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FORBIDDEN

(THE PAST)



FORBIDDEN - CHAPTER
ONE

IT HADN’T oCCURRED to Finn Ashton that she would find
herself longing for the woman at the front of the lecture hall
when she enrolled at university—her start date three months
ago. She didn’t usually need to long for anyone. Yet here she
was, longing for Aer.

Gillian Masters.
The sexiest woman alive.

Her gaze swept up Gillian’s body as she turned her back on
the room full of students, but Finn hadn’t heard a word she’d
said. That wasn’t ideal given the fact that Finn would be
paying off her student loans for the next twenty-odd years, but
if this was what she had to keep her entertained, she would pay
double. Fuck, I'd pay triple for an arse like that in my lap. She
cocked her head ever so slightly—inconspicuously—and
smirked. Thankfully, it was only a small class present today, so
Finn had situated herself away from the other students,
allowing her to shift in her seat whenever she needed to.

She sat up straight when Gillian turned back around and
locked eyes with her. That gaze did terribly good things to
Finn’s body. Her pussy, too. Did Gillian know that Finn craved
the friction from the seam on her jeans whenever they were in
the same room together? If she did notice how Finn squirmed
in her seat, did it turn Gillian on, too?

“Okay. That’ll do us for today,” Gillian said as she rested
back against the desk, her legs crossed at the ankles. She was
wearing that skirt again. The very same skirt Finn had



imagined just last night as she lay in bed. She would lower the
zipper down the back of it and watch it pool at Gillian’s feet. It
was a shame she’d woken up alone...but very wet. “See you
all in an hour for the seminar. Enjoy lunch. I’ll expect you at
the usual room.”

Finn didn’t move. Everyone around her started to pack up
and file out of the room, but no, Finn remained. She’d
managed to grab a seat at the front for the third week in a row.
She clicked the end of her pen and jotted on a scrap of paper.
Anything for another moment or two in this woman’s
company. With her head down, she managed to catch a glance
of Gillian, and she was doing the exact thing she’d done a few
weeks ago.

Oh, she knows what she's doing.

Finn watched on with her bottom lip between her teeth as
Gillian bent forward and ‘perused’ her laptop. She wasn’t
looking for anything in particular; Finn knew that for a fact.
Because the last time Gillian was in this position, Finn had
taken it upon herself to test the boundaries here. Gillian knew
how to flaunt what she had, and it seemed she had no issues
doing so either. Finn was confident that Gillian knew she was
checking her out at any given opportunity because Finn’s eyes
always gave her away. Only this time, Finn allowed that to
happen. She wanted it to happen. Gillian Masters should know
what she did to her. She does know.

And so, they’d had a moment a few weeks back. Gillian
had been packing away, just as she was right in this moment,
bent forward and logging out of her laptop. In a moment of
what could only be described as madness, Finn had stepped up
behind her, not expecting Gillian to push her arse back against
Finn’s crotch.

“You have to stop looking at me the way you do, Finn.”
Gillian had said, that perfect arse still pressed to her. Finn had
dragged her hand through her short blonde hair, lips parted,
watching in awe as Gillian moved so effortlessly against her.
“I can’t concentrate.”



Finn had brought her hands to Gillian’s hips, smoothing
them over the red material of her tight pencil skirt. Again,
Gillian hadn’t moved. She remained, most definitely testing
how far Finn was willing to go. That had been a silly mistake
to make because Finn was willing to go all the way. The
thought of slipping her hand up the back of Gillian’s skirt and
feeling her wetness, the moan it would elicit, fuck yeah...Finn
could go all the way with Gillian Masters. And one day, she
would. Finn suspected Gillian knew that. Perhaps that was
why she had avoided being alone with Finn since that brief
encounter.

But Finn felt the intensity of her stare when Gillian
thought she wasn’t looking. She delighted in the way Gillian
gripped the arms of her chair when Finn pulled her bottom lip
between her teeth, her hand on her crotch beneath the desk.
Finn was discreet, but Gillian saw everything.

So, here she was. Contemplating doing the very same thing
she had done last time. I don t think I could stop myself from
going further this time around. Finn knew what she wanted,
and it was the very woman wiggling her arse in front of her
today. The fact that Finn was a student didn’t faze her at all.
The twenty-year age gap wasn’t an issue either. Finn would
always choose the older woman. Why? Because they knew
what they wanted, and they knew how to fuck. Besides, Finn
was the mature—twenty-five-year-old—student here.

Gillian’s phone started to ring on her desk suddenly. “Jan,
hi.”

Finn listened intently, not caring if she could be seen as
eavesdropping. It was Friday, and if Gillian had plans, she
wanted to know about them. Finn was done with pretending

this woman didn’t want to fuck her. And she was done with
dreaming about fucking Gillian in return.

“Yes. Don’t forget the cake. It’s brilliant.”

Huh. Interesting. Was Gillian attending a party this
evening?

“No, no. It’ll be great.” Gillian eyed Finn, offering her one
of those flirty smiles. “Seven works. I’ll see you there. Bye.”



Gillian ended the call, her stare not wavering. “You may want
to miss lunch, Finn, but I have things to do.”

“Celebrating something?” Finn asked as she gathered her
notebook and satchel.

Gillian exhaled a deep breath and lifted her laptop case.
“Mmhmm. My divorce.”

Also Interesting. Not that Finn would have cared if Gillian
was married. If her husband or wife couldn’t give Gillian what
she needed, Finn would have happily stepped into that role.
Affair or not, Finn was going to have this woman someday.
The sexual tension between them only confirmed that as each
lecture passed. Quite frankly, Finn wouldn’t be at all surprised
if Gillian was the one who sought her out in the not-too-distant
future.

She rose to her feet and rounded the desk. The first thing
she noticed was the look in Gillian’s eyes as she admired
Finn’s sleeve tattoos. The second was how her breathing
became laboured the closer Finn inched towards her. “Well,
congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

“You don’t seem like the kind of woman who likes to be
tied down.” Finn held the scrap of paper in her hand, moving
closer again. “So, big night tonight?”

“Maybe. I don’t know yet. Depends how it ends, I guess.”
Oh, she’s flirting.

Finn knew this was her moment to strike if she ever
wanted to find herself naked with Gillian.

“Take this.” She handed the piece of paper over. “Call me
later if you...want some company.”

Be bold, Gillian. Let’s have some fun.

Gillian opened the paper and lifted her eyebrows. When
she looked back up at Finn, those eyes told a whole story. A
story that likely began with ‘Finn, fuck me now’. Oh, I wish.
“Your number? That’s very forward of you.”



“I just know what I want.” Finn turned her back on the
entrance to the lecture hall, stroking a finger up Gillian’s
stomach. She felt that ripple beneath the silk shirt Gillian
wore, her perfume a reminder of the elegance of this woman.
“I’1l wait to hear from you.”

Finn took a few steps back, their eyes locked.
“Finn, I...I’m your professor. It’s inappropriate.”

Finn could only smirk at that. Gillian couldn’t help herself,
and they both knew it. “You want inappropriate, call that
number tonight, and I’ll show you just how inappropriate we
can be.”

=

Gillian lowered herself into her seat, watching as her students
got to work on the group task she’d assigned them. It hadn’t
quite been the plan for today’s seminar, she’d had something
more interactive set up, but she wasn’t in the right frame of
mind this afternoon. In all her years as an employee at the
university, she’d never felt so out of sorts. Some days, it was a
good out of sorts, but then other times, it wasn’t. Today was a
mixture of both.

She should have been thrilled that it was Friday and
tonight was a celebration. She should have been eager to get
home and fancy herself up for a night on the town with her
friends. Instead, she sat here wondering if she could make it to
Monday without seeing a certain student.

The days were becoming harder around Finn Ashton. That
handsome face and her ink-covered body. The sexy gaze she
penetrated Gillian with at any given moment. The nose ring
and the slicked-back blonde hatir.

Gillian shifted in her seat ever so slightly, feeling her
cheeks beginning to redden. Finn was watching her—she
always did—but today, it felt far more powerful than usual.



Today felt as though she was going to explode if Finn so much
as breathed within her personal space.

She cleared her throat and crossed her legs, almost gasping
from the friction against her aching clit. Gillian barely
managed to suppress a moan, her hands gripping the edge of
the desk she sat at. If Finn was capable of this without
touching her, what the hell kind of night would she be in for if
she ever allowed herself to go there?

She couldn’t. That was a given. Finn was her student, and
it would be unethical. Gillian had to admit that she hadn’t
looked into the specific policies at the university, but did she
really need to? It was common knowledge in all education
settings.

She’s twenty-five. Would it be the worst thing in the world?

God, she couldn’t believe she was entertaining such a
thought. But it was true...she wanted Finn Ashton. She had
since the day she walked into her room for a brief introduction
to the module Gillian taught. Finn had shaken her hand, and
Gillian had focused on her beautiful blue eyes. Striking and
captivating. She hadn’t expected to be so entranced by the
silver flecks present, the subtle aftershave, or the neck tattoo.
Gillian...hadn’t expected Finn.

She was butch, but Gillian liked that in a woman. Finn
certainly knew who she was and how to carry herself, and that
only caught Gillian’s attention more. How she dragged her
hair back off her face if she laughed with fellow students. The
way she sat in her seat so confidently, resting her ankle on her
knee, shoulders relaxed. There was just something about Finn
Ashton that drew Gillian in.

As she reached into her bag, wanting to send off a quick
text message to a friend, her fingers found Finn’s phone
number on the piece of paper she’d handed over when this
morning’s lecture had ended. Gillian chanced a look in Finn’s
direction, blushing further when Finn—as always—lowered
her hand to her crotch. The other students didn’t see, the desk
obscured their view, but Gillian did...her own pussy soaked.
The things 1'd let her do to me.



