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Chapter 1: Midnight Disturbances
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The sharp click of Carina’s heels on the hallway hardwood cut through the bedroom’s soft, post-sex haze. Ava felt Jordan’s body go still beneath her, his breathing pausing mid-exhale. Then another sound, lower and heavier—a man’s boot—followed by a giggle that was unmistakably Carina’s, hushed and tipsy.

Ava shifted, her back sliding against Jordan’s damp chest. “She brought someone home.”

“Sounds like it,” Jordan murmured into her hair.

For a moment, there was only the sound of the cicadas through the open balcony door, the faint smell of jasmine mixing with their own scent on the sheets. Then Carina’s bedroom door shut.

Silence. For about thirty seconds.

Then it started. A low, throaty moan, carried through the wall. The distinct, rhythmic thump of a headboard meeting drywall. Another moan, sharper this time, followed by a rough, male laugh.

Ava felt Jordan’s cock, which had been soft against her thigh, give a definite, involuntary twitch. She craned her neck to look up at him. Moonlight caught the edge of his jaw, set tight. His eyes were open, fixed on the ceiling.

“Sounds... enthusiastic,” Ava said.

Jordan’s gaze dropped to hers. A slow, wry smile spread across his face. “She doesn’t do anything by halves.”

Another series of thumps, faster now, punctuated by a cry that was pure Carina—uninhibited, bold. Jordan’s hand slid from Ava’s waist to her stomach, his fingers splaying wide. His touch was warm, possessive. The noises next door were a stark, pulsing counterpoint to their own settled intimacy.

“Does it bother you?” Ava asked quietly.

He thought for a second. “No. It’s her life. Her room.” His thumb drew a slow circle on her skin. “Just makes me glad our wall is thick.”

They lay there, listening. The sounds from Carina’s room weren’t romantic; they were athletic, primal, a concert of raw friction and release. Jordan hardened fully against her, a physiological response to the auditory onslaught he couldn’t—and didn’t try to—hide.

Ava wriggled back against him, a soft sigh escaping her lips. He groaned quietly, his mouth finding the spot where her neck met her shoulder. “You’re not helping,” he breathed.

“I’m not trying to help,” she whispered back, tilting her head to give him better access.

For a while, the two rooms performed a strange, disconnected duet—the frantic, climbing symphony from one side of the wall, and on their side, a slow, deep reawakening, a lazy reclamation of their own space. Jordan rolled Ava onto her back, his large frame blotting out the moonlight as he moved over her. This time was slower, less about urgency and more about a reaffirmation, a quiet conversation of touch while the walls around them hummed.

Eventually, the noises next door peaked in a crescendo of gasps and a final, shuddering bang of the headboard, then dissolved into low, indistinguishable murmurs. Silence, deeper than before, settled over the house.

Jordan collapsed beside Ava, pulling her into him so her head rested on his shoulder. They didn’t speak. The interference was over, and their own rhythm had found its conclusion. Sleep pulled at them, heavy and warm.

Ava woke to the first grey light of dawn seeping around the edges of the blackout curtains. The digital clock on Jordan’s nightstand read 5:17 AM. She heard it then—the soft, cautious tread of footsteps in the hall, the subtle creak of the front door opening, a pause, and the definitive click of it closing. The guy was leaving.

She lay still, listening to Jordan’s deep, even breaths. After a few minutes, she carefully extricated herself from his hold, slipping out from under the sheets. She pulled on Jordan’s discarded t-shirt, which hung to her mid-thigh, and padded silently out of their room.

The hallway was calm, the earlier energy completely dissipated. She paused outside Carina’s door. Absolute quiet. Pressing her ear lightly to the wood, she heard nothing but the faint whir of a ceiling fan.

Ava pushed the door open just enough to peer inside. The room was dim, lit only by the early dawn glow. Ava pushed the door open wider. Carina was sprawled diagonally across her king-sized bed, a sheet tangled around her legs, one arm thrown over her face. Her room was a mirror of Ava and Jordan’s, with the same cream walls and muted wood floor, but her balcony doors were shut, the blinds drawn. An ashtray on the nightstand held the spent roach of a joint. Ava smiled softly and pulled the door closed.

She padded downstairs, her bare feet silent on the cool wood. The house was simple, a two-bedroom rectangle designed for function over flair. The open-plan living area flowed into a basic kitchen with plain white cabinets and stainless steel appliances that saw more use from food delivery containers than actual cooking. A downstairs bathroom, clean and utilitarian with a single shower, stood off the hallway.

Through the large sliding glass doors in the living room, the faint blue light of morning illuminated the back garden. A concrete patio held a few weather-worn lounge chairs, and beyond that, the rectangular swimming pool glimmered, its surface perfectly still. The garden was mostly wild grass and a few resilient jasmine bushes that scented the air.

Ava slid the door open and stepped outside. The morning air was chill, raising goosebumps on her legs. She walked around the side of the house to the front driveway. Three cars sat in the modest parking area.

