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The apartment was too quiet. That was the first thing I noticed when I stepped through the door after work, the kind of silence that pressed against my eardrums like a held breath. No TV humming in the background, no distant chatter from the kitchen, no laughter—just the low, mechanical whir of the refrigerator and the faint creak of the floorboards under my shoes. I tossed my keys onto the counter, the metallic clatter echoing in the empty space, and exhaled through my nose. Eight months. Eight fucking months since the house had stopped feeling like a home and started feeling like a cell.

I didn’t bother turning on the lights. The glow from the streetlamps outside bled through the blinds, casting long, uneven stripes across the hardwood. My tie was already loose, my dress shirt unbuttoned at the collar by the time I reached the desk in the corner of the living room. The chair squeaked as I sat, the sound grating, familiar. My fingers hovered over the keyboard, hesitating for just a second before I powered up the computer. The screen flickered to life, the blue-tinted light washing over my hands, my bare forearms, the dark skin of my knuckles. I flexed my fingers, cracked them one by one. The routine was automatic now.

The dating site loaded before I’d even finished leaning back in the chair. The logo—a stylized lotus flower intertwined with some bullshit about "bridging cultures"—flashed across the screen, followed by the login prompt. My username and password were saved, of course. BlackLotus88. Stupid. Pretentious. But it had sounded clever at the time, back when I’d first signed up, back when I’d still been telling myself this was just curiosity, just a way to pass the time. Now, it was the only thing that made the evenings tolerable.

The inbox icon glowed red. One new message.

My pulse kicked up, just like it always did. I told myself it was ridiculous—a grown man, thirty-six years old, getting his heart rate up over a goddamn instant message—but I couldn’t help it. I clicked.

Nook25: You there, Matthew?

The words were simple, unadorned, but the sight of them sent a warmth spreading through my chest. I exhaled, slower this time, and typed back.

BlackLotus88: Yeah. Just got home.

I hit send and waited. The little typing indicator appeared almost immediately, those three bouncing dots that had become my favorite sight in the world. I rubbed my palm over my scalp, the smooth skin cool under my fingers. The divorce had taken my hair along with everything else—stress, sleepless nights, the constant gnawing worry about the kids, about money, about being alone. Now, I kept it shaved close, no point in pretending otherwise. It was one less thing to worry about.

Nook25: Long day?

BlackLotus88: Same as always. Numbers, spreadsheets, people who don’t know the difference between a debit and a credit.

Nook25: You sound tired.

I smirked. She always did that—cut straight to the point, no small talk, no bullshit. It was one of the things I liked about her.

BlackLotus88: I am. But I’m here now.

Nook25: Good. I miss you.

The words hit me harder than they should have. I swallowed, my fingers pausing over the keys. Three weeks. We’d been talking for three weeks, and already, the thought of her—of Nook—felt like something necessary, like air after being underwater too long. I knew it was fast. I knew it was probably stupid. But after eight months of silence, of coming home to an empty house, of my ex-wife’s voice in my head telling me I was sick, that I had a problem, that I was obsessed—after all of that, Nook’s messages were the only thing that made me feel like I wasn’t drowning.

BlackLotus88: Miss you too.

I sent it before I could second-guess myself. The response came quick.

Nook25: Tell me about your day. Not the work. The rest.

I leaned back in the chair, the leather creaking under my weight. My slim frame didn’t put much strain on it, but the sound was loud in the quiet room. I thought for a moment, then typed.

BlackLotus88: Not much to tell. Drove past the old house on the way home. Lights were on. Saw the kids’ bikes in the driveway.

Nook25: That hurt?

BlackLotus88: Every fucking time.

Nook25: You should not have to see that.

BlackLotus88: I know. But I do.

Nook25: One day, you will have new things to see. Better things.

I exhaled through my nose, a short, humorless laugh. One day. Like that meant anything. Like time was just going to fix this, fix me.

Nook25: Matthew?

BlackLotus88: Yeah?

Nook25: You are quiet. What are you thinking?