This was probably going to be the wrong move to make,
but Gillian quickly added Finn’s number to her contact list and
opened a new message.

Please, stop!

Finn slid her phone out from her pocket, reading the
screen. She smiled and lifted her eyes, a brow quirked in
Gillian’s direction.

And then Finn started to respond.
Meet me tonight.

Gillian swallowed, exhaling a slow, inconspicuous breath.
God, she wanted to. The longer this went on, the more she
craved Finn Ashton.

You know I can’t. You’re my student.

Gillian placed her phone down on the desk, flicking it from
vibrate to silent mode. She looked around at her other
students; they were all busy chatting away amongst
themselves. Everything seemed normal except for Gillian’s
now racing pulse.

I have a surprise for you.

Gillian frowned as she read the message. What could Finn
possibly want to surprise her with? They didn’t know one
another.

I have plans. And you have an assignment due on
Monday.

She watched Finn smirk and shake her head.

I’m the teacher’s pet. Assignment is finished. Next
excuse?

Gillian dragged a hand through her long, dark hair. This
was ridiculous. She was a professional, career-driven woman
in her forties. There was absolutely no reason to entertain such
a thing.

It’s not happening, Finn. Now delete my number, get on
with what you’re supposed to be doing, and don’t think
about it again.



She threw her phone into her bag, sinking back in her seat.
Finn Ashton had the potential to ruin everything for her, and
she simply wouldn’t allow it. This should have been a cause
for concern—Finn was really pushing the boundaries now—
but deep down...Gillian desired every moment of it. She
couldn’t chastise Finn for that when Gillian didn’t even know
how to control herself.

All she had to do was get through the last twenty minutes
of this seminar, and then she could be on her way to a good
bottle of wine while dancing late into the night with friends.

“Okay. Ten minutes and we’ll start to wrap up for the
weekend.”



FORBIDDEN - CHAPTER
TWO

“THAT cAKE 1s HILARIOUS!” Jan, one of Gillian’s long-time
friends, sat back in her seat laughing. “Fucking brilliant!”

It was. Gillian had initially wondered if it was too much
for a public place, but divorce parties were supposedly all the
rage these days. Add in the dick with a knife through it, and
Gillian was definitely telling everyone what she thought of her
ex-husband.

Dave was the biggest prick to walk the earth, in her
opinion. He had never really known what he had with Gillian.
Always needing more, always allowing his eye to wander. It
also didn’t help that she had caught him having an affair with
her own cousin. What sort of man did that to his wife? Fucked
her cousin for what turned out to be two years! And what sort
of woman did that to her own relative? Gillian had seethed
about it at the time, but on reflection, she couldn’t help but
laugh. They were made for each other. Both self-centred. Both
unable to keep their hands to themselves. Both...pathetic.

“You don’t think the knife is too much?”

“If you’re going to say how you feel through a cake, then
you have to say it properly, babe. I think it’s great.”

“I don’t suppose it’ll matter soon once people have helped
themselves to it.” Gillian finished her glass of wine, then
refilled it. “So, I had something I wanted to talk to you about.
But it has to stay between us, Jan.” Gillian didn’t have
anything to worry about. Jan had always stood by her word.



Gillian could trust Jan with anything she said. Including this
‘thing” with Finn.

Still, Jan held up a hand. “Of course. Scout’s honour or
whatever.”

“There’s...this student.” Gillian’s clit throbbed at the mere
thought of Finn. Especially tonight when Finn was on offer if
Gillian found herself unable think of anything else. “She’s...
intense.”

“Giving you grief?” Jan frowned. “Your uni students are
usually mature by now.”

“No, no. Not grief in that sense. She’s...I think she’s
attracted to me.”

“Well, obviously. Who isn’t?”

Gillian rolled her eyes, slapping Jan on the arm. “Stop it.
That’s not true.”

“Oh, I think it 1s.”

“My own husband couldn’t wait to fuck someone else, Jan.
[ find it hard to believe that I'm going to find anything
meaningful any time soon.” Gillian knew that with age...life
changed. She knew that no matter how sexy she felt, things
started to drop or dry or whatever else she would be faced with
in the coming years. She wasn’t stupid. But her thirty-year-old
cousin? Really? After everything she’d been through with
Dave. Their twenty-four-year marriage. She sometimes found
it hard to comprehend. “Not that she would be into that sort of
thing anyway.”

Jan nodded slowly. “She wants to fuck you. I get it.”

Well, that was one way of getting straight to the point. “I
guess so, yes.”

“And you want to fuck her.”

“God, no. I...couldn’t. It wouldn’t be right. I have a very
good reputation at work. I’'m not going to potentially sour that
because a student wants a night of fantasy.”



Jan lifted a shoulder and then leaned closer to Gillian’s ear.
“And that’s exactly all it would be. A fantasy. So why not
humour her and get your kicks while it’s on offer?”

Fuck. Jan was supposed to tell Gillian how wrong and
forbidden it was. She was supposed to threaten her with the
loss of her job or a reprimand from the powers that be. Not...
encourage her. “That’s...I...why have you just said that?”

“Because it’s secretly what you wanted to hear.” Jan
grinned, tipping her wine glass towards Gillian as her eyes
scanned their table of friends. “You may not realise it, but I
know when you’re thinking about doing something. I’ve been
your best friend for twenty years, babe.”

“Jan.”
“Is 1t 1llegal?” Jan asked, a brow quirked.

“I...no.” Gillian frowned. That was beside the point. “It’s
still not right.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake! Live a little. You’ve got a student
fantasising about you, Gill. What more do you want?”

“For it to not be a student?”

“Ah. But that’s all part of the fantasy.” Jan winked,
sending Gillian’s thoughts wild. Could she get in touch with
Finn? Of course she could. It didn’t mean she should, though.
“You’re thinking about it. I’'m not sure what else there is to
say. If you were so concerned, you wouldn’t even be having
this conversation with me.”

“It doesn’t help that she’s exactly my type.”

“Mmhmm. Let me guess. A little on the butch side.
Tattooed. Has that something about them. One look, and you’d
spread your legs. I get it.”

Gillian wrinkled her nose. “Am I that predictable?”

“Nope. Not at all. As I say, I’ve known you a long time.”
Jan patted Gillian’s knee. “And I’m still saying you should go
for it. Let your hair down.”



“I’m going to the bar. You’re deluded.” Gillian rose from
her seat and took her phone from the table, slipping out of the
booth and heading for the bar.

Her phone buzzed in her hand.

What are you wearing?

Oh, God. No, not now. This couldn’t be happening.
I thought I told you to delete my number.

If you were so hellbent on me not having your number,
you never would have texted me in the first place.

Fuck. Finn was right. And hot. So fucking hot.
I’m busy. I can’t do this right now!

Gillian caught the server’s attention, ordering another few
bottles of wine for the table. She rested her forearms on the bar
counter, sighing as she allowed her head to drop between her
shoulders. Why did things have to be complicated?

I know what you’re wearing. That sexy, strappy dress
should be on my bedroom floor.

Gillian didn’t dare to turn around. Because she knew that
when she did, Finn would be there, those eyes piercing her.
But she would humour her for a little while. Since Finn
enjoyed turning Gillian on, she was going to take the bait and
return the favour.

And would one of your shirts be lying on the floor
beside it?

Gillian grinned, seeing the read receipt immediately. This
woman seemed to hang on her every word.

No. It would be hanging open on my body. That’s what
you’d like, isn’t it? Me fucking you...half naked.

All sensible thoughts left Gillian’s mind at those very
words. Had she thought about Finn fucking her? Oh, only
every other night since they’d met.

I’m not sure you could handle me, Finn.

Wanna find out?



Gillian would love nothing more than to find out. For
someone so butch, Finn had the softest hands. She’d thought
about running her fingers through Finn’s blonde hair while her
mouth was between Gillian’s legs, knowing her hair would be
just as soft as those hands.

The question is, do YOU want to find out? That
confidence of yours is very sexy, but I don’t believe you
really want to fuck me, Finn. It’s all bravado.

Now that was sure to really rile Finn up.

Oh, yeah? I know how wet I make you when I’m in
class. I see it in your eyes. Do you go back to your office
and touch yourself while you’re thinking of me? Do you
taste yourself while imagining me?

Gillian’s knees wobbled, her heart slamming in her chest.
Before she could respond, Finn started typing again.

Do you think of me putting my cock in you while you’re
bent over your desk? A personal favourite of mine is being
on my knees under your desk. I’d love to have my face in
your drenched pussy. And I know you’d love it too!

The server snapped Gillian out of her aroused thoughts.
She took the bottles of wine, smiling when he added them to
the open tab they had, and carefully made her way back to the
table. If she didn’t concentrate on each step she took, her legs
were going to give out on her.

“Thanks, babe.” Jan took a bottle of red and opened it
before Gillian set the others down on the table. “What were
you smirking at when you were at the bar?”

“Me? Nothing.”

“Something on your phone,” Jan said, nudging Gillian
with her shoulder. “Your student, maybe?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Why would my student have my
number?”’

“Because the woman sitting in the window over there
hasn’t taken her eyes off you since you left the table. Every
time she lowers her phone, you pick yours up.”



“And in what way does that prove she’s my student?”

“She couldn’t be your type any more than she already is.
Look at her. You’ll see.” Gillian couldn’t look up at Finn. Not
after the texts she’d just received from her. Then Jan laughed.
“Ah. You can’t. Because she’s just had some very...choice
words for you, hasn’t she?”

“Jan.”

