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Love Thy Neighbor
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Lana surfaced from a shallow doze, tangled in damp sheets, the residue of unrest clinging to her skin like a punishment. Morning had no mercy. Her body pulsed with exhaustion, bruised from a night hacked apart by the relentless racket next door. The man—her neighbor, her tormentor—remained faceless, but impossible to ignore. By day, the walls shook with hammer strikes and shrieking drills, turning her haven into a construction site. But it was the nights that carved at her more deeply: his pleasure spilled shamelessly into her bedroom, every helpless cry and guttural groan bleeding through plaster and paint until they seeped beneath her skin. The raw sounds had a way of twining themselves into her nerves, leaving her restless, resentful... and shamed by the unwanted throb of envy they kindled.  

She lit a cigarette with unsteady fingers, dragging in smoke that scorched her throat as though punishment were what she craved most. The bitterness lingered, layered over the taste of too-strong coffee and cold water gulped thoughtlessly, anything to quiet the grinding fatigue that had become her constant shadow. She thought about escape the way some people dreamed of faraway beaches—something distant, shimmering, unreachable. Maybe with Fred, once, there had been that dream. But his long hours had swallowed him whole, leaving her alone with creeping silence that the neighbor’s chaos filled too easily. Their home, which should have been warmth and refuge, now felt like a trap mocking her with someone else’s appetite for life.  

By the time she poured her second cup, her hands tremored in a way she couldn’t control, the handle slick under her grip. She collapsed into the couch, its sagging cushions swallowing her whole. The television flickered without purpose, soundless, merely light thrown against the walls. Her gaze slid across it, dulled. She’d searched everywhere for something to tether her days—a job, a diversion, a place to belong again. Each rejection carved its mark, branding her as leftover, invisible, a woman emptied out by years of giving. She had poured everything into raising Trish, devoted each choice to the shape of her daughter’s wings—and when Trish finally soared into her own life, Lana was left here, grounded, her silence ringing loud in the rooms they once shared. Now the house filled itself with the monotonous tick of hours, with afternoons stretching faceless and weekends drowning her with their quiet. It wasn’t merely loneliness—it was a suffocating presence, pressing close, wrapping tight, whispering she was already too late for everything.  

Then the world jolted again. A deep metallic groan ripped through the walls, the neighbor’s drilling so savage it felt as though the bit were burrowing directly into her mind. She pressed her palm to her temple, teeth clenched as fury raked across her nerves.  

“Jesus Christ,” she hissed into the air, throat raw, the words catching on a bitter laugh. “How many goddamn pictures can this man possibly hang?”  

Silence, except the scream of machinery. As if her voice, her frustration, didn’t exist at all. In the beginning, she had tried for patience, had reasoned with herself. People needed time to settle, to nest. She had wanted to be gracious. But five endless days had stripped her bare of charity, every noise another theft of her fragile composure. She was left brittle, pacing the edges of her own bitterness—lonely, restless, simmering—her body taut with the unbearable, unsated hunger for something, someone, to shatter this endless, gnawing stillness.

She rose from the couch with a muttered sound of frustration, tugging her robe close over the satin nightgown that clung to her like a whispered secret. The silk trailed against her skin as she strode down the hallway, impatience pushing her forward, though beneath her annoyance a subtle, treacherous thrill flickered—an unwilling curiosity that sent a shiver through her. Yes, she wanted to confront him, to unleash the sharp words choking her throat, but there was another truth she dared not look at too closely. She wanted to see him. The man whose nightly chorus had invaded her solitude, whose unseen lovers had left her restless and raw. The envy, the irritation—they had become something darker, sharper, almost dangerous.  

Without offering herself the armor of excuses, she jabbed the doorbell, heart quickening as it rang through the stillness. Too late, she recognized her own breach of civility, the shamelessness of arriving empty-handed and unannounced. Her mother’s voice whispered inside her head about manners and restraint, a voice drowned swiftly by the heat climbing up her throat.  

The door yanked open as though pulled by a gust, and whatever words she’d gathered disintegrated. He stood before her bare-chested, his skin glistening with the kind of real sweat that spoke of labor, not decoration. Every line of muscle was carved in light and shadow, corded strength wrapping his arms, veins roped in ways that made her want—against all reason—to trace them. Broad shoulders framed him, narrowing to the loose cling of shorts slung low on his hips, hinting at power coiled beneath.  

“Yes?” he bit out, voice curt and edged, his annoyance a blade honed sharp.  

Her tongue stalled, her breath stuttering in her chest. “Huh?” The ridiculousness of her own voice jolted her, and she fought to collect herself. “I’m your neighbor. Lana.” She held out her hand, the practiced smile of a woman who refused to shrink.  

His palm swallowed hers, warm, firm, steady in a way that startled her. “Eric.” The name came smoother than his first greeting, his mouth curving reluctantly but unmistakably toward something softer.  

“Yes, well—I realized we haven’t properly met. And with us sharing walls...” she began, her own voice trailing, unsure if she was speaking as neighbor or intruder.  

He nodded, a fraction of tension dissolving from his frame. “I meant to stop by. Swear I did. Just...between the boxes and the drilling, I’m still knee-deep in chaos. I know I’ve been obnoxiously loud. I’m sorry for that.” His laugh was slight, coaxing, and it chipped away at the irritation she’d armed herself with.  

“Oh, it’s... it’s fine, really,” she rushed out, eagerness betraying her, covering nerves. Her gaze betrayed her worse—it dipped almost against her will, down the smooth plane of his chest, across the taut lines vanishing into the fabric at his waist. The flare of heat in her cheeks warned her just how transparent she’d become.  

“I should let you get back,” she murmured, already shifting half an inch backward, though her eyes refused to free themselves from him.  

But he leaned closer, his interruption quick and laced with intent. “Wait. If you’ve got a minute—come in. Coffee, or... hell, something stronger.” His gaze skimmed her face with deliberate weight, holding her there.  

And suddenly, retreat felt impossible.

A delicious spark curled through her belly at his invitation, and before her doubts could whisper otherwise, she tilted her head, lips parting into a smile she couldn’t suppress. “I’d love that.”  

Crossing his threshold felt strangely momentous—as if she’d stepped into someone else’s secret, breathless story. The soft thud of the door closing behind her made her pulse skip. She was suddenly—dangerously—aware of her body: the robe grazing just mid-thigh, the slip beneath clinging to her like a confession. She should have knocked, then run back upstairs to change, to cover herself, to be prudent. The thought came too late. Instead, with forced ease, she let her weight rest against the worn edge of a small kitchen table, pretending comfort even as excitement fluttered jittery chords beneath her skin.  

They busied themselves with something as ordinary as coffee, and yet the simple task was steeped in tension. His hands worked effortlessly precise, every motion unhurried, efficient. Hers fumbled ever so slightly when she accepted the steaming cup, porcelain a poor disguise for her trembling fingers. The ritual tightened the space between them—his offering, her acceptance—an intimacy cloaked in routine. He lit a cigarette, offered it across the narrowing distance, his lighter’s flame flickering at her lips. The dry smoke filled her lungs, settling her nerves in a languid haze.  

