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​Chapter 1: The Lingerie Drawer
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Ethan had checked the driveway twice. No sign of Lindsey’s car. She’d said something about brunch with the girls and a hair appointment afterward — plenty of time. The silence in the apartment was deep, the kind that dared you to misbehave.

His heart pounded harder than it should’ve as he slipped into their bedroom. The light from the window fell across the dresser, the second drawer down practically calling his name.

Her lingerie drawer.

He opened it slowly, reverently. Silk and lace, pastel and black — all neatly folded, intoxicatingly scented. His fingers hovered above a pair of blush-pink lace panties, nearly see-through, delicate, feminine.

One slip. One soft sigh. They were around his thighs before he could talk himself out of it.

He inhaled sharply as the fabric slid over his skin — tight, perfect, wrong in all the ways that thrilled him.

His reflection in the mirror made him pause. There he was: six-foot-one, gym-built Ethan... wearing his fiancée’s panties like a dirty little secret. Shame warmed his face, but his cock twitched with excitement. He opened the drawer again — this time more boldly.

A white lace garter belt. A matching bra. He hesitated, then stripped off his shirt. The bra barely fit, but it didn’t matter. It was about how it made him feel — soft, submissive, like he wasn’t in control anymore.

His fingers trailed over the wedding veil tucked at the back of the drawer. He picked it up with trembling hands, placing it over his head like some corrupted bridal fantasy. The blush on his cheeks deepened. “Such a pretty little...”

Click.

The front door.

His breath froze.

“Ethan?” Lindsey’s voice rang through the apartment. “I forgot my phone!”

He panicked, stumbling for the closet, tripping over himself. The lace caught on his leg. He pulled, tore, cursed.

Too late.

She opened the door to their bedroom, phone in hand — and stopped cold.

The look on her face wasn’t confusion. It was something else. Something far more dangerous.
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