I hesitated. My fingers hovered over the keys. The truth was, I was thinking about her. About the way her voice sounded in the voice notes she sent—soft, slightly accented, warm. About the way she looked in her profile pictures, her dark hair always pulled back, her almond-shaped eyes crinkling at the corners when she smiled. About the way she talked about her son, about her family, about the life she wanted to build. About the way she made me feel like maybe, just maybe, I wasn’t completely broken.

But I didn’t say any of that.

BlackLotus88: Thinking about how it’s been eight months since I’ve been with a woman.

The words were out before I could stop them. My stomach twisted as soon as I hit send. Too much. Too fast. But it was the truth, and Nook had a way of pulling the truth out of me, even when I didn’t want to give it.

The typing indicator appeared, disappeared, appeared again. A long pause. Then:

Nook25: Eight months is a long time.

BlackLotus88: Yeah. Well. My ex made sure of that.

Nook25: She left you because of... what you like?

I clenched my jaw. The old shame burned in my chest, hot and familiar.

BlackLotus88: Yeah. Said I had a problem. That I was obsessed.

Nook25: And are you?

The question hung there, stark and unflinching. I stared at the screen, at the words, at the cursor blinking expectantly. The truth was, I didn’t know. I’d spent years telling myself it was just a preference, just a fantasy. But when your wife looks at you like you’re a stranger, when she tells you she’s disgusted by what turns you on, when she takes your kids and leaves—it’s hard not to wonder if she was right.

BlackLotus88: I don’t know anymore.

Nook25: I think... you are lonely. And lonely men look for things to fill the empty.

I exhaled, sharp and sudden. She had a way of doing that—cutting right to the heart of things.

BlackLotus88: Maybe.

Nook25: You need a woman, Matthew. Not a screen. Not a fantasy. A real woman.

My cock twitched in my slacks at the words. I shifted in the chair, the fabric suddenly too tight, too restrictive. The thought of her—of any woman—after so long was enough to make my blood run hot.

BlackLotus88: You offering?

The words were bold, brash. Not like me. But Nook brought something out in me, something I hadn’t felt in years. Desire. Hunger.

Nook25: Yes.

One word. One fucking word, and my heart was pounding in my chest, my palms slick against the keyboard. I swallowed hard.

BlackLotus88: How?

Nook25: Let me help you.

BlackLotus88: Help me how?

Nook25: You are hard now, yes? Thinking of me?

My breath hitched. I glanced down at myself, at the obvious bulge straining against my pants. Fuck. I was. Of course I was.

BlackLotus88: Yeah.

Nook25: Show me.

The request sent a jolt through me. My fingers twitched.

BlackLotus88: You first.

Nook25: Okay. But you must promise to be honest. No hiding.

BlackLotus88: I promise.

Nook25: Wait.

The typing indicator disappeared. A moment later, a video call request popped up on the screen. My pulse spiked. I hesitated for half a second before accepting.

The screen flickered, then resolved into the grainy image of Nook’s face. She was in a small, dimly lit room, the walls bare except for a single poster—some Thai pop star I didn’t recognize. Her hair was down, black and straight, falling over her shoulders in a way I’d never seen before. Her eyes were dark, warm, fixed on the camera. On me.

“Hi,” she said, her voice soft, her accent thicker than in her messages.

“Hi,” I replied, my own voice rough.

She bit her lower lip, just for a second, before speaking again. “You are still dressed.”

I glanced down at myself—my unbuttoned shirt, my slacks, my socks. “Yeah.”

“Take them off.”

The command sent a shiver down my spine. I didn’t move at first, my body locked in place, my mind racing. This was happening. This was real.

“Matthew,” she said, her voice firmer now. “I want to see you.”

I swallowed hard, then reached for the buttons of my shirt. My fingers fumbled, clumsy, as I undid them one by one. The fabric parted, revealing my chest—slim, not much muscle, the dark skin smooth over my ribs. I shrugged the shirt off, let it fall to the floor. Nook’s breath hitched on the other end, her eyes tracking the movement.

“More,” she said.

I stood, my chair rolling back with a squeak. My hands went to my belt, unbuckled it, pulled it free from the loops. The sound of the leather sliding through the fabric was loud in the quiet room. My slacks followed, pooling around my ankles. I stepped out of them, left them in a heap on the floor. My boxers were next, tented obscenely by my erection. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and paused, looking at Nook.