She eased into the chair, letting her body spill into a line of casual elegance—legs crossing, robe sliding of its own will. When the fabric betrayed her, loosening and baring the sleek contour of her thigh, dappled light danced across her skin. She saw the moment he noticed: the flicker in his gaze, the sharp intake of air before his composure faltered. That tiny fracture in his restraint made her bold. She rewarded him with a smile that curved deliberately slow, sending warmth glinting from her eyes straight into his.  

He tried to look away too quickly, but not quickly enough. The heat between them pulsed like a live current, humming and powerful.  

“So... what is it you do?” she asked, her voice low, velveted with curiosity—and threaded with the teasing edge of mischief. She tugged her robe back across her thigh, but the silk only slipped again, more artful than accidental. The brush of cool air against her bare flesh only heightened the fire igniting from within.  

His eyes, unwilling conspirators, returned to her leg. A pause, a breath, before he forced himself to answer. “I’m a gym teacher.” He spoke as though confessing something weighted. His gaze flickered back to hers—brief, charged—then strayed once more. “Taught in a rural school for a while, out in the middle of nowhere. But here... got an offer from a private school. Couldn’t pass it up.” His mouth curved into the faintest grin, one that hinted the change brought more satisfaction than merely financial.  

“Ahhh,” she murmured, tilting her head, her lashes dipping low. “The pay must be good?” A sly wink punctuated her words as she lifted the coffee cup, lips caressing its rim as her eyes never left him.  

His smile this time came easier, softer at the edges, though confidence lingered beneath. “Yeah, that... and more.” He smoothed the back of his hand across his damp forehead, lifted the cigarette again, his exhale exuding smoke and something darker—a thickening of the already charged air. “But mostly... I missed this. The pulse. The endless energy. The noise. Out there, it was just... silence. And for me—” his eyes met hers, brief, burning, “too much silence can feel like a cage if you’ve got restless energy to burn.”  

She hummed softly, imagining him against sunlit fields and sweeping wild hills, the thought strangely erotic. “Still, the countryside must have had its charms...” Her voice lingered deliberately, her words thickened with suggestion, their weight matching the heat slowly pressing between them.

His gaze lingered low, drawn to the delicate hollow at the base of her throat, where her pulse betrayed a restless rhythm. “It does,” he murmured, voice husky with thought. “There’s a quiet out there... a peace you can’t find in the city. But when you’re young, that silence isn’t enough. It makes you ache for more.” A slow smile unfurled across his lips, deliberate, knowing. The spark of it ignited in her belly, settling dark and liquid between her thighs.  

“How young?” she asked on a breath, tipping her chin into her hand, letting her robe slip another inch with what might have seemed like carelessness.  

“Twenty-six,” he admitted, his tone low, careful but unashamed.  

Her lashes lowered as she glanced around the spare apartment. The walls, the floors, the roughly masculine disorder—they shouted of solitude. No trace of a woman, no softness, no competing scent of someone else’s perfume. “You live alone?” she pressed, the question velvet-edged.  

“Yes.” The answer came without hesitation. His pause afterward was anything but empty—it throbbed with meaning, with risk.  

“Oh...” The sound slipped from her lips, half surprise, half sin, her delight guilty and sharp under her skin.  

His head tilted at the shift in her voice, a shadow of curiosity darkening his expression. “What?”  

She exhaled, the charged air catching on her words. “It’s really nothing...” But even she heard the betrayal in her tone, the desire that hummed at the edges.  

Eric’s smile curved, uncertain but threaded with challenge, as though her hidden thoughts had cornered him into daring. He touched his mouth like he needed to shield it, almost shy. “Tell me—do you really hear everything through these walls?”  

Her lips parted with genuine confession, amusement softening into intimacy. “They’re terrible. Like cardboard. You’ll learn to live with it. My husband’s snoring carries clear as a bell at night...”  

He froze, eyes sparking with sudden clarity. “You’re married.”  

Color slanted across her cheeks as heat and want tangled inside her chest, sharp enough to sting. She nodded. “Yes.”  

“Okay.” The word came strong, controlled, but currents moved violently beneath it. A question. A boundary. A dare. He rose then, wordless, gathering their empty cups. When he turned to the sink, his back was broad and unyielding, the sweat along his skin gleaming faintly.  

She shouldn’t have looked, but her eyes betrayed her, slipping downward, tracing sinew and strength. His legs, solid and restless. His shorts—tight, swollen with promise, shifting with each movement. The sight wrenched the breath from her lungs, leaving her raw with hunger.  

Her fingers found the knot at her waist as though guided by instinct. One tug and the robe loosened, fluttering open across her body in a gesture both accidental and painfully deliberate.  

“Need a hand, Eric?” she purred, her voice honey and smoke as she rose with languid grace. The fall of silk parted wider, impossible to misread.  

He went motionless, caught in place, eyes consuming every newly bared inch of her. His jaw slackened, his hand stilled, and hunger surged across his face with a force that stripped him bare.  

The corner of her mouth curved, sly and feline. She leaned back against the counter as though stretching, as though carelessly offering herself up—not a single gesture left to innocence.  

“Help?” he managed, the word hoarse, nearly strangled.  

“Yes. Help,” she teased, letting the syllables drip into the air. “Unpacking... groceries... or maybe coffee, sugar, whatever it is you’re in the mood to crave.”  

His laugh broke raggedly, rich with disbelief and temptation. He shook his head, trying for composure. “No,” he said, though the word trembled with amusement and need. “Not yet. I’ve got nothing but time. Two whole weeks before work starts. Settling in—that’s all I’m meant to do right now.”

“Good,” Lana murmured, the word shedding its civility to reveal something far more dangerous, dripping with sin. She tilted her head, easing her hair over one shoulder, a deliberate reveal of skin meant to tempt, to provoke. Her eyes grazed across him slowly, shamelessly, until they lingered on the thick swell pressing against the fabric of his shorts. Heat curled inside her, tightening low in her belly, the air between them vibrating with a tension almost painful in its intensity.  

His face flushed, gaze darting away as if embarrassment could disguise the hunger rising in him. But Lana’s stare clung to him—persistent, molten—burning into his skin until even his shyness looked like a performance. One languid stroke of her hand down the slope of her cleavage betrayed her thoughts, an invitation as vivid as it was irresistible.  

“There’s no need for modesty,” she whispered, velvet darkening her voice, every syllable coaxing, coaxing, coaxing. “Desire like this... it’s only human.”  

He swallowed hard, the sound rough, scraping like gravel. “Yeah... yeah, I know,” he answered, his tone sharpening as he squared himself to her at last. His hand slid beneath the waistband of his shorts, adjusting, revealing glimpses of what he could no longer hide. For a breathless instant she saw it—thick, heavy, swollen with need—before the cotton fell back into place, and her lungs caught fire.  

Her lips curved open, a gasp melting into something darker, tongue brushing the sharp edge of her teeth as her gaze locked on him. “The noises... the late nights, the cries I heard bleeding through the walls,” she murmured with a wicked edge of wonder. Her stare lifted, clashing with his in a current that all but crackled. “Now I understand.”  

