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To the 6% who escaped the bars love was never meant to have,  

the 16% still searching for that escape—  

May you find love without limits, life without walls, and dreams that come true.  

And to members of The Las Vegas Bares, circa 2000—  

thank you for showing me what it looks like to live openly,  

laugh freely, and love without shame.



​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​​Author's Bio


[image: ]




I write about love in all its complexity—especially the kind that doesn’t follow the rules. The stories are intimate, emotionally honest, and often explore the quiet ache between what we want and what we’re allowed to have.

I believe in tenderness, difficult conversations, and the kind of heat that only grows when people dare to be fully seen.

I believe that the truest parts of ourselves show up not in what we say, but in what we choose. That’s where these stories live.
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This is not a work of fantasy.

It is fiction rooted in truth.

Truth rooted in choice.

And choice rooted in love.
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Part 1

Chapter 1


She should have stayed home

Checking In

Not COVID

I’ll eat in the kitchen

You know, to tuck you in

I paused, letting her decide

Her hand reached back

I could use more soup

What are you wearing

Or maybe I was just being a man



Chapter 2


That’s not part of the plan

An invitation into her space

I need to go to the bathroom

Bare skin against bare skin

Let her enjoy

God, she tasted good

I flicked. I stroked. I circled

I pressed it between her legs

That wasn't funny



Chapter 3


Shots of penis-cillian

Fair’s fair

Yellow pajama bottoms

Breakfast was ready

This little ole button

That smile

Waited for her to decide



Chapter 4


She was in control now

And I couldn’t resist

The way she melted

But I wasn’t done

Oh God, Lind

We both froze



Chapter 5


I do this for her

Yeah, that sealed it

Already, I was missing her



Part 2

Chapter 6


A job, not a passion

Lind’s first day

You're a pretty good teacher

Cackling geese

Hazelnut. Vanilla. Hope



Chapter 7


Cliché romance is the point

“Fine” isn’t good enough

Casual sex once in a while

I went with a friend



Chapter 8


What’s the right question

You could let me do it

You’re fun to work with

Where’s Lind



Part 3

Chapter 9


She wasn’t wearing a bra

You’re in Cabin 8 this time

This is what I live for



Chapter 10


What about me

Their kisses were unhurried



Chapter 11


I’m Karen, and this is my husband, Steve

I’m taking it slow

Not a trio anymore

Been there, done that

I’m working on my all-over tan



Chapter 12


You wanna dance with me

Good music, good sex, good friends

Let’s go shower

The Sunday dilemma, right

Same time next year



Part 4

Chapter 13


Look who’s back

So, Sam is a woman

Where would I fit... if I let myself

This puzzle that is Lind

You mean, like... open



Chapter 14


Honesty—real, uncomfortable honesty

Black-coffee-only cult

Breakfast king & Puzzle master



Chapter 15


Pizza, beer, and latte of love

Records, rebounds, and red flags

Are you asking about my appliances

I like your personality

That wasn’t so hard, was it



Chapter 16


Ready for this hike

Yeah. He’s definitely a man

Still being careful. Fine. Frustrating man



Chapter 17


You were taking too long

This man is going to drive me crazy

Dana’s not going to let me do slowly anymore

You’re just scared of a little complexity

Like you even know what subtle means

Dinner at my place. You in

I’m fine, Dr. Lind

That’s what you said yesterday

No, you’re not fine



Part 5

Chapter 18


I come bearing sustenance for thy lady

I’ll eat in the kitchen



Chapter 19


None of my fantasies

What are you wearing



Chapter 20


He’s naked

Does this man know my fantasies

Was he waiting for me

First stroke of his tongue

And then I came... hard

I wanted to feel him



Chapter 21


No one had ever done this for me

Penis-cillian

The morning after



Chapter 22


Let's make breakfast

So, you’re playing it cool now

What am I working with here

Maybe he did make a mean breakfast

Yes, that one

Still wanting, huh



Chapter 23


Did I want him to

One orgasm wasn’t enough

His hunger matching my own

This wasn’t just sex

His touch was deliberate

Fire and electricity racing through me



Chapter 24


It wasn’t just practical—it was tender

I don’t want you to leave

What is this man doing to me



Chapter 25


You’re really going to leave me

See you Friday



Part 6

Chapter 26


It’s just Lind

First-night sleepover test

What's on your mind

Vasectomy? Wait, what

You mean STIs



Chapter 27


Dana, you’re still overthinking

I don't know what I’m doing

I'm trusting you

Zombie apocalypse

Normal? With you? Not a chance

Damn. I knew I should have brought my pack



Part 7

Chapter 28


Earth to Dana

Something you want to share, Dana

Oh, come on, Dana. I’m not blind



Chapter 29


Demisexual

Survive is a strong word



Chapter 30


Morning, sunshine

Brenda, don’t start

You miss me already



Chapter 31


It’s only been a couple of hours

Pretty damned fast for slow

Maybe we could go someday



Chapter 32


Wherever we decide there is

Every time with this man

Not my fault you’re distracting

Now you owe me the details



Part 8

Chapter 33


Don’t play innocent

I’ve got questions, you’ve got answers

Friends? Girl, if that's friendship

What does this mean for us

Hey yourself

But that was close



Chapter 34


Oh, it’s war now

The cook wants some lovin’

This is worse than skiing

Once you stopped torturing me

You know, besides

I love you too

She wanted it from Lind



Chapter 35


We’ve got time

That’s your favorite word lately

Packing for the weekend

And five steps this way

I’m giving my man a morning off

You were watching me

Howdy, cowboy

A hot shower together

Just doing my part



Chapter 36


Sam loomed like a storm cloud

He’s seeing someone else

I forget how quiet it is here

I like watching you show off

You’re worth it

She slid off him

When it became too much

Parallel Reflections

Dana

Lind



Part 9

Chapter 37


Elephant in the room

Do you talk about me with Sam

Being Here Helps

That She Was His

I Love You, Dana



Chapter 38


Coffee Brews & Muse

Movie night

Tonight she was in no rush

You Deserve it

Thanks For Inviting Me



Chapter 39


Dana let herself believe

That’s still a few months away

She’s Not Your Competition



Chapter 40


What’s that supposed to mean

God, I love this man

Lind... it’s beautiful

Every moment, every thought



Chapter 41


For as long as you let me

Those would look great on you

Then let’s make it happen



Chapter 42


My weekend with Sam is coming

He wasn’t leaving her

What’s really bothering you

Then let’s plan something



Chapter 43


You did good, woman

Guess we’ll experience it together

A moment later, Lind stepped out

But this? This is ours

I have plans

Hungry? Starving



Chapter 44


Just thinking about next weekend

He knew what weighed on her

Lind’s warmth surrounded her

Glad you approve

Goodnight Lind

About you going away

Got any fun plans



Chapter 45


Just the same Lind stuff

You’ve been busy

And does Sam cook

Tonight’s About Us

He’s not blind



Part 10

Chapter 46


Tomorrow, she would have distractions

Okay, ladies, we need wine

He’s with her right now

The ache of missing Lind



Chapter 47


I know he loves me

Why is it always Sam

Why can’t I do that for you

That is the prison, Dana

Whatever my Dana needs

Thinking of you. Goodnight



Chapter 48


There you were, in all your glory

I Really Miss Not Being Upset With You

Today was nice

With a wicked little smirk



Chapter 49


You’re spoiling me

She allowed herself to hope

Fridays, Saturdays and, Sundays

They should have stayed home

Though they never let go

Have you ever had a threesome

This has been the best night

That’s the music festival



Chapter 50


Ready for some wine and countryside

Sam would’ve loved this place

The purple Buddha out front

Are we ready for bed

Shower? Together? Absolutely

You just like taking care of me



Part 11

Chapter 51


One step at a time

There’s nothing to measure

And suddenly she needed more

Not how I remember it

I’ll miss you this weekend

Hey, where’s Lind

Then she could breathe again



Chapter 52


Want to grab brunch

You could use a mimosa

Just got home. I’ll call you soon

He was trying. She knew that

Dana’s Reflection



Chapter 53


I’m driving this year

You’re in cabin 6

The second I walk in here

Now get naked so we can get going

I’m very bendy, you know

This place is magic, isn’t it

She means a lot to you



Chapter 54


This time is for us

I keep coming back here with you

Always prepared

This was Sam's time

Consider this your preview

Look, it was almost gone



Chapter 55


Karen! Steve!

