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Prologue
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The storm outside Slate’s studio was a living, violent thing—rain slashing the windows, thunder rolling like distant mortars. Inside, the only light came from his laptop, where a gallery of boudoir portraits flickered by. Each image was a study in vulnerability, beauty, and trust. Each one was a reminder of the line he walked every day: between art and desire, between past and present.

He tried to focus on the work, but the storm had other plans. Lightning flashed, and for a split second, the studio was gone. He was back in Somalia, the air thick with smoke and panic, the ground trembling beneath his boots. The echo of gunfire, the shouts in a language he’d learned too late, the weight of a dying man in his arms. The metallic tang of blood filled his mouth. He pressed his palm to a comrade’s chest, feeling the sticky warmth pulse between his fingers, the desperate gurgle of breath as the man’s eyes rolled back. “Stay with me, stay with me—” But the world narrowed to a pinpoint of fear and loss.

A car backfired outside, and Slate ducked instinctively, heart pounding. The studio’s shadows twisted into the outline of a ruined building; the scent of sweat and cordite was thick in his nose. He blinked, forcing himself back to the present, but his hands wouldn’t stop shaking. “You’re safe. You’re home,” he whispered, but the words felt thin, useless. 

His phone buzzed—a message from Scotlyn. Her words—

You, okay?

—were a lifeline. 

He typed back: 

Just working late. Could use some company. 

He didn’t send it. Instead, he closed his eyes and waited for the storm to pass, knuckles white, sweat slicking his brow. The taste of blood and sand lingered in his mouth, a memory that wouldn’t let go.
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Across town, Scotlyn stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror, mascara smudged from tears she refused to let fall. The house was too quiet, the silence broken only by the distant rumble of thunder and the occasional ping of her phone—Peter’s messages, each one more insistent than the last.

She’d tried to leave before. She’d packed a bag, rehearsed her speech, even made it as far as the front door. But Peter always knew how to find her, how to twist her words, how to make her doubt herself. Tonight, she’d tried again. She’d told him she wanted a divorce, that she couldn’t do this anymore.

He laughed. “You think you can just walk away? After everything I’ve given you?” His voice was soft, dangerous. “You’ll get nothing. You hear me? Nothing.”

She had remained firm, yet her hands trembled. “We’ll see,” she said, but even as she spoke, she knew it wasn’t true. Not yet.

Now, she sat on the edge of the bathtub, phone in hand, staring at the message she’d typed to Junne: 

I need help. I can’t do this alone. 

She didn’t send it. Instead, she pressed her palm to her chest, feeling the frantic beat of her heart, and wondered how much longer she could keep pretending.

###
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Later, as the storm raged, Peter returned home, reeking of whiskey and arrogance. He found her in the kitchen, suitcase by her side. “You’re not going anywhere,” he said, blocking the door. “You belong to me.”

Scotlyn’s voice was barely a whisper. “Not anymore.”

He stepped closer, with menace in his eyes. “You want to test me? Go ahead. But remember—I always win.” He grabbed her wrist, squeezing until her bones ached. “You think you’re brave now? You think you can leave me and run to your little friends? You’re nothing without me, Scotlyn. Nothing.”

She jerked her arm free, but his grip left bruises blooming beneath her skin. “Let me go, Peter.”

He leaned in, breath hot and sour against her cheek. “You want to see what happens if you try? Go ahead. Pack your bags again. I’ll find you. I always do.”

She didn’t sleep that night. She lay awake, listening to the storm, to Peter’s heavy breathing beside her, to the sound of her own fear. She thought of Slate, of the way his eyes softened when he looked at her, of the safety she felt in his presence. She wondered what it would be like to be free as the storm outside finally faded, but inside, the battle had just begun.
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Shots First, Regrets Later
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Scotlyn wasn't keen on the clubbing scene, but she always went along with her best friend Junne—mainly because saying "No" never stopped her from being pulled into the chaos. For Junne, "No" simply means: "You’ll still end up paying my bail at 3 a.m." When Junne called tonight, slurring, “BITCH, we OUT!” Scotlyn sighed, gave up her hopes of sleep, and agreed to go.

Inside the bar—their third bar—Junne was already in peak goblin mode. “You’re such a party pooper!” Junne shrieked across the counter, loud enough that several couples reconsidered their relationships.

Scotlyn tried to pretend she didn’t know her. She stared into her cocktail, slowly swirling the straw like she was summoning patience from the bottom of the glass.