His grin curved slow and feral, dangerous. “Yeah? They lose themselves over this,” he growled, hand wrapping around his length through the fabric, stroking himself with unconcealed pride. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily at the sight, the weight and size of him teased in every deliberate motion. “Sometimes it doesn’t take much... just letting you see...” His words broke as he slid the boxers down, baring himself completely in one fluid, unapologetic reveal.  

Her breath stuttered into silence. He was breathtaking—thicker, longer, more devastatingly perfect than she’d ever dared imagine. Her chest rose and fell in ragged waves, a soundless moan trembling against her lips.  

He chuckled, low and dark, his voice curling around her like smoke. “You want it. You want to feel this inside you... stretching you, breaking you open until the only thing you can cling to is me.” His steps toward her were slow, measured, his arousal bobbing with each advance until its presence consumed the space between them.  

“I... my—my husband—” Lana tried, voice strangled with guilt and heat, her body trembling with the betrayal trapped in her mouth even as her hand reached to tuck nervous strands of hair behind her ear. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t pretend she didn’t want it.  

But he gave her no escape. His palm cupped the back of her neck with a force both tender and claiming, pulling her into him. “Why now?” His voice shredded the distance between words, low and insistent against her lips. “Why pretend when you’ve already given in?”  

Then his mouth was on hers—hungry, ruthless, devouring. The kiss unraveled her; resistance crumbled to ash as she melted against him, opening to him with raw need. Her hands flew to his arms, gripping hard, learning the taut power beneath his skin, her body grinding against the heat of him as instinct seized control. Every muscle under her touch felt alive, and for the first time, Lana let go—let herself fall headlong into the fire.

The silk robe slipped soundlessly from Lana’s shoulders, sliding down in a languid whisper until it lay abandoned at her feet. He didn’t hesitate, his hands greedy as they claimed her through the fine fabric of her nightgown, pushing beneath with ease. His lips brushed her ear, the low rasp of his voice all sin and hunger.  

“Christ, you’re perfect. No panties. Just waiting for me.”  

His breath scorched her skin, stirring the loose strands of her hair, and then his fingers were there—hot, knowing—stroking through her wetness, parting her folds with exquisite authority. The teasing sweep over her clit was maddening, deliberate, a feather-drawn torment that promised everything and gave only the tease of it.  

Her voice abandoned her in broken moans as he pressed deeper, sliding one thick finger inside, curling just right, with the confidence of a man who knew exactly how to unravel her. Her lips sought his throat, tasting salt and skin, swallowing the low growl reverberating in his chest as her knees weakened beneath the surge of sensation he’d ignited.  

Helpless to match his mastery without touching him in return, Lana’s hand found its way down the firm planes of his abdomen, fingertips trembling as they traced the sculpted grooves of muscle. Lower still—until she wrapped her hand around him, impossibly hard and heavy, though her fingers couldn’t close fully around his girth. She stroked slowly at first, savoring the shiver that rippled through him, the guttural sounds spilling from his lips in a raw symphony of need. When she quickened her pace, his answering thrusts grew deeper, his finger inside her driving harder, his thumb grazing her clit in perfect counterpoint to the rhythm of her strokes.  

Her grip grew sure, sliding from his thick root to the flushed crown, her breath mingling with his as their bodies pressed together, reckless desire burning away every hesitation until nothing existed but the fever mounting between them.  

With effortless strength, he caught her up in his arms. She let out a startled gasp as he lifted her, his hands securing beneath her thighs, settling her backside onto the unforgiving edge of the counter. Her heart pounded as he forced her knees apart, leaving her bared, trembling, utterly exposed to the searing weight of his gaze.  

Then—his mouth descended.  

A whimper tore from her as his tongue trailed lower, tracing molten lines along the soft insides of her thighs, building her torment one lingering stroke at a time. Each pause, each brush of his lips closer to where she pulsed for him, left her thighs quivering with anticipation. And when his tongue finally swept across her clit—slow, deliberate, spiraling in decadent circles—her body bowed, her cry sliced thin with need.  

He consumed her there, his mouth sealing over her tender flesh to drink from every ripple of her pleasure, his tongue working her with an insatiable hunger that left her shaking. She pushed her head back until it rested against the cabinet, lips parted on desperate breaths, yanking her nightgown down until her breasts spilled free. The air was cool against her aching nipples, her body frantic for him to take her everywhere at once.  

Then his fingers returned, sliding inside her, stretching her open, stroking deep in time with his devouring mouth. Each thrust arched her spine higher, dragged sounds from her throat she couldn’t control. Her thighs locked reflexively around his head as if to keep him tethered against her, refusing to let him stop, toes curling as waves of unbearable pleasure tightened through her.  

He wouldn’t let go. He feasted on her, relentless, greedy, until she shook all over, undone by the storm he built inside her. And when at last he eased back, his lips glistening, his gaze caught hers in a snare of heat. His voice was low, dangerous, thick with promise.  

“Easy, beautiful,” he murmured, a feral desire burning in his eyes. “We’re only getting started.”

With a sudden, forceful grip, he tore her from the counter, her body still quaking from his mouth, slick heat glistening between her thighs. He dropped her to her knees before him, every move filled with dominance and urgency. Dizzy with pleasure, she obeyed instinctively, his presence overwhelming, her lips parted, tongue slipping out as she lifted her gaze to meet the dark command simmering in his eyes.  

He guided the heavy weight of his arousal across her mouth, her cheek, her parted lips—his cock stroking her flushed skin, smearing her with the raw evidence of his desire. The thick head tangled briefly in her hair, leaving her shuddering with anticipation as he marked her with his hunger.  

“Open wide,” he ordered, his voice a low, dangerous growl that vibrated straight through her. She did, lips stretching around him as he thrust hard, filling her so utterly she felt her throat surrender. The sheer breadth of him made her choke, breath faltering, but the control in his grip, his fingers fisted in her hair, forced her to take every relentless push. His hips snapped forward again and again, his swollen flesh sliding over her tongue, pushing deeper until her eyes watered and her jaw ached. The sound of his skin striking her lips, his heavy length dominating her mouth, only spurred her wetter, need clawing tighter through her.  

“Eyes on me, sweetheart,” he commanded, punctuating the demand with a sharp slap against her cheek—a flash of sting that made her pulse clench with dark delight. Tears burned, but she obeyed, her gaze locked on him, moaning desperately around his cock, the vibrations traveling through him and pulling a guttural sound from his chest. One hand slipped furiously between her legs, fingers circling her slick clit as if she couldn’t bear one more second without more. The other cupped the heavy weight of him, squeezing and teasing his balls, wringing needy, ragged noises from his throat.  

Abruptly he withdrew, his cock dragging slick from her swollen lips, leaving her gasping, wet-mouthed, aching to pull him back inside. Before she could beg again, he hauled her up effortlessly, laying her out across the kitchen table, her skin sticking slightly to the cool wood, flushed and trembling beneath him.  

“Spread those pretty thighs for me,” he murmured, his tone wicked, provocatively savoring her. “Because I’m about to fuck you until you forget your own name.”  

The wet, swollen crown dragged slowly across her folds, smearing her with saliva and arousal before he tapped deliberately against her clit, coaxing a cry from her. The teasing was unbearable—her hips rose, chasing him, pleading.  