“I give it thirty minutes, and you’ll be out of that door with
her.” Jan leaned in and sighed. “May I say...you’ve chosen
really well. She’s hot.”

=

Finn had been watching Gillian for the last forty minutes. How
she would grin as she leaned in towards her friend. The way
she flicked her dark hair when she laughed. Her fingers as they
toyed with the necklace that sat between her cleavage.

Mesmerising.

Finn couldn’t put her finger on the moment her infatuation
began. Maybe it was the day Gillian flashed her that smile as
her gaze swept up Finn’s body upon meeting. Maybe it was
the time she traced the tattoo on Finn’s bicep when they were
alone together in Gillian’s office. But Finn was going to bet it
was the first time Gillian bent over her desk to reach for the
controller that powered up the whiteboard. She did that a lot.
Usually when she knew Finn was watching.

The only thing Finn knew right now was that she didn’t
plan to sit here for much longer. She knew what she’d rather
be doing, but how far would Gillian take this night if a hot
fuck was presented to her? Would she allow Finn to touch her
in all of the places she’d deprived lately? Would she lay bare,
legs spread, while Finn lavished her pussy with her tongue?
Would Gillian end this night crying out Finn’s name?

She guessed she was about to find out.



Finn ordered a drink from the server passing by as she
moved from the seat in the window to a booth. She sent a fresh
glass of wine 1n Gillian’s direction, choosing to wait and pray
she took the bait. Finn knew she would. Gillian’s deep brown
eyes gave away the desire she had buried deep down. She may
avoid any situation that could mean they were alone lately, but
Finn knew Gillian went home thinking about her. Or...doing
much more than thinking. Yeah, Finn knew Gillian was
sinking those slender fingers inside herself, moaning Finn’s
name into the silence of her bedroom.

Come on. Turn around.

That silky dark hair Finn had come to imagine her hand
fisted in whipped around, and Gillian met her stare. She
hesitated for a moment or two, and then she slowly slid out of
her seat and headed in Finn’s direction.

Well, that didn t take as long as I thought it would.
“Finn.”

Finn lifted a brow and sipped her beer slowly. Gillian
looked divine tonight. As beautiful as she looked in her dress,
Finn would prefer her naked. “Gillian.”

“What are you doing here?” Gillian couldn’t help but
lower her eyes to the open buttons on Finn’s white shirt...to
her chest piece tattoo. Finn knew Gillian got off on seeing her
ink, but she only had to say so, and then she could see the rest
of Finn’s art.

“Drinking my beer. How is the celebration going?”

Gillian lowered herself to the leather seating, placing her
wine on the table. Finn gave herself a moment to admire those
dark eyes of hers before she mirrored Gillian’s previous
actions and focused on her dreamy tits. What she’d give to
bury her face in them.

“Great. But how did you know I’d be here?”

“Fate.” Finn winked. She received the smallest smile in
return. “Joking. I’'m here for you. And I may have overheard
you on the phone when you were leaving your office earlier.”



“For me?” Gillian took a large gulp from her wine glass.
“Finn, I’m your professor.”

“Mmhmm.” Was that supposed to concern Finn? It
probably should have, but it didn’t. If she wanted this
woman...if Gillian wanted her, then they were going to have
one another. There were no two ways about it. Finn could fuck
who she wanted...when she wanted. She draped her arm
across the back of the booth, her hand reaching Gillian’s
shoulder. Finn felt her shudder, and then she watched Gillian
pull her bottom lip between her teeth. Oh, she wants me. “1...
noticed none of the friends you’re with work at the university.”

“No. These are my close friends, not my work colleagues.”

“So, if you were to leave with me now, nobody at the
university would know anything about it?” Finn lowered her
other hand beneath the table, stroking a fingertip across
Gillian’s knee. The university was a big place, so Finn wasn’t
overly concerned by the thought of being caught in this
position. Unless Gillian spent time outside of work with other
professors within Finn’s degree, they were mostly safe. “I
know you intentionally tease me during lectures.”

Gillian turned her body inwards towards Finn, propping
her head in her hand. “Can you blame me?”

Finn smirked. “I could never blame you for that.”

“It’s that confidence that makes me...” Gillian hesitated,
her eyes closing when Finn stroked her fingertips a little
higher.

“Wet?” Finn finished for her.

Gillian opened her eyes and stared directly at Finn. They
were blazing with desire. “Yes.”

Finn leaned in closer and lowered her voice as she
breathed against Gillian’s ear, “Then why don’t you let me
take care of you?”

For every second that Gillian took to make a decision, Finn
was going to inch higher and higher. She felt Gillian squeeze
her thighs together. But the heat that radiated from the very



place Finn wanted to place her tongue told her everything she
needed to know.

She grinned when Gillian placed her hand on Finn’s thigh,
rubbing her palm against the denim. “Where do you want to
go?”

“Depends how you want me to fuck you.”

She squeezed Finn’s thigh at those words, but Finn only
guided her higher. Gillian’s breath caught when her hand
landed on the bulge at Finn’s crotch. “Oh, fuck!”

“We could be. I wore this especially for you tonight.”

Gillian lifted her glass and drained it, taking Finn’s hand
and guiding her out of the booth. She didn’t even bother to say
goodbye to her friends. It was in that moment that Finn knew
she had her full attention. The excitement building inside her
was going to be unleashed soon, but Finn wasn’t sure she
could wait until they were somewhere private to touch Gillian.

As they landed outside on the pavement, Gillian dragged
Finn towards the end of the street. Before they reached the
corner, Finn pulled her into an alleyway and pressed her to the
wall. “How long have you wanted me?”

Gillian lowered her hand and grabbed at Finn’s bulge
again. “Since the moment you walked into my lecture, Finn.”

Finn lifted the hem of her dress and forced her hand past
the waistband of Gillian’s underwear. “A whole three months,
huh?”

Gillian arched against Finn when she pressed two fingers
to her swollen clit. “Y-yes!”

Finn circled slowly, her lips on Gillian’s throat and moving
towards her ear. “The times I’ve wanted to fuck you in your
office. The way you sway that arse when you stroll the
corridors. These tits,” Finn said as she bit down on the swell of
her breast. “You’ve been teasing me for too long now, Gillian.
It’s about time I did something about it.”

“Mm. Are you going to punish me, Finn?” Gillian stroked
her palm up Finn’s taut stomach and between her breasts. “I



can’t wait to feel you on top of me. Taking everything you
need from me.”

Fuck. I need her now. But Finn wanted Gillian to herself
where she could strip her bare and spank that fucking glorious
arse. She gripped Gillian’s jaw and yanked her other hand
from between her legs. Finn’s fingers found Gillian’s lips, and
as she poked her tongue out to taste herself, Finn’s legs
weakened. This woman knew how to fuck. She could see it in
Gillian’s eyes. “We need to find a room right now.”

“I live on the next block. Can you keep your cock to
yourself until then?”

Oh, shes feisty. I like that. “Only if you promise to get on
your knees and suck it for me.”

=

Gillian fumbled around with her keys, trembling when Finn’s
hand smoothed over the curve of her arse. If Finn had realised
anything so far, it was that Gillian loved her arse being
touched. Good thing, really, because Finn fucking loved it. It
was firm, perfect for spanking. Every time Finn felt it beneath
her palm, Gillian moaned.

“Finn, please...” Gillian wriggled, but it only shifted
Finn’s hand between her legs. “Shit, please. You have to stop
that.”

“Why?” Finn turned her around and backed her up against
the door, taking the keys from Gillian’s hand.

“Because if you keep touching me, I’m going to come.”

Mmhmm. She’s not wrong. Finn could feel the tension in
Gillian’s body. She could smell her arousal. God, Gillian was
going to see stars once Finn really got her hands on her. Finn
lifted the keys between them, praying she’d chosen the right
one. “Is this the one you’re looking for?”



Gillian snatched the keys from Finn, turning and forcing it
into the lock. Finn breathed a sigh of relief when the door
opened, and Gillian pulled her inside. She placed the light
switch to the side of her head, unable to move further when
Gillian pressed her to the back of the door. She dropped to her
knees, looking up at Finn with hooded eyes, and smirked as
she popped the button on her jeans and lowered the zip.

The toy sprang free when Gillian tugged Finn’s boxer
shorts down, her jeans sitting low on her thighs. “Oh, Finn.”
Gillian took hold of it, rolling her tongue around the tip. “You
chose the perfect size.”

“You like being filled then, huh?” Finn couldn’t take her
eyes off Gillian as she sucked on the length of the toy, her
hands wrapped around Finn’s thighs. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

Gillian lifted a brow and quickly slid the thin straps of her
dress from her shoulders. When Finn realised she wasn’t
wearing a bra, her body only lit up further. Her hands craved
to reach out and touch Gillian. Her mind...was blown. Finn
knew Gillian was gorgeous, but seeing her on her knees was
something entirely different.

She slurped and sucked, pressing the base of the toy
against Finn’s clit. She had surely done this before. Finn was
impressed by Gillian’s lack of hesitancy. “F-fuck, yeah.”
Gillian pressed again, digging her manicured nails into Finn’s
skin. “Oh, shit.”

As much as Finn loved seeing Gillian like this, she needed
to fuck her. She /ad to have her. Finn leaned down and cradled
Gillian’s chin in her fingers, those gorgeous dark eyes staring
back at her.

“Where do you want me?”

In every possible position, if I have my way, Finn thought.
“On your feet.”

Gillian stood, and as she did, the dress that had been
pooled around her waist dropped to the floor. Gillian Masters
stood before Finn wearing nothing but a black lace thong and a
pair of heels.



Finn’s dream...was coming true.