Junne elbowed Scotlyn. 

Hard. 

“Come on, girl! Celebrate with me!”

“Celebrate!” Scotlyn echoed, spinning around on her stool, her ponytail swishing with the same level of exhaustion as her soul. “Junne, it’s late. This is bar number three. I’m tired. My feet are tired. My liver is tired. My ovaries are tired. What exactly are we still celebrating?”

Junne’s big mascara-clumped lashes blinked wetly. 

Her lips quivered.

Tears formed.

“Oh, dear God,” Scotlyn muttered. “Here we go.”

“I’m sorry,” Junne whimpered, her voice cracking.

Scotlyn pulled her into a hug. “You’re drunk. Emotional. And a mess.”

They giggled into each other’s shoulders—until a bald, short man staggered up, breath thick with beer and disappointment.

“You lovely ladies,” he slurred, licking his lips. “Wanna take this party back to my place?”

“Seriously?” Junne squawked, mascara streaking like war paint. “Fuck off, creep!”

He ignored that. “Come on, sweetheart. I got a jacuzzi. Clothing optional.”

Before Scotlyn could threaten to drown him in his own jacuzzi, a tall, broad, dark-haired stranger appeared. The kind of man who walked like he knew women looked twice—and that at least one of them imagined climbing him like a tree.

His voice was a deep growl. "Keep moving, buddy. They’re not interested in whatever filthy fantasy you’ve got."

The bald guy swayed, tried to puff up, failed, and got gently—but firmly—escorted toward the exit.

Junne blinked. 

Then turned to Scotlyn. 

“What the fuck was that?”

They both burst into laughter.

But Scotlyn’s smile melted the second the tall stranger turned back toward them.

“Hi,” he said, offering a hand. “I’m Thomas. Sorry about that. I promise not all men here are creeps.”

Scotlyn shook his hand. “Thank you. I’m Scotlyn, and this is my—”

“I’m Junne!” she blurted, grabbing his hand with both of hers like she was trying to claim him on a game show. “And I’m fun!”

Thomas maintained eye contact like a champ. “It’s nice to meet you both.”

Junne continued to rub her thumb over his hand in slow, flirty circles. Subtle as a stripper pole.

“Please,” he added softly, “let me buy you two another drink.”

“No thanks,” Scotlyn said quickly, peeling Junne’s fingers off him. “We were just leaving.”

Junne stuck her tongue out at Scotlyn and glanced back at Thomas. “She’s married, if you can’t tell. And a party pooper. But I’m single.”

Thomas’s eyebrow twitched—amused.

Scotlyn leaned toward Junne. “It’s late. I need to get home.”

“What?” Junne snorted. “Before your bitch-ass husband comes looking for you?”

Scotlyn shot Junne with a narrow-eyed warning. “No, I just haven’t been home yet. Straight from the airport to your nonsense.”

Junne smirked. “It is Peter. And we both know that bastard is probably knee-deep in someone else’s pussy right now.”

Scotlyn slugged her, aiming for her arm.

“Ow! You hit me in my titty!”

“You deserved it.”

They laughed again—loud, messy, and unfiltered.

Thomas asked, “At least let me walk you both out. Just in case more creeps appear.”

“Might as well,” Scotlyn sighed. “You don’t seem like the type who takes no for an answer.”

“Our hero, Timmy!” Junne cheered, stumbling forward.

“It’s Thomas.”
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They walked a few blocks under the streetlights. Junne clung to Thomas like a decorative scarf; he accepted his fate. Scotlyn marched ahead, fighting her phone as it exploded with notifications. When she swiped them all away, one dinged: 

My patience is wearing thin. Answer the goddamn phone.

Her stomach knotted. 

Her thumb trembled. 

“Dammit,” she muttered—and stopped walking.

Thomas and Junne slammed into her from behind like bowling pins.

“OMG!” Junne snapped. “Scotlyn! Brake lights next time!”

Scotlyn crouched to pick up her dropped phone. 

Thomas knelt too, concerned. “You, okay?”

“Yes and no,” she sighed.

Before he could ask more, Junne shrieked as she’d just won the lottery.

“What the FUCK, Junne?” both Scotlyn and Thomas shouted.

Junne pointed at a brick building, jumping like she had rockets strapped to her ass, shouting, “This is it! This is it!”

Scotlyn squinted up at the sign: Stellar Boudoir Studio

“What is it?” Scotlyn asked.