“Please,” she gasped, voice hoarse, desperate. “I need you inside me. Don’t make me wait.”  

His mouth curved into a sinful grin. “You want this?” he taunted, stroking himself against her slick heat, savoring her helpless writhing. “Say it. Tell me you’re mine. Tell me you’ll let me take you however I want, as long as I want.”  

“Yes... yes,” she begged breathlessly, caught in the spiral of surrender. “I’ll do anything. Please.”  

His answer was sharp, merciless, a claiming thrust that slammed him deep inside her in a single stroke. Her body arched in shock and delirious pleasure, crying out as he filled her impossibly full, stretching her wide, his rhythm instantly unforgiving, ruthless.  

The table rattled beneath each powerful shove, the sound of wood meeting his strength underscoring the frantic music of her cries. Her body burned with a fever of need, sweat beading and sliding over flushed skin as she clung helplessly to the sensation of him pounding inside her, each thrust driving her toward the edge. His heavy, tightening sac slapped against her ass in a brutal rhythm that only made her wetter.  

One broad palm wrapped around her throat, squeezing just enough to keep her gasping on the edge of breathlessness, fire blooming in her chest. The pressure heightened everything—her moans sharper, her body thrumming with dangerous delight. She writhed beneath him, utterly undone, as his merciless rhythm dragged her deeper into surrender, tethered only by his grip and the delicious certainty that she was his to ruin.

“Oh... God—yes...” Lana’s voice fractured into breathless cries, her chest heaving as heat bled through every vein. Her thighs spread wide in helpless invitation, desperate to take him deeper. She was soaked—stretched past what she thought she could endure—as he drove into her with a brutal, unrelenting rhythm. His hands clamped around her ankles, hoisting her legs high over his shoulders, forcing her even more open, raw, exposed. She clung to the table’s edge, knuckles white, as he pushed her beyond reason—pounding until she thought she might shatter, only to slow suddenly, teasing her with an almost cruel precision. Her stomach tightened, toes gripping air, body trembling on the edge, everything inside her coiling tighter and tighter in unbearable anticipation.  

Her climax broke with a violence that stole her breath—ecstasy ripping through her, wild and merciless. Her body convulsed around him, drowning her in sensation so consuming it felt like obliteration. No toy, no fantasy, no lonely nights had ever given her this. And as she fell apart beneath him, she saw his grin—the primal satisfaction of a man who owned her pleasure, who took pride in her surrender.  

“Come here,” he ordered, voice rough, commanding, making her body respond before her mind caught up. Her legs shook as he dragged her down to her knees, hair falling across her damp face. “Clean it. Now.”  

She didn’t hesitate. Lips parted, she welcomed him back into her mouth, tasting herself, tasting him—slick, musky, intoxicating. Her tongue traced his length; her hands worked him eagerly, desperate for more. Her need was insatiable, shameless.  

“Thirsty little thing,” he mocked, savoring her debasement. She only answered with a fervent nod, moaning around him, eyes glazed with hunger as her hand slipped between her thighs to stroke her tender folds.  

“Keep it open. Don’t let me down,” he growled, and her response was instant—tongue offered, lips stretched wide, her own needy fingers plunging inside herself as she teetered deliciously close again.  

The sound he made then was deep, guttural, a raw warning—and she braced for it, savoring the power of bringing him to this edge. His grip in her hair tightened, his head thrown back as he came in hot, stinging spurts across her tongue, her face, her trembling body. The taste was bitter, masculine, intoxicating. It marked her; it thrilled her.  

“You know what comes next,” he drawled, mocking, forcing her into ritual. Lana didn’t falter. She scooped the mess from her cheeks, her chin, licking her fingers one by one, swallowing slowly, deliberately, as if each drop were a sacrament.  

Satisfied, he tilted his head, eyes narrowing. “What do good girls say?”  

Her cheeks flushed, lashes lowered, but her voice came soft, obedient. “Thank you.”  

His palm struck before she could draw another breath, stinging her skin.  

“Thank you... what?” His smile was sharp, his dominance absolute.  

She bit her lip, trembling, caught between shame and arousal. “Thank you, sir.”  

“That’s better.” Approval, dark and dangerous, rolled off him. “You’ll learn. You’ll learn quickly.”  

She rose unsteadily on shaky legs, her nightgown bunched indecently at her waist, her skin marked by him—claimed.  

“Well? What are you waiting for?” The sudden coldness in his tone cut straight to her core, a whip of dismissal. “I’m finished with you. For now.”  

Her breath caught. “I thought—”  

“What? That I’d hold you?” His laugh was low, merciless. “That’s his duty, not mine. You go home. And when I call, you come running. No excuses.”  

“Yes, sir.” Her head bent demurely, though her mouth fought a rebellious smile, secret and wicked.  

She gathered her robe, slipping from the apartment quietly, skin still sticky with his claim, thighs trembling, heart pounding. Shame should have followed her. But only satisfaction did—a dark, delicious thrill winding through her veins like fire.

——
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Steam wreathed her skin in a shimmering veil, heat lapping over her until she surrendered to the ache pulsing low in her body. Her touch traveled across wet curves, coaxing the tension higher until it fractured into a trembling release that left her slumped against the slick chill of the tiles. She lingered there, breath heavy, before finally slipping free of the water’s embrace.  

A towel clung to her damp limbs, fabric rough against skin still flushed and oversensitized. The air kissed her raw with its cool bite as she moved through the quiet kitchen, hands darting automatically to chop, stir, arrange—though every movement seemed less grounded in the task than in the humming anticipation threading through her. Each creak of the floorboards, every faint knock of pipes set her pulse lurching. Was it Fred?  

No, she breathed, pressing her lips together. Fred wasn’t the one her body was braced for. It was Eric. Always Eric. The memory of his mouth by her ear, the velvet steel in his whispered commands, the firm possession of his hands—those recollections curled through her until she was both restless and molten at once. She stirred the sauce too long, set the cutlery unevenly, all while imagining the dark delights that might spill from his imagination next. Her veins thrummed with an insistent ache, each second stretching with the exquisite torment of wanting him still—and wanting him more.

——
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The days slipped past in a blur of routine, yet Lana carried a restless current inside her, a storm that never stilled. Each night, when darkness folded around the small apartment and Fred’s breathing settled into the steady rhythm of deep, innocent sleep, desire crept back into her bloodstream. Her thoughts returned, unbidden but unstoppable, to that night with Eric—raw, illicit, and burned into her memory with cruel precision. The echo of it unfurled in her body: the heat of skin against skin, the urgency of forbidden hands, the dizziness of crossing a line she could never uncross. Alone in the quiet bed, her body betrayed her with its need, arching toward the ghost of his touch, trembling into the silence Fred never stirred from.  

But the spell always shattered at the worst moment. Just when her pulse built to that bright, unbearable edge, Fred’s soft sigh, a shift beneath the covers, would spear through her reverie. Guilt slammed into her like a cold tide, leaving her flushed, ashamed, her heart tight with an ache she disguised all too well. By daylight she was composed, practiced. She smiled, kissed Fred goodbye at the door, traded easy words, and managed never to let the taste of Eric bleed onto her lips. On the surface, nothing had changed. Underneath, everything had.  