She held Gillian’s hips, forcing her jeans the rest of the
way down. She kicked off her boots, followed by her jeans,
and then guided Gillian towards the back of the couch. Their
lips met, tongues sliding against one another, and Finn’s heart
really started to pound now. All she had wanted since her ‘The
principles of designing architecture’ module began was to fuck
this woman senseless. And now, here they were.

“Finn, I’m dripping for you.”

Well, now, Finn would have to check that Gillian wasn’t
telling lies. She smirked. “Turn around and bend over.”

Gillian did so, spreading her legs for Finn without a second
thought. She lowered herself, biting on the supple flesh of
Gillian’s arse. And then she came face to face with that
delicious pussy from behind. Fuck! Even though Finn knew
she’d have this woman one day, she had to quickly question
her confidence. Gillian was exquisite. A goddess. And yes, she
was dripping wet, just as she had claimed.

Finn didn’t wait another second. She buried her face in
Gillian’s soaked lips and lapped up every drop she had to
offer. Gillian’s moans only had Finn gripping her thighs,
struggling for breath as she slipped her tongue inside Gillian.
She immediately tightened around Finn’s tongue, her slick
arousal covering Finn’s chin. Tonight, Finn wouldn’t want to
be anywhere else.

Gillian reached behind herself and gripped the back of
Finn’s head, encouraging Finn to give her more. If Gillian
thought for one moment that this was all Finn had to offer, she
was in for one hell of a surprise. Finn pulled back, only to ease
two fingers inside Gillian. She sunk back against them,
moaning and panting as she threw her head back.

“Fuck me harder, Finn.”

Finn obliged, adding a third finger and thrusting fast.
“Fuck, you’re tight.”

“Mmm. You’ve had me on edge for a long time, baby.”



Baby? Oh, yeah. Finn could definitely work with that. “If
only you’d told me sooner, we could have been far more
acquainted by now.”

Gillian was close. Finn felt her walls clenching, her knees
trembling, her breath becoming more and more ragged.

“C-close.”

Finn pulled out of her suddenly. She got to her feet,
spanking Gillian’s divine arse hard. Gillian yelped, moaned,
and then she wiggled those smooth cheeks for Finn. A private
show.

“You wanted me, Finn.” Gillian bent further forward,
bracing her forearms on the back of the couch. “So take me.”

Finn spread Gillian’s lips from behind and coated the toy
with her wetness. Glistening, she lined the head up and thrust
hard.

“Oh, fuck!” Gillian dropped her head on her shoulders,
slamming back against Finn. “Y-yes.”

“Tell me you want me.” Finn’s strokes were so rhythmic
that even she was impressed by her dedication.

“0-oh, I want you. My pussy is craving you, Finn.”

The way Gillian said Finn’s name had her gripping her
hips and pounding furiously. “Fucking take it. All of it.”

“Finn...” Gillian gasped and moaned. Finn was barely able
to move inside her. “Fuck, ’'m coming.” Gillian forced Finn
out of her, gushing down her thighs and covering the
hardwood flooring. “O-oh, I...”

Now that was something Finn wanted to witness again in
her lifetime. Gillian Masters was just full of surprises. Though,
if Finn was being honest, this was one of the moments she had
fantasised about. She knew exactly what this woman was
capable of the day she walked into the room and their eyes
met.

So, for the time Finn could have with her, she was going to
make the very most of it. She leant forward, dragged her nails



up Gillian’s back, and whispered, “Turn around. That pussy is
mine for the rest of the night.”



FORBIDDEN - CHAPTER
THREE

O, God. What have I done?

Gillian pressed a hand to her forehead, staring up at the
ceiling. Finn was sleeping beside her, Gillian’s body ached in
every place imaginable, but she knew she had made a mistake.
A terrible mistake. Only, as she lay here...Finn’s scent
enveloping her, Gillian couldn’t help but want more. So much
more. Why couldn’t Finn have been terrible in bed? Why
couldn’t she be a vicious, nasty piece of work who Gillian
couldn’t bear the sight of? Why, for the love of God, had
Gillian entertained this idea last night?

You're a fool.

This morning, Gillian didn’t know if she would be able to
face her students come Monday. Would they know? Would it
be obvious to her colleagues? Gillian’s belly flipped at the
thought. She didn’t have a good poker face at the best of
times, so if Finn expected her to carry on as normal, she was in
for a surprise.

She also wasn’t a very good liar.

Gillian turned on her side, watching Finn’s tattooed chest
rise and fall. She slept peacefully, that blonde hair flopped
over one side of her face. She wanted to reach out and stroke
it, to remind herself of what she’d briefly had with Finn, but
something held her back. The guilt. It was the guilt that held
her back.

While Gillian had loved last night far more than she cared
to admit, she shouldn’t have allowed herself the opportunity.



She was the professor here; she should have known better. No
excuse would make any of this okay, and right now, it would
be best if she woke Finn and asked her to leave.

I want her. Gillian allowed her eyes to travel Finn’s naked
body. How had they found themselves in this position? Well,
Gillian knew exactly how. It was Finn and her charm. It was
Finn and those strong arms. The tattoos, the soft blonde hair, it
was everything, quite frankly. When Gillian had placed her
hand on Finn’s thigh last night, it was like waking up from one
very bad dream. Gillian had craved another woman through
most of her marriage to Dave. Women just...knew what she
wanted. They knew where to touch, when to touch, and how to
touch. They knew the things to say and how to treat another
woman. Enter Finn...butch and so fucking handsome, and
Gillian had been in trouble from the get-go.

Butch was her weakness. Butch was what she dreamed of
when she touched herself night after night. Butch was...
fucking hot. And Finn was no exception to that. It always
came back to the way she carried herself. The way she
appeared standoffish, but behind closed doors, had the most
beautiful smile. The sparkle in those blue eyes while she
pounded Gillian all night long.

Fuck. She wanted so much more.

She lowered her hand, knowing full well that she was
soaking...again. That was the effect Finn had on her. Whether
they fucked or only fantasised didn’t really matter. She pressed
her fingers to her clit, hissing as a jolt of arousal shot through
her.

Finn shifted a little, her arm resting over her stomach.
Gillian focused on her hardened nipples, the cool air in the
room providing a perfect image of Finn Ashton in Gillian’s
mind. And that was all it could ever be from this point
forward. An image. A memory. A moment in time, frozen for
when Gillian needed it most.

One last time with her...and then you ask her to leave.

Gillian shifted closer to Finn, bringing her lips to her ear.
She poked out her tongue, teasing Finn’s earlobe.



“Mmm. Mornin’.” Finn smirked as she turned her head
and looked into Gillian’s eyes. Breathtaking. “I suppose you
want me to get my shit and leave...”

“I...yes. Soon, anyway.”

Finn nodded and turned her head again, looking up at the
ceiling. Was she contemplating the mistake they’d made too?
Perhaps if she was, it would make it easier when it came to
putting an end to all of this. Because it did. It #ad to stop.

But Finn reached an arm out and manoeuvred Gillian on
top of her. The press of their skin, the very sensation of this
woman beneath her...Gillian tried but failed when it came to
rocking against Finn. It seemed she simply couldn’t help
herself.

“This...has to be the last time, Finn.” Gillian closed her
eyes, her lips parting when Finn grazed her nails up her back.
“I...1t has to be.”

“Then I want to do one thing. If this is the last time, I want
to taste you, Gillian.”

Gillian smiled down at Finn, disappointed that she had
ever given in to the satisfaction of her. If this was any other
scenario, she would spend every moment she could in this
position. But it wasn’t another scenario...and Finn was still
her student.

“I don’t want a single thing from you, Gillian. I just want
to taste you...and then I’ll leave.”

Gillian nodded slowly, still grinding against Finn. “What
about your pleasure?”

“Your pleasure is my pleasure.”
Oh, that was incredibly hot.

“I want you on my face.” Finn tilted her head, that
delicious tattooed neck begging for Gillian’s mouth. “Now,
Gillian.”

Gillian shifted, placing her knees on either side of Finn,
and lowered herself to Finn’s mouth. That tongue was just as



magical as it had been last night. “Mm. Is there anything you
can’t do?”

Finn licked the length of Gillian’s pussy, moaning as she
held her thighs. “Shame we’ll never have the chance to find
out.”

It was. It was a real shame.

“Now let me give you what you need, and then you never
have to see me like this again.” Finn gripped Gillian and
forced her down against her tongue.

Gillian could pretend that she wouldn’t want this again,
but it would be a lie. As Finn’s tongue eased inside her,
stretching her unexpectedly because of the position she was in,
Gillian held onto the headboard and rocked against Finn’s
mouth. “Oh, fuck.”

Finn didn’t slow, she didn’t pull away, no...she replaced
her tongue with her fingers, latched her lips onto Gillian’s
swollen clit, and sucked. Oh, she sucked and worked Gillian
up like she’d never been worked up before.

“Finn, yes.”
“Mm. You like that, gorgeous?”

Gillian looked down between herself and the headboard.
Those blue eyes penetrated her in ways she didn’t know were
possible, the sparkle still present. “Yes. You know I do.”

“I want you to fuck my face.”

Those words had Gillian hurtling towards the edge. It was
Finn’s voice, her hands, that fucking confidence. God, Gillian
hadn’t known how a confident woman could make her feel. To
be honest, she was terrified for the future if that was all it took.

“You’re the sweetest woman I’ve ever tasted. I can’t get
enough of you.” Finn latched onto Gillian’s clit again, this
time flicking the tip of her tongue over it. “And when you
come for me, how you moan, it’s something I’ll never forget.”

