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Eight years married, and some nights still feel like the first time he really saw me.

I was twenty-one when I married Mason. He was twenty-four, steady in a way that made the whole world feel quieter. We met at the restaurant where I waited tables—him coming in for lunch a couple times a week, always sitting in my section, always staying a little longer than he needed to. By the time he asked me out, I already knew the sound of his laugh and the way he tipped his head when he was listening. Eight years later, that hasn’t changed. He still looks at me like he’s grateful I’m in the room.

Tonight he came home in a good mood. I could hear it in the way he moved through the house—lighter, easier. He’d solved something big at work, the kind of thing that usually left him carrying tension in his shoulders for days. Not tonight. Tonight he was relaxed, almost playful when he kissed the back of my neck in the kitchen and told me he was going to take a quick shower and crash early.

I waited until he was in bed before I slipped into the bathroom. I took my time. The water was hot enough to pink my skin, and I stood under it longer than I needed to, letting it run over my breasts, down my stomach, between my legs. I wanted to be soft and clean for him. I always did when I knew he was going to want me.

When I stepped out, the mirror was fogged at the edges. I wiped a clear patch with my palm and looked at myself. My hair was darker when it was wet, clinging to my shoulders. My breasts were still high and full, the nipples tightening in the cooler air. I turned sideways and let my hand rest on my lower belly. There was a softness there now that hadn’t been there when we first got married. Not much. Just enough that when I pressed my fingers in, the skin gave a little instead of staying taut. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining it or if it was real. Either way, it made something small and uncertain twist in my chest.

I dried off slowly, rubbing lotion into my arms, my thighs, the curve of my stomach. The vanilla-sweet scent rose warm from my skin. I wrapped the towel around myself and walked barefoot into the bedroom.

Mason was already under the covers, shirtless, one arm behind his head, phone in the other hand. The bedside lamp was on low, casting everything in a honey-colored light. Our room smelled like clean sheets and the faint cedar from the chest at the foot of the bed. He looked up when I came in and set the phone aside without being asked.

I sat on the edge of the mattress for a second, towel still tucked under my arms. “Hey,” I said quietly. “Do you think I’ve gotten softer?”

He turned onto his side to face me, eyes moving over my face first, then lower. He didn’t answer right away. He never did when I asked something like that. He looked. Really looked.

“You’re beautiful,” he said finally. “Same as always.”

I stood up. The towel slid down my body and pooled at my feet. Cool air touched every inch of me. I stood there naked in front of him, one hand resting lightly on my stomach. “Right here,” I said. “It feels thicker than it used to.”

Mason’s gaze traveled down the length of me—slow, unhurried, the way it always did when he was letting himself want. I saw the change in his eyes, the way the warmth in them deepened into something heavier. His breathing shifted, just a little. He pushed the covers back.

“Come here,” he said, voice lower now. “You’re freezing. Get in bed.”

I climbed in and he pulled me against him immediately. Skin to skin. His chest was warm and solid under my cheek, the light dusting of hair there tickling my breasts. One of his arms came around my back, hand spreading wide across my spine. For a long minute we just breathed together. I could feel his heart beating, steady and strong. Then his hand began to move—slow strokes up and down my back, fingertips tracing the knobs of my spine, then lower, over the curve of my ass, then up again. Each pass was unhurried. Deliberate.

I tilted my face up. He was already looking at me. We kissed like that for a while—soft at first, mouths barely parting, just the slow press and slide of lips. Then deeper. His tongue touched mine and I opened for him, a quiet sound catching in my throat. He tasted like mint and the last of his coffee. His hand kept moving, now sliding around to cup my breast, thumb brushing once, twice, across the nipple until it tightened into a stiff peak. He did the same to the other side, never rushing, just touching me like he had all night.

I could feel him getting hard against my thigh. The thick, hot length of him pressed there, growing heavier with every minute. I shifted my hips a little and suddenly his cock was resting against my stomach, trapped between us. The weight of it made my breath catch. I loved that feeling—knowing I could still do that to him after eight years.