Friday should have been no different. The buzz of a reality show flickered across the television, her attention dulled, her body restless in the dim light of the empty living room. Behind the closed bedroom door, Fred had already surrendered to sleep. And then—unexpected, unnerving—the quiet fractured. A sound at the door. A knock, muffled but intent, reverberating through the stillness.  

Her body jolted before her mind could catch up, adrenaline igniting like fire in her veins. Breath shallow, palms damp, she froze in place, listening. Another knock, louder now, commanding. She rose on trembling legs, padded across the carpet, and pressed her eye to the peephole.  

Eric.  

His stance was impatient, restless; in his hand, a piece of paper shook as though his fingers couldn’t contain his urgency. She watched him scrawl something quick and jagged, then shove the note beneath the door. His gaze lifted deliberately, locking onto hers through the tiny circle of glass. The hunger there made her knees weaken. The danger in it scattered her breath.  

Her hands shook as she bent to retrieve the paper. His writing was frenzied, a threat scraped across the page: you have 5 minutes; open the door, or your husband learns.  

Her pulse thundered. Heat and ice battled their way through her veins as her eyes darted to the clock—3:30 a.m. The hallway was shadowed, but he lingered, leaning against the wall, tapping his foot with a predator’s patience. She drew a breath that scraped her lungs raw before she dared to turn the lock. The metallic click was louder than a gunshot in the silence.  

She edged the door open, her voice coming out low, breathless. “What are you doing here?”  

“Finally.” His growl carried a mocking edge, his grin dark and tilted with menace. He lounged against the frame of the door, the scent of recklessness clinging to him. “Out here. Now.”  

“Keep your voice down,” Lana hissed, panic cracking through her plea. She blocked the doorway with her body. “Fred’s sleeping.”  

That predatory light sharpened in his eyes. “Sleeping?” His lips curved slowly.  

“Yes. But—”  

“Perfect.” He cut her off easily, amusement roughing the edges of his words. “Then let’s not wake him by accident.”  

Her heart fluttered painfully, her entire body on edge. “We can’t,” she stammered, shaking her head. “Not now. Tomorrow, maybe, but not—”  

Eric rolled his eyes as though she were a stubborn child. He stretched, exaggerated, his sigh a theatrical yawn. “I thought we understood each other.” His nonchalance didn’t soften the menace threading through his tone. Shoulders lifting in a careless shrug, he added almost lazily, “But if you’re finished with me, I won’t make you do anything you don’t want.”

“Tomorrow,” she tried again, her voice faint but edged with pleading urgency, as though the single word might buy her a reprieve.  

Eric didn’t soften. His jaw was carved from steel, eyes sharp and unrelenting. “No. That isn’t how this works,” he said, low and deadly certain. “My rules—or nothing. Do you hear me?”  

Heat bloomed beneath her skin, shame and longing twisting together until she could hardly draw breath. “It’s not that simple,” she whispered, cheeks flushed with both defiance and need. “I told you—”  

“Enough.” His tone cut clean through her hesitation, merciless. “I don’t care if he’s asleep in the next room or gone for weeks. It doesn’t matter. What matters is this—my way, or we end everything here and now.”  

Her knees weakened, a tremor coursing down her legs. The weight of his demand pressed against the fragile scaffolding of her will, and somewhere under her fear was the thrill of being stripped of choice, of being cornered by desire itself. “We should talk about this. Just... stop for a minute—”  

“We’ve already talked,” he countered, his voice a dangerous purr, his hands already burning with intent. She froze as his fingers moved deliberately to the button of his jeans, the sound of the clasp slipping undone loud in the hush of the hallway. “If you don’t understand what we are, that’s on you. Not me.” A wicked smile curved his mouth, his movements unhurried, almost mocking. “Here it is, Lana. On your knees, or walk away. No more middle ground. Choose.”  

He eased his zipper down, a wicked kind of pride in the way he revealed himself, thickening in his own hand, daring her with the blatant display. Her breath locked in her chest, pulse hammering at her throat. She staggered internally beneath the weight of the choice—principle straining against pulse, dignity against the molten ache between her thighs. But the ache was louder. Always louder.  

His voice came rough, impatient, laced with hunger. “I won’t wait all night.” He leaned against the opposite wall, his body loose but humming with restless energy, one hand stroking along his hardening length with slow, taunting sweeps. She stared, caught in the dangerous rhythm of him—her lips parted, her heart knocking wildly, that familiar compulsion unfurling inside her despite every flicker of doubt.  

In her stillness she realized the truth: she was already submitting. The wanting had already undone her.  

Then his hand shot out, threading through her hair, firm and unyielding. He tugged her closer, guiding her palm to wrap around the heat of his arousal. The weight of him throbbed against her touch, hot and insistent, making her shiver as desire thickened in her blood. And then his mouth was on hers—hard, consuming, a kiss that stole air as much as thought, leaving her weakened and trembling, surrender spilling through her like water down cracked stone.  

His lips grazed her ear, his breath hot and spine-tingling. The whisper was velvet and lethal all at once: “Quiet now, Lana... close the door. You don’t want Fred waking up, do you?”

Her pulse battered against her throat, frantic as a trapped bird, every thud reverberating in her ears. Fear and arousal knotted together until she could no longer tell them apart. Her glance flicked toward the half-open door, to the faint rise and fall of her husband’s breath drifting down the hallway. A tremor ran through her, but she mastered it long enough to slip her hand back and push the door closed. The lock clicked with decisive finality, the tiny key left dangling in place—a small, silent surrender that spoke louder than any words.  

Eric’s mouth curved, the smirk sharpening into a look of devouring hunger. Lust gleamed in his eyes as his voice—thick, velvety, low—curled into her like smoke. “Good girl,” he murmured, satisfaction laced with possession, before his hands pressed firmly atop her shoulders, urging her down.  

For a bare, wavering moment, she resisted. Pride stiffened her spine, her body taut with conflict. But gravity—or desire—won. Her knees sank into the rough carpet, the coarse fibers biting into her skin. The heavy heat of him brushed her cheek, then dragged across her parted lips; his musk wrapped around her senses, dizzying, dark, male.  

“Tonight,” Eric said, punctuating his words with a sharp tap of his swollen head against her flushed face, “all I want is your mouth. Nothing more. And you’d better make it unforgettable—I don’t come easily when I’ve been drinking.”  

A flare of rebellion lit in her chest, but hunger claimed her faster. Her lips parted, softened, and she leaned into him, delivering a tentative kiss at the crown. Beneath her touch, he pulsed, thick and urgent. She let her palm steal lower, cradling his weight, stroking his tight sac with slow, deliberate care while his fingers clawed into her hair, binding her to him.  

With a shiver of surrender, she drew him in. The crown slid past her lips, deeper, met by her willing suction. His groan rumbled rough in the air above her, spurring her to flick her tongue along the vein that throbbed beneath, tracing him with reverence, tasting him: hot, salt-slick, unapologetically real.  