Jordan’s primary car was a matte grey SUV, large, expensive, and immaculately clean. It was for work, for impressions. Next to it sat Ava’s car—a small, cherry-red coupe Jordan had bought her. It was playful and fast, but it mostly just collected a fine layer of pollen. She rarely drove it; Jordan’s morning and afternoon routine of dropping her off and picking her up from the local community college was a non-negotiable pillar of their life. He paid the tuition, he insisted on her attendance, and she went, not out of passion but out of a quiet understanding that it was important to him.

Beside her coupe was Carina’s car—a sleek, black sedan, practical and understated, just like her work persona. It sat there most days, as Carina preferred to ride with Jordan to their consultancy firm, the conversations on the drive carefully avoiding any shop talk, a rule they all followed. Work and studies stayed at the door.

Ava hugged herself, looking back at the house. It was a haven, isolated at the end of a long, private lane, surrounded by tall pines. Jordan craved that isolation, the quiet. Ava, with her long red hair and easy smile, was his opposite, drawn to people and noise, yet here she was, seamlessly woven into his silent world. She had nowhere else to be. No family. This was her home now, had been for six months.

She thought of the sleeping figures inside. Jordan, all six-foot-two of him, heavy-built with tousled blonde hair, still asleep in their bed. The memory of him pressed against her last night, of his nine inch cock and his body size and the specific, formidable weight of him, sent a small, private shiver through her. At five feet tall and thirty-eight kilograms, she was dwarfed by him, a fact they both found endlessly compelling. Her own body—thirty-inch breasts, a twenty-four-inch waist, thirty-two-inch hips—felt like it was designed to fit against his. Even the trimmed handful of hair between her legs was a personal preference he’d never voiced anything but appreciation for.

And Carina. Five-foot-three, but where Ava was petite, Carina was all curves—thirty-six-inch D-cup breasts, the same twenty-four-inch waist, but flaring to a thirty-four-inch butt. Her long blonde hair was a sharper, platinum version of Ava’s fiery red. They were different species, she and Carina, yet they coexisted in this simple house with a strange, easy harmony.

Ava went back inside, climbed the stairs, and slipped back into bed. Jordan stirred, his arm automatically curling around her waist, pulling her tiny frame into the heat of his body. She closed her eyes.

The smell of coffee and bacon woke her hours later. Bright Saturday sunlight streamed through the balcony doors Jordan had opened. He was already gone from the bed. She could hear the low murmur of voices downstairs.

She showered in their en-suite bathroom, another simple, clean space with a large walk-in shower. She dried her long hair, letting it cascade in red waves down her back, and pulled on a simple black string bikini. Over it, she threw one of Jordan’s white button-down shirts, wearing it as a dress.

Downstairs, Jordan was at the stove, his broad back tense as he focused on scrambling eggs. He wore only swim trunks, his blonde hair still damp from his own shower. Carina sat at the kitchen island, already in a neon green bikini top and a sheer sarong. She was rolling a joint with precise, practiced movements, her neon nails flashing in the sun.

“Sleep okay?” Carina asked without looking up.

“Once the concert next door ended,” Ava said, hopping onto a stool beside her.

Carina smirked, licking the edge of the paper. “Sorry about that. He was... a percussionist.”

Jordan turned, a small smile on his face. He set a plate of eggs and bacon in front of Ava. “Eat.”

“Pool day?” Ava asked, picking up a strip of bacon.

“It’s Saturday,” Jordan said, as if that were the only reason needed. He leaned against the counter, his heavy build making the space seem smaller. His eyes, a clear, pale blue, tracked her movements. “We’re all here. No work. No school.”

“Just sun,” Carina said, sealing the joint. She lit it, took a deep pull, and held the smoke for a long moment before exhaling a thin, fragrant cloud. “And maybe a dip.”

They ate quickly, the conversation light and scattered. Ava talked about a friend from class, Jordan mentioned the garden needed watering, Carina complained about a vague client without ever getting specific. The rules held. No technical terms, no deep dives. Just the easy, simple currency of shared space.

After eating, they migrated outside. The sun was high and hot. Jordan slid the solar cover off the pool, the water beneath a perfect, inviting turquoise.

Carina shed her sarong. The neon green of her bikini was electric against her skin. She laid the joint and a lighter on the arm of her lounge chair and picked up a bottle of sunscreen. She squeezed a dollop into her palm, but fumbled with the cap, her fingers slick.

“Ugh,” she muttered, trying to set the bottle down without spilling the cream.

“Here, let Jordan do it,” Ava said, her voice bright and mischievous.

Jordan, who was adjusting the umbrella for shade, paused. “What?”

“Carina needs sunscreen. Your hands are clean.” Ava nodded towards Carina, who was now trying to wipe her palm on the side of her chair, the joint still clamped between her lips as she flicked the lighter.

“I can manage,” Carina said, the words muffled around the paper.

“Don’t be silly. Jordan doesn’t mind. Do you, Jordan?” Ava’s tone was innocent, but her eyes sparkled with a knowing glint.

Jordan looked from Ava’s playful smirk to Carina, who shrugged, finally getting the joint lit and taking a long, slow pull. She exhaled, a serene smile on her face, and settled back into the lounge chair, arms slightly spread. “If the man’s offering.”