She was watching me, her lips parted slightly, her chest rising and falling faster than before. “All of it,” she whispered.

I pushed the boxers down, let them drop. My cock sprang free, thick and dark, curving slightly upward, the head already glistening with pre-cum. I was harder than I’d been in months, the ache almost painful.

Nook made a soft sound—something between a gasp and a moan. “Oh,” she breathed. “You are...” She trailed off, her eyes locked on me. “Big.”

I let out a shaky laugh, my hand instinctively wrapping around my shaft. “You like?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice husky. “Very much.” She hesitated, then reached for the hem of her shirt. “My turn?”

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak.

She pulled the shirt over her head, revealing her bare breasts. They were full, heavy, the dark brown nipples large and already stiff. Her belly was soft, rounded, her waist narrowing slightly before flaring out to her hips. She wasn’t thin—she was curvy, in a way that made my mouth water. She reached for the waistband of her pants, pushed them down her thighs, stepped out of them. She wasn’t wearing underwear.

My breath caught.

She was completely bare, her dark curls thick between her legs, her thighs pressing together slightly, as if she were already sensitive, already aroused. She spread her legs just an inch, giving me a glimpse of the glistening pink between them.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my grip tightening around my cock.

Nook smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “You like what you see?”

“God, yes.”

“Touch yourself,” she said. “I want to watch.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My hand began to move, stroking myself from base to tip, my thumb spreading the pre-cum over the head. The sensation was almost overwhelming, the pleasure sharp and immediate after so long without release.

Nook’s fingers slid between her legs, disappearing into her curls. She let out a soft moan, her head tilting back slightly. “Yes,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

I watched her, my strokes growing faster, more urgent. She was touching herself in slow, deliberate circles, her fingers slick with her own arousal. The sounds she made—soft, wet, needy—filled the room through the speakers, driving me wild.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said, the words spilling out before I could stop them.

She laughed, a breathy, disbelieving sound. “No. But I am yours.”

The words sent a jolt through me. Yours. Like I could have her. Like she was already mine.

“Faster,” she urged, her voice tight. “I want to see you come.”

I obeyed, my hand flying over my cock, my balls drawing up tight. The pleasure coiled low in my gut, sharp and insistent. I could feel the orgasm building, the pressure mounting, my breath coming in ragged gasps.

Nook’s fingers moved faster, her moans growing louder, more desperate. “Yes, Matthew,” she panted. “Yes, just like that—oh, fuck—”

Her back arched, her free hand gripping the edge of the desk she was sitting at. I watched, mesmerized, as her body trembled, her thighs shaking, her fingers buried deep inside herself. The sight of her coming undid me.

“Nook—fuck—” I groaned, my cock twitching violently in my grip. The first spurt of cum hit my stomach, hot and thick, followed by another, and another, my release painting my skin in thick, white stripes. I came harder than I had in years, my body shuddering with the force of it, my vision blurring at the edges.

When I finally collapsed back into the chair, spent and breathing hard, Nook was watching me, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from biting them. She looked satisfied. Proud, even.

“Good?” she asked, her voice soft.

I let out a shaky laugh. “Yeah. Really good.”

She smiled, her fingers still resting between her legs. “I am glad.”

I reached for a tissue from the box on the desk, wiped myself off as best I could. The cum was already cooling on my skin, sticky and uncomfortable. “You’re incredible,” I said, meaning it.

She ducked her head, suddenly shy. “I just... wanted to help.”

“I needed that,” I admitted. “More than I realized.”

She looked up at me, her dark eyes serious. “You should not be alone, Matthew.”

The words hit me square in the chest. I swallowed hard. “I don’t want to be.”

“Then don’t be.”

I exhaled, running a hand over my scalp. “It’s not that simple.”

“It can be,” she said. “If you want it to be.”

I studied her face on the screen—her soft features, her warm eyes, the way she looked at me like I was something worth wanting. The thought of her, of this, being real—it was almost too much to hope for.

“What are you saying?” I asked, my voice quiet.

She hesitated, then squared her shoulders, as if steeling herself. “I want to meet you.”

My heart stuttered. “Meet me?”

“Yes.” She nodded, her expression determined. “In person. I want to be with you. Really be with you.”