This is the life

Fundamentally different

Dana’s Worldview

Sam’s Worldview

Lind’s Realization

I’m just now really getting it

There you are

Would Dana ever fit here

Three naked bodies

You’re a good man



Chapter 56


But this? This is special

Sure you don’t want anything

Let Me Take Care Of You

Even after all this time

Shower first, then food

Heading back later today



Part 12

Chapter 57


Pretending it’s a normal Monday

You’re not going to give her up

I’m not ready for that



Chapter 58


Stop it! That’s Ridiculous

No one does this kind of thing

I cannot say no to this man

More and more like beer time

Yes, she matters—but so do you

For all my doubts

Goodnight, beautiful



Chapter 59


She didn’t rush

She wanted the control



Chapter 60


Mornings like this, I could do forever

I like seeing you like this



Chapter 61


Playful glances

You’re shameless

Just Lind being Lind

But she was here, with him



Chapter 62


What am I doing wrong

I was right back where I started



Chapter 63


Spending the whole weekend together

She wanted this. Wanted him



Chapter 64


This is what I’ll remember

Promise me you will

I’m just enjoying this



Chapter 65


Oh, God, Lind

Who was this woman tonight

It was perfect

Mesmerized by her every movement

Goodnight, Lind. I love you



Chapter 66


If you don’t put some clothes on

It was certainly a night to remember

You know I love you, right

Picking up Sam after work

She wouldn’t cry now



Part 13

Chapter 67


Something’s wrong with Dana

I really had high hopes for you two

I’m a woman. I know things

They simply existed in the moment



Chapter 68


Well, his other girlfriend

You two haven’t met, have you

I love them both



Chapter 69


But calm wasn’t peace

Stop it. Just stop

She’s not the problem

Hey, I’m back home



Chapter 70


We need to talk

Subtle nods

I’m going to tell him

Am I really doing this

It’s done

She’s gone



Chapter 71


It’s about Dana and Lind



Part 14

Epilogue


The Farmhouse

Dana – age 80 – family matriarch
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​

​24 Hours With Dana

––––––––
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The first twenty-four hours with Dana were magical—

the kind of time you don’t plan but end up remembering forever. 

It started something great between us.

Then grew into the kind of love I didn't think I would find again.

Until I lost her.

​
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​​Chapter 1
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​​She should have stayed home


Dana moved like she was wading through water—slow, heavy.

She squinted at the planogram, rubbing her forehead, her breath uneven. Her nose was red, her skin pale, her usual sharpness dulled by whatever had its grip on her.

It was Monday morning—she should have stayed home.

I caught her coughing into her elbow, the sound dry and rough, before she straightened and tried to act normal.

But she wasn’t fooling anyone.

By mid-morning, Georgette sent her home.

Dana didn’t argue. She clocked out, shoulders slumping, and walked out into the cold.

I watched her leave. I felt powerless.


​​Checking In


We’ve worked together for a while now. We’d made plans for Saturday, but she canceled—said she wasn’t feeling well.

And today... watching her leave—I couldn’t get her out of my mind.

When work finally wrapped up, I texted her.

How are you feeling?

She answered quickly.

Lying down, bundled up. Fever and chills. Can’t breathe through my nose.

A few seconds later, another message.

Took some meds. Gonna try to get some sleep. Good night.

I stared at the screen for a minute, picturing her wrapped up in a blanket, stubborn as ever, trying to power through it on her own.

I want to help. I just hope she lets me.


​​Not COVID


Next morning, she called in sick.

I texted her again at 10:30 a.m.

But no reply. Not until after noon.

Dana: Not COVID, but a bad upper respiratory infection. Urgent care gave me antibiotics, decongestant, told me to rest.

Rest.

I knew Dana. Rest wasn’t something she did well. She lived alone. A two-story condo. Getting up and down those stairs while sick wouldn’t be easy.

Me: Let me know if you need anything.

Dana: Thanks, I will.

I doubted she would.

I hesitated, then asked if she had enough food to last a few days.

Dana: Yeah. But I don’t feel like cooking. Or moving. Or doing anything, really.

That stuck with me.

I offered to bring her something, asked what comfort food she wanted.

She thanked me again but said she’d be fine.

I ignored that.

Me: How about chicken noodle soup? Classic, easy, and literally the only food you need when you’re sick.

She replied with three emojis: 😷 🤒 ❄️

I stared at them for a bit. Was she laughing? Shivering? Sarcastic? What the hell was she trying to say?

Didn’t matter. I already had a plan.

***
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The rest of the day, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. By the time I punched out at 2:30, I’d made a decision. A risky one.

Just showing up at her door felt like a bit of a gamble. Would she think I was overstepping? Would she let me in?

I had no idea.

But I couldn’t stand the thought of her alone, sick, exhausted.

So, here I am, at her door.

I knocked once and waited, nervous. Nothing. Then I knocked again, hoping.

Shuffling sounds came from inside. A pause. Then the click of the lock before the door creaked open a bit.

Dana stood there, blinking up at me.

She wore pajamas, her hair was tangled, her lips chapped, her expression caught somewhere between surprise and suspicion.

I held up the deli bag, with soup and a small sandwich, in one hand, my backpack half hidden behind me in the other.

“Hi,” she croaked, voice hoarse, her breath shallow.

“Hi,” I echoed. “I come bearing sustenance for thy lady.”

That earned me a look.

The kind that said, What do you think you’re up to?

She hesitated, an arm crossing over her chest like she was suddenly self-conscious.

Then, finally, she sighed and stepped aside.

“Come in.”


​​I’ll eat in the kitchen


I set the soup and sandwich down on the counter and glanced at her. “I can heat up some of this and bring it up to you.”

“No.” She said, shaking her head. “I’ll eat in the kitchen.”

She pulled a throw blanket off the couch, wrapped it around herself, and sat at the table.

I pulled the soup out of the bag and suddenly realized I didn't know where anything was in her place. With soup in hand I looked at her, she pointed toward a cupboard. I found the bowls. I glanced at the drawers before looking back at her, she pointed again. I found the silverware.

Did she want the sandwich now?

No, maybe later.

So half the soup and sandwich went in the fridge. The other half in the microwave.

I set a bowl in front of her and took the seat across from her with some of my own.

She looked miserable. Hair a mess. Red nose.

I caught her eye and asked, “Is it OK that I’m here?”

She lifted her spoon, blinking at me over it.

“Yeah,” a tired smile played on her lips. “But only because you brought me soup.”

“Oh? That’s the way to your heart?” I asked, watching her across the table.

She gave a faint laugh. “One of them.”

I smiled. “Really?”

She paused, tilted her head slightly, looking at me. She almost smiled.

With the exception of the occasional scrape of spoon against ceramic, we finished eating in easy silence.

After a while, she sat back with a sigh. “Thanks for this.”

“You’re welcome.”


​​You know, to tuck you in


She had finished most of her soup and it looked like she was done.

I stood, picking up both bowls before she could argue.

“Leave them,” she murmured, voice soft. “I’ll get to them later.”

I ignored her and rinsed them anyway. When I turned back, she looked ready for bed again.

“Could I take you upstairs?” I said, keeping my tone light. “You know... to tuck you in.”

A smile tugged at my lips, waiting for her reaction.

Dana gave me that familiar, suspicious grin—the one that said she wasn’t sure whether to take me seriously. Her narrowed eyes flicked over me, assessing, weighing.

For a second, I thought she’d brush me off. 

But then, she stood, tossed the blanket back onto the couch, and turned toward the stairs.

“Come on,” she said.

Smiling, I followed.


​​I paused, letting her decide


Dana climbed into bed, burrowing into the blankets. Even through the layers, I could see the fine tremor of her shivers.

I took off my shoes and stretched out beside her—on top of the covers, leaving a respectable distance. She turned onto her side, her back to me, like she was bracing against the chill.

Carefully, I moved closer, draping my arm lightly over her. A test, an offering.

She stiffened. I paused, letting her decide. After a bit she exhaled, her muscles loosening, and then she eased back into me.

I let out a slow breath, pressing my face into the back of her head, inhaling the familiar scent of her hair.

She didn’t say anything, but the way she pressed against me, and let me hold her, felt like quiet trust.

***
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An hour passed. Maybe more.

I was warm, and comfortable—except for one problem.

My left arm was completely numb. Pinned beneath me, it was tingling, and useless. I shifted slightly, trying not to disturb her too much.

“Do you need anything?” I whispered.

She murmured something, I wasn’t sure, maybe...

“Water?” I asked.

A slow nod. “Yeah, water.”

“Okay. Be right back.”

