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By 10pm the TV reports left no doubt: we weren’t getting home tonight. A power line had come down across the bridge, cutting our neighborhood off until morning. The storm howled outside, rain lashing the windows in angry sheets, but inside Mitch’s townhouse the air felt warm, almost intimate. Louise and I had arrived for dinner just as the weather turned ugly, and now the three of us were comfortably settled in while the girls raided the basement for snacks.

When the latest alert flashed across the screen, Mitch glanced at us with easy hospitality. “Looks like you’re stuck here. Guest rooms are yours—no arguments.” His deep voice carried that calm authority he always had on the sidelines, and something in the way he said it made the decision feel inevitable... and strangely exciting.

Louise’s eyes met mine for a brief second. I caught the tiny spark there—relief, yes, but also a flicker of something brighter, almost anticipatory. She gave a small smile and squeezed my hand. “Well, if we have no choice...” Her tone was light, but I knew my wife well enough to sense the subtle shift in her posture, the way her shoulders relaxed as the responsibility of getting home melted away.

We refilled our wine glasses while the girls—Beth and Emma—came bounding up from the basement. The moment they heard about the bridge, both teenagers erupted in delighted cheers, already planning a proper sleepover. Their laughter filled the room, easy and infectious. Beth and Emma had been inseparable since freshman year, teammates on the senior girls’ basketball squad that Mitch coached and Louise helped coordinate. That shared world had turned casual acquaintance into real friendship between the three of us over the last couple of seasons.

Mitch had been single for years, ever since his split with Emma’s mom. Tall, powerfully built, with rich dark skin and that strong, square-jawed presence the other moms always whispered about, he carried himself with quiet confidence. Tonight, in a simple black t-shirt that stretched across his broad chest and athletic frame, he looked completely at home in his own space.

I clicked the TV over to a sports recap, and the tension of the drive home simply dissolved. With no need to worry about slick roads or downed lines, another bottle of red was opened. The storm raged louder outside, wind rattling the windows, but inside the lights glowed warmer, the conversation easier. A strange, low thrum of possibility seemed to settle over the evening.

Mitch had looked momentarily flustered when he realized he’d be hosting us overnight. Louise was wearing those tight jeans that hugged every curve and a snug bodysuit underneath, topped with a loose cardigan that kept slipping off one shoulder. It was obviously not sleepwear. After a short pause he excused himself, disappearing upstairs to his loft bedroom before heading down to Emma’s room in the basement. When he returned, he held out an oversized t-shirt and a pair of soft shorts toward her.

“Sorry, it’s the best I can offer,” he said, a sheepish smile tugging at his mouth. His gaze flicked over her for just a second longer than usual. “I’m not used to hosting many female overnight guests.”

That pulled a warm, knowing chuckle from Louise as she took the offered bundle. “Yeah, right,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with playful disbelief. She was well aware of how many women in our school’s parent group—and beyond—would kill for an invitation to spend the night in Mitch’s townhouse.

We kept the conversation flowing easily around the big kitchen island, the storm still roaring outside while the three of us settled deeper into the evening. Mitch’s place felt even more inviting now: the open kitchen glowing under warm pendant lights, the living room stretching out with those dramatic double-height windows where rain streaked down like liquid silver. The loft stairs rose invitingly to his master suite overhead, and the basement stairs disappeared down toward the girls’ laughter.

Louise excused herself with the clothes, disappearing into the bathroom to change. Mitch and I kept talking, the local news cycling through updates on the new Events Center—the massive budget overruns, the council scrambling for excuses. It was the story everyone was arguing about lately.

When Louise reappeared, the sight of her hit me low in the gut.

Mitch’s oversized t-shirt draped loosely over her curves, the hem skimming just below the swell of her ass and brushing the tops of her smooth thighs. She carried her folded jeans and bodysuit in one arm, while her other hand held out the tiny workout shorts toward Mitch.

“Mitch, I appreciate the offer,” she said with a soft, self-deprecating laugh, “but unless you want to buy Emma a new pair for eighty bucks, you’d better give these back to her.” She bit her lip, grinning. “There is no way these are fitting over my ass. I’d rip them to shreds trying.”