Eyes half-closed in rapture, Eric tilted his head back, his voice a ragged moan of pleasure as she worked up and down his length, devotion in every wet, slow stroke. He twined his fist brutally in her hair, holding her steady, bending her to his rhythm. “Tonight,” he growled, dark eyes gleaming down at her, “your pleasure doesn’t exist. Only mine.”  

Her lashes lifted urgently, her gaze snapping to his. Confusion laced with raw want swirled in her expression—but Eric’s promise was written in steel. With a thrust of unforgiving strength, he buried himself deeper, until her throat constricted around him. She gagged, choked, eyes stinging as her body writhed against the invasion. Still he didn’t relent. If anything, the sight of her tears spilling only deepened his smirk, sharpened his pace.  

His thrusts became ruthless, each stroke punishing, relentless—the coarse slap of his body an obscene metronome against her flushed face. Her vision filmed with tears, her jaw aching as he used her throat, stretching it wide, forcing her to take him again and again. And yet, every desperate choke, every shudder of her lungs clawing for air, sent searing darts of illicit electricity through her veins.  

Her blurred gaze wandered helplessly to the locked door, to the fragile silence beyond, where Fred slept in soft oblivion. The sound of his breathing—gentle, innocent—echoed in her chest even as the taste of another man consumed her throat, her lips, her very breath. Caught between the two worlds, she surrendered wholly to Eric’s ruthless rhythm, lost in a fever that was part torment, part deliverance.

“Look at you,” Eric’s voice cut through the thick air, rough and taunting, every word a lash of contempt and hunger. “On your knees, whoring yourself for me, clinging to every inch like you were made for it. Does your husband ever get this show?” His laugh was dark, cruel, punctuated by a sharp string of spit hitting her cheek, a mark of ownership rubbed into her skin.  

The sting dragged Lana into a flash of memory—Fred beside her on countless quiet nights, the security of their gentle rituals. For a second it was unbearable, shame tearing at her like claws. She should stop. She should pull away. But she didn’t. She couldn’t. Eric’s grip was merciless, twisting her nipple through the thin fabric of her shirt, forcing sharp sparks of pain that dissolved into need. Each brutal thrust stole her breath, wiped her mind clean until guilt had nowhere to root.  

Her body betrayed her. One hand, trembling and reckless, slid beneath the waistband of her sweatpants, finding the molten ache between her thighs. She circled her clit with hesitant fingers, almost tentative—then the hunger flared, and restraint collapsed. Her touch turned frenzied, rubbing hard and fast, spiraling herself closer to the edge she had no hope of resisting.  

Eric noticed instantly, eyes glittering like shards of glass. His mouth curled, vicious and satisfied, watching her unravel in her own hand. “That’s it,” he crooned, voice dripping with dark promise. “Stroke that greedy little cunt. You’re already mine.” He spat again, warm and degrading against her skin, and she shuddered at the obscene sweetness of being marked, her lips parting on a broken moan.  

Her thoughts fractured completely, lost in the slippery mess of spit on her face, drool trickling from the corners of her mouth. Heat flooded her veins, shame swallowed whole by something darker, something that wanted only to be witnessed in her ruin. In some deviant corner of her mind, she almost wished for discovery—for anyone, even strangers, to see her undone like this, feral and aching.  

Without warning, Eric shoved her shirt to her shoulders, yanking it away so her arms twisted free. The shock of cold air licked across her bared skin, gooseflesh prickling as she was shoved onto her back, hard marble biting against her spine. He straddled her, knees pinning her wrists down, his weight an iron cage. His mouth fastened greedily to her breasts—tongue teasing, teeth biting until sparks of pain fused with unbearable pleasure. She arched helplessly, gasping his name against the relentless assault.  

“Quiet,” he snarled, the command seared into her with a sharp slap that left her cheek burning, her core clenching around nothing. The humiliation scorched and thrilled in equal measure, leaving her trembling. He smacked the thick length of his cock against her breasts, streaked with spit and slick from her mouth, a glistening weapon of hunger. Another spit landed, warm against her chest, and he pressed her soft flesh tight around him, sliding hard between her breasts, the head grazing her chin, her lips.  

The rhythm of his thrusts was merciless, each movement dragging the swollen crown across her mouth. Reflexively, she craned her neck, lips parted, tongue darting to lick him, to catch every taste she could steal between thrusts. She was split wide open, legs lax and yielding, her body nothing but hunger, every muscle vibrating with need.  

Pinned beneath him, utterly powerless, Lana let herself drown in it—the slap of his cock against her body, the aching stretch of her jaws, the savage pleasure of being taken and taken again. Her pulse thundered in her ears, her heart crashing against her ribs—none of it mattered. Only him. Only this rhythm. Only the perfect, punishing slam of his desire ruling her body, claiming her soul.

Eric thrust his cock between the swell of her breasts, dragging it over her flushed skin as though marking every inch of her. His fingers pinched and twisted her nipples without mercy, each cruel tug wringing a ragged cry from her throat. Heat poured through her chest, her body arching toward his ruthless touch, even as another part of her whimpered for relief she knew he wouldn’t grant. His hands kneaded her breasts greedily, possessive, until suddenly he released her, stepping back and letting air rush into her lungs in a piercing gasp. The reprieve lasted only a breath.  

A fist tangled in her hair, sharp, commanding, yanking her upright before she could steady herself. He spun her, pressing her face hard into the wall. The cool, unyielding surface shocked against her burning cheek, her lips flattening against the rough concrete as his grip captured her wrists, folding them cruelly behind her back. She was pinned, bound by nothing but his strength and her own hungry submission.  

With a deliberate slowness that felt like mockery, he dragged her sweatpants down, peeling fabric off her hips, baring the soft curve of her ass. She shivered at the exposure, a helpless arch forced into her back beneath his guiding hand. The thin cotton bunched at her thighs, sharp contrast to the rush of air licking over the heat of her bare skin. Her breath shuddered. Humiliation pressed hot against shame, tangled seamlessly with the sharp edge of arousal building low in her belly.  

The thick weight of his cock slid between the cleft of her ass, hot, unforgiving, and her gasp broke against the wall. His palm cracked sharply across her bare flesh, the sting blossoming in sweet, brutal bursts, each smack ripping another helpless sound from her throat. Her body jerked forward, only to be pressed back again, trapped in the rhythm of his punishment and reward.  

He leaned in until his lips brushed her ear, his voice a low rasp that slid like smoke along her spine. “Right here, just on the other side of this wall... your husband sleeps. Dreaming, unaware. No clue what you’re really doing. What you ache for.” The words branded her with shame and daring, spilling fire between her trembling thighs.  

Her eyes fluttered shut, her teeth cutting into her lip hard enough to taste iron, desperate to keep quiet even as her body betrayed her. His finger skimmed over the tight bud of her ass, circling, taunting, never quite entering—torment in the shape of a promise. Her breath grew frantic. Then the swollen crown of his cock pressed against her pussy, sliding wet and relentless through her folds, teasing at entrance, denying her utterly. The denial itself made her knees threaten to collapse, her thighs quivering as sharp, unbearable hunger surged through her.  

