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The dream had come out of nowhere.

Ashley woke with a sharp inhale, the sheets tangled around her bare legs, her heart slamming against her ribs like it wanted out. For a few disoriented seconds she didn’t know where she was—only that her mouth still felt stretched and full, her tongue heavy with the phantom taste of salt and skin. She could still feel the weight of it, thick and hot, sliding over her tongue, nudging the back of her throat. In the dream she had been greedy for it, moaning around the rigid length, saliva slicking her chin, her own body clenching in helpless rhythm every time the man’s hips pushed forward.

She sat up. The room was dark except for the faint city glow through the blinds. Her nightshirt clung to her chest, damp between her breasts. When she pressed her thighs together she felt it immediately—wet, warm, the thin cotton of her panties glued to her folds. She slid a hand down, fingers brushing over the soaked fabric, and a soft, involuntary sound left her throat.

It was her safe window. She knew her body. This shouldn’t have hit her so hard. But the dream had been so fucking vivid. The stretch of her lips. The way the cock had throbbed against her tongue when she sucked harder. The low, rough groan the man had made when she took him deeper. She could still feel the ghost of hands in her hair.

Ashley lay back down and stared at the ceiling. Sleep didn’t come. Every time she closed her eyes the images returned, sharper. By the time the sky outside began to pale she was aching, restless, her skin too tight. She finally got up, stripped, and stood under a cold shower until her nipples were tight peaks and her teeth chattered. It helped. A little.

The photoshoot ran long. Her friend’s studio was the usual controlled chaos—softboxes throwing clean light, music low in the background, racks of clothes being swapped in and out. Ashley knew everyone there. She changed, posed, laughed at the right moments, let the stylist fix her hair between sets. But underneath the professional surface her body wouldn’t settle. The dream had left something open inside her, a low, steady throb that pulsed every time fabric brushed her skin. When she slipped into a particularly short dress for the last look, the hem barely skimming the tops of her thighs, she felt the air against the bare skin above her stockings and had to bite the inside of her cheek to stay focused.

By the time she was done the sun was already low. She kept the dress on—thin spaghetti straps, deep neckline, the skirt so short it was almost indecent—and threw a light jacket over it for the drive. The fabric felt alive against her body as she walked to her car. Every step made the hem sway. She could feel the tiny white thong she’d worn for the shoot riding between her cheeks, the front panel already slightly damp from the day’s lingering heat.

The underground parking garage was cool and smelled of concrete and exhaust. Her assigned spot was tight on the best day. Today some visitor’s SUV was parked half over the line, forcing her into an awkward angle. She tried once, twice, three times—backing up, pulling forward, overcorrecting. Her palms were damp on the steering wheel. The short skirt had ridden all the way up her thighs; the leather seat was cool against the backs of her legs. She was muttering under her breath when a tap came at the driver’s window.

Robert.

He stood there in his dark uniform, tall and solid, the kind of build that came from years of real work rather than a gym. Mid-forties, but his body hadn’t softened. Broad chest, thick arms, strong hands. She’d seen him around the building for months—helping residents with packages, moving furniture, once even parking her car when she’d been struggling with a tight spot. He was always calm, always professional. The kind of man who didn’t need to raise his voice to be heard.

She rolled the window down, cheeks warm. “Hey. Sorry. I’m blocking everything, aren’t I?”

He gave her a small, easy smile. “Happens. Want me to get it in for you?”

She hesitated, then nodded. “Please. I’m apparently hopeless today.”

He slid into the driver’s seat—her seat still warm—and reversed in one smooth motion, the car slotting perfectly into the space. When he got out he handed her the keys, their fingers brushing. His skin was warm, a little rough.

“Thanks,” she said. “You’re too good to me.”

“Anytime.” His eyes flicked down for half a second—over the short hem of the dress, the bare length of her legs—then back up. Polite. Controlled. But she saw the flicker.

He noticed the garment bags and shopping bags piled in the back seat. “Need help carrying that up?”

She should have said no. She usually did. But the dream was still humming under her skin, and the day had left her restless, and suddenly the idea of letting him follow her upstairs felt like exactly the kind of slow, dangerous thing she needed.