“My new job, silly!” Junne chirped, practically vibrating.
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Drama Shots with a Side of Sexual Tension
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The three of them stood outside the weathered brick building, bathed in the glow of the studio’s neon-pink sign like they were about to enter heaven, hell, or some erotic combination of both. The outdoor marquee announced an art show featuring local boudoir erotica until 2 a.m. “Oh, we’re definitely going in,” Junne declared, grabbing Thomas’s arm and dragging him toward the doors. 

Scotlyn checked her phone and shouted, “Junne. It ends in fifteen minutes!”

Too late.

Junne and Thomas had already disappeared inside the studio like horny toddlers who’d spotted candy. Scotlyn rolled her eyes, exhaled like a disappointed kindergarten teacher, and glanced at her phone again. Another message from her husband:

Where the fuck are you?

She started typing a response—something between an explanation and a threat—but Thomas’s head suddenly popped out of the doorway.

“Psst,” he hissed. “I need help with your friend.”

“Oh God,” Scotlyn muttered, shoving her phone into her pocket. “What now? Did she climb anything? Touch anything? Hump anything?”

Inside, the studio was dim and moody, funky music humming through the air, as if the room itself were about to undress. Bodies crept between blown-up boudoir canvas—soft curves, lace, smoldering eyes, and tasteful nips.

“Where is she?” Scotlyn demanded.

“She was right here,” Thomas insisted. “She grabbed a glass of wine and—poof—gone.”

“She’s probably at the bar,” Scotlyn said instantly.

“What makes you think that?”

“Because that’s where alcohol lives, Thomas.”

Scotlyn bee-lined toward the bar while he wandered the aisles in a very straight-man-at-an-art-exhibit kind of way.

Her phone buzzed again. She glanced at the screen.

Caleb is on his way to get you!

“Oh, fuck you,” she hissed at her phone, just as the bartender slid a glass of wine toward her. 

He was tall, gorgeous, and carved from the wood that expensive dining tables brag about being made from. Long, wavy brown hair. A darker beard. Hazelnut eyes. “Drink?” he asked, voice dripping like he’d been hired to narrate porn.

Her fingers brushed his as she took the glass, and he bit his lip—like he’d been waiting for her all night.

“Rough night?” he asked.

She sipped, eyes steady on him. “Do I look that obvious?”

“Beyond the fact you’re stunningly beautiful—yeah, a little.”

She laughed.

For a few minutes, Scotlyn let herself flirt, giggle, and exist outside her marriage and its never-ending threats via text. She ignored her buzzing phone and reality, letting herself enjoy him.

Then—

“Is that your friend?” the bartender asked, pointing over Scotlyn’s shoulder. 

She turned and saw a crowd forming. People cheering. Phones out. Never a good sign.

She ran toward the commotion and—of course—there was Junne.

Mostly naked.

Wearing only her lace bra and thong, posing like the models on the walls, one leg strutted out dangerously, and her hip cocked. Guests encouraged her to “Take it all off!” like she was the headliner of tonight’s show. 

“What the hell, Junne?” Scotlyn barked.

Thomas appeared, scooping Junne’s discarded clothes off the floor like he was rescuing a baby bird. He wrapped her up and marched her out like a misbehaving stripper being escorted offstage. They slipped out with the chaotic crowd.

Outside, Junne wriggled back into her shorts and top, hiccupping. “I told you, Tom,” she said proudly. “I’m fun.”

“What were you thinking?” Scotlyn snapped.

“Oh, lighten up, Scot,” Junne snickered. “It’s a boudoir studio. They’re literally asking for nudes.”

“You just got this job. This isn’t a good look.”

Junne blinked. “Well... funny story. I have the interview tomorrow.”

Scotlyn stared. “So, I’ve been dragged around town partying... for a job you don’t have?”

“I messed up,” Junne cried, mascara running, what was left of it. “I knew you wouldn’t come out unless I had a good reason, so I lied.”

She collapsed onto Thomas. 

He stroked her hair. “It’s okay...” he cooed.

Scotlyn sighed just as Junne suddenly bent over and spilled three bars’ worth of booze onto the sidewalk.

Thomas held her hair. 

Scotlyn rubbed her back. 

It was disgusting, but routine.

When the puking ended, Junne wiped her mouth on Thomas’s sleeve and mumbled, “I want waffles.”

Then—

Someone tapped Scotlyn’s shoulder.

