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The city lights blurred past the taxi window as I pulled up to the address Liam had texted me. It had been years since college, but when work sent me out here for a week, reaching out to my old roommate felt like the perfect plan. He and Isabella had been the golden couple back then—always together, always laughing. I hadn’t seen them since graduation.

I stepped out of the cab with my bag, and there she was under the porch light, leaning against the railing in a simple sundress that hugged her curves. Isabella. Her dark hair fell loose over her shoulders, and she smiled when she saw me, but there was something tired behind her eyes.

“Hey, stranger,” she called, voice warm but edged with something I couldn’t place. “Liam got stuck in a late meeting. Big client thing. He asked me to come get you instead.”

“No problem,” I said, pulling her into a quick, friendly hug. She smelled like vanilla and red wine already. “I told him not to make a fuss.”

Back at their house—a cozy suburban place with a big kitchen island and framed photos from their travels—she had dinner waiting. Pasta, salad, fresh bread, the works. A bottle of deep red wine sat open on the table.

“I was hoping we’d all celebrate your visit together,” she said, pouring two generous glasses. “But looks like it’s just us tonight.”

We ate and talked about old times—pranks in the dorms, late-night study sessions, the ridiculous parties. The wine went down easy. After the second glass, color rose high in her cheeks. She kept refilling both our glasses, and the conversation slowed. She grew quieter, staring into her drink.

“You okay?” I asked finally.

She let out a long breath. “Liam’s been... gone a lot. Work dinners, travel, whatever. He comes home late, crashes, and that’s it. We haven’t really been together in months. Six, maybe more.” Her voice dropped. “I feel like I’m disappearing.”

The air between us thickened. I could see the hunger in her eyes now, raw and unguarded. The kind of look that says someone’s been starving for touch.

We moved to the couch after dinner. She sat closer than necessary. Her leg brushed mine. Then, without warning, she swung one thigh over my lap and settled on top of me, straddling me slowly. Her dress rode up her smooth thighs.
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