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I was sitting in the middle of another dull staff meeting when my phone pinged. The sound was quiet, but it hit me like a lightning bolt.

George.

My heart slammed against my ribs. Just seeing his name on the screen sent a rush of heat straight to my core. My folds throbbed instantly, and I felt a warm trickle of arousal seep into my panties. I pressed my thighs together under the table, trying to hide the sudden ache between my legs.

“Everything all right, Kirsty?” Mrs. Riley asked, her sharp eyes catching me glancing at my phone.

“Yes, sorry,” I mumbled, my face burning as the heat spread from my core up to my cheeks.

I breathed deeply and forced myself to focus, but it was impossible. George had completely taken over my mind. The endless debate about whether the girls could wear white and blue ribbons in their hair faded into background noise. All I could think about was him.

A month ago, he had invited me to join him on holiday. He was competing in a mountain bike race and wanted to make a proper vacation of it. Just the two of us. After twenty-six years of friendship, those words had sent me spinning. I had been walking on air ever since. My colleagues kept commenting on my constant cheerful mood. Some guessed I’d won the lottery. None of them suspected the truth—that I was madly, hopelessly in love with George.

He was perfect in my eyes. Six-foot tall, broad shoulders, a wicked smile that could melt me on the spot, piercing blue eyes, and a thick head of dark hair. His recent fiancée had left him. I knew they didn’t suit each other. George valued his freedom, and I understood that better than anyone. We had a special connection. He knew I was curvy, that I carried extra weight, and that I had my quirks. Still, he’d chosen me to go on holiday with him.

Over the weekend, I had messaged him to confirm that Mrs. Riley had approved my leave, and that I had already booked and paid for the accommodation. Mrs. Riley had tried digging for details, asking if my mother was ill. I hadn’t told a soul about the trip. The idea of a middle-aged teacher going on holiday alone with an eligible bachelor would scandalize everyone. They all expected me to spend the rest of my life devoted to other people’s children. But deep down, I was a hopeless romantic.

I had spent a significant portion of my savings on new outfits for the trip. The sheer black see-through nightie was ridiculously expensive. I had also booked hair and beauty treatments and had my old car serviced. George could be forgetful, so I organized everything. The rental was perfect—sea view, two bedrooms (though I prayed we’d only need one), and a coffee shop right across the road because George was such a coffee snob.

Ever since he asked me, I had fallen asleep every night with vivid fantasies playing in my head—kissing him goodnight, our arms wrapped tightly around each other, legs tangled, his hard body pressing against mine.

“Kirsty, what’s your vote?” Mrs. Riley’s voice pulled me back to reality.

I blinked at the agenda, completely lost. Her pen hovered expectantly.

“Should we allow the girls to wear blue and white ribbons, only blue, or only white?”

“Blue and white,” I answered quickly.

She scoffed. “Three votes each again. We’ll have to reconvene next week.”

The bell rang before she could start the next item.

I waited impatiently in line for the toilet. Two stalls for twenty-three female teachers and only a twenty-minute recess. The odds were never in my favor. When a stall finally opened, I hurried inside, locked the door, yanked my pants and underwear down, and hovered over the seat just in time.

While I peed, I listened to the sound of urine splashing in the next stall. Once I had finished, I wiped carefully. The cheap, rough toilet paper scraped against my swollen, sensitive lips, mopping up the creamy evidence of my arousal. Even thinking about George had left me soaked.

The bell rang. Feet shuffled outside. Faucets ran. I waited until everything went quiet before opening the message.

Great stuff.

Two words. No emoji. Typical George. My stomach twisted with uncertainty. Was he pleased? Sarcastic? Already regretting that he invited me? I was overthinking again, but I couldn’t help it.

I quickly texted my best friend, Cindy.

“Hi Cindy, I told George that everything was ready for the holiday. He replied, Great stuff.”

Her reply was almost instant and brutally honest.

“Fuck, Kirsty. Don’t you listen? Cancel the accommodation. Get your money back. Tell George to get fucked. Don’t go! That fuckwit won’t pitch.”