Gillian gripped the headboard tighter, silencing Finn by
doing exactly what she’d asked of her. It was easier to fuck



Finn’s face than it was to hear things like that. “Harder.”
Gillian rocked, her knuckles white. “Suck me harder.”

Finn did exactly that, the vibration of her moans tipping
Gillian over.

“Yes, that’s it. Right there, baby.” Gillian came undone, the
bed creaking in protest as she rode hard and fast. “Fuck, I’'m
coming.” She shook, her thighs trembling. And then Finn
offered one last flick of the tongue, sending a shockwave
through her that had Gillian slumping forward. “Oh, God.”

Finn caressed Gillian’s cheeks, kissing the inside of one
thigh, then the other. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For being
everything I imagined you would be.”

=

Finn sat on the edge of Gillian’s bed, lacing up her boots. She
didn’t particularly want to leave just yet, but she wouldn’t put
Gillian in a position that made her feel uncomfortable. She got
it, okay? She knew she was the student, and this had to end.
Finn saw the look in Gillian’s eyes as she climbed from the
bed thirty minutes ago, the fear of people finding out. Only
Finn would never broadcast this, and she would never discuss
it with her closest friends. She had pushed...Gillian had given
in, and now they had to move on.

She left the bedroom, buttoning up her shirt as she moved
into the kitchen. Gillian stood at the counter, resting back
against it, watching Finn as she gathered the last of her
belongings. “I’d ask you to stay for coffee, but—"

Finn held up a hand. “Don’t. You don’t have to explain. I
understand.”

“Do you, though?” Gillian cleared her throat, that husky
aroused tone no longer present. “Do you really understand that
you have to stop?”

“Of course I do. I'm not going to force myself onto you,
Gillian. Fucking hell.”



“That’s...no. That wasn’t what I meant. I’m sorry.”

Finn swallowed. Had she pushed this too far, and now
Gillian felt as though she had no way of saying no? It hadn’t
felt that way. Gillian had never specifically told her no. In fact,
it had been Gillian who had dragged her out of the bar last
night. “Did...I fuck up here? Did you ever even want this?”
Finn’s mind worked in strange ways at times. So now, she was
wondering if she #ad messed up.

Gillian crossed the kitchen, placing her hands on Finn’s
shoulders. “Relax. I wanted it. You know I wanted it. But we
have to stop.”

Yeah, Finn did know. Gillian could deny that what they
shared meant something...if she really wanted to, but Finn
would always know exactly what they’d had. Brief, so very
fleeting, but explosive.

“All ’m saying is that it can never happen again. I can live
with one night of unbridled passion, but some kind of secret
affair? No, Finn. I can’t do that. And I’d hope you wouldn’t
want something like that either.”

“I...think I could make an exception for you.” Finn took a
step closer, placing one hand to Gillian’s waist. Their bodies
touched, that fire continued to burn, but Finn knew the answer
as she studied Gillian’s eyes. “But it’s too complicated. It’s
unethical. Yeah, I know the drill.”

“Even if it wasn’t unethical, you’re twenty years younger
than me.”

And? Was Finn supposed to give a fuck about the twenty
years Gillian had on here?

“We had a wild night. I'm mostly certain that you’ve
ruined me moving forward. Just...I have a job to do, and you
have a degree to complete.”

Finn brought her hand up, brushing Gillian’s hair from her
face. “You are stunning. I hope you know that.”

“Thank you.”



She cleared her throat, aware that she could easily get lost
in Gillian’s eyes. “And you know, if you ever did want to fuck
again, you only have to let me know. I’ll be here in a
heartbeat.”

“You should be very careful with that confidence, Finn.
You’re going to break someone’s heart.”

Finn snorted, taking a step back and grabbing her wallet
from the coffee table. They’d ended up ordering in last night,
halfway through their...activities. At least Finn had
technically bought Gillian dinner. “I don’t stick around long
enough to break someone’s heart. Which bodes well for you, I
guess, since you only needed me for one night.”

Gillian frowned at that, fixing the belt on her robe. “You...
think I was just using you to get myself oft?”

Hmm. That was a difficult one for Finn to answer. While
she was more than happy to taste this woman whenever it was
possible, it did kinda feel like Gillian had used Finn. No offer
of coffee, being asked to leave... Finn knew Gillian didn’t
want to see her again, it wasn’t about that, but a coffee
together? What was the big deal?

“Never mind.”

“No.” Gillian took Finn by the wrist, stopping her before
she could approach the door. “If that’s how you feel, I need to
know.”

“Why? Are you going to take me out for dinner to make it
up to me?”

“Well, no.”
Finn lifted a shoulder. “Then what does it matter?”

“Because your feelings matter, Finn. I know we fucked
one another senseless last night, and 1 know that this doesn’t
mean anything, but I am allowed to take your feelings into
consideration. So, if you feel as though I used you...tell me
that.”

“I feel as though you used me.”



Gillian’s face paled as she let go of Finn’s wrist. “Y-you
do?”

“I just think you could have handled this morning a little
better than you did. You know, kicking me out and stuff? I
know after today I won’t see you again like this, but fuck, a
cuppa and a slice of toast may have eased the tension.”

“I’'m sorry.”

Finn leaned in and kissed Gillian’s cheek. “Don’t be. This
i1s what you want, and I respect that.” She stepped away, this
time adamant to get to the door before they could go over
some other small detail. Any conversation they had was
pointless; why waste one another’s time? “I’ll see you around,
okay?”

Gillian offered a single nod. “Before you go, I have one
question.”

“Shoot.”

“You were so confident and sure you could take me home,
you’ve been teasing me for months, yet you just respect my
decision to not want to do this again. Why is that?”

“Because...I won big last night. I had the chance to do
what I’ve wanted to do since the moment I met you. The only
way I could do that was to be who I was. I knew it was what
turned you on.”

“The chance to do what?”

Finn smiled. “Feel your pulse quicken under my
fingertips...knowing it was me that made you feel that way.
The opportunity to taste you. It’s all I’ve wanted.”

“Finn, I—"

“Goodbye, Gillian. Take it easy.”



FORBIDDEN - CHAPTER
FOUR

Two WEEKS LATER...

For the third time today, Gillian tried to focus. Finn had
seemed to be distant during the seminar this morning, not
involving herself in any discussions. That wasn’t Finn. Gillian
knew what she was capable of, knew how well she applied
herself, but today she seemed...off. Almost as though she
wasn’t in the room. Except she had been. Gillian only needed
that subtle scent Finn wore to know she was in the same
building.

She’s been distant since the first time you saw one another
again.

It was true. Gillian was just trying to make things seem far
less than they were. She was trying to push down the guilt she
felt from not only taking Finn home with her but also the way
in which she’d asked her to leave. The idea she had used Finn
continued to play on her mind. But the truth was, Gillian
wanted to see Finn again. So much so that she had checked
university policy.

You both agreed to end the silly game you were playing.
Let her be...

Oh, if only she could let Finn be. Wouldn’t that be
wonderful?

She shook her head and lifted her phone. Maybe an
evening at a wine bar with Jan would take her mind off things.



She called one of her oldest friends, smiling when it
connected. “Hi. Do you have a few minutes?”

“Of course. How are you, babe?”

Gillian sighed, rocking back in her chair. “I couldn’t tell
you the last time I slept throughout the night if that gives you
any indication.”

“Ouch. That bad?”

“This is all your fault for telling me not to dismiss the idea
of Finn. I hope you know that!”

Jan snorted. “It’s not my fault you can’t keep your hands to
yourself.”

“Jan, this is an issue. A huge issue. Finn is entirely
detached during lectures, and I don’t want to be the reason she
fails my modules.”

“I think you need to sit down and talk to her. Figure out a
way to move forward. If...that’s what you want to do.”

Gillian knew what she wanted, and it wasn’t to sit down
and talk. No, she wanted Finn on top of her, pressing her to the
bed, taking control of her just as she had two weeks ago. What
she wanted...was another chance to familiarise herself with
Finn’s handsome body. Gillian’s clit ached at the thought. Not¢
the time or place! “I don’t know what I want.”

“Oh, I think you do.”

Jan was right. It was just going to take a moment for
Gillian’s brain to catch up.

“Look, I can understand your dilemma. She’s your student,
and it’s generally frowned upon. Having said that, if you’re
both into one another, then you can’t help it. You can block it
out and be miserable, but you’ve spent long enough being
miserable, babe. You deserve to have a little fun when you
can. And if it turns into something more, that’s great.”

“Oh, I don’t think it would turn into something more. Finn
is...I get the impression she’s complicated.”



“Then settle on no-strings. Judging by what you told me
when she left, Finn wants some dirty sex with you just as
much as you do with her.”

Gillian kicked off her heels under her desk and shook her
head. “That’s where it becomes an issue for me. It feels really
sleazy and wrong.”

“Sometimes that’s the most exciting way. Sometimes,
letting off steam unexpectedly with someone you probably
shouldn’t can be just what you need.”

“You’re really not helping here.” Gillian sat forward in her
seat and rubbed at her forehead. Should it feel so wrong to
want a woman she couldn’t have? Because that’s exactly what
turned Gillian on. She wanted the things that felt wrong
sometimes. She wanted to enjoy life while fucking who she
wanted to fuck. And she wanted Finn. Only Finn.

“Okay, then what is it you want to hear?”

Gillian puffed out her cheeks. She didn’t know the answer
to that, either. Whenever she tried to reason with herself, her
mind and her memory went straight to Finn. That said a lot,
really. “Can we meet this evening for a bottle of wine? I just
need to get through the rest of this day, and then I can process
it all.”

“You’ve been processing it for two weeks now, babe. I
hate to say it, but I think you’re going to find yourself in the
same position tomorrow.”

