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The rain came quietly at first — a gentle tap-tap-tap against the windowpane that stirred something in Lena before she even realized she was watching him again.

Noah.

The neighbor’s son. Twenty-eight. Clean-shaven, golden skin, a body carved by some cruel god who knew exactly what temptation looked like.

He jogged past her window most mornings, shirtless, smiling, always polite.

But this time, he was soaked.

Lena watched from the kitchen, her fingers curled around the stem of a wine glass though it was barely 3PM. She was barefoot on cool tile in nothing but a silk robe — thin, peach-colored, tied loosely at the waist. Underneath, lace hugged her curves: a matching bra and thong set she hadn't worn for her husband in weeks.

At 42, Lena Whitmore was what younger men called a MILF — though none ever dared say it to her face.

She had the kind of body that had grown into its power: full breasts that pressed against her bra with every breath, a narrow waist, soft hips, and thighs that didn’t need Photoshop. Her hair — deep brown with subtle waves — framed a face that could still stop traffic. Not girlish. But stunning. Womanly.

David used to tell her she was dangerous.

Now he barely looked at her at all.

Her husband — ever-distracted, ever-elsewhere — had become a man of suits, spreadsheets, and overnight flights. Their kisses were brief, their sex non-existent. She couldn’t remember the last time he'd touched her like he meant it.

But she remembered the last time she’d touched herself.

Last week. In the shower. Thinking about Noah’s hands. His mouth. His cock — not because she’d seen it, but because she could imagine. And when she came, it was hard and fast and guilty. And she hadn’t stopped thinking about it since.

A streak of lightning flashed, followed by a soft rumble. Noah turned up the driveway, head tilted toward the sky. She watched him stop — wet, breathing heavy — and then look straight at her.

He smiled. That cocky, boyish grin that made her stomach flutter in ways it hadn’t in years.

And the thought came uninvited — what would he do if she opened the door like this?

She almost laughed. She was a forty-two-year-old married woman.

But still... she opened the door.

"You’re soaked," she said, voice soft, casual.

Noah turned, water dripping from his hair, his white shirt transparent and plastered to his chest. His smile was effortless.

"Got caught in it. Forgot to check the weather."

She leaned against the doorframe, robe slipping just enough to show the lace of her bra.

He noticed. His eyes lingered — politely at first, then... not so politely.

"Come inside before you catch something," she said.

He stepped in. Close.

They stood in the kitchen, the rain whispering behind them, silence thick between words.

"You look good, Lena," he said, voice low.

Her breath caught. No more Mrs. Whitmore. No pretense. Just Lena.

"You shouldn’t say that."

"Doesn’t mean it’s not true."

The kiss didn’t come with warning. It wasn’t gentle. It was the kind of kiss you thought about before sleep and regretted in the morning — if you were the kind of woman who regretted.

His lips crushed hers, one hand sliding behind her neck, the other on her waist. Her glass fell to the counter, wine forgotten.

She moaned into his mouth, fingers threading through his damp hair. Her thighs pressed together, heat building like a fire unchecked.

His hand slid beneath the robe — soft lace, warm skin. He groaned when he felt no panties.

"You were waiting for me," he murmured.

She didn’t deny it.

He picked her up — not clumsily, but like she weighed nothing — and sat her on the cool marble of the kitchen counter.

His mouth moved to her neck, slow kisses trailing downward. She arched, knees spreading, welcoming him in every way she shouldn’t.

But she stopped. Breathless, pulsing, aching.

"Noah..."

He looked up. “Too much?”

“Not yet,” she whispered. “But soon.”

She kissed him again, deep and desperate. Her thighs clenched around him. Her fingers dug into his hair. And just for a moment, she let herself forget.

About the husband who didn’t see her.

About the life that had grown too quiet.

About the voice in her head screaming Don’t.

She didn’t stop.

She wasn’t ready to stop.

But she did tell him to go.

Just for now.

Her lips were still swollen from his kiss when she closed the door behind him. Her thighs were damp. Her heart, pounding. She stood there, robe parted, chest heaving, wondering what the hell she was doing — and why it didn’t feel wrong enough to stop.
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