Mason kissed down the side of my neck, slow and open-mouthed. I felt the warmth of his breath, the occasional graze of teeth. His hand stayed on my breast, kneading gently, rolling the nipple between his fingers until I was arching into his touch. When his mouth closed over the other nipple, I gasped. He sucked slow and steady, tongue flicking, then flattening, then flicking again. My thighs pressed together on their own. I was already wet—slick and warm between my legs, the ache building low and steady.

He took his time. He always did when he was in this kind of mood. His mouth moved from one breast to the other, then back up to my mouth, kissing me deep while his hand slid down my stomach, over my hip, and finally between my thighs. His fingers parted me gently. I was soaked. He made a low sound against my lips when he felt it, two fingers gliding through the wetness, circling my clit with the perfect pressure—light, then firmer, then light again. My hips started to rock with him without me thinking about it.

“You’re so wet for me,” he murmured against my mouth. “Been thinking about this?”

I nodded, breathless. “All evening.”

He kept touching me until my legs were trembling and I was making soft, helpless sounds into his shoulder. Then he shifted, rolling me onto my back and moving over me. I opened my thighs for him automatically. He settled between them, the head of his cock brushing against my entrance, spreading my slickness. He didn’t push in yet. He kissed me again—long, deep, unhurried—while he rocked his hips in tiny movements, letting the head of his cock nudge and slide against me, coating himself in my wetness.

I was panting by the time he finally started to press inside. He went slow, so slow I felt every inch of him stretching me open. My pussy clenched around him on instinct, and he groaned, forehead dropping to mine.

“Fuck, Kaitlyn... always so tight for me.”

He stayed buried deep for a long moment, both of us breathing hard, letting me adjust to the fullness. Then he began to move—long, deep strokes that dragged the head of his cock against that sensitive spot inside me with every thrust. The wet sound of him sliding in and out filled the quiet room, mixed with the creak of the bed and our breathing. I wrapped my legs around his waist, ankles crossed at the small of his back, pulling him deeper on every stroke.

He found a rhythm that made my toes curl—steady, powerful, the kind of pace that built and built without rushing. My hands roamed his back, feeling the flex and release of muscle under warm skin. Sweat was starting to gather at the base of his spine. I could smell it—his skin, the faint trace of his cologne from earlier, and underneath it the darker, muskier scent of sex. It made my head swim.

Mason lifted his head to look at me. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “You feel so good,” he said, voice rough. “Love the way you take me.”

I couldn’t answer with words. I just moaned and pulled him down for another kiss, messy and open-mouthed. He thrust harder then, the slap of skin on skin getting louder. One of his hands gripped my hip, holding me steady while he drove into me. The other slid between us again, thumb finding my clit. He rubbed in tight circles in time with his thrusts, and the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in my belly.

I was close. I could feel it in the way my thighs started to shake, in the way my inner walls fluttered and clenched around his cock. “Mason—” I gasped. “I’m—oh god—”

“Come for me, baby,” he said against my ear. “Let me feel it.”

The orgasm hit hard. My whole body locked up, back arching off the bed as the pleasure crashed through me in hot, pulsing waves. My pussy clamped down around him rhythmically, and I cried out—loud, broken, his name tangled in the sound. He kept moving through it, fucking me steady and deep while I came, drawing it out until I was shaking and oversensitive and still somehow wanting more.

He slowed a little after that, giving me time to catch my breath, but he didn’t pull out. He stayed buried inside me, rocking in shallow thrusts while he kissed my neck, my shoulder, the corner of my mouth. His cock was still rock-hard, twitching inside me with every beat of his heart. I could feel how close he was— the tension in his shoulders, the way his breathing had gone ragged.

“I’m close,” he panted after a minute. “Kaitlyn... fuck, I’m right there.”

I tightened
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