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  Chapter one
The First Showing – Subtle Sparks


Skyler adjusted her ponytail in the passenger-side mirror as George pulled up to the curb. The colonial sat on a quiet cul-de-sac, its white siding freshly painted, shutters a crisp navy that matched the real estate sign, which swung gently in the breeze. Late-morning sunlight glinted off the windows, promising space and light—everything their cramped apartment lacked. At thirty-two, Skyler felt the weight of their lease ticking down like a countdown clock. 
George glanced at his buzzing phone. "Work call. Go ahead, babe. I'll wait."
She leaned over for a quick kiss on his cheek. “Won’t be long.”
As Skyler approached the porch, the front door opened. Sean stepped out, tall and lean in a tailored navy suit that accentuated broad shoulders and narrow hips. Close-cropped black hair, sharp jaw, and those piercing green eyes that seemed to catalog every detail. He extended a hand, smile professional yet warm.
“Skyler? Sean Matthews. Pleasure to meet you.”
His grip was firm, holding her hand just a second too long, like he wanted her to notice. She felt the rough callus scrape her skin, and a jolt of heat shot straight to her cunt.
“George is on a call,” she explained, glancing back at the car.
"No problem. These showings work better one-on-one." Sean gestured inside. "After you."
Inside, the moment she crossed the threshold, the smell hit her: fresh latex paint, sharp and clean, with undertones of new wood and primer. It wrapped around her senses, making her slightly lightheaded in the best way. The foyer opened into a bright living room with tall ceilings and crown molding. Sunlight poured through uncovered windows, reflecting off gleaming hardwood floors.
Sean stayed close as he walked her through the space, voice smooth and confident. “Completely renovated six months ago. High-end finishes throughout.”
He brushed past her to point out the fireplace, his arm grazing hers. The contact was brief, but heat lingered on her skin. She focused on the details: granite countertops in the kitchen, stainless-steel appliances, a breakfast nook bathed in light. Every room echoed softly, empty and full of possibility.
They moved upstairs, and the tension shifted. The master bedroom was spacious, with a tray ceiling and an en-suite bath visible through double doors. The walls here smelled strongest—fresh paint still glossy in spots. Sean closed the door behind them. “For privacy from echoes,” he said casually.
They stood in the center of the empty room. No furniture, just the faint rectangular shadow where a bed had once been staged. Sean stepped closer, pointing to the large window overlooking the backyard.
"Intimate lighting at night," he murmured. "Perfect for unwinding."
Skyler’s cheeks warmed. She nodded, suddenly aware of how her blouse clung to her curves, how her hips shifted nervously. She told herself to focus on the house—on George and their future—but Sean’s presence made her question what she needed.
"Tell me—what are you really looking for?"
She swallowed, pulse quickening. “Space. Stability. Somewhere, George and I can build a life.”
His green eyes held hers. “And what about you? What do you need?”
The question felt loaded. She opened her mouth, closed it. His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, tracing the swell of her breasts against the fabric. Longings she’d buried shimmered to the surface—desires for something beyond comfort and predictability. Heat pooled between her thighs; she pressed them together subtly.
"You have a beautiful figure," he said, soft as appraisal. "Curves like yours deserve celebration."
Her breath hitched. “That’s… not professional.”
"Is it? Clients deserve honesty. You deserve to feel wanted at home."
His fingers brushed the small of her back as he gestured toward the walk-in closet. The touch was light, professional, but it sent electricity racing up her spine. Skyler’s nipples tightened against her bra; she crossed her arms to hide them.
In the closet—large enough for a bench and shelves—Sean demonstrated the built-ins. “Solid construction. Perfect for hiding away secrets… or indulging them.”
He dropped onto the narrow bench and slapped the spot next to him. Skyler hesitated, then sat, her thigh pressed against his. She could feel the heat of his body, the hard muscle under his suit, and her own skin prickled with sweat.
"Marriage gets routine," he said quietly. "Does George make you feel this?"
"Like what?" She barely whispered.
“Alive. Wanted. Wet.”
The word landed like a spark on dry tinder. Skyler’s face flamed. Arousal slicked her panties. She should stand. She should leave. Yet his hand rested on her knee, thumb stroking small circles.
"I—can't," she breathed, but stayed put.
Sean leaned closer, lips near her ear. “You already are.”
His fingers crept up under her skirt, dragging over her bare thigh. She gasped, legs spreading without thinking, her body betraying her. He stopped just before her soaked panties, stroking the skin so close it made her ache.
“Tell me to stop and I will.”
She didn’t say a word. Her hips jerked forward, desperate. Sean’s thumb found the edge of her panties, felt how wet she was, and let out a low, hungry groan.
“Fuck, Skyler. You’re soaked.”
Hearing him say 'fuck' in that smooth, practiced voice made her want to melt. She bit her lip, trying not to moan, her heart pounding so loud she was sure George could hear it from the car. The shame of it, the fact that her boyfriend was right outside while she was dripping for another man, made her clit throb even harder.
Sean pulled his hand away, slow and deliberate, and sucked her wetness off his fingers, staring right at her. "Sweet," he said, voice low. "You taste like you haven’t been fucked in months."
He stood, offering his hand. She took it, legs shaky. Back in the main bedroom, he handed her his business card. On the back, he’d written his personal cell in bold ink.
"Text me anytime. For questions—or anything else." He handed it over, thumb brushing her palm.
Skyler pocketed it, breathless. “Thank you.”
"The pleasure was mine." He steered her down the stairs, his hand gripping her lower back, fingers spreading wide, like he owned her.
Outside, George looked up from his phone. “How was it?”
“Promising,” she said, voice husky. “I like the master bedroom.”
Once outside again, as they drove away, the fresh paint scent clung to her clothes and hair. Her thighs were slick; she shifted uncomfortably. Her phone buzzed in her purse. She glanced at it discreetly.
Sean: The pleasure was mine. Next one tomorrow—alone again?
She stared, pulse pounding, and replied before she could overthink.