His cock smacked down against her slick sex, jarring through her core, and she nearly broke apart in the sudden shock of craving. Her legs gave an involuntary tremor, her stomach caving with the violence of her need, every nerve screaming with pleasure edged in danger. Behind these thin walls, her husband—the life she’d built, the respectable woman she was supposed to be—slept soundly, oblivious.  

Eric yanked back her hair again, forcing her spine into an aching curve, her mouth falling open on a moan too loud, too needy. His hand clamped over it instantly, muffling her against the cold wall. His other hand nudged her ankle with commanding force. “Wider,” he growled, the word vibrating against her skin, a demand more than a suggestion.  

Her muscles shook as she spread herself, bare and trembling, offering up everything he demanded, unable and unwilling to hold anything back.

He crouched behind her, his breath a scorching whisper across her skin before his tongue slid to that forbidden place, flicking in slow, wicked spirals around her tightest point. The shock of it ripped through her, a sound dangerously close to a sob escaping her throat. His grip on her hips was merciless, steadying her as his fingers thrust deep into her soaked heat—pistoning, ruthless—while his mouth teased and worshipped the private ring of her body with maddening persistence. The wet sting of his palm cracked against her ass in sharp rhythm, the sound ricocheting like sin in the stillness, leaving her trembling, the skin hot and tender where he struck. Then came the warm glide of his spit, slipping where his mouth had lingered, making her entire body quake, helpless under the intensity of his hunger.  

Her heart crashed wildly against her ribs, every breath unspooling ragged and shallow, helpless against the tidal wave consuming her. Pressed to the cold wall, eyes squeezed tight, she surrendered—no thought, no restraint—only sensation and the desperate ache that hollowed her out. The swollen crown of his cock nudged her most forbidden place, shocking her with pressure, with promise, with unbearable thickness. He lingered there, tormenting her, making her hover on the cusp of invasion, each withheld second unraveling her to the brink of begging, breaking.  

Before words could form, his hand seized her hair and wrenched her down. Suddenly she was on her knees, her own voice strangled, drowned in the brutality of his control. He smeared the rigid silk of his cock across her face, marking her with his arousal, stinging her flushed skin with slaps that left her dizzy, raw with shame and need. When he shoved the length past her lips, forcing her mouth wide, past the soft clutch of her throat, there was no tenderness—only possession. His movements were rough, relentless, filling, retreating, conquering.  

“Take it,” he growled, the command absolute, pulsing with steel. “Every inch.” His heavy sac slapped her mouth, shoved past her lips, his demand unyielding. She sucked greedily, swallowing him down with frantic hunger, while he stroked himself with punishing fervor, branding her face with every ruthless strike of flesh against cheek, lips, tongue—as if each thrust sealed his claim.  

When he pulled his balls free, he tilted her chin hard, locking her gaze in his. She couldn’t look away—his eyes burned, searing her while the thick head of his cock smeared across her trembling lips, painting her skin with heat, every slap a decadent insult that only spurred her pulse faster. The swollen tip pressed back into her mouth, rough, relentless. He guided the rhythm, stroking deeper, further, until she was working for him with desperate devotion—licking, sucking, her entire mouth a frenzy of plea. Her eyes begged where her lips couldn’t speak, every glide of her tongue a confession of how much she needed him to ruin her, take her, never stop.  

Her body was an inferno. She reached between her spread thighs, fingers plunging into her own soaking core—three, hard and fast, stretching herself wide—while her thumb circled her swollen clit. She rocked on her knees, shameless, frantic with need, drowning in the twin sensations of her own hand and his brutal dominance. The rest of the world dissolved; even Fred’s shadow melted into oblivion. There was only this—Eric’s body owning her, his arousal unmerciful, demanding her surrender. Every humiliating second bound her tighter to him, fed the hunger consuming her whole. She wanted nothing more than to be taken, filled, destroyed by him—because in this room, in this moment, all that existed was submission, degradation, and the dark, exquisite sweetness of her undoing.

“Just like that...” Eric’s growl fractured, guttural, as his body shuddered. His release tore through him in hot, pulsing streams that struck her chest and throat, branding her in a slick, glistening sheen. The molten weight of it was possession writ across her skin, and she trembled beneath it, arousal spiking viciously. His laughter was low, scraped raw, edged with mockery. “That’s all you’re for... the only necklace you’ll ever wear.” The taunt only made her thighs clench tighter, her breath breaking with unspeakable hunger. The warmth of him cooling on her breasts became its own cruel seduction, leaving her lips chasing his cock, greedy for a taste that might pull him back into hardness.  

She suctioned his shaft with devotion, licking, sucking every lingering trace, her throat swallowing him down as if he were sustenance itself, desperate to awaken him again. But he retreated, tucking himself away, movements deliberate, the cocky curve of his smirk renewed. “That’s it. Enough for tonight,” he declared, snapping his zipper, his voice rich with finality and the dark tease of what he held back. Her whimper slipped free, shameless, her hand caught tight between her thighs, working feverishly against the pulsing ache. His eyes sharpened in warning, cutting through her desperation. “I told you—tonight I only wanted your mouth. Next time...” His smile promised sin. “—next time I’ll take what already belongs to me.”  

Her chest heaved as she followed his every step to the door, frantic with unspent desire. He glanced back as he unlocked it, playful menace in his expression. “Get your rest, sweetheart. You never know when I’ll come for you again.” That grin lingered after the door clicked shut, leaving her trembling in quiet ruin.  

Alone, she knelt in the wreckage of his storm, Eric’s seed tacky across her skin. Her fingers couldn’t stop, couldn’t be soothed until climax surged, shattering her—all of it raw, violent release, leaving her folded over herself, gasping. And still... she ached for him. She waited, breath snagging with each tick of silence on the clock, hoping he might stride back through the door. But all that answered was the hollow ache of disappointment. At last, with trembling limbs, she dragged her wrinkled shirt over her marked chest, pulling herself together only on the outside.  

Her feet carried her back to the dim quiet of her own apartment. She turned off the glow of the unused television, padded down the hallway past Fred’s oblivious sleep, his snores blunt and banal against the riot still coursing through her. Crawling into bed beside him sticky, still raw from Eric’s touch, she closed her eyes, reliving everything—his fist in her hair, his filthy dominance, the ruthless way he broke her down and rebuilt her into something shameless. She mouthed a silent thank-you into the darkness, knowing he’d claimed her and there was no turning back.  

Fred snored on, none the wiser, while she buried a secret smile against the pillow. Sleep did not come quickly—her body hummed with phantom sensations, Eric’s voice echoing in her head, Eric’s hands still ghosting her skin. She fell at last into slumber carried on fragments of his command, every dream a prelude of surrender, every shadow whispering of the inevitable, intoxicating moment when he’d summon her again—and she’d come undone willingly, completely.
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Taste of Temptation
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Jack Nelson lived like a shadow along the edge of his own days—present, but seldom noticed. At eighteen, his life moved through seasons marked by games he rarely played, always orbiting the spotlight without ever stepping fully into it. In the fall, he suited up in pads and helmet, his jersey tugged on like armor that offered no glory. Football left him sidelined, his number called only for scraps of play no one cared to remember. Winter was no different; the basketball bench was his vantage point, his body restless while others chased victory across the glossy floor, his name never reaching the crowd’s lips.  