It was the bartender from inside the studio holding her phone. “Think this belongs to you,” he said, giving her a smile that deserved an NC-17 rating.

She took him in—broad chest, black shirt pulled tight, hair she wanted to grab, lips she wanted everywhere. “Oh... right... Thank you,” she said, brain short-circuiting.

“Is your friend okay?” he asked.

“She just needs a waffle and maybe a small exorcism.”

They laughed. 

He leaned in slightly. “Want me to call you a cab?”

And that’s when a voice split the air: “Mrs. Ashworth!”

Scotlyn froze.

No. No. No.

She whispered, “Please leave. Please leave.”

The bartender blinked. “Do... you want me to leave?”

“Mrs. Ashworth!” the chauffeur called again, standing beside a sleek limousine.

“Shit!” Scotlyn turned and flipped him off. Junne double-flipped him just for emphasis.

“Your husband has sent for you,” the chauffeur said calmly.

Scotlyn sighed.

“Sent for you?” the bartender repeated, confused.

Junne snorted. “News flash, hottie—she’s happily married. Can’t you tell?”

“Come on, Junne, we need to go.” Scotlyn hurried, frustrated.

Junne quickly kissed Thomas on the cheek and then rushed to catch up with Scotlyn, reaching out to take her hand. The bartender stopped in front of the limo, and Thomas, unsure of what to do himself, followed suit.

The chauffeur, still holding the limousine door open, greeted Scotlyn.

“It’s Mrs. Holloway,” she reminded him, irritation evident in her voice, as she glanced back, hoping the bartender caught her words. As Junne and Scotlyn settled into the back of the limo, she reiterated, “How many times must I remind you?”

“Apologies, ma’am,” he replied, slamming the door behind them with force. He smirked, “Mrs. Ashworth,” trying to conceal his arrogance from her. 

Thomas and the bartender observed as the chauffeur peeled away, fishtailing and making Junne and Scotlyn lurch backward in their seats.

“Caleb, you fucking asshole!” yelled Junne.

Scotlyn texted her husband:

You need to put your dog on a leash.

Junne lay her head on Scotlyn’s lap while Scotlyn absentmindedly played with Junne’s hair, her mind drifting back to the bartender’s eyes. 

Junne whispered, “Are we still getting waffles?”
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Hungover, horny, and horrifically late
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Junne was dead. Or at least that’s what she announced to the universe from the fetal position on her couch when the pounding on her door threatened to crack her skull open like a dropped mango.

“I’m coming!” she croaked, which was optimistic, since she was not coming anywhere. She was crawling. Literally. On all fours. Like a drunk, dehydrated baby wildebeest.

The knocking got louder.

“Oh my god, hold on!” she yelled, dragging herself over the arm of the couch, stumbling upright just long enough to undo the deadbolts and fling the door open.

Scotlyn swept in like a judgmental Disney villain. 

“You’re a hot mess,” she said, not even a hello, marching straight for Junne’s arm like a mother retrieving a toddler from a grocery store aisle.

Junne blinked. “You smell like... confidence.”

“Because I didn’t sleep in a puddle of tequila and bad decisions,” Scotlyn muttered, towing her toward the bathroom. She turned on the shower and started stripping Junne with the clinical efficiency of someone who’s done this sort of thing many times before. “Shower. Now. You’re late.”

Junne stood naked and confused in the steam. “Late for what?”

“Your interview,” Scotlyn answered.

Junne gasped dramatically. “Oh yeah. Didn’t you say you would take me?”

“That’s why I’m here, Einstein.”

Junne saluted as water hit her face. “Yes, MOM!”

Scotlyn snorted, heading to the closet to figure out which of Junne’s dresses were clean and which were merely pretending. Junne shouted over the spray, “How mad was Peter last night?”

“Lucky for me,” Scotlyn said brightly, “he was asleep by the time I got home.”

“I have no idea why you don’t get rid of that asshole!” Junne bellowed, because subtlety died in her years ago.

Scotlyn ignored her. 

In the bathroom mirror fog, she caught her own reflection and whispered inside her head: Yeah... me fuckin’ either.

Junne cracked the shower curtain just enough to show one mischievous eye. “Did I do anything stupid last night?”

“Nothing you’d be ashamed of,” Scotlyn lied, straight-faced, and walked out.

Junne stood there, shampoo dripping into her soul, trying to recall anything from last night.
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Later, Junne and Scotlyn spilled out of a rideshare in front of Stellar Boudoir Studios.