I eased off the bed and headed downstairs, grabbing two bottles from the fridge—one for her, one for me. The cool air felt good on my skin, a relief after lying still for so long.

When I returned, she was exactly where I’d left her, cocooned in the blankets. As I stepped around to her side of the bed, she sat up slightly, reaching for the water. She took it from me, the plastic crinkling as she drank—slow, careful sips—before setting it on the nightstand.

She looked a little better now. A little less pale.

Back on my side of the bed, I set the water down, after taking a few sips myself. 

Smiling as I thought, my side. 

Funny how easily I could fit into this space.

“I’m gonna use your bathroom real quick,” I said, keeping it casual as I headed toward the door.

The truth was, I wanted to splash some water on my face and stretch out my arm, now that the tingling stopped.


​​Her hand reached back


When I returned, Dana was still laying on her side, the blankets tucked snugly around her.

I hesitated at the edge of the bed.

Should I lie back on top of them or take the next step—under them, closer to her?

Taking a chance, I took off my socks, removed my belt, and emptied my pockets onto the nightstand. Then, I slipped under the blankets, easing up behind her, so I wouldn’t jostle her.

I draped my arm over her waist. My hand resting on the bed.

Her arms were crossed over her chest. Was she shielding herself? Just trying to stay warm? Or maybe it was something else—an unconscious attempt to comfort herself. 

I wasn't sure, maybe she wasn't either.

But her shivering had mostly stopped, she looked almost content beneath the layers.

I stayed still, waiting, watching, to see what she would do—go back to sleep, talk to me, look back...

Then, a small movement.

Her hand reached back, just barely touching my leg before retreating. A hesitation. A question.

A few seconds passed. Then, without a word, she shifted, pressing tight against me again, closing the space completely. 

I could feel the soft rise and fall of her breath beneath my arm.


​​I could use more soup


Hours later, when I thought back on it, I realized that first touch wasn’t what I thought it was.

She hadn’t reached back to check if I was still there, or to see if I’d slipped under the covers instead of staying on top.

It wasn’t even a silent thank you for being there with her.

No, I think she reached back to confirm I still had my clothes on.

Looking back on it now, the thought of it makes me smile.

But what really stayed with me was the way she slid back against me. That small move gave me confidence—not just in my plan, but in the possibilities.

Sometime in the early evening, drifting in and out of sleep, with the steady rhythm of our breathing filling the quiet between us, we slipped into small, easy conversation. Nothing heavy—just the kind of quiet talk that didn’t require effort. Dana told me some more bits and pieces about her life, funny little quirks about her family that made me smile. I shared a little more about myself, too.

Then she shifted slightly and murmured, “I could use more soup.”

I grinned against her shoulder. “Is that a very polite way of telling me to go get it.”

Dana huffed a quiet laugh. “If I had the energy, I’d say it less politely.”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “No, you wouldn’t.” I touched her hair as I asked, “do you want the sandwich or part of it?”

“Yeah, I think I could eat a little of it,” she said quietly.

I stretched, got up, and headed downstairs. I reheated the rest of the soup, grabbed some crackers, and cut the sandwich into quarters, bringing it all back up. Most of it was for her, but I kept a small bowl and a quarter of the sandwich for myself.

When I returned, she was sitting up, propped against the headboard with pillows stacked behind her. I handed her the soup, placing the quartered sandwich, wrapped in a paper towel, on her nightstand.

I sat on the edge of the bed, facing her as we ate.

I tried to keep my eyes on her face. I really did. But the way her pajama top clung to her chest made it very hard to concentrate. She caught me looking once or twice but just smiled and kept eating.

Her hair was still a mess, her cheeks flushed, and yet, she looked incredible.

When we finished, I took the dishes downstairs, rinsing them off. As I grabbed my backpack, I heard the toilet flush upstairs.

By the time I made it back up, Dana had already climbed back into bed, the blankets tucked up under her chin, her eyes fluttering closed.

I set my backpack down just inside the bedroom doorway before lifting the covers a little and spooning in behind her.

For a minute, I just watched her. The quiet rise and fall of her breath. The faint smile on her lips. A matching one spread across mine.

She looked content. With me. With the food. With all of it.

I laid back down, draping an arm over her again. She let out a barely audible sigh.

Her hand reached back, settling lightly on my thigh, her thumb tracing over my pant leg every so often.

It felt good. It felt like... acceptance.

***
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A couple of hours passed in warm, quiet comfort.

The bed had turned into a little furnace, the blankets trapping the shared heat we'd generated.

Dana shifted slightly, adjusting the covers around her. “I want to shower in a little while,” she murmured, voice soft, like she was thinking aloud.

Then she pulled the blankets up to her chin. “But I think I’ll sleep a bit more first.”

I ran my hand lightly over her arm. “I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.” She made a faint noise of acknowledgment, already half-asleep again.

I grabbed my pajama bottoms and T-shirt from my backpack and took them into the bathroom with me. Stripping down, I splashed cold water over my face, neck, and a few other sweaty parts, letting the coolness refresh me before pulling on the pajamas.

Catching my reflection in the mirror, I studied myself for a moment—messy hair, tired eyes, but the smile was still there.


​​What are you wearing


Back in the bedroom, I slipped under the covers again, spooned in behind her.

She shifted closer almost instantly, her body fitting back against mine like it had been waiting for me.

This time, her hand reached back almost immediately, fingertips brushing lightly against my leg, her fingers doing a double take at the different texture.

“What are you wearing?” she asked softly.

I broke away just enough to prop myself up on one elbow. “Pajama bottoms,” I said. “It was getting hot under the covers.”

Her lips curved into a small smile, her eyes catching just enough of the fading light to sparkle. “You came prepared,” she murmured. “How’d you know I’d let you stay?”

“I didn’t,” I admitted, grinning. “I thought, you know, just in case.”

Her laugh was soft but genuine, the kind of sound that stuck with you. She crossed her arms over her chest, tucking her hands under her chin, then melted into me again—pressing closer, tighter than before.

Bare skin. The heat of her body—separated from mine by only the thinnest layers of fabric now.

The way she pressed against me, the way the fabric barely muted the sensation.

I felt it as she shifted slightly, adjusting herself against me.

A quiet hum escaped her lips... as if she felt it too.

I laid back down, wrapping one arm around her, positioning the other under her head. The room grew quiet except for the steady rhythm of our breathing.

By then, the sun was dipping below the horizon, and the world outside was fading into darkness.


​​Or maybe I was just being a man


We dozed off now and then, our bodies tangled in the warmth of the bed.

At some point, her fingers began tracing along my left arm—soft, deliberate touches. Then she reached for my right hand, holding it in hers for a while before shifting her touch lower, fingertips gliding lightly up and down my hip and thigh.

The slow, intentional movements sent a hum of awareness through me.

Was it an invitation? A thank you? Just an unconscious habit? Maybe all three.

Or maybe I was just being a man, overthinking something that didn’t need to be complicated.

She wasn’t in any condition for more than this—not right now. And I wasn’t going to push for something she wasn’t ready to give.

In the dark, we spoke occasionally, little fragments of conversation breaking the silence. Nothing deep, just easy, sleepy words that filled the space.

During one of those quiet moments, she took my right hand again—this time tucking it up close across her chest, just below her chin. She curled her fingers over mine, her breath slow and even.

She was so at ease in that moment.

And so was I.

Just the two of us, lying together, while the rest of the world faded away.​
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​​Chapter 2
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​


​​That’s not part of the plan


The soft amber glow from the nightlight stretched across the room, casting gentle shadows along the walls. It wasn’t much—just enough to navigate without tripping over anything or waking her.

I slipped out of bed quietly. The warmth of her body still clung to my skin as I made my way into the bathroom.

In the mirror, I caught my reflection—face relaxed, eyes softer than I was used to seeing. I barely recognized myself.

I grabbed a washcloth from the neatly arranged shelves, ran it under cool water, and wiped myself down. The sensation was refreshing against my warm skin.

Dana ran warm—hot, even. For someone so slender, she radiated an impressive amount of heat, leaving me sticky in the best way.

When I finished, I reached for my pajama bottoms—but hesitated.

What am I doing? That’s not part of the plan.

I exhaled, my heart beating a little faster. Then folded the pajamas and T-shirt neatly, placing them on top of my backpack.

And I slipped back into bed with her.


​​An invitation into her space


I moved carefully, not to disturb her. But the moment my body fit against hers, I felt it.

The difference.

The shift from simple comfort to something charged, something intimate.

