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At 25, Olivia is a striking beauty, standing at 5'9" with a radiant charm that once earned her the title of campus queen. Now, she’s a beloved teacher, adored by her students. I’ve known her for nearly three years, but despite her warm, outgoing nature and athletic grace, I’ve always kept my distance, nursing a quiet crush. After all, she’s my good friend Timothy’s woman.

Six months ago, Olivia became Timothy’s bride, yet I still can’t shake her from my mind. To me, at 35, she’s the most breathtaking woman I’ve ever met—her long, slender legs and full, firm curves haunt my thoughts, leaving me restless.

Truth be told, I’ve always felt inferior around Olivia’s stunning presence. At just 5 feet tall, with a slight frame and unremarkable looks, I’ve often been teased for resembling a monkey. But through my friendship with Timothy, fate threw us together one stormy evening. After our soccer team’s match, we ran into Timothy and Olivia at the same restaurant. They were there entertaining friends of Timothy’s father, but when Olivia felt unwell, she wanted to head back to the hotel to rest. Timothy, in a rush, asked me to escort her, unaware that we were staying at the same hotel.

Jeffrey, Timothy’s close friend, joined me as we accompanied Olivia back. When she learned our rooms were on the tenth floor, just below hers, she flashed a warm smile and invited us to share a bottle of red wine. We hesitated, concerned about her health, but she laughed it off with a playful glint in her eye. “I just didn’t want to spend a stormy night like this stuck with people I barely know. So boring!” she said, her voice light but teasing.

A fierce typhoon was brewing, and by nightfall, howling winds and torrential rain battered the city. Perhaps emboldened by the wine, Olivia stood and slipped off her mink coat. Jeffrey and I froze, our eyes wide. Beneath the coat, she wore a daring black velvet gown—low-cut, backless, with a thigh-high slit. Her curves were barely contained, the dress clinging to her body, revealing she wore no bra. Two delicate points stood proudly beneath the fabric. Thin stainless-steel straps adorned her shoulders, matching her necklace, dangling earrings, and towering 4-inch heels.

As she sank back onto the sofa, her right leg emerged fully from the slit, smooth and luminous. My body reacted instantly, desire surging through me. “Wow, Olivia, you look stunning tonight,” I managed, my voice thick with awe.

She tilted her head, smiling. “Really? I always look like this.”

Jeffrey chimed in, “No, no! Even your hair looks extra gorgeous tonight.”

Her long hair was swept up elegantly, with a few loose strands framing her face, adding a sultry, effortless allure. “You think so?” she asked, delighted. “Does it really look good?”

“Sophisticated. Full of charm,” Jeffrey said.

“Like a goddess,” I added, unable to hold back.

She giggled, brushing off our compliments. “You two must be drunk!”

Olivia seemed unfazed by our lingering gazes, her confidence magnetic as we chatted and laughed. Then her phone rang—Timothy, checking in. Not wanting to upset him, she didn’t mention we were in her room sharing wine, only that our team was staying at the same hotel. To our surprise, Timothy said he’d call our room to speak with Jeffrey. We scrambled downstairs, barely making it in time.
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