He’d normally never do this. It was a line, unspoken but understood, in their easy coexistence. Personal space, but not privacy. This felt different. Deliberate.

Ava picked up the sunscreen bottle and pushed it into his hand. “Start with her arms.”

Jordan took the bottle, the cream warm from the sun. He squeezed a line onto Carina’s outstretched forearm.

“Don’t forget her hands,” Ava directed from her chair, sipping her iced water.

Jordan worked the cream over Carina’s palms, between her fingers. Her hands were small, capable.

“Now her stomach,” Ava said, her giggle barely contained.

Carina lifted her hips slightly, allowing him access to her midriff. He applied the cream in broad, swift strokes over the flat plane of her stomach, feeling the defined muscle beneath. The neon green fabric of her bikini top was a stark border.

“The sides, Jordan. You’ll miss the sides,” Ava chirped.

His fingers glided over the sensitive skin along the crest of her hip bone, dipping just beneath the line of her bikini bottom. Carina took another hit from the joint, her eyes closed, her breath steady. Ava’s quiet giggle was a soundtrack.

“Her back must be burning,” Ava observed. “Turn over, Carina.”

Carina complied, rolling onto her stomach with a fluid motion. The clasp of her bikini top lay exposed, a complicated knot between her shoulder blades. The swell of her breasts pressed against the chair’s fabric on either side.

“You better get her shoulders,” Ava said. “And... you know. The side of her butt. The sun’s really angled now.”

Jordan squeezed more cream into his hand. He worked it over Carina’s shoulders, down the line of her spine. Then, his thumb swept a line of cream along the curve where her buttock met the chair, just beyond the bikini line. The skin was impossibly soft. Carina hummed, a low, contented sound, as she exhaled a plume of smoke.

“Her legs are looking a bit pink,” Ava added, her voice thick with suppressed laughter.

“Ava,” Jordan said, a warning in his tone.

“What? It’s just sunscreen.” She grinned at him, all wide-eyed faux innocence. “You’re being a good friend.”

Carina lifted her head, turning to look back at Ava over her shoulder. A slow, knowing smile spread across her face. “You’re a little devil, you know that?”

“I have no idea what you mean,” Ava said, finally letting her laugh out, a light, bubbling sound.

Jordan finished with Carina’s legs, his movements efficient now. He capped the bottle and dropped it onto the table between their chairs. Without a word, he walked to the deep end of the pool and dove in.

The water was a shock, a cold silence that swallowed him whole. He stayed under, letting the momentum carry him to the other side. When he surfaced, the world was muted. He could see them, two figures in the brilliant sun—one neon, one in his oversized shirt—but he couldn’t hear them. He floated on his back, staring at the perfect blue sky.

Last night’s sounds replayed in his head. The thump of the headboard. Carina’s cry. The way his own body had reacted, pressed against Ava’s. And now, the warm weight of Carina’s skin under his hands, the compliant arch of her back, Ava’s giggle curling around him like smoke.

He was hard again. He rolled onto his stomach, diving down to the pool’s bottom where the water was coldest, trying to press the feeling away. When he came up for air, Ava was standing at the pool’s edge, her small feet pale on the concrete.

“Coming in?” she asked, her smile soft now, not mischievous.

He swam towards her. “Yeah.”

She pulled his shirt over her head, dropping it on a chair. The black string bikini left little to the imagination. She didn’t dive. She jumped, feet first, cannonballing into the water beside him, the splash soaking his face.

He grabbed her waist, her body slick and cool from the water, and she shrieked, laughing, as he pulled her close. He kissed her, a deep, claiming kiss there in the middle of the pool, his hands holding her tiny frame against his. When he pulled back, she was breathless.

“You’re trouble,” he murmured, his forehead against hers.

“You like it,” she whispered back.

From the lounge chair, Carina watched them, taking one last hit from the joint before stubbing it out. The sun was a heavy blanket, and the weed settled into her limbs like a warm, liquid weight. She closed her eyes, listening to the gentle slosh of water from the pool and the distant, lazy hum of a lawnmower somewhere down the lane. Her breathing slowed.

The afternoon sun crept across her chair. At some point, she shifted, turning onto her side in a deep, sun-drunk sleep. The complicated knot of her neon green bikini top, loosened by Jordan’s earlier sunscreen application, gave way against the cushion’s pressure.

One smooth, full breast slipped free, lying bare and exposed to the daylight.

Jordan saw it first. He was climbing out of the pool, water sheeting off his body. He paused, towel in hand, his gaze flicking to Carina’s sleeping form. He nudged Ava, who was still floating on her back.

“Hey,” he said quietly, nodding towards the chair. “Cover her up.”

Ava paddled to the edge and hoisted herself out. She dripped across the concrete, picking up the sunscreen bottle again. Instead of pulling the fabric back into place, she squeezed a small pearl of white lotion onto her fingertips.

“She’ll burn,” Ava whispered, though Carina was deeply asleep.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
. The
~ Simple Life





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