The heat. The awareness. The unmistakable press of her warmth against me.

Dana stirred, just slightly, her body shifting—then pressing back.

This was intentional, an unspoken need or want, an invitation into her space.


​​I need to go to the bathroom


The quiet filled the room, except for the soft rasp of Dana’s breathing, the occasional sound of her stuffy nose breaking the silence. I focused on the slow rise and fall of her shoulders, the way she fit so effortlessly against me.

Then, her hand moved.

Fingers, warm and light against my leg—bare skin against bare skin.

A small touch, soft and fleeting but it sent a sharp thrill through me. 

But just as quickly as it happened, she pulled her hand back, tucking it under her chin, curling inward away from me just slightly.

I stayed still, my pulse thudding a little harder.

Before I could decide whether to say something, she stirred again, voice soft.

“I need to go to the bathroom.”

She sat up, slipping out of bed, her silhouette a quiet shadow in the dim light as she moved across the room.

I watched her disappear into the bathroom, uncertainty twisting inside me—

Oh shit, had I crossed a line—or was I just standing on it?

Was she second guessing?

I stayed where I was, hoping I hadn’t just screwed this up.

***
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She was in the bathroom longer this time—or at least, it felt that way.

Then again, she probably thought the same about my earlier trip.

When the door finally opened, the light flicked off, leaving only the soft glow of the nightlight.

She moved to her side of the bed, but didn’t climb in right away.

She paused, watching me—head tilted slightly, like she was considering something.

Then, without a word, her hands went for her pajama top.

She pulled it off, in one smooth motion, and let it fall to the floor.

Her bottoms followed as she pushed them down, pooling at her feet.

She stepped out of them and climbed back into bed, pressing her back against me.

The warmth of her bare skin against my chest sent a slow, deep shiver through me.

I exhaled, letting my palm drift over the curve of her hip as my right arm slipped around her waist.

The growing evidence of my excitement pressed gently against her.

She wasn’t pulling away.


​​Bare skin against bare skin


The back of her head rested against my chin, her soft hair. tickling against my lips.

Every inch of her was pressed into every inch of me like we were melting into one.

Then, she moved.

A slow, unmistakable shift—her hips rocking, just slightly. Then again.

Bare skin against bare skin. A quiet exhale slipped from my lips.

I bent my left arm up—the one under her neck—and reached over her body, my fingers playing against the smoothness of her breast.

Her skin was warm, her nipple hard beneath my palm.

She reached for my right hand, guided it to her other breast, and held it there.

I kissed her shoulder softly, then let my lips trail along her neck unhurried, my breath tickling her hair.

She arched into me—Inviting.

Letting go of her breast, I traced my hand down the length of her body, around her waist to the dip of her stomach, the gentle slope that led between her legs.

Her skin was warm beneath my fingertips, the heat of her body pulling me in, as my fingers found her lips, she responded instantly—lifting her right leg and hooking it over mine in an unmistakable invitation.

No hesitation. No second-guessing. Just yes.

My fingers played in her wetness, careful strokes, savoring the way she reacted—how her breath caught, how her hips arched, how her slick heat reacted to my touch.

Then, she reached down, her hand covering mine. But she didn’t guide me.

She simply held her hand on mine, as if she wanted to share in the connection, to feel every movement as deeply as I did.

That small gesture struck me as deeply as the intimacy itself.


​​Let her enjoy


Then, she let go of my hand and reached back, finding me in the dark.

At first, her fingertips explored me with slow, curious movements—tracing, mapping the shape of me, sending sharp pulses of need through me. The soft graze of her fingers along my length made me ache with anticipation.

Then, she held me a little tighter...

Guiding. Positioning.

She shifted again, pressing back into me, aligning our bodies in a way that left no room for doubt.

She was deliberate. Intentional. When she let go, I knew exactly what she wanted.

And God, I wanted it too.

I pressed forward, slowly, feeling her envelop me, wanting me, coaxing me, inch by inch.

Her breath hitched, her hips tilted, her body tightening around me sending pure pleasure rolling through me.

The way she took me in—held me inside her—made me ache for her.

Our rhythm started slow but gained momentum quickly, chasing the sensations we both wanted, that we both needed.

But then, I noticed it. Her breathing.

Even at this point, I could hear it—short, uneven exhales, each one requiring more effort.

We had barely started to move, and already, she was straining.

The sound pulled me out of the moment. I couldn’t push her—not like this.

I wouldn’t.

I slowed down, shifting my focus.

My fingers back between her legs—slow, deliberate strokes, a steady rhythm—up and down, back and forth, circling lightly.

She responded instantly. A tremor rolled through her body. Her legs tighten around me.

A soft whimper escaping her.

I kept my movements slow, unhurried, letting her feel everything without strain.

Kissing her shoulder, I traced my lips along to her neck—tasting the warmth of her skin, feeling her arch into me, pressing into every part of me.

I wanted to simply let her feel. Let her enjoy.

Still, her breathing grew more strained.

So, I shifted again.

As I pulled out of her, she made a sound—half protest, half plea—a quiet, aching noise like she was losing something she desperately wanted.

I didn’t want to disappoint her—I wasn't going to.

I gently rolled her onto her back, positioning my knees on either side of her hips, her legs wrapped around me instantly, her ankles crossing at my lower back, pulling me in close, as if she were afraid to let me go.

Even in the dim light, I could see the way her eyes locked onto mine, the anticipation. A silent question. A plea.

I hesitated.

Her brow furrowed slightly, confusion flickering in her eyes as she realized I wasn’t moving to enter her again.

Her eyes were questioning me.

So I answered her. I leaned down, my lips starting at her collarbone, trailing lower—lightly over her breast, tweaking her nipples as I kept inching down the center of her stomach.

Her hands traveled up my back, fingers pressing into my skin, holding me close, reluctant to let go.

I kissed my way lower, my mouth tracing the soft dips of her stomach.

She exhaled slowly.

Realizing where I was headed.

What was coming.

She loosened her legs from around my back but kept them close against my sides.

When I reached her bellybutton, I paused, using my tongue to tickle her.

She giggled, her fingers slipping into my hair, holding me there for a moment.

Then she shifted her hips a little, hands gently pushing my head lower—impatient. I kept going, my mouth gliding lower, my fingers exploring, memorizing the way her body responded.

As my mouth passed over the small patch of hair near my destination, I gave it a playful tug with my lips.

Another soft giggle, then a soft moan.

I smiled against her skin.


​​God, she tasted good


When my tongue finally found her clit, a shudder rippled through her thighs.

Her fingers tightened against my scalp, her breath catching in her throat.

I started slow, my tongue barely touching her—up and down, back and forth. Until the first real moan spilled from her lips.

Her body tensed beneath me, her head tilting back as pleasure spread through her.

She wanted more.

I wanted more for her.

Circling her clit, I took my time—trying slow patterns, learning the exact movements that made her thighs react.

Then I changed the pressure—stroking along the clitoral shaft, flicking lightly back and forth before returning to the tip.

I explored lower, my tongue exploring her entrance, slipping inside just enough to make her reach out and grab a handful of sheets.

God, she tasted good.

And the sounds she made—soft gasps, breathy moans—only made me want to give her more.

I pressed my tongue deeper, moving in slow circles, letting myself get lost in her reactions.

For a moment, I moved lower, ghosting the sensitive skin just beneath, watching the way her hips flexed under me, as if chasing my mouth.

Every touch, every flick of my tongue, every shift of my fingers pulled her deeper into this moment with me.

I stroked her with my tongue and nose, adding my thumb, gently over her clit.

Curious, I let my tongue trail lower still, making a slow pass over her butt, teasing, testing, waiting.

The sound she made—a quiet moan, a breathy exhale, the reaction of her hips—was exactly what I was hoping for.

I moved back up, slowing down.

Savoring every other part of her.

My lips closed around hers, sucking them lightly, one side, then the other. Not rushing, just learning.

The way she twitched—responded to every shift of my mouth made me want to explore every inch of her.

Then, my tongue singled out her inner lips, licking them with slow, lazy flicks, treating them the way I would her nipples—soft, focused, purposeful. Nibbling, pulling, sucking.

Returning to her entrance, my tongue traced the edges before slipping inside. Feeling her body tighten, then release, tightening again. Moving in perfect time with me.

Her moans deepened.

I adjusted my angle, pressing my tongue deeper.

I could feel it—the way her thighs tensed around my shoulders. The way her hands clutched at the sheets.

She was close.

And I wanted to take her there.


