself: It’s just a shirt. No big deal. By the time he got home, Laura was a vision—casual yet stunning. Her makeup was sultry, her long white nightshirt thin enough to hint at every curve, paired with tight gym shorts. Her braless breasts swayed freely, nipples faintly visible as she set wine on the table. Mark froze in the doorway, arousal surging at the thought of Jack seeing her like this.

“Hey,” she said, blushing under his stare, her own excitement bubbling up. It’s my house. I can dress how I want, she told herself.

Jack trudged in later, dropping his bag with a sigh. “Grab a plate,” Mark called. “Food’s on the stove.”

“Thanks,” Jack muttered, shedding his work coat. “What a shitty day.”

“You sort that mess out?” Mark asked, more curious about Jack’s reaction to Laura than the answer.

“Best I could. Those idiots are clueless. Hey, Laura,” Jack said, barely glancing up as he piled pot roast onto his plate. He joined them at the table, pouring a generous glass of wine, too distracted to notice her outfit.

It wasn’t until Laura rose to clear dishes that Jack’s eyes caught her. Her breasts bounced with each step to the sink, unrestrained and hypnotic. He blinked, unsure at first, then tracked her as she returned, leaning to grab his plate. Her chest swayed inches from his face, settling back as she stood. He shot a look at Mark, who hid a smirk behind his wineglass.

“I told her you had a rough day,” Mark said, voice casual.

Jack barked a laugh, tension melting into delight. “You two are something else,” he said, appreciating the gesture—and the view.

Before anyone could say more, Laura yelped. A hidden serving spoon under a pan had flipped up under the faucet’s stream, soaking her shirt in a sudden spray. She fumbled the tap off, laughing in disbelief as she turned to face them, dripping wet.

“Everything okay?” Mark called, peering over.

“Jesus!” Jack exclaimed, eyes locking on her chest. The drenched fabric clung like a second skin, her pale areolas and stiffening nipples starkly visible.

Mark choked on his wine, spitting it back into the glass. “Holy shit!”

Laura shook her head, cheeks flaming, but the wine and years of teasing pushed her past embarrassment. Screw it, she thought. “Guess this shirt’s useless now,” she said, and—heart pounding—she peeled it off. The wet fabric lifted slowly, her glistening breasts spilling free. Jack’s jaw tightened, his jeans straining as he stared. He flicked a glance at Mark, gauging his reaction.

Mark’s mind spun—shock, jealousy, and a wild thrill crashing together. He’d never felt anything like it. Seeing Laura bare herself to Jack, his boss, should’ve sparked outrage, but instead, his cock
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