“If you really don’t mind,” she heard herself say.

The elevator was small. Mirrored walls. Soft mechanical hum. Ashley stood beside him while he held the bags easily, like they weighed nothing. She could smell him—clean soap, a trace of something woodsy, the faint salt of a long day. Her own perfume. The tiny space seemed to shrink with every floor they passed.

She watched his reflection. The line of his jaw. The way his uniform shirt stretched across his shoulders. She thought about the dream again—the thick weight on her tongue, the way her body had opened for it—and felt a fresh rush of heat between her legs. The thong was definitely wet now. She shifted her weight and the movement made the fabric slide against her swollen folds.

By the time the doors opened on her floor her pulse was a steady drum in her throat.

Her apartment was quiet, modern, the big windows already showing the city lights coming on. Robert set the bags on the dining table and straightened. She went to the kitchen, grabbed a cold bottle of water, and handed it to him.

“Here. You earned it.”

He took it, drank. She watched the movement of his throat. When he lowered the bottle he said, “If that’s everything, I should get back downstairs.”

She moved before she could talk herself out of it.

“Actually... can I ask you something?”

He paused.

She explained the modeling event next week. The performance segment. The dance she was supposed to do. How she’d been practicing alone but had no idea if it looked right, if it read as confident or just awkward. “I need an honest pair of eyes,” she said, stepping closer. “Someone who won’t bullshit me. You’re honest, right?”

Robert looked at her like she’d asked him to defuse a bomb. “Ashley, I’m not exactly a dance critic. And this is... your place.”

“Five minutes,” she said softly. “Please. I trust you.”

Something in his expression shifted—reluctance warring with something warmer. He exhaled through his nose. “Five minutes. That’s it.”

She smiled, bright and grateful, and led him to the living room. The couch was low and deep. She turned on a single lamp, the light soft and golden, then pulled out her phone and queued a slow, sensual track—something with a heavy bass line and breathy vocals.

She slipped the jacket off and let it fall over the back of a chair.

The dress underneath was barely there. Thin straps. Low neckline that framed the inner curves of her breasts. Skirt so short that when she stood still it already showed the smooth skin high on her thighs. She could feel Robert’s eyes on her even though he was trying to keep them polite.

She started slow.

Just swaying. Hips moving in small, lazy circles to the music. Arms loose at her sides. She let her body find the rhythm, let the hem of the dress shift with every movement. When she turned her back to him the skirt rode up another inch. She bent her knees, rolled her hips lower, then rose again. The cool air kissed the bare lower curve of her ass.

She glanced over her shoulder.

Robert was no longer sitting quite so straight. His hands had moved to the tops of his thighs. His eyes were darker.

She bent deeper, reaching toward the floor like she was stretching out a tight muscle. The skirt flipped up over her hips completely. Cool air rushed over the full, round swell of her ass, split by the thin white string of the thong. The front triangle was pulled tight between her legs; from behind he could see everything—the smooth outer lips of her pussy framing the damp fabric, the way the string disappeared between her cheeks. She held the pose, pretending to fuss with the strap of her shoe, letting him look.

Her heart was hammering. She could feel her own wetness, the way the thong was already clinging, the faint throb of her clit from nothing more than exposure and the knowledge that he was watching.

She straightened slowly, the skirt falling back into place like nothing had happened.

Robert cleared his throat. The sound was rough.

Ashley turned to face him and kept moving. She stepped closer, between his spread knees, rolling her shoulders so the thin straps slipped a little lower. Her nipples were tight, clearly visible through the light fabric. She could feel his breath now—warmer, faster.

She turned again. Backed up. Slow. Deliberate.

Until the curve of her ass brushed the front of his uniform pants.

The contact sent a jolt straight through her. Even through the layers she could feel the heat of him, and as she rolled her hips in a slow, testing circle she felt it—the unmistakable hardening, the thick ridge of his cock thickening against her. She bit her lip and kept moving.

Back and forth. Slow figure-eights. The friction was maddening. His pants were rough against the
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