  
  Chapter two
Empty Nest Ranch – First Surrender


The next afternoon, the ranch house sat on a sprawling lot, single-story with a long driveway. George parked and immediately buried himself in emails again. “Another call. You go on.” 
Skyler stepped out, wearing a flowing skirt and blouse that hugged her full breasts. The air was warmer today, promising a heat wave. Sean waited at the door in a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to reveal toned forearms dusted with dark hair.
“Skyler.” His smile was knowing. “Ready for round two?”
Inside, the paint smell was even stronger—fresh latex mixed with new carpet outgassing. It hit her like a drug, knees weakening. Sean locked the door behind them.
He led her straight to the primary suite, bypassing the rest. “The walk-in closet here is special. Perfect for hiding secrets.”
The closet was expansive, with a built-in bench and shelves. Sean sat first, then tugged her down beside him. Their thighs pressed together firmly this time—no pretense.
The conversation turned personal quickly. “Tell me about your marriage. The real parts.”
Skyler’s breath quickened. “It’s… comfortable. Safe. But sometimes I feel invisible.”
Sean’s hand rested on her knee, sliding upward under her skirt. “You’re anything but invisible. You’re fucking gorgeous. Those curves, that mouth…”
His palm cupped her thigh, thumb stroking higher. She didn’t stop him. Heat flooded her core; she grew wetter with every inch.
“George is outside,” she whispered, a weak protest.
“That’s what makes it hotter.” His fingers reached her panties, finding them drenched. “Christ, Skyler. You’re dripping for me already.”
She moaned softly as he rubbed her through the lace, circling her clit with expert pressure. Her hips rolled forward. Sean pulled her into a kiss—hard, demanding, tongue thrusting deep. She kissed back hungrily, hands fisting his shirt.
He yanked her panties aside and slid two fingers inside her, curling to stroke her G-spot. Skyler cried out into his mouth, grinding against his hand. The bench creaked under them.
“Quiet,” he murmured against her lips. “Or I’ll have to cover your mouth.”
The threat sent her spiraling closer. He pumped faster, thumb grinding her clit. Her orgasm crashed over her suddenly—walls clenching his fingers, thighs shaking, a muffled moan escaping.
Sean withdrew and brought his fingers to her mouth. “Taste how much you want this.”
She sucked them clean, eyes locked on his, tasting her own arousal. The act felt filthy and intoxicating.
He stood, unbuckled his belt, freed his thick cock—hard and flushed. Skyler reached for it instinctively, stroking the velvet length. Sean groaned, then spun her to face the wall.
He hiked her skirt, ripped her panties down her legs. “Stay like that.”
She braced her hands on the closet wall, as presented. Sean rolled on a condom quickly, then thrust in deep from behind in one stroke. Skyler’s gasp echoed in the small space.
He fucked her standing—hard, urgent thrusts that pinned her against the wall. One hand covered her mouth to muffle her cries; the other reached around to rub her clit. The fresh paint smell surrounded them, clinging to skin and clothes.
“Feel that?” he growled in her ear. “This pussy is mine now. Every time you smell paint, you’ll remember my cock stretching you.”
She came again hard, biting his palm, body convulsing. Sean followed with a deep groan, pulsing inside her.
Afterward, they dressed quickly. Sean pressed her against the wall one last time for a slow kiss. As they left the closet, he noticed a faint handprint in the still-damp paint on the wall—hers, from bracing during the fuck.
He snapped a photo with his phone. “Souvenir.”
Skyler’s legs trembled as she walked to the car. George smiled up at her. “Good one?”
She nodded, sliding in, the paint and sex scent following her. Her phone buzzed.
Sean: Photo attached. Your handprint. Proof you were here.
She closed her eyes, thighs clenching, already craving more.






  
  Chapter three
Modern Townhouse – Escalating Risk


The third property was a three-story glass box, all sharp edges and nowhere to hide. George parked, already half-distracted by his phone. He kissed Skyler on the cheek, barely looking at her, and told her to go ahead. She stepped out. The heat slapped her bare legs. The sundress she’d picked clung to her, thin and obvious, like she’d dressed up just to be looked at. 
Sean stood on the concrete stoop, dark jeans and a black polo stretched tight across his chest. No suit. He looked younger, cockier, like he didn’t have to bother. He didn’t smile. He looked her up and down, slow, checking if she’d obeyed: something easy to strip off. Skyler’s heart thudded when he clicked the lockbox, shoved the door open, and said, "After you." His voice was low, almost a threat.
Inside, the air was cool and smelled of fresh paint and new carpet. Every surface gleamed: white walls, pale oak floors, stainless steel that caught her reflection as she moved. Sean locked the door behind them. "Just to keep the random walk-ins out," he said. They both knew it was more than that.
He barely glanced at the first two floors, just waved at the kitchen and living room. "You’ve seen the photos. The real show’s upstairs." His hand landed on her lower back, pushing her up the stairs. Each step echoed. Her sandals slapped the wood. His palm burned through her dress. By the
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