The idea sent a thrill through me, sharp and electric. But beneath it, there was fear—fear of hoping, fear of wanting, fear of being let down. “Nook, I—”

“No,” she said, cutting me off. “Do not say no. Not yet. Just... think about it. Please.”

I stared at her, at the way her lower lip trembled just slightly, at the vulnerability in her eyes. She was offering me something I hadn’t dared to want in years. A connection. A future. Her.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, my voice rough.

She smiled, slow and relieved. “Good.”

We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of what we’d just done—what we’d just said—hanging between us. It felt like a turning point. Like something had shifted, irrevocably.

“When?” I asked finally, the word slipping out before I could stop it.

Nook’s eyes lit up. “Soon,” she said. “As soon as we can.”

I nodded, my mind already racing with the possibilities, the logistics, the what-ifs. But for the first time in months, the fear didn’t feel overwhelming. It felt... manageable. Like maybe, just maybe, I could do this. Like maybe I could have her.

“Soon,” I agreed.

She smiled, and for the first time in a long time, I let myself believe that things might actually get better.
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The moment the automatic doors of Suvarnabhumi Airport hissed open, the thick, humid air of Bangkok hit me like a wall—heavy with the scent of diesel, street food, and something sweet beneath it all, like frangipani blooming in the heat. I adjusted the strap of my carry-on, my shirt already clinging to my back, and scanned the sea of faces waiting beyond the arrival barriers. Families held signs, drivers in crisp uniforms checked phones, lovers embraced—then there she was.

Nook.

She stood near the back of the crowd, her sundress—some flimsy, floral thing that clung to her hips and swayed when she shifted—making her look like she’d just stepped out of a dream I’d had a hundred times. The dress dipped low enough to tease the swell of her breasts, the fabric stretched tight over her thighs, and her hair was down, black and straight, framing her face like she’d just rolled out of bed. My bed. My breath caught.

Then she saw me.

Her lips parted, her eyes widened just for a second—long enough for me to see the shock, the disbelief—before she was moving, pushing past a group of tourists with muttered apologies, her sandals slapping against the tile. I barely had time to drop my bag before she was in front of me, her hands flying to my shoulders, her body pressing against mine like she was trying to merge us together. And then her mouth was on mine.

It wasn’t a hesitant kiss. It wasn’t sweet.

It was hungry.

Her lips crashed into mine, her tongue pushing past my teeth before I could even react, hot and wet and demanding. I groaned into her mouth, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer, feeling the softness of her body against mine. She made a sound—something between a whimper and a growl—and then her leg was hitching up, her thigh wrapping around my hip, her dress riding up just enough that I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric of her panties. My cock twitched, already hardening, and I broke the kiss just long enough to gasp, “Fuck, Nook—”

“I can’t believe this is real,” she breathed against my lips, her voice thick with that Thai accent that had haunted my late-night fantasies for weeks. Her fingers dug into my shoulders, her nails biting through my shirt. “Me neither.” My hands slid down to her ass, squeezing, pulling her tighter against me. The way her body molded to mine—soft where I was hard, curves where I was angles—it was like we’d been designed to fit together. “I’m so happy you’re here,” she whispered, her breath hot, her lips brushing mine with every word.

I laughed, breathless, my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. “You’re telling me.” My hands roamed up her back, tangling in her hair, tilting her head just right so I could kiss her deeper, slower this time, savoring the way her tongue moved against mine, the way her body shuddered when I bit her lower lip. The airport blurred around us—the announcements, the rolling suitcases, the chatter of strangers—all of it fading into white noise, drowned out by the sound of her breathing, the wet slick of our mouths, the way her hips rolled against mine like she was already trying to fuck me right there in the middle of arrivals.

When we finally pulled apart, her lips were swollen, her eyes dark and glazed, her chest rising and falling fast. She touched her fingers to her mouth, like she was checking if it was still hers, then grinned—slow, wicked, the kind of grin that promised everything. “Your flight okay?” she asked, her voice rough, her hand sliding down my arm to twine her fingers with mine.