I swallowed hard, pulse kicking up as the realization sank in. She hadn’t put anything else on underneath. The big shirt was all she wore now, covering just enough to be decent... but only barely. Miles of toned leg were on full display, and every time she shifted, the hem threatened to ride higher.

Mitch accepted the shorts with an easy smile, his dark eyes tracing her new look for a beat longer than strictly necessary. “Damn, Louise,” he chuckled, voice low and warm. “You’re pulling off that 80s oversized-shirt-and-nothing-else vibe like a pro. Looking good.”

She laughed, a little flush coloring her cheeks, but there was no embarrassment in it—only a spark of something bolder, more playful. Returning to the island, she slid gracefully onto the barstool beside me, crossing her legs in a way that kept her modestly covered while still letting the smooth expanse of thigh brush against my knee. The subtle heat of her skin, the faint scent of her lotion, and the quiet thrill in the air made my cock twitch despite myself.

We drifted back into conversation, the wine loosening tongues as the storm howled on. When the topic turned to the Events Center and the businesses it would displace, Louise tilted her head, eyes bright with mischief.

“I haven’t been to the Diamond Club in years,” she mused, swirling the last of her wine. “Maybe we’ll have to go one last time before it closes.”

“Gotta be a Tuesday!” Mitch shot back with a deep, rumbling laugh, referencing the club’s famous amateur night.

I grinned, unable to help myself. “Just in case, I’ll be there every Tuesday until it closes,” he added, his voice laced with playful challenge.

Louise rounded the counter to refill her wine, eyebrows lifting in genuine confusion. “What’s on Tuesdays?” she asked, completely innocent.

The moment the implication clicked, her eyes widened, then narrowed in mock outrage. She stepped forward and delivered a firm, playful punch to Mitch’s broad right shoulder.

“You wish!” she laughed, the words light but carrying a spark of something bolder.

As she turned to walk back to her barstool, she paused mid-step, set her wine glass down with deliberate care... and then, on pure impulse, reached back and lifted the hem of the oversized t-shirt.

Time slowed.

For those few electric seconds, Louise’s full, round ass was completely exposed to us. The thin purple thong she’d chosen earlier did almost nothing to cover her—its waistband dipping into a tiny V at the top of her lower back before vanishing between her soft, pale cheeks. The storm’s low rumble outside only seemed to heighten the sudden, breathtaking silence in the kitchen. Mitch’s dark eyes flared with open surprise and appreciation. My own pulse hammered hard in my throat.

She held the pose just long enough for the image to burn itself into both our minds, then let the shirt drop back down with a satisfied little wiggle of her hips.

“You’ll be doing lap dances too, then?” Mitch managed, his voice a touch rougher, a teasing grin fighting to stay in place.

Louise turned around slowly, cheeks flushed but her chin lifted with unapologetic confidence. “I hear there’s all kinds of stuff that goes on in those back rooms,” she countered smoothly, her tone laced with wicked suggestion. She slid back onto the barstool beside me, crossing her legs as if she hadn’t just flashed her nearly naked ass to another man.

The two of them kept trading jokes for a few more minutes, their banter growing looser and more charged with every sip of wine. Eventually the conversation drifted back to safer topics, but my mind stayed locked on that brief, heart-stopping flash and the easy way they teased each other about the strip club.

There had always been a flirty edge to how Louise and Mitch razzed one another, but tonight it felt different—sharper, hotter. The wine was definitely talking, yet I couldn’t deny the confusing throb of arousal low in my belly at the thought of Mitch watching her strip, of her willingly showing off for him.

Who wouldn’t want to see her naked? I knew exactly how lucky I was. Louise was gorgeous. Her smile was wide and warm, lighting up her deep green eyes. She kept her blonde hair in a loose bob that brushed just above her shoulders. She was fairly short, but deliciously curvy—something she occasionally complained about when it came to her height and her big, round ass. She was far less self-conscious about her breasts, though. Those full, heavy DD cups were impossible to ignore, especially now, pressing softly against the thin fabric of Mitch’s t-shirt.
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