Junne froze. “Wait. I can’t do this.”

“What?” Scotlyn asked.

Junne whispered, “What if I bomb? What if I vomit again? What if I bomb and then vomit?”

“You have lectured me for years about being independent,” Scotlyn said. “This is a secretary interview, not Mission Impossible. Walk inside.”

Right as she shoved Junne toward the door, it swung open. Standing there was Mr. Tall-Dark-And-Built-Like-Sin: the bartender from last night.

He saw Scotlyn and lit up. “Well... hello again,” he said, smiling in a way that suggested he’d been thinking about her. 

She blushed. Scotlyn Holloway, queen of eye rolls, blushed like a Catholic schoolgirl meeting a hot landscaper. “Good morning...”

“My apologies,” he said, greeting her while his eyes seemed to claim her, “I’m Declan Slate.”

Junne elbowed her, whispering, “The universe is saying fuck me.”

Scotlyn kicked her. “Shut the fuck up.”

Slate blinked. “Sorry, what?”

“No! Not you. I meant—uh—nothing. Words. Air. Noise.”

He chuckled. “It’s okay, I was stood up anyway. Want to grab a coffee?”

“You got stood up?” Scotlyn asked.

“Yeah. A job applicant. Gave them extra time. Still didn’t show.”

Junne raised a finger. “Hi. Applicant, here.”

Slate stared. “... You’re Junne?”

“Unless someone else wants to be,” she said.

Scotlyn smacked her arm.

“She’s sorry about last night.”

“Wait—what happened last night?” Junne asked.

Slate’s laugh was deep, warm, and vaguely sexual. He ushered them inside the studio.

Inside, Slate grabbed a leather-bound notepad. “You can wait in here, Miss Mattiou.”

Junne strutted in like she owned the place.

Slate turned to Scotlyn. “And please—make yourself at home...Mrs. Holloway.”

Scotlyn nearly died when he said her name, as if it were an invitation, as she watched him return to Junne to start the interview.

Her phone buzzed. A text from Junne:

OMG! Stop staring at us, you creep. 

Scotlyn snapped her head up to see Junne wildly gesturing under the table for her to go away. 

She took the hint and spun away, exploring the studio.

The place was basically a temple for erotic art. Boudoir photos everywhere—lingerie, leather, nude models shaped like fantasies sculpted by someone who had never known shame.

Heat shivered down her thighs.

She wandered upstairs. Sunlight poured through the tall windows. Sex swings hung from beams. Racks of lingerie glimmered like forbidden fruit. A leather whip begged to be touched. 

Then she saw the massive Victorian bed draped in dark purple sheers.

She climbed onto it.

To look.

To feel.

Then she made the mistake of seeing herself in the tall, dark floor mirror.

She posed.

Tentative at first.

Then arching.

Then, lifting her hair and letting her top slide off her shoulders, her breasts nearly spilling out as her shorts hugged her ass like a second skin. Her thighs trembled. Her lips parted.

She didn’t hear footsteps.

But she felt him.

“Do you mind if I show you?” Slate asked from behind her.

“No,” she whispered, already aching. 

He placed one hand on her arm. The other on the small of her back...then lower. “Arch back a little more,” he murmured.

Her body obeyed without conscious thought, her spine curving.

He positioned her, then stepped back—not far enough. She could feel his heat.

Goosebumps erupted all over her.

He lifted his camera. “That’s it. Don’t move.”

She trembled. “This is hard to hold.”

“Boudoir isn’t easy. It’s about inspiration.”

“That’s cheesy,” she whispered, her lips curling.

His voice dipped. “But you... You’re a natural.”

He climbed onto the bed behind her, gently tugging one of her arms around his neck. His other hand slid around her throat—not squeezing, just claiming.

The shutter clicked repeatedly on his camera.

Her pussy throbbed.

Then—

“Oh my god, I leave for two minutes, and you’re in some guy’s bed?” Junne’s voice pierced the erotic vibe like a stun grenade.

Scotlyn flung herself upright so fast she nearly concussed herself on the headboard.

“Shit—bye—thank—you—Declan—uh—Slate—just—thanks!”

She stumbled off the bed, tripped into a lingerie rack, wrestled a bra off her elbow, and fled.

Slate stood there, smug as sin. “It was a pleasure, Scotlyn.”

She wanted to melt.

Or mount him.