I stared at the screen, my heart sinking.
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Cindy didn’t know George the way I did. She didn’t understand our history. I had a hundred excuses for his behavior saved on my computer—a pathetic attempt to analyze twenty-six years of mixed signals and answer one burning question: Did George truly like me romantically?

At college, we were close friends. I was the quiet, studious girl who sat at the front and took meticulous notes. George was the charming athlete who strolled in late with messy hair and an easy laugh that made everyone notice him. I often hung out with him and whatever girlfriend was clinging to his arm. He even invited me on dates with his girlfriend, Leah. She hated it, of course, and eventually left him like all the others. But I stayed. I was the one he turned to when things got tough—his reliable shoulder to cry on, the one he could trust.

The problem was that I couldn’t always trust him in return.

Like that time, I invited him as my plus-one to a friend’s wedding.

George had thrown his bag on the floor the moment we entered the hotel room. He raised an eyebrow at the single king-sized bed, then gave me that wicked smile I loved so much.

“I didn’t know we’d be sharing a bed,” he said, stretching out on it as if he owned the place.

Neither had I. The bride’s parents had paid for the rooms, and I hadn’t thought to question it. My heart raced with equal parts terror and excitement. This was a dream come true.

George reached out, grabbed my hand, and pulled me onto the bed. His lips met mine—soft at first, then deepening. His tongue pushed into my mouth as one hand fondled my breast through my dress. The other slid under my skirt, dragging the fabric up my thighs. When his fingers brushed my panties and then pushed inside me, I flinched.

“Relax,” he murmured against my lips. “I’ve done this a thousand times. Trust me.”

I was a virgin. It was all new to me.

I squeezed my eyes shut as his fingers moved in and out of my tight, virgin pussy. My body was rigid with nerves.

He pulled back. “You’re as stiff as an ironing board.” He sat up and lowered his pants, freeing his hard cock. “Try sucking me off.” He guided my head down.

I had seen pictures and one awkward porno, but nothing prepared me for the reality. It looked huge. I hesitated.

“Fuck, Kirsty... are you a virgin?”

I nodded, cheeks burning.

“Do you want to do this?”

I nodded again.

“George, do you like me... more than a friend?”

He sprang off the bed and zipped up. “Shit. It’s just a fuck. I’m not proposing marriage.”

“I wasn’t asking for a proposal,” I whispered.

He grabbed his bag.

“I can’t stay here. Go get laid, then we can fuck around properly.” He paused at the door. “I’ll come back for the wedding tomorrow. I won’t let you down.”

But he never came back. He sent one of his friends instead—Toby, Tony, Troy... I can’t even remember the name. The guy was polite at first, but halfway home he pulled into a secluded spot.

“How about we fuck here? I’m good with virgins. I’ve popped at least a dozen.”

“God, no!”

“George was right. You really are a stuck-up bitch.”

We drove the rest of the way in icy silence.

I didn’t speak to George for four months after that.

Then he phoned.

And of course... I answered.

***
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When I got home that evening, I opened my laptop and pulled up the document simply titled ‘George’.

Section One: George is a no-show

	Canceled my 35th birthday date. Work issues. Sent flowers two days later.

	June: He told me I was the only woman who truly understood him after Sarah dumped him. I cooked a special dinner. He forgot.

	December: Friend’s wedding. Said he’d meet me at the reception. Found him flirting with a bridesmaid. They left together.

	40th Birthday: He asked me to make dinner. Arrived four hours late. We watched a movie. He kissed me and started getting physical... until he realized I didn’t have condoms. Three days later, he started dating his twenty-eight-year-old personal trainer.


I closed the document and whispered to the empty room, “This holiday will be different.”

I walked to the cupboard and pulled out the sheer, see-through nightie. The fabric felt luxurious between my fingers. I stripped off my clothes and slipped it on, standing in front of the mirror. My full breasts strained against the delicate material, nipples clearly visible. The hem barely covered the curve of my ass.

This time I would be ready.

I lay down on the bed and closed my eyes. In my mind, George’s hands roamed over my body, sliding under the nightie, cupping my heavy breasts, pinching my nipples until I gasped. I
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