I huffed a laugh, still dizzy from the kiss. “Long. But worth it.” I squeezed her hand, my thumb tracing circles over her knuckles. She was real. She was here. After weeks of texts and calls and that one video call that had left me hard for hours, she was standing in front of me, her skin warm, her scent—something floral and musky, like jasmine and sweat—wrapping around me.

She tugged me toward the exit, her hips swaying with every step, the dress clinging to the curve of her ass. “Come on,” she said, glancing back at me over her shoulder, her eyes bright with mischief. “I want to show you my city.”

I followed, my bag bumping against my leg, my cock still half-hard in my pants. The second we stepped outside, the heat hit me again, thicker this time, mixed with the exhaust of idling taxis and the sizzle of food carts lining the pickup zone. Nook flagged down a cab with a sharp wave, then turned to me, pressing me back against the side of the car before the driver could even get out. Her hands were on my chest, her body pinning me in place, and then she was kissing me again, her mouth open and demanding, her tongue sweeping against mine like she was trying to memorize the taste of me.

“Fuck,” I groaned when she pulled back, my lips tingling, my head spinning. She grinned, her fingers trailing down my chest, over my stomach, dangerously close to the waistband of my pants.

“Patience,” she murmured, her voice a purr. Then she opened the cab door and slid inside, her dress riding up her thighs as she scooted across the seat. I followed, my body moving on autopilot, my mind still stuck on the way her mouth had felt, the way her hips had rolled against mine, the way her breath had hitched when I’d squeezed her ass.

The cab pulled away from the curb, merging into the chaotic flow of Bangkok traffic—tuk-tuks weaving between cars, motorbikes zipping past with inches to spare, the honking and shouting and music bleeding together into a symphony of controlled chaos. Nook leaned into me, her thigh pressing against mine, her hand resting on my knee. I could feel the heat of her palm even through my pants, could smell her perfume—sweet, intoxicating—mixing with the leather and air freshener of the cab.

“You’re staring,” she said, her voice low, amused.

I dragged my gaze from her legs—her thighs pressed together, the hem of her dress barely covering them—to her face. She was watching me, her lips parted, her eyes dark with something that made my cock throb. “Can’t help it,” I admitted, my voice rough. I reached out, brushing my knuckles over her cheek, her skin impossibly soft. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

She laughed, a soft, breathy sound, and leaned into my touch. “You say that like you’re surprised.”

“I am.” My fingers trailed down her neck, over her collarbone, teasing the edge of her dress. “I didn’t think anyone could live up to the way I imagined you.”

Her breath hitched, her chest rising as my fingers dipped lower, tracing the swell of her breast through the fabric. “And?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I leaned in, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You’re better.”

She shivered, her body pressing closer, her hand sliding up my thigh, her fingers grazing the growing bulge in my pants. “Good,” she murmured. Then her mouth was on mine again, her kiss slow and deep, her tongue teasing mine, her hand squeezing me through my pants. I groaned, my hips jerking up into her touch, my mind short-circuiting at the feel of her—here, now, her body against mine, her mouth hot and wet, her fingers tracing the length of my cock like she was measuring me for later.

The cab driver cleared his throat.

Nook pulled back with a smirk, her lips glistening, her hand still resting on my thigh. I was hard as fuck, my cock straining against my zipper, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She licked her lips, her eyes dropping to my crotch, then back up to my face. “Soon,” she promised, her voice a dark whisper.

I swallowed, my pulse roaring in my ears. Soon couldn’t come fast enough.

The hotel was one of those mid-range places just off Sukhumvit—clean, modern, the kind of place where the lobby smelled like lemon cleaner and the front desk staff gave you polite, practiced smiles. Nook had booked the room, insisting on paying for the first night herself, and when we walked in, the guy behind the counter didn’t even bat an eye at the way she was pressed against my side, her hand tucked into the back pocket of my jeans like she was staking a claim.

Check-in was a blur. Nook handled most of it, her Thai rapid and fluid, the clerk nodding and typing and sliding a keycard across the counter. I barely registered the room number before she was tugging me toward the elevators, her fingers laced with mine, her body radiating heat. The second the doors closed, she had me pinned against the wall, her mouth on mine, her hands roaming—one tangled in what little hair I had left on the back of my head, the other gripping my cock through my pants, her thumb pressing against the head through the fabric.
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