​​I flicked. I stroked. I circled


I worked my way back up to her clit, keeping my rhythm exactly where she needed it—steady, focused, my tongue stroking her with a mix of light flicks and deep, intentional pressure.

I loved this.

Loved the way her body responded—the sharp inhale when I slowed down, the desperate whimper when I didn’t give her what she wanted right away.

I flicked. I stroked. I circled.

My thumb slipped inside her, keeping the sensation building.

Building.

Building.

Her breath hitched, the sounds slipping from her lips shifting into something higher, more urgent.

Her body tensed beneath me, thighs trembling, back arching, hips rolling in a slow, helpless rhythm against my mouth.

And then—

She came.

I stayed there, keeping my movements light, controlled.

Letting her ride it out.

Feeling every pulse, every ripple of her release.

The sounds she made—breathless, soft, completely undone—sent a wave of satisfaction through me.

Eventually, the sensitivity became too much.

Her fingers in my hair, gently pushing me away.

I pressed one last kiss against her inner thigh before releasing her.

She rolled onto her left side, exhaling a deep, shuddering breath.

Her body still trembling slightly.

The aftershocks rolling through her.

I stayed close, watching her recover.

Her chest rose and fell in uneven waves, her breathing—ragged and strained.

The look on her face—sated, soft, eyes half-closed, full of quiet satisfaction—

It was everything I wanted to see.

Dana rolled onto her back, her knees bent, legs parted.

Her body open.

Waiting for me.

And God, I wanted her.

But I could hear it—the way her chest rose and fell, too strained.

A couple of soft coughs slipped out.

She was trying to push through it.

But I couldn’t ignore it.

Now wasn’t the time for more sex.

Now was the time for something else—affection. Support. Winding down.

For her.

I reached out, gently pushing her legs aside, making space as I laid down beside her.

We lay on our backs, shoulders touching, her leg draping over mine. The warmth between us still humming.

Still pulsing. But quieter.

So close, I could hear every strained breath she took, each one a quiet reminder that she’s sick.

Without thinking, I placed my hand on her stomach. My fingers caressed her lightly, feeling the faint tremors slowly fading in her muscles. My touch drifted lower, playing through that small patch of hair. Just familiar, affectionate.

She reached down in return, her hand soft, unhurried. Moving across my stomach, along my side. Down to my cock. Not searching for more. Just feeling.

As her breathing steadied, I slipped my arm under her head, coaxing her closer. Guiding her onto my chest. She came easily, her body resting on mine.

The other leg draping over me, her thigh resting against what remained of my erection. Her fingers drifted over my chest. Then higher. Up my neck. To my jaw.

I closed my eyes for a moment, letting her . Letting her take whatever she wanted...


​​I pressed it between her legs


After lying there for a while, I carefully slipped out from under her and made my way to the bathroom.

Once I relieved myself, I grabbed a washcloth from the shelf, running it under hot water. The warmth felt good.

I pressed the cloth to my skin, wiping my face first, then washing off my cock. I rinsed it out, ran it under the water again, and wringing it out.

When I stepped back into the bedroom, Dana was still lying on her side, exactly as I’d left her—bare, relaxed, utterly at ease.

I gently rolled her onto her back, easing her legs apart just enough to tend to her.

Folding the washcloth, I pressed it between her legs. A faint sound escaped her lips. I ran the warm cloth over her skin, cleaning her with care.

I took my time, mindful of how wet she’d been. The way her body had responded. But maybe it was something more. Or maybe that was just me.

When I was done, I reached for the hand towel, drying her carefully—every touch slow, relaxed.


​​That wasn't funny


The entire time she watched me, her expression was... unreadable—a mix of curiosity, excitement, and something else.

Wonder, maybe.

That’s when it hit me. No one had ever done this for her before.

And that made me wonder...

I was smiling as I leaned back in to kiss her... Then—because I couldn’t help myself—I nibbled lightly on her outer lips with my teeth. Grinning when her breath hitched in surprise.

Before she had a chance to react, I let my tongue flick over her clit—just once, quick and sharp. She jumped slightly, squeaking.

"Lind!" she exhaled—half-surprised, half-laughing.

I smirked, tilting my head innocently. "What?"

She swatted at me, a sleepy, amused protest, her hand landing against my shoulder.

“Just when I was beginning to like you,” she muttered. The small, reluctant smile—and the look in her eye—told me that she did.

I pressed one last kiss to her inner thigh, then grabbed the washcloth and towel, headed back to the bathroom to rinse them out.

When I returned, the clock on her nightstand read just after 11:00 p.m.

I bent down, retrieving the covers from where we’d kicked them onto the floor, shaking them out before laying them back over her, tucking them gently around her.

She watched me—eyes soft, thoughtful.

Something unspoken in her gaze.

When I climbed into bed beside her, she smiled.

For a while, we lay face to face. The room quiet, except for the slow, even rhythm of our breathing.

We talked—nothing heavy. Just light conversation, the kind of easy back-and-forth that made it feel like we’d been doing this for... well, a long time.

Fingers drifted over arms, shoulders, faces. Casual touches not meant to lead anywhere—just meant to feel.

Between moments of quiet connection, we dozed. Eventually, Dana rolled over, and settled into our now-familiar spooning position.

I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close, feeling her body fit against mine one more time before sleep took us both.​
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​​Chapter 3
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​


​​Shots of penis-cillian


My alarm went off at 4:35 a.m., dragging both of us from sleep.

I groaned, reaching blindly for my phone on the nightstand, shutting it off before the sound could really wake us up.

Dana barely stirred—just a soft exhale, like she was only half-awake.

Still lying on my side, I sent off a quick text to Georgette, letting her know I wouldn’t be coming in.

As I set my phone back down, Dana mumbled, her voice thick with sleep, "Are you going to work? Who are you texting?"

I smiled against the pillow. Still half out of it, but I couldn't resist.

"Texted Georgette," I murmured. "Letting her know I’m not coming in because I’m warm and comfortable in bed with Dana... taking care of her... and giving her shots of penis-cillin now and then."

She whipped around instantly, eyes wide, her expression somewhere between horror and suspicion.

"You did what?"

The look on her face was priceless—like she wasn’t entirely sure whether to believe me.

I let the moment hang for just a second... before I grinned—couldn’t help it.

"Kidding," I said, putting my hand up in surrender. "Told her I ate something from my fridge that I probably shouldn’t have and wasn’t feeling great."

Dana’s expression shifted from horror/suspicion to mock-annoyance, her hand smacking lightly against my shoulder.

"That wasn’t funny," she muttered. But the way her mouth twitched, fighting a smile, told me she thought otherwise.

She turned back over, getting comfortable again.

I grinned into my pillow.

I thought it was.

***
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The next time we woke up, the room was filled with daylight.

Dana stirred first, slipping out of bed and heading for the bathroom.

Last night, I’d been straining to see her in the faint night light—the look in her eyes, the curves of her body.

Now, with morning light streaming through the window, there was no need to guess.

As she climbed out of bed, my eyes followed her automatically.

Her movements were slow, unhurried, a little groggy.

I only got a side and back view, but... Oh, God.

She walked around the bed and out of the bedroom, giving me the perfect opportunity to admire every inch of her backside.

And I did.

Lying there, I already found myself anticipating her return, hoping for an even better view when she came back.


​​Fair’s fair


She reappeared a few minutes later—wrapped in a towel.

Oh, the disappointment.

After everything I’d imagined while waiting, this was not the view I’d been hoping for.

She walked around to her side of the bed, glancing at me.

"I’m hungry," she said. "We should make some breakfast."

Sounded like a solid plan.

As she bent down to pick up her pajamas, I took the opportunity to return the favor.

Sliding out of bed, I walked toward the bathroom—giving her the same back view she’d just given me.

Fair’s fair.

I heard her huff a quiet laugh but didn’t look back.

Victory.

My grin accompanied me all the way into the bathroom, along with my backpack.


​​Yellow pajama bottoms


When I stepped out of the bathroom, Dana was already gone.

I set my backpack down where it was and followed the sound of movement downstairs.

I found her in the living room, tidying up, moving with a little more energy than last night. She was starting to look like herself again.

"Want some coffee? Only got instant." she said, glancing up at me.

"Yes, please," I said, watching as she headed into the kitchen.

She filled two mugs with water, and popped them into the microwave.

She was still in her pajamas, her top loose, comfortable, moving with every gesture she made.

When she bent over to pick something up, the fabric fell open, giving me an unobstructed view all the way to her bellybutton.

And then, cruelly, she straightened back up.

Shame.