“I won’t. Because I know that this is my workplace and
that Finn is my student. If she walked in here right now, I’d
put a stop to any hint of flirting. Perhaps if I focus on that,
things will get easier.”

“You don’t sound convinced.”

“Of course I’'m not convinced. My head is up my arse with
this, Jan. But I do have to remember where I am...and focus
on my job.”

“Okay. I guess I’ll see you tonight so we can go over this
all again.” Jan laughed, her heels clicking in the distance.
“What time?”



“I’ll be leaving work at five. I can be at the bar in twenty
minutes.”

“I’1l see you later.”

Gillian lowered her phone and straightened her shoulders.
You are the one in a position of authority. It’s time to act like
it!

=

Finn steeled herself, puffing out her cheeks as she ran a hand
through her hair. She glanced in a cabinet nearby, checking she
looked half alive, and turned back to Gillian’s office door.
They hadn’t spoken one on one since the morning after their
marathon sex, and Finn suddenly felt nervous. She didn’t
know why; she didn’t generally do nervous.

She couldn’t say for sure if they’d been actively avoiding
one another, but Finn knew she had lessened contact
purposely. She’d had to. Since that night, Gillian was all she
thought about. Her plan to have what she wanted seemed to be
backfiring on her. But that was typical of Finn. She was
always doing something to make her life more difficult.

Just knock on the door and get this over with.

She curled her hand and knocked loudly. When Gillian
called out for her to enter, Finn turned the handle and exhaled

a breath. “Hey.”

“Can...I help you?” Gillian watched Finn over the top of
her glasses, her cleavage too much in this moment. She knew
looking was going to be a problem, but Gillian’s tits were
just...there. Like, in your face there.

“Yeah, uh...” Think, Finn. Remember why you came in
here and open your mouth. Jesus Christ! This was ridiculous.
“I-I...”

“I thought I told you we couldn’t be alone anymore, Finn?
What part of that did you not understand?”’



Finn shoved her hands in the pockets of her jeans, standing
heavier on one leg.

“And you can stop with that.” Gillian motioned up and
down Finn’s body. “It won’t work.”

“I’'m sorry?” What the hell was Gillian talking about, and
what was her problem? Finn didn’t expect bells and whistles,
but she hadn’t expected a foul attitude either.

“All of this. The smouldering looks, the cocky stance.”
Gillian shook her head, removing her glasses and rubbing her
temples. “What can I help you with, Finn?”

Finn chose to take a step back, her hand placed on the door
handle. “You know what, it’s fine. I’'ll figure it out. Don’t
worry. See you, Gillian.” She turned to leave.

“Finn, wait!”

Finn heard Gillian’s chair wheels roll against the laminated
flooring in her office. She held her breath and turned back
around. “What is it?”

“I’'m sorry. That was really unprofessional. What was it
you needed?”

Feeling chastised, Finn regarded Gillian with a weak smile
and rubbed at her forearm. “An extension if it’s possible.”

“For which module?”
“Contract law.”

“Sure. How long do you need?” Gillian rested against her
desk, legs crossed at the ankles as they always were. “Will two
weeks be enough?”’

“Yeah, that would be perfect. If it’s not going to be an
issue...”

“No issue.” Gillian smiled, studying Finn from across the
room. “Is everything okay?”

You got the extension, now leave. Finn knew she should,
but Gillian was holding a conversation with her, and Finn had
discovered she had one hell of a weakness for this woman.
“Just some family stuff going on.”



“Mm. I noticed you were missing from a lecture last week.
And the seminar.” Gillian motioned to the seat in front of her
desk. “I’m free if you need to talk.”

“It’s okay. But, thanks. I appreciate the offer.” Finn threw a
thumb over her shoulder, offering the best smile she could
manage. “I should get going. I can crack on if I manage to get
a spot at the library.”

Gillian pushed off the desk, those long, slender legs
catching Finn’s attention. It wasn’t hard, considering they
went on for days. Finn adored seeing Gillian in red. Of course
she just so happened to be wearing it today. “Okay. If you’re
sure.”

Finn noted the hint of sadness in Gillian’s eyes. They’d
really messed up here. The flirting and the banter had been
fun, harmless in a sense, but now everything was a little
awkward. “Hey,” Finn said, bracing her hands against the back
of the chair. “I’m sorry if you’ve felt uncomfortable around me
since the other week. If...I’ve made things awkward for you.”

“You haven’t.”

“I’m having a hard time believing that. I don’t really want
to fuck up my own future, but if you need me to, like, move
some things around so I’m not in your lectures anymore, just
say the word. I started all of this by pursuing you, Gillian.”
Finn ran a hand through her hair, exhaling a long breath. “And
I don’t particularly enjoy the thought of any woman feeling
weird around me. That’s not who [ am.”

“Finn, you haven’t made me feel any of those things.
We’re okay.”

“You’re sure?” Finn studied Gillian’s eyes. “You’d tell me
if I’d fucked up, right?”

“Finn, you haven’t. I’ve spent a lot of time wondering the
same thing. If /’d been the one to mess up. This is your future
we’re talking about, and I’d never want to do anything to
jeopardise that.”

When Gillian said things like that, it only reminded Finn of
the soft spot she had for her. It was dangerous to feel that way,



Finn was fully aware of the complications this could bring, but
it was true. Gillian was as sweet as she was fuckable. “Nabh.
Never. You’re good.”

“Promise me?”” Gillian had a pleading look in her eyes.

Finn nodded slowly. It was time to leave and figure out a
way to keep out of Gillian’s hair. “I promise. We’re good.” As
she placed her hand on the door handle, she heard Gillian sigh.
Don t turn back. Don t get involved. “I’ll see you around.”

“I...can’t stop thinking about you.” Gillian spoke so
quietly that Finn frowned, wondering if she’d imagined those
words. Then Gillian cleared her throat. “Morning, noon, and
night. You’re all I think about, Finn.”

Finn swallowed and glanced over her shoulder. Gillian was
standing in the middle of the room, watching her.

“I know we shouldn’t, we...can t, but I don’t know how to
work through this when all I want is to feel your hands on my
skin.”

Finn flicked the lock on the office door and took a few
steps towards Gillian. “I don’t know how to help you work
through that either. I’'m sorry.”

“You don’t feel the same way.” Gillian cast her gaze on the
floor, nodding slowly. “I should have known you wouldn’t, but
I couldn’t let you leave this office without being honest. I
don’t want you to walk out of here thinking you’re the one in
the wrong or that I’'m uncomfortable. That couldn’t be further
from the truth.”

“I...do feel the same. Trust me.” Finn chanced her luck,
reaching out a hand and taking Gillian’s. “But I don’t want to
make life difficult for you, and that’s exactly what’s going to
happen if I stay in this office for a moment longer.”

Gillian laced their fingers, pulling Finn closer. Their
bodies touched, that delicious sensation spreading throughout
Finn as she looked up into Gillian’s eyes. “Don’t go. Not yet.
I’ve been desperate to talk to you for two weeks now.”

“About what?”



Gillian stroked a fingertip up the middle of Finn’s throat,
holding her chin as she said, “Anything at all. The weather if it
means I can hear your voice. Or look into your eyes.”

Those words fired something up inside Finn. She’d
successfully done as Gillian had asked over the last two
weeks, but Gillian was instigating this. If she even thought
about kissing Finn, then Finn was going to show Gillian just
how much she’d missed her. She guided Gillian back towards
her desk, standing between her legs when she rested against
the wooden edge. “I thought we couldn’t do this.”

“We shouldn’t.” Gillian’s eyelids fluttered closed as Finn
stroked her palms up and down her thighs. “F-Finn...”

“You want me to leave, say the word, and I’ll leave.” Finn
leaned in closer, her lips inches from Gillian’s. “You’re in
control here. It doesn’t matter how much I want to feel as
though I’m in control; it’s all you.”

Gillian studied Finn’s eyes, dragging the corner of her lip
between her teeth. She was thinking about it, but Finn knew
that deep down, there was nothing to think about. Gillian
Masters wanted her...just as she had two weeks ago. “I’ve
spent the last two weeks replaying that night in my mind.”

“Oh, yeah?”

Gillian brought her hands up to Finn’s upper arms,
smoothing her palms over her muscles. “God, nobody has ever
made me come so hard, Finn. Nobody has ever given their all
the way you did.”

“I don’t give anything but my very best.”
“Mm. I know.”

Finn inched closer again. Gillian’s skirt strained between
them. “So...” her fingertips disappeared beneath the hem of
the material, that soft skin reminding her of what they’d
shared. A little higher and Finn would be touching the very
thing she craved.

“I don’t know what you’re doing to me, but I can’t stop
myself. I need you, Finn.” Gillian fisted her hand in the front
of Finn’s T-shirt and kissed her with an urgency that had Finn



wondering if they’d ever be able to stop. The way Gillian
kissed her, it was a way no other woman had before. “Oh,
God. I really need you.”

“Now?”” Finn lifted a brow.

“Y-yes.” Gillian whimpered as Finn stroked her fingertips
over her underwear. She felt the heat, the dampness, smiling
when Gillian shifted forward to gain a little friction. “Please, |
need you to touch me.”

Finn slid both hands under Gillian’s dress and hooked her
fingers through the waistband of her underwear. She slid them
down her thighs, taking the red lace and putting it in her back
pocket.

Their eyes met, that palpable tension between them back
tenfold. Finn had to stop and stare for a moment. To
understand that this was happening again. She wasn’t sure she
could be this lucky. But she was, and she was going to make
the most of it.