Hard to tell which.

Junne snickered all the way down the stairs. “Girl, you were about one second away from getting railed on that old ass bed.”

“Shut up.” Scotlyn hissed.

Junne waved at Slate. “Bye, boss!”

Slate leaned over the stair banister, waving.

Scotlyn glanced back over her shoulder, seeing Slate and his eyes fixated on her.

Her knees nearly buckled. 

She bit her lip so hard she tasted metal.

“Let’s go,” she whispered, dragging Junne into the sunshine before Slate saw how wrecked she was. 
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The Line They Pretend Doesn’t Exist
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The following night, once again, Scotlyn found herself alone in the quiet, too-big condo, while her husband was supposedly working late. Usually, the empty space annoyed her; tonight, it felt dangerously convenient because she couldn’t get Slate out of her head. Not for a second.

His warm breath on her ear.

His voice—gentle, commanding, sinful.

The thick weight of him against her palm.

It played like a loop she never asked to subscribe to, but damn, she wasn’t canceling it. 

She sank deeper into the bathtub, the bubbles slipping lower down her breasts as the heat swirled lazily around her thighs. In one hand, her wind glass; in the other, her phone—currently displaying the Stellar Boudoir page like it was a holy text.

Every photo she scrolled past nudged her mind back to Slate, back to his studio. Back to the moment she’d almost forgotten she was a married woman and instead remembered she was a woman—period.

Her thighs pressed together under the water. Not that it helped.

Then, a notification bubble popped up at the top of her screen.

Message Request: Stellar Boudoir Studios

Her pulse jumped. She didn’t overthink it—she opened it right away. When the images appeared, Scotlyn sat up so fast that the water sloshed over the rim.

No way that’s me.

No way that’s my ass.

Is this really how I look?

Look at that ass, I’ve never seen these curves on me before!

She gasped. 

Then she giggled.

Then whispered, “Holy shit,” because she didn’t know whether to blush or frame the photos. It was her—only hotter, fiercer, and radiating the kind of sexual confidence she thought she’d lost somewhere between marriage paperwork and tax season.

Then she reached the shot of Slate’s hand around her throat. His mouth was close to her ear, lips parted, as if he was moments from tasting her. The expression in his eyes—dark, purposeful, utterly wrecking. 

Heat punched through her center. 

Her clit throbbed so sharply she moaned into her wine glass.

That was it. 

She was done.

Finished.

Melting alive.

She climbed out of the tub like a woman possessed, wrapping her hair in a towel but not even bothering with a robe. Her vibrator lived in her nightstand, and suddenly that nightstand felt a mile away.

By the time she reached her bedroom, she flicked on the lamp with her elbow, plugged in her phone, tossed it onto the table, and yanked open the drawer like she was disarming a bomb.

Her silver bullet gleamed up at her.

“Oh, thank god,” she muttered. 

The towel dropped to the floor. She didn’t care where it landed. She stood there for a moment—bare, flushed, curves glowing under the warm bedside light—and gave herself a little pose. A Greek goddess caught mid-scandal sort of pose. Then she crawled onto the bed, naked except for the wicked smile she couldn’t wipe off.

Sinking her head into the pillows, she exhaled slowly. Her body softened, her legs falling open as fantasies took over again—Slate’s voice low and firm, Slate behind her commanding her.

Her nipples tightened just imagining it.

Her fingers drifted to her breasts, circling her areola, teasing herself until she whispered, “How do you want me?”—the words meant for him, though he’d never hear them.

She slid a hand down her stomach, her nails grazing her chin, her throat, the spot he had gripped in the photo. “Declan...” she breathed.

Her fingers pressed against her clit, and the contact nearly undid her. She teased herself, resisting the urge to rush, letting the heat build until it was unbearable. Then she finally slid two fingers inside. The wetness welcomed her instantly.

“Oh—God...” she moaned, her hand working steadily, hips lifting toward her own touch. 

When she curled her fingers upward and rubbed the swollen nub with her thumb, the sensation rocketed through her. “Yes,” she cried out as her orgasm hit fast and hard, spilling through her, coating her fingers. 

But she wasn’t done. 

Not even close.

Breathless, she took the vibrator. She spread herself open with one hand while the silver bullet pressed right against her clit. It went to work. The hum grew louder. Her hips lifted to meet it, her body already trembling. Her thighs clamped around the toy, her breath breaking, sweat pearling between her breasts. She cranked the intensity
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