I could've watched that all day.

The microwave beeped. 

Back into the kitchen, she pulled out the two mugs. Set them on the counter next to the jar of instant coffee and added 2 spoonfuls into each.

Dana handed me one, added a little something to hers, then took it to the small table.

I leaned against the counter sipping mine. That’s when I caught her glancing at me.

At first, it was just once—a flicker of eye contact, then away.

Then she did it again.

This time, her gaze dipped a bit, then lifted, just long enough for me to register exactly where she was looking.

I glanced down at myself. Yellow pajama bottoms.

Not doing much to cover my varying stages of excitement.

Her eyes flicked back up to meet mine.

The corner of her mouth twitched. A quiet game. A silent tease.

I could feel it simmering between us—her looking, me knowing, the awareness stretching between us like an invisible thread.

I finally broke the moment, taking another sip of coffee.

"What do you have in mind for breakfast?"

The way she looked at me—I swear her eyes said—You.


​​Breakfast was ready


She looked at me with a grin I would come to know well.

Then her shoulders slumped. She sat back in her chair. 

With her coffee in hand she started listing off eggs, frozen hash browns, and cheese.

"Perfect," I nodded, not hiding my grin worth a damn. "What about green, red, or yellow peppers? Any onion? Ham? Bacon? Sausage? Toast?"

I’d already spotted the toaster on the counter, my mind running through the possibilities.

“I’m not sure what’s in there, been sick, remember?”

I started rummaging through the fridge and came back with a green pepper, some red onion, and part of a small ham steak.

Not much, but I could make it work.

I also found a handful of fresh mushrooms.

I got to work, dicing the vegetables and ham while she watched.

The sound of the knife hitting the cutting board filled the kitchen.

I heated some oil in a pan, tossed in the hash browns, and sprinkled in a little onion and pepper, letting the flavors mix into the potatoes.

The smell of frying vegetables filled the room as I cracked and scrambled a few eggs, mixing in the diced ingredients.

While everything cooked, I glanced over. "Bread?"

She got up and grabbed a loaf from the counter, and I pointed to the toaster.

As she popped in a couple of slices, I hunted down the butter. 

I flipped the hash browns, ensuring they were golden and crisp, the way I like them.

The toaster popped up just as I finished cooking, and she buttered the toast while I split the hash browns between our plates.

The eggs followed—perfectly cooked, and flavorful - as usual.

Breakfast was ready.

And it smelled great. Apparently I was hungry too.

We sat down at her small table, plates in front of us, coffee within reach.

The first bite? 

Everything was perfect—crispy hash browns, fluffy eggs, great flavor.

We ate, talking a little—nothing serious. Just light conversation between bites, easy and familiar.

Then, she looked up at me, grinning.

"Damn, you really do make a good breakfast."

Yeah. I knew.


​​This little ole button


A few moments passed in comfortable quiet before I broke it with a casual—

"Dana?"

She glanced over, her expression curious. "Yes?"

"Will you do me a favor?" I asked, pitching my voice a little softer, almost childlike.

Her eyes narrowed instantly, suspicion thick in her tone. "Probably not."

"Please?" I pressed, adding just a hint of pleading.

She crossed her arms, tilting her head slightly. "What is it?"

I pointed to the button on her pajama top—the one right between her breasts.

"Would you unbutton that one more button for me?"

Dana’s lips parted slightly before curving into a flirty grin.

"This little ole button right here?" Her fingers toying with it in an exaggerated motion that made my heart kick up a beat.

"Yes, that one." My anticipation was very clear.

She paused, giving me a mock-thoughtful look before shaking her head.

"I don’t think so."

Playful words.

But her expression? Smug enough to let me know she was enjoying this game as much as I was.

Then, just to drive the point home, she picked up her plate and jokingly threatened to throw the rest of her eggs at me.

I threw my hands up defensively, grinning crookedly. 

She chuckled, shaking her head before turning toward the sink.

I didn’t get the half-undressed view I’d been hoping for—but our little exchange wasn’t a total loss.

Because now, her nipples were firmly pushing against the soft fabric of her pajama.

Mmm hmm...Oh yay.

We moved easily into cleaning up the aftermath of breakfast.

Dana cleared the table, stacking plates and mugs on the counter while I started on the pans.

"I can help with the dishes," she offered, stepping toward the sink.

"Nah." I waved her off. "I’ve got it. You go upstairs, take your meds, and rest. Maybe jump into that hot shower you’ve been wanting?"

She hesitated for a second before nodding. "Good idea."

Grabbing her half-full coffee mug, she headed upstairs.

I took my time with the dishes, listening to the faint creaks upstairs.

She’d be a while.

I wasn’t in any rush.

Once I finished, I headed upstairs too. The carpet was soft under my feet.

Outside the bathroom door, I paused.

The water was running.

Curiosity got the better of me.

I cracked the door open just enough to peek inside.

Not locked. God bless her.

But the sight I’d hoped for wasn’t there.

A solid white shower curtain blocked everything.

I sighed. 

Cruel.

Closing the door quietly, I made my way to the bed, lying down, staring at the ceiling, imagining what was just out of view.

It was just past 10:00 a.m.


​​That smile


When Dana emerged from the bathroom, her hair damp, wrapped in fresh pajamas, she looked at me and smiled.

That smile.

A little sweet, a little mischievous, as if she knew exactly what I’d been thinking about while she was gone.

"I’m going to jump in the shower, if that’s okay," I said, sitting up.

"You better." Her tone was light, casual.

She crawled back into bed as I grabbed my backpack and headed into the bathroom.

I took a quick shower, the hot water waking me up... in more ways than one. My anticipation may have had something to do with that.

After brushing my teeth and putting on deodorant, I pulled on my pajama bottoms and T-shirt, feeling fresh, feeling good, ready for what was next... hoping.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, she was lying in bed... waiting.

I set my backpack down where it had been. 

I laid down beside her, facing her.

Before I could say anything, her hand found my shoulder, fingers soft against my skin, drifting up to my hair, my face.

The simple touch made everything in my body tighten.

In return, I traced my fingers lightly over the fabric of her pajama top, gliding from her shoulder to her hip in a slow motion.

Her skin was warm beneath the fabric.

The way she looked at me? It was impossible not to push the moment further.

I reached under her pajama top, fingertips grazing the smooth skin of her stomach and her waist, then as far around her back as I could reach.

Her breath hitched. Then, she moved.

With a smooth, fluid motion, she rolled on top of me, her thighs straddling my hips, her weight pressing down on me.


​​Waited for her to decide


Her hands pressed against my chest, holding me down just enough to make me feel pinned, controlled—held exactly where she wanted me.

Her hips rocked slowly, grinding against me—the pressure just right, just enough to make my head spin.

She smiled down at me. Knowing exactly what she was doing.

Then, she leaned in, her lips finding mine—soft at first, before deepening into something more.

The feel of her, the weight of her body against mine—impossible not to get lost in it.

Her fingers moved over my skin, tracing my collarbone, slipping under the neckline of my T-shirt.

She kissed me again, pressing even closer, the heat between us building gradually.

I let my hands drift lower, gripping her hips, guiding her just enough to let her feel what she was doing to me.

She felt my excitement, shifting again, pressing down harder.

I exhaled, my fingers tightening their hold, my body aching to push this further.

But instead, I waited. Waited for her to decide how far we were going this time.​
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​​She was in control now


Dana pulled her pajama top over her head, tossing it aside before leaning back down, her lips warm, eager, kissing me again.

My hands moved on instinct, tracing the soft lines of her waist, her back, her hips, exploring her.

Her breath hitched when I kissed below her ear, slow, deliberate nibbles against her skin before trailing my lips down her neck.

She shifted higher, moving against me, her thighs straddling my hips as I kissed my way lower, her skin soft and warm.

When I reached her chest, I took her nipple between my lips, sucking gently, tracing around it with my tongue. 

Her fingers threaded into my hair, holding me there.

Her moans filled the space, each sound pulling me deeper into her.

I shoved my pajama bottoms down and kicked them off.

I reached for hers, slipping inside the waistband, gripping her ass.

I pulled her closer as I slid the fabric down, exposing her.

One hand moved down her thigh, moving between her legs, finding her lips, her clit—wet, wanting.

I explored her slowly, savoring the way her body reacted—the shift of her hips, the way her thighs tensed, the sharp hitch in her breath as my fingers entered her.

Her fingers found me as she reached down between us, wrapping around my cock, stroking... slow... firm.

She was in control now—enjoying the feel of me, the way I wanted her to.