Baseball in spring gave him more ground, enough to taste belonging without ever claiming the title of star. He slid his hand into the old, creased leather of his glove, inhaling the clean bite of grass while the diamond shimmered under the sun. Here at least, he earned the coach’s trust—steady, reliable, not dazzling but solid. And always beside him—Kevin Welch. The friend who was everything Jack wasn’t: vibrant, talented, constantly bathed in praise. Kevin’s arm was legend before he’d left high school, every pitch drawing scouts with clipboards, every throw commanding attention as the bleachers hummed with his promise.  

Jack accepted the contrast without bitterness—at least on the surface. Because what lived beneath, the secret he carried with every breath, had nothing to do with rivalry. It was far more dangerous.  

Kevin’s mother. Kelly.  

The name itself burned in Jack’s veins. For years—since he was a wide-eyed freshman—Kelly Welch had been his quiet obsession. She wasn’t some unreachable fantasy pinned from magazines; she was flesh and laughter, warmth and temptation wrapped into a woman who moved with effortless allure. Her hair—short, soft brown strands that brushed against her jaw—seemed perpetually touchable, a frame for those bright green eyes, lit from within by humor. Jack remembered, with a hot mix of shame and desire, stumbling upon one of her bras in the laundry. The sight of it had tattooed itself into his imagination, a secret relic of curves and softness belonging to her. He’d memorized the sway of her body, the round fullness of her bottom, the way her calves caught the light as she crossed a room. But it was her legs—endlessly long, toned yet feminine, kissed with summer bronze—that undid him. Every step was a sin he wanted to commit.  

Weekends at Kevin’s house had become Jack’s sanctuary and his torment. Each overnight, each lazy Sunday stretched tight with his hunger for a glance, a word, any scrap of attention. Just being near her felt both forbidden and necessary. And now—another weekend had arrived. The anticipation prickled over his skin while he followed Kevin up the familiar path to the porch.  

Kelly was waiting there, sunlight spilling over her like something meant only for him. She sat casually with a bundle of mail in hand, skin glowing as though it too belonged to summer.  

“Hi, Mom,” Kevin called with careless enthusiasm.  

Jack kept his tone polite, steady—though inside, his pulse thundered. “Good afternoon, Mrs. Welch.” He prayed his voice didn’t betray the storm beneath.  

Her lips curved, slow and knowing, into the kind of smile that could undo him without effort. “Hello, sweetie. Hi there, Jack.” She didn’t lift her gaze fully from the envelopes she sorted, but it didn’t matter. That bare flick of attention was enough to make him ache.  

“There’s a pan of brownies on the counter,” she added casually, like she hadn’t just set his entire body trembling. “Still warm. Have one if you’re hungry.”  

Kevin was gone in an instant, already lured by chocolate.  

“Thanks, Mom!” he called, vanishing inside.  

Jack lingered a half second longer, his words softer, carefully measured. “Thank you, Mrs. Welch.”  

He didn’t know if she caught the quiver tucked in his voice—or if she felt the heat of his stare, longing carved into every breath he took.

The boys tossed their bags onto the floor and trailed the scent of chocolate into the kitchen, the air still warm and sweet with evidence of Kelly’s touch. Jack drew a knife from the drawer, fingers trembling with a strange reverence, as though the metal still held the echo of her hand. He sliced into the soft, steaming brownies while Kevin filled tall glasses with milk, the two of them moving in a wordless rhythm born of countless visits.  

When they settled at the table, Jack let the molten richness coat his tongue, washing it down with cool gulps of milk. The sweetness should have anchored him in the familiar, yet his mind churned, restless, straining against the normalcy of it all.  

Kevin’s easy laugh broke through. “You’re such a dork,” he said, shaking his head.  

Jack arched a brow, forcing a smirk. “How so?”  

“You’re too polite,” Kevin teased, leaning in conspiratorially. “Especially with my mom. It’s almost... unnatural.”  

The words cut close to truth, brushing a nerve Jack couldn’t afford to expose. He gave a light, awkward laugh, pressing the weight of desire back into silence.  

Kelly’s low chuckle floated from the counter, warmth wrapped in mischief. She glanced at her son with affectionate exasperation. “Kevin, maybe pay attention. Jack could teach you a thing or two about manners.” Her voice curled around Jack, a silken stroke that left his skin tingling.  

Kevin only rolled his eyes, grinning. “Sure thing, Mom.”  

Unable to hide the color rising in his cheeks, Jack leaned into safer ground. “The brownies are amazing, Mrs. Welch.”  

She looked over her shoulder at him then, eyes sparkling. “Thank you, Jack. I’m glad they turned out.”  

But Jack barely tasted the bite still on his tongue. He watched her where she stood a few feet away, caught in the quiet seduction of her movements as she tidied the counter. Her jeans held to her curves like they were meant for her alone, the soft denim outlining every turn of hip and thigh. Even the simple cotton of her shirt seemed sensual as it stretched obediently over the line of her back, lifting and shifting with the unhurried grace of each gesture. Every sweep of her hand across the counter struck him as deliberate poetry, though he knew it was nothing to her—just the careless bloom of her presence. For him, though, it was ruinous, stirring heat low in his belly.  

Kevin’s voice jolted him back. “C’mon, let’s hit my room. X-Box time.”  

Jack rose reluctantly, forcing his gaze away.  

From the kitchen Kelly called after them, her tone bright and light as though nothing had unraveled inside of him: “Dad’s picking up pizza, boys. Don’t spoil your appetite.”  

The afternoon slid easily into the hum of video games and shared laughter, the kind of comfort that came from years of friendship. By the time Mr. Welch’s car pulled into the driveway with the promised dinner, Jack felt steeped in the familiarity of their home. Bill greeted him with his usual warmth, his steadiness settling like a gentle weight in the room. Jack always struggled to reconcile it—this ordinary, soft-edged man with the woman who had become the center of all his private worlds. Bill seemed older, weathered by routine, with his thinning hair and the curve of his belly pressing against a worn t-shirt. It left Jack wondering if he had always been this way, or if it was the simpleness of time, the years rolling over him, that had dulled the edges where once there may have been fire.

The pizza erased any disappointment Jack might have felt—thick, chewy crust, dripping cheese, tangy sauce, each bite far superior to the limp cardboard versions he usually endured. Around the table, conversation flowed as easily as the beer Bill opened for himself. He spun story after story, weaving humor through the air, drawing laughter out of Kevin and Kelly as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Talk drifted from chores in the yard to murmurs of an upcoming Sunday at the lake—fishing lines, sun-warmed grass, picnic baskets. Kelly’s voice joined in, bright and alive, and the simple image of her beneath summer light lodged deep in Jack’s mind, already stirring heat beneath his skin.  

When the meal wound down, Kelly moved with the quiet rhythm she always carried, clearing plates with practiced grace. Jack rose quickly, eager for a role—any excuse to be near her. He gathered the empty boxes, stacking them high, and followed her back into the kitchen. She worked with calm precision, scraping the scraps into the trash, rinsing the remnants from plates. When she reached for the stack balanced in his arms, her fingers brushed his knuckles—slender, warm, a touch that
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