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Chapter 1 

Desire

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting an amber glow through the windows of Zoey’s house as we curled up on her plush couch. Her place had always felt like a second home to me, especially since her mom, Lucy, had passed away. The house was eerily quiet except for the occasional creaks of the floorboards and the muffled sounds of Zoey’s dad, Matthew, working away in his office upstairs. The atmosphere was a stark, hollow echo of the bustling life before Lucy’s tragic accident.

Zoey’s normally bright eyes were clouded with concern as she leaned into me, her short, curly red hair tickling my cheek. “Lil, Daddy’s been so lonely since Mom passed. I mean, I know he misses her, but I think he really needs some… company, you know?”

My thoughts strayed to the man upstairs, my heart thumping with a secretive, illicit thrill. Those strong hands, that charming smile… I couldn’t deny that I had noticed the way he looked at me, either. But this was more than just some silly, forbidden fantasy — there was a simmering attraction between us, a forbidden heat that begged for release.

“Maybe you should try and set him up with someone?” I suggested casually, hating how my voice betrayed the racing of my pulse.

Zoey’s smile was wry. “Trust me, I’ve tried. It’s like he’s sworn off women or something. But I catch him looking. At me…” Her voice trailed off, the discomfort clear in her tone.

My pulse quickened. Instinctively, I slid my hand along her arm, offering comfort. “What do you mean, at you?”

Her eyes darted away. “This is kind of weird, but… sometimes when I’m in my tight yoga pants…”

I couldn’t help but picture it — Zoey, with her tight, firm body and those peachy bottoms, stretching suggestively. It was a sight that would make any man’s jaw drop, especially a lonely widower like Matthew.

“It’s not just me though,” she added, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’ve noticed the way he looks at you, too. It’s like he can’t help himself.”

My skin prickled with anticipation. Sure, he might have glanced my way, but surely he didn’t see me that way? Did he feel the same dark, coiling desires that tugged at my thoughts?

I couldn’t help but ask, my voice layered with false innocence. “So, what exactly does he do?”

“It’s the little things, you know? Like when you bend over to grab something from the fridge, his gaze just… lingers. He’ll just stare at your ass for a second before he snaps out of it.” Zoey giggled, and the sound was like a sizzle in the loaded silence.

My breath hitched. Matthew, a man whose body radiated quiet dominance, was watching me? The thought alone was intoxicating.

“But it’s not just that, Lil. He tries to hide it, but when we watch movies with… those scenes... I see his hand stray, you know?”

Oh, I knew. The mental images painted themselves in vivid, erotic detail — his hand wandering down to his groin, adjusting himself, the hard ridge in his pants a silent testament to his need.

“Maybe we should introduce him to someone,” I offered, trying to keep my tone light as I considered the potential power I had. If he was watching, maybe I could be the one to satisfy those cravings.

“There isn’t anyone,” she sighed, flopping her head onto my shoulder. “But it’s kind of hot, though, right? All that pent-up… desire.”

“Yeah,” the word slipped out, breathy and uncontrolled. “I guess.” My mind was already swimming.

As Zoey talked, my mind drifted. The image of Matthew’s handsome face, contorted with raw passion. His powerful body poised above me. And then, a darker flash, a forbidden, depraved image: his thick, heavy length

My cheeks flamed, the heat spreading down my neck. His wavy brown hair falling into his eyes as he’d groan, his grip tightening in my hair, holding me in place as he fucked my tight throat. The salty taste of his pre-cum hitting my tongue, a tantalizing promise…

I swallowed thickly, my throat constricting as if trying to mimic the feeling of his swollen member buried deep. It felt so real I had to force myself back, the thump of my heart echoing like a guilty confession. This was insane. This was my best friend’s dad.

I cleared my throat, forcing my hands to remain steady. “You’re right, it’s gotta be… hard for him.” The remark slipped past my lips, and I prayed she hadn’t picked up on the smoldering thoughts behind it.

Zoey elbowed me playfully. “See? Now, how do we find him someone to… unwind with?”

I smiled at her, silently vowing that if he truly did need unwinding, I’d be the one to help. The idea of being the one to soothe his loneliness, to be the focus of that desperate, masculine need… how could I resist?

“Well,” I began, stroking my lower lip with a fingertip, “I’m sure we can think of something. Maybe a surprise setup?”

Her eyes lit up. “Oooh, yeah! We could sign him up for some dating app or set up a blind date. Let’s get him laid!”

The phrase “blind date” sparked a devious idea. What if it wasn’t just a simple setup? My thoughts raced. If I could get him alone, reveal my true desires… perhaps he would finally see how much I craved him.

“Lilly? Earth to Lilly!” Zoey’s voice snapped me back, a knowing grin playing on her lips.

“Oh, sorry,” I responded, shaking the daydream away. “Yeah, let’s definitely do something. Maybe I can come up with an idea later?”

“Cool,” she said, already lost in her phone, probably scrolling through dating apps.

But as I sat there, I knew she had unwittingly handed me the key to my darkest fantasy. And if Matthew truly was that desperate, was I so wrong for wanting to be the one to relieve him?

We moved on, trading stories from our days on campus and gossiping about drama from our classes, our laughter echoing in the stillness. Yet, my thoughts kept drifting back to Matthew’s loneliness and the desperate need I was now sure he was feeling.

And then it happened: the heavy tread of footsteps on the staircase, cutting through our banter.

Matthew appeared in the doorway, the soft light framing him, highlighting his sharp jawline and the way his button-down shirt stretched tautly across his broad chest. My breath caught. He was all lean muscle and quiet power, a youthful charisma that belied his 42 years.
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