I couldn’t tell if she was driving me crazy for her own amusement or simply taking her time, lost in the moment like I was.

Maybe both.

And then—I couldn’t take it anymore.


​​And I couldn’t resist


I rolled her onto her back, pulling her pajama bottoms off, and tossing them aside.

She was naked, fully exposed—her body a perfect contrast of softness and strength.

I sat up, straddling her hips, her legs wrapping around me, pulling me closer.

Reaching over my head, I pulled my T-shirt off in one motion, the other hand already guiding myself between her lips, experiencing her in the sweetest way.

A sharp inhale as the head of my cock glided over her clit, dragging slowly through her slickness, up and down. I paused at her entrance, waiting.

Her eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth parted. Her back arched—every part of her asking for more.

And then, finally—

I pushed into her.

Slowly. Deliberately. Filling her, stretching her. Taking my time.

The pleasure radiated outward—joy, ecstasy, starting between my legs and spreading everywhere.

The heat of her, the way her body enveloped me, the raw pleasure of it.

Her eyes closed, her head tilted back. Her breasts lifting toward me with the arch in her back.

We were both feeling it—all of it at once.

She gasped, her fingers digging into my shoulders, her hips lifting, her legs tightening, taking me deeper.

A quiet, desperate moan came from her—the kind that made my pulse stutter, my chest tighten, my control nearly snap.

We moved together, our rhythm growing faster. Each thrust pushed us further into the moment, further into each other.

I let my gaze roam—her hips, her stomach, the rise and fall of her chest, the way her blonde hair fanned out across the pillow, her lips parted, her expression pure, unfiltered pleasure.

Then, her eyes opened, locking onto mine. Then she looked down to where our bodies met, watching, fascinated. The want and desire showing in her eyes was so... intoxicating. 

A sharp, electric current passed between us—the thrill of knowing exactly what we were doing to each other.

And I couldn’t resist.

Gently, I reached back and took her by the ankles, spreading her legs wider, opening her up completely.

Her head fell back against the pillow, her body fully exposed to me, fully surrendered.

Her breathing quickened, her moans growing louder, punctuated by the creak of the bed, the sheets twisting in her fists as she held on.

Her breasts bouncing with every movement, her body arching to meet me, taking me in, pulling me in.

The sight alone was almost enough to push me over the edge.

But then—

She coughed. Once. Then again.

The moment stalled. I let go of her legs—she immediately wrapped me up in them again.

I shifted my pace—something softer, something slower.

Her moan dipped—she wasn’t ready for me to slow down.

Leaning forward, I propped myself up, keeping my weight off her chest, pressing my lips to her neck, staying there as her breathing evened out.

Then her fingers tangled in my hair—asking, pleading. I began working my way down from her neck—savoring every inch, feeling every tremor.

I paused at her breasts, circling her nipples with my tongue, pinching lightly with my lips, adding just the barest hint of teeth.

With each touch her grip on my hair tightened, pulling me closer, tilting her head back, making sounds that sent a pulse of warmth through me.

I stopped, holding myself deep inside her, motionless, just feeling her wrapped around me, my focus completely on her pleasure—on giving her something more than just the sex itself.

And then, I moved lower.

I withdrew from her slowly.

She whimpered, her legs and arms clenching around me, trying to keep me inside, keep me in place.

Wanting me to keep going. Wanting me to stay.

But I had other plans.

As I kissed my way down she knew where I was headed. But I think she had been close—so close—before we slowed. Before I slowed. That she didn't want to lose that.

But she had to. Her breathing had been too ragged to continue. So now, I was going to finish this another way.

I trailed kisses over her stomach, her hips, moving lower, until I was exactly where I wanted to be. Where she needed me to be.

She shifted beneath me, her legs let go and spread instinctively, anticipation filled every sound she was making.

I let my tongue play with her bellybutton, drawing out a soft, breathy giggle before moving lower—past the hair on her mons, down to the want burning between her thighs.

This time, I wanted to focus entirely on her.

I took her clit between my lips, sucking gently, letting my tongue toy with it the same way I had with her nipples. 

Her moans were probably carried through the walls.

Then, I let go momentarily, parting her with my fingers, exposing her to me completely. 

Her fingers tangling in my hair as my tongue moved over her, tasting her, experiencing her, feeling the way her hips moved in response to me.

I flattened my tongue, pressed it firmly against her, moving my head in small, rhythmic circles, stimulating everything at once.

Her hips began rolling with me, meeting every movement, her moans grew louder.

I gripped her hips, pulling her against my mouth, against my tongue. Encouraging her to grind against it.

Dana’s body responded eagerly, her fingers pulling tighter in my hair, holding me there—firm, urgent, wordless, as her hips continued to move against me.

She was so close. And I wanted to take her there. But I knew her limits.

Her breathing was already quickening again, her body trembling beneath me.

If I pushed too hard, she’d start coughing again, pulling her out of the moment.

So, I slowed, keeping my movements precise and controlled.

Her fingers tightened in my hair again, not ready for me to stop, not wanting me to stop.

She was anchored to me, riding the edge of what she was chasing.

And I was going to keep her there, make her feel everything, hold her at the peak as long as she could stand it.


​​The way she melted


I slipped my two fingers back inside her, finding the spot that has always amazed me—a distinct area, small, but mighty.

Her body responded instantly. Her hips shifted again. Her inner muscles clenching around my fingers in rhythmic pulses.

The sounds she made—soft, breathy moans, punctuated by sharp inhales—told me exactly how much she was feeling it.

I curled my fingers, stroking in a slow rhythm. Applying just the right amount of pressure. Listening to her. Feeling her body communicate with me.

With my free hand, I drifted lower. Exploring the sensitive and delicate strip of skin between her pussy and her butt. Stroking the area with light strokes, slow pinches, and soft, circular touches.

Her sounds—encouraged me.

I let my fingers wander lower, ever so lightly over her ass—just a whisper of contact, a silent question.

A sharp inhale. A slight pause. But no objection.

So I stayed light, touching, exploratory, gauging the way her hips moved, the way her moans deepened, the way she melted beneath me.

This was just as much for me as it was for her—learning her body. Unraveling her reactions. Watching the way she came undone as I pleasured her.

And it was intoxicating.


​​But I wasn’t done


When I finally withdrew my fingers, her soft whimper of protest sent a pulse of satisfaction through me.

I smiled, placing my damp fingers on her mons, letting my thumb take over, gently, rhythmically, stroking her clit.

I licked down—replacing my fingers with my tongue. Inside her, I explored the ridges, the textures, the heat.

I moved slowly, my tongue stroking deep. Just catching the edges of her G-spot.

As the sensations built, her moans turned into desperate gasps. Her hips rising to meet every flick, every stroke.

I pulled back just enough to watch—the way her body trembled, the way her fingers twisted into the sheets—the way she bit her lip as she fought for control.

God, she was beautiful like this.

But I wasn’t done.

I shifted, letting my tongue glide back up, replacing my thumb on her clit.

Her breathing quickened. Her moans rising in pitch. Her thighs trembling against my shoulders.

And when she tipped over the edge, when her orgasm hit—I didn’t stop.

I adjusted, shifting my focus just below her clit, where the sensation was still sharp but not overwhelming—drawing out her orgasm. Prolonging the waves of pleasure as long as she could take them.

Both hands found my head, gripping tightly at first, then gently pushing me away. Her body shaking, caught in the final tremors of her climax.

I pulled back slowly, watching as she closed her legs instinctively, as she rolled onto her side. Her breath uneven. Her expression blissful.

I stayed close, watching her as she rode out the last of the aftershocks.

It was a fucking gorgeous sight.


​​Oh God, Lind


As she lay there, her body still unsteady from release, I gently guided her onto her stomach, coaxing her toward the center of the bed.

With her legs together, I straddled them just below her hips. My weight pressing into her in all the right places.

My erection had softened some. But I wasn’t ready for this to be over.

I moved against her, rubbing along the soft curve where her ass met her thighs. Feeling the slick heat of her against me.

I drew patterns across her back, my fingers gliding in circles, tracing her spine, the dip of her lower back.

At the same time, I stroked myself against her, sliding through the wetness between her cheeks.

Coaxing. Tempting.

The slow, steady return of my erection, the growing ache of need between us.

She shifted beneath me, her hips pressing into my movements, her small, breathy sounds of encouragement making my head spin.

She arched a little, pushing herself back toward me.

When I was ready again, I parted her thighs, and with one slow, fluid movement, I was back inside her.