She shifted Gillian to the very edge of her desk, clasping
her fingers around the back of her neck. Finn brought their
foreheads together, smiling when Gillian gasped at the simple
touch to her thigh. “I didn’t think I’d have the chance to touch
you again.”

“This 1sn’t right, but then...I don’t want to imagine you as
being wrong.”

Finn drew Gillian into a kiss, tugging on her bottom lip as
she smiled. “You know I’ll fuck you whenever and wherever
you want.”

“Oh, God.” Gillian trembled with anticipation, the sexiest
moan music to Finn’s ears as she teased her clit. “Y-yes.”

“You can’t help yourself, can you?”
“NO,”

Finn watched a range of emotions cross Gillian’s face, but
the one that remained throughout was arousal. Pure unbridled

want and arousal. “I’ve barely even touched you, and you’re
soaked.”



“Y-you,” Gillian whispered. “You’re always on my mind.”

“Have you...been touching your pussy while you think
about me? Here?”

Gillian nodded. “Once or twice.”

“Fuck. That’s hot.” Finn kissed her way along Gillian’s
jawline until she reached her ear. “I’ve been wanting to fuck
you in your office since we met. Because you and I both know
that we get off on it. It’s...forbidden.”

“All of you 1s forbidden, Finn.”

Part of Finn wanted to be forbidden, it was what turned
Gillian on, but the other part of her wanted to enjoy this
woman whenever she possibly could. Gillian Masters was
seductive—no shit—but she had something about her that
Finn wanted to learn and understand. The smallest piece of her
wanted to know Gillian on a personal level. “Do you want me
to be forbidden?” As Finn asked that question, she teased her
fingers through Gillian’s lips. “Well?”

“God, n-no.”

Hmm. Finn wasn’t so sure that was the truth. It was the
idea of being caught that made Gillian wet, and Finn knew it.
The secrecy and the locked doors...Gillian couldn’t deny how
it made her feel, even if she tried to. The fact that Finn’s
fingers were dripping said a lot. “I know what you want deep
down.” She eased two fingers inside Gillian, smirking when
her eyes lit up. “You want me to fuck you on your desk...
knowing we could get caught. That’s the thrill, isn’t it?”

“Oh, fuck!” Gillian threw her head back, spreading her
legs wider. “That feels...”

“So. Fucking. Good.” Finn finished for her. “You want to
come around my fingers knowing that your colleagues are
walking past the door.”

CGB aby.ﬂ!

Finn placed a hand around Gillian’s throat, thrusting
deeper. “Tell me the truth.”

“I-1...yes. This is what gets me off.”



Fuck! Finn could come just hearing that. Gillian spent her
days walking the corridors all prim and proper, but behind it
all, she was the complete opposite. She wanted sordid. She
wanted to be fucked by her student in her office. Who the hell
was Finn to deny her that? “Touch your clit.”

Gillian gasped and moaned—quietly but not silently—and
brought her red manicured nails to her clit. The moment they
touched the sensitive bud, Gillian wrapped her legs around
Finn’s waist and bucked her hips. “Fuck, yes. Please, Finn.
Make me come.”

Finn curled her fingers, massaging the spot that would
have Gillian moaning her name. She may have only spent one
night with her, but she knew everything Gillian enjoyed. She
leaned in, their lips almost touching, and stared deep into
Gillian’s eyes. “You’re fucking filthy. I love it.”

“T-this is all you, Finn. I can’t get enough of you.”

With a cocky grin, Finn said, “I know. And that’s why I
can’t get enough of you either.”

“When you fuck me, I feel alive.”

That only had Finn thrusting harder again, her mind
spinning at the thought of this woman needing her. “Then
enjoy this. Let me take care of you.”

“Oh, fuck. I’'m close.”

“Come for me,” Finn demanded, her arm straining as she
fucked Gillian harder with every rhythmic breath they took.
“Go on. Come for me so I can watch that gorgeous smile.”

Gillian released around Finn, her legs tightened around her
waist as she brought the fingers working her clit to Finn’s lips.
Finn sucked on them, coaxing everything she could from
Gillian, entirely mesmerised by this woman.

“F-Finn.” She pushed against Finn’s stomach, her chest
heaving. “Oh, God.”

“You don’t have any idea how much I want you. Or how
good it feels to be inside you.”



Gillian lowered her legs from around Finn, slumping as
best as she could, given the fact she was resting against her
desk. “I...that...”

Finn laughed. “Can’t happen again. Yeah, I know.” She
cleaned Gillian from her fingers and winked as she backed up
towards the door. “Enjoy the rest of your afternoon.”

“Finn, wait.”

“Got to go!” She pulled Gillian’s underwear from her back
pocket and held them up. “But I’ll keep hold of these. You
know, for next time.”



A

(THE PRESENT)



CHAPTER 1

FINN MINDLESSLY STIRRED HER COFFEE, gazing across the
cafeteria where Gillian stood. How was it possible for one
person to always look so good? Finn tried to look presentable
most days—she believed that feeling positive in your clothes,
in turn, made you feel positive within—but Gillian? It was
obscene how perfect she looked every damn day.

Maybe it was the fact that she hadn’t seen Gillian in almost
a month that had Finn feeling that way. The longing had been
there, the craving to call Gillian up over the Christmas and
New Year break, but she’d somehow managed to stop herself
from doing so. Honestly, Finn could have done with something
to occupy her time, to get her out of the house, but Gillian had
made no attempt to strike up conversation with her in the
weeks leading up to the Christmas break. In the weeks
following their fiery office situation.

Finn knew where she stood now.
Gillian had used her again. It was quite simple.

But that had been beneficial to Finn without her realising it
at the time. When she’d woken up on New Year’s Day alone—
still living with her parents—Finn had decided that, for the
first time in her life, she was going to get her shit into some
kind of order. She didn’t quite know how that looked yet, but
she was determined to have meaningful relationships with
people. Sure, she wouldn’t dismiss the idea of enjoying
women when it was possible, but whatever she’d had with
Gillian had come to an end. That was self-explanatory, judging
by their lack of contact.



Gillian had been the spark when it came to igniting the
changes in Finn’s life. While she would never regret those
moments with her, Finn knew it couldn’t continue. She also
knew she was at a point where a routine...something
meaningful in her life was a must. She was turning twenty-six
next week, and right now, she had very little to show for those
years on earth. Other than work and university, Finn hadn’t
done anything remotely meaningful with her life.

As Finn sipped her coffee, trying to remain inconspicuous
around campus, she saw Gillian cast her gaze across the room.
And then it landed on her. Finn managed a tight smile before
she lowered her eyes to the table. While she was planning to
be on campus solely for her degree, she knew deep down that
one look from Gillian would have her considering other
things.

Open your laptop. She's less likely to interrupt.

Finn pulled it from her satchel and powered it up. She was
up to date with her assignments—she’d spent most of
Christmas night working—but Gillian didn’t know that.
Actually, nobody knew that. Finn wasn’t in the habit of telling
anyone about the dreadful social life she had.

“Finn...h1.”

That voice. It instantly sent a shiver down Finn’s spine.
She’d missed that voice, but she’d also learnt to detach from
how she felt when she heard that voice. Almost.

She looked up and smiled. “Hi.”

“May I speak with you for a few minutes if you have the
time?”’

“Sure. What’s up?”

Gillian looked around and cleared her throat. “How about
my office?”

Finn paused for a moment. She had no issues going to
Gillian’s office, but she had to prepare herself for the
possibility of one of two scenarios. One, Gillian expected
something to take place in her office. Two, she’d come to the



decision over the holidays that she couldn’t work with Finn in
her classes anymore.

“Finn?”

“Y-yeah. Of course.” She closed her laptop and shot to her
feet. Whatever the outcome, she’d deal with it as it happened.

As she rushed to gather her belongings, Finn knocked her
coffee cup over, spilling the contents across the table. She
fumbled, wiping it away with a napkin, and then glanced back
up at Gillian. “Sorry. It’s been a long morning already. I'm a
little bit spaced out.”

“Perfectly fine.” Gillian regarded Finn with one of her
sultry smiles and turned to walk away.

Finn followed—of course she did—aware that she had to
keep her eyes on the floor and not on Gillian’s arse. That
wasn’t the easiest of tasks, not when she hadn’t come across
this woman in a month. The thoughts had been there, the
reminder of Gillian’s sweet pussy, but Finn had done well to
hold back. If nothing else, it showed she was capable of
keeping her hands to herself.

As they reached Gillian’s office and she unlocked the door,
Finn steeled herself and took a breath. She really hoped they
could continue sharing the same space. They were adults; it
surely wasn’t hard. Only Finn knew just how hard it could be
if they dared to continue what had already happened. Quite
frankly, Finn would get on her knees if Gillian asked that of
her—something she wouldn’t do for any other woman—
because when it came down to the truth of it all, Gillian did
something to Finn that she couldn’t explain.

“Come in.” Gillian held the door open as the lights
flickered on. That familiar perfume reached Finn’s nose, her
spine tingling, but she forced it down. If she gave herself a
single second to think about being inside Gillian, she would
have her bent over the desk in the next minute or two. “How
was the Christmas break?”

Finn shoved her hands into the pockets of her ripped jeans.
She was mindful not to have that ‘confident stance’ as Gillian



had once called it. She didn’t want to be accused of seducing
her lecturer again. “Yeah, it was okay. Quiet.”

“Sometimes quiet is best,” Gillian said, flashing that smile
again.

She offered Finn a seat, but Finn declined.

“What did you want to see me about?” Finn hated getting
straight to the point, but being back in this office brought back
some of the most intense memories of her life. Memories she
was close to re-enacting. It felt far too easy to just slip a hand
up Gillian’s dress. “Just that I have stuff to do.”