The sensation was incredible—the slickness of her, the warmth, the way she clenched around me as if pulling me deeper. The raw pleasure returning, only deeper, more intense.

Her body reacting instantly, her hips lifting, pressing back against me, wanting more. The raw sounds of need—want—pleasure escaping from her.

I kept my movements slow at first with deep, steady strokes, my hands exploring the shape of her back, her waist, her hips.

The rhythm between us built naturally, her moans growing louder, my grip on her tighter, anchoring us.

And then—

“Oh God, Lind,” she moaned, her voice ragged with intensity.

“Cum in me, Lind, cum in me!”

Those words ripped through me like lightning.

Her plea shattered my control.

I thrust deep, calling her name as the orgasm ripped through me, shuddering, emptying into her, lost in the intensity of it.

I felt the subtle tremors of her 2nd orgasm echoing mine. The way she tightened, clenched, and pulsed with me.

And this time, I didn’t miss it.

She was right there with me, wrapped up in the moment we created together.


​​We both froze


As my orgasm faded, I leaned forward, pressing soft kisses along her back. My weight hovering just above her, careful not to crush her.

Her breathing was still uneven. The contented sighs she let out made me smile.

I wanted to hold her, to anchor us in this moment. I wrapped one arm around her waist and gently rolled us onto our sides. My body fit perfectly against hers in our familiar spooning position.

My softening cock still inside her. It felt like the most natural place to be. For a long moment, we just lay there, basking in the afterglow, the heat, the rawness of it all.

And then—

A deep, sudden cough that shook her entire body. And just like that—

I was out!

We both froze. Then, the absurdity of it hit us at the same time.

Dana burst out laughing, and I followed, the sound bubbling up until we were both shaking, crying, laughing so hard neither of us could breathe.

The sound filled the room, unguarded, ridiculous, playful, genuine... the connection, the desire, the want—it all felt natural between us.​
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​​Chapter 5
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​​I do this for her


After a while I got up, I set my hand briefly on Dana’s hip, a reassurance that I’d be right back.

In the bathroom, I grabbed a washcloth and ran it under hot water. I cleaned myself off—face too. The sound of the running water reminded me of another need, so I took care of that.

Rinsing the washcloth out, I soaked it again with fresh, hot water, then grabbed a soft hand towel before heading back to the bedroom.

Dana was already watching me, her expression laced with a knowing amusement, her body a little tense, waiting.

As I approached, she rolled onto her back, her legs parting a little, an unspoken invitation.

I placed the warm washcloth between her legs, letting it rest for a moment over her sensitive skin. She let out a soft, contented sigh, the tension seemed to melt away.

Slowly, I began to clean her, starting with gentle strokes over her clit, then working downward, over her entrance, lower still, making sure to be thorough but delicate.

I passed over her clit once more and couldn’t resist.

Leaning down, I pressed a few quick licks over the sensitive nub.

Dana jerked her thighs closed, her voice a mix of oversensitivity and exasperation as she reached down to swat at me.

“Lind!”

I chuckled at her, as I opened her legs a little to lean back in and kiss her inner thigh before pulling back.

A playful moment I would repeat often.

I pressed the washcloth into her palm.

“You can finish up if I missed anything.”

She shot me a knowing look, but took it without protest.

When she was done, I dried her off gently, then took everything back to the bathroom, rinsing and hanging the washcloth alongside the towel.

A thought flickered through my mind as I stood there.

I do this for her because I want to. Because it means something to me.

And knowing she trusts me—lets me in—makes it mean even more.

When I returned, Dana had already pulled the covers over herself.

I slid back into our familiar spooning position, and without a word, she took my right hand and placed it on her breast, holding it there as she pressed against me.

With the warmth of her body, and her steady breathing—

It didn’t take long before sleep found both of us.

And as I drifted off, I thought—

This—whatever this was—felt easy.

It felt right.

The last 24 hours had been... unexpected.

It started as a daring plan. But it had become so much more than I ever hoped for.

***
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Dana stirred first, waking me. My hand was still on her breast, and between the warmth and sweat, it felt almost glued there.

She peeled it off with a sigh. This time I was the one who whimpered at the loss.

She turned toward me, shifting closer. Draped her leg over mine. Her warm breath against my chest, her skin still flushed from sleep.

I broke the stillness.

“You’re quiet,” I murmured. “What’s on your mind?”

Dana tilted her head back, her green eyes soft but serious.

“I’ve been lying here thinking...” She hesitated, before she said...

“I don’t want you to leave.”

It hit me hard, slicing through the haze of sleep.

I hadn’t expected her to say it.

Not so plainly anyway.

I swallowed, keeping my tone light. “Dana, you know I want to stay. But we both know why I shouldn’t.”

Her eyes drifted away, like she was lost in thought.

Her hand running down my chest to my hip, her fingers playing absently.

“Why not?” she asked, her voice softer now, but no less stubborn. “Why does it matter what anyone else thinks?”

I exhaled, pressing a slow kiss to her forehead.

“Because it does,” I said gently. “If we’re both out again tomorrow, people will talk. And it’s not just talk—it’s questions, rumors, the whole thing.”

Her brows furrowed, her hand stopped moving.

“So what?” she muttered. “Let them talk. It’s none of their business.”

“It’s not,” I agreed, my thumb brushing over the soft curve of her jaw. 

“But do you really want to deal with it? We’re just starting something good here. I don’t want to explain us to anyone when we’re still figuring it out ourselves.”

She sighed, resting her head against my chest.

“I guess that makes sense,” she admitted, her fingers moving lower again.

She reached around to my back and began drifting lightly over my ass.

“You know it does.” I grinned, catching her roaming fingers.

She grinned—slipping her hand free and reaching over my hip for my cock.

“Do you think if I hold on tight enough, I can keep you from going?”

I smiled, kissing her deeply.

“You’re dangerous, you know that?”

She laughed against my lips, her arm wrapping around my neck.

“But if I call out again, and you’re already out, it’ll be too obvious,” I continued. “We don’t need the headache.”

She sighed, her reluctant smile not quite hiding her disappointment.

“Okay,” she murmured. Then—“But no one will notice if you come over this weekend, right?”

A slow smile spread across my face.

“No, no they won’t.”

Her eyes brightened.

“Then it’s a date?” she asked, giving me a playful squeeze that had me sucking in a breath.

“Absolutely.”

She let go, both arms wrapping around me, her head resting on my chest.

For now, we just held each other, the steady rise and fall of her breath against my skin.

She sounded almost... normal again.

We had time to figure this out. Whatever this was.

But for now, we’d stay here, in this moment, a little longer.


​​Yeah, that sealed it


The next time she stirred, she whispered, “We should get up.”

I tightened my arm around her hip, keeping her anchored.

“Not yet.”

She laughed softly. “I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she murmured, leaning in to kiss me before slipping from my grasp.

I cracked one eye open, watching her sit up, the sheet falling away from her bare back.

When she stood, I got a perfect glimpse of her from the side, the soft sway of her hips, the bounce of her breasts as she moved.

She opened her top dresser drawer, pulling out a pair of white lace panties and something else. I smiled to myself, she hasn’t worn panties the whole time I’ve been here.

She smiled at me, pausing just long enough for me to appreciate the view.

Then, she disappeared into the bathroom.

The moment she was gone, I exhaled, scrubbing a hand over my face.

God, I didn’t want to leave.

When she reappeared, she paused slightly before walking toward me.

Framed by the afternoon light through the window, her damp hair clinging to her shoulders, white lace hugging her hips... bare breasts bouncing with every step. My only thought—

Yeah. That sealed it.

I had no fucking chance against her.

Propping myself up on one elbow, I exhaled before pushing myself upright with a groan.

Dana sighed dramatically, her fingers dragging down my arm—slow, patient—sending shivers through me. I leaned forward and took her nipple in my mouth. She pulled back a little until it slipped out, laughing. “If you’re leaving, we don’t have time for that,” she said.

I sighed, forcing myself to move. I stood and made my way to the bathroom. I caught her watching me.

When I returned, her quiet laugh told me she was enjoying the view.

Even as I packed up my backpack, I could feel her eyes on me—tracking my every move. Making no effort to hide it. The way she looked at me, like she wanted me just as much now as she did a few hours ago.

Damn. It had been a long time since I’d felt wanted like this.

As I grabbed my T-shirt, her voice stopped me.

“Wait.”

I turned, finding her standing there, bare-breasted. Her playful smile made it damn near impossible to think straight. She reached for my shirt, tugging at it slightly.
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