“Right. I’'m sorry.” Gillian waved a hand. “I just wanted to
check in with you about the extension you asked for back in
December.”

Finn frowned. “I...submitted the assignment before the
two-week extended deadline.”

“You did. But is it likely that you’ll need the same in the
future? You mentioned that you had some family things going
on, and I’d like to be on the same page should you need an
extension again.”

“No. I’'ll make sure everything is submitted on time. That
was just a hiccup. I’'m good.”

“If you’re sure?” Gillian quirked a brow, sending Finn’s
pulse racing.

It didn’t really matter what Gillian did or how she
presented herself, Finn was familiar with her body now, and
that was an image she could never scratch from her mind. The
innocent looks didn’t wash with Finn anymore. Instead, the
sweet and shy smile only reminded her of the night Gillian
dropped to her knees and took Finn’s ‘cock’ into her mouth.
Every last action had an opposite...and Finn knew it.

“You know I’ll give you whatever you need, Finn.”
Anything at all? Finn wanted to ask. “Really, I’ll be okay.”

Gillian seemed satisfied by that, even if Finn didn’t know
if she was coming or going most days. Life at home had been
tough during the holidays.



“Okay. Well, it was good to see you.” Gillian rounded her
desk and took a seat. “I’ll see you this afternoon at my
lecture?”

“Of course. Yeah.” Finn chewed the corner of her bottom
lip, one hand gripping the strap of her satchel where it was
slung across her body. “Did you have a nice Christmas?”

“I’ve...had better.” Gillian managed the smallest of smiles.
“First one alone in twenty-odd years.” She focused on her
computer screen, a sadness in the air around them.

“Onwards and upward now though, right?”

Gillian’s dark eyes lifted, piercing Finn in all ways
possible. They held that sadness, uncertainty about the future,
but they still made Finn wet in an instant. She guessed some
things would never change. “I hope so.”

“I know so. If that cake at your divorce party was anything
to go by, your ex-husband was a prick. Surely you’d rather be
without that than put up with it for the sake of it.”

“I’1l always choose myself.”

Yeah, don't I know it, Finn thought. Given the complete
lack of communication for the best part of five weeks now,
Finn was well aware of the fact that Gillian only chose herself.
Because it hadn’t only been the break that had provided that
silence. The two weeks prior to uni finishing had been just as
lonely.

Gillian got to her feet and approached her briefcase. She
took out paperwork and placed it on her desk. “I suppose |
should start this year with minimal work. That was all I
wanted to see you about. Go and enjoy the rest of your lunch
break.”

“R-right. Yeah.” Finn turned towards the door, placing her
hand to the back of it. “It was good to see you too, Gillian.”

=



God, she looks good.

Gillian watched Finn from across the lecture hall, mindful
that other students were present. For twenty-five days, she’d
reminisced. About Finn’s eyes. Her smile. Those hands. For
twenty-five days, she’d wondered if it was possible to call
Finn and have her come over. Christmas night had been
particularly difficult. After an entire bottle of wine 1n the space
of an hour, Gillian had been close to calling her student.

She could dress this up however she liked, but she still
wanted Finn. It simply wasn’t possible to forget someone like
Finn Ashton. As Gillian sat here right now, she knew she
didn’t want to forget something that had brought her so much
pleasure. Sure, she may want to forget her own past, her
miserable life, and enjoy something that didn’t have to mean
anything—or so she kept telling herself—but deep down, it
simply came back to her desire to be with Finn. It couldn’t
mean anything, but that pleasure she’d felt when she was alone
with her student, the undeniable urge they’d both had to have
one another... It meant far more than Gillian could admit. She
would keep her own feelings buried away, she had to, but God,
she missed Finn Ashton.

Gillian gripped the arms of her chair, crossing her legs
when she caught Finn grinning during a conversation with
another student. She did her usual signature hand through the
hair, sitting so confidently as always. That desire flared deep
within Gillian, but it was quickly followed by jealousy.
Jealousy because Finn was giving her attention to another
woman. Jealousy because that woman had the pleasure of
being up close and personal with Finn. The very same place
Gillian wished she could be.

“Okay, everyone. I thought I’d ease you into this
semester,” Gillian said as she stood up and moved towards the
front of her class. “I’ll be updating the online portal this
afternoon. If anyone has any questions, you know where to
find me. Or you can drop me an email.”

Everyone started to pack up. Gillian waited for Finn to
make eye contact, to grab her crotch the way she used to, but it
never came. She was too enthralled by the conversation she



was having with Deena, one of Gillian’s mature students. Finn
was a mature student too, but Deena was...thirty-seven if
Gillian recalled correctly.

She focused on her own belongings, closing down the
PowerPoint presentation she’d spent the last week working on.
The rest of the day was Gillian’s now, and it was about time
she got out of here and took care of things that needed taking
care of.

After the last hour watching Finn...Gillian definitely had
‘things’ to take care of.

As the last of her students filed out of the lecture hall,
Gillian dropped her head on her shoulders where she was bent
forward at her laptop. The Christmas break was supposed to
bring her some kind of clarity. It was supposed to rid her of
anything she felt for Finn. Fuck, it was supposed to put a stop
to all of this.

Yet here she was...craving a release. All because she had
laid eyes on Finn again. But it wasn’t only a release she
wanted. Just being with Finn was incredibly satisfying. Sex or
not.

Oh, you have to stop this. It's too dangerous!

What Gillian wanted...she couldn’t have. The nights she
had lay awake, wishing she was in Finn’s arms. The mornings
she sat at home, imagining Finn coming up behind her and
wrapping those arms around her waist. The days when those
thoughts became so intense that Gillian sat with tears in her
eyes. It could never happen, but God, she wished there could
have been a different outcome.

GCHey.ﬁj

Startled by a low voice, Gillian turned around. Finn was
resting against the front row of fixed desks, her legs crossed at
the ankles. “Finn, I thought you’d left. Is everything okay?”

“Sure. You seem a little...off, though. You good?”

Lie. “I’m really good.”



Finn narrowed those blue eyes, her head cocked. She’d had
a fresh haircut before the semester had begun, shaved on one
side. Gillian liked it. So much so that she wanted to graze her
nails against it...preferably while Finn’s mouth was between
her legs. Oh, God. She mirrored Finn’s position, squeezing her
thighs together.

“My birthday is next Friday. I’ll be at The Corner bar if
you want to join me.”

Gillian knew in her heart she would give anything to join
Finn at one of the local bars, but anyone could be around. It
wasn’t a good idea. “I...shouldn’t.”

“No, I know.” Finn nodded slowly. “Still, I wanted to
invite you. Even though I knew you wouldn’t accept it.”

Gillian pushed off the desk and approached Finn. “I’d love
to, really I would—"

“But you can’t.”

She stopped in front of Finn, aching to reach out and touch
her in some way. To brush her hair from her face, to stroke a
fingertip up her forearm. Just something to show that
connection was as palpable as ever. “I can’t be sure we
wouldn’t be seen together.”

“It’s just a drink, Gillian.”

Was it, though? And if that was the case, would their
chemistry be obvious to everyone around them?

Gillian wanted to throw caution to the wind, to enjoy a rare
night out, but the fear of being found out stuck firm in her
mind. “I’m sure you’ll have a great night.”

“Y-yeah. So, I’'ll see you Friday for the lecture.”

“I’m not here this Friday. I have some things to take care
of.”

Finn got to her feet, and Gillian found herself practically
pressed to her. “Then I guess the rest of my week and the
weekend are completely ruined.”

Gillian frowned.



“Since whatever we had going on...isn’t going on
anymore, admiring you is all I’'m allowed.” Finn cleared her
throat and inconspicuously placed a hand to Gillian’s thigh,
stroking her fingers against the material of Gillian’s skirt.
“I’ve spent the Christmas break promising myself I wouldn’t
find myself this close to you.” Finn leaned towards Gillian’s
ear and growled, “But one day back, and all I want is to put
my fingers inside you and remember how good you feel.”

Gillian’s clit ached at that. Her wetness had just really
made an appearance. She wrapped her hand around the wrist
almost between her legs, slowly guiding Finn’s hand towards
her pussy. “F-Finn.”

“Don’t worry. I know we can’t...or shouldn’t. It doesn’t
make me want to fuck you any less, though. I arrived on
campus this morning determined to focus, to...be your student
and nothing more, but one look from you and everything
unravelled.” Finn grazed the back of her hand between
Gillian’s legs, smirking when Gillian’s knees trembled. “I can
live with the dreams. Bye, Gillian.”

The sudden loss of Finn’s hand had Gillian braced forward
against the nearest desk, panting. How the hell had things
changed so suddenly within the space of a few minutes?
Gillian recalled the smile on Finn’s face as she spoke to
Deena, wishing that smile was directed at her instead, but then
she focused on the look in Finn’s eyes as she touched Gillian
exactly where she needed her most, and memories of their
short but fiery time together came flooding back. It didn’t
matter how Finn looked at anyone else, it was Gillian who she
wanted.

The lecture hall door closed with a thud, reminding Gillian
of where she was. She stood bolt upright, brushed down her
skirt, and packed up the last of her things. Gillian needed to be
alone, and if she didn’t get Finn off her mind right this second,
she would be fucking herself in her car in a matter of minutes.



CHAPTER 2

GiLLiaN ALMosT FELL through the door, her work bag and
briefcase thrown to the floor as she stumbled out of her heels.
Finn had awoken the beast, and now Gillian wasn’t sure she
could keep it at bay, deep down with her darkest fantasies. She
rushed into the kitchen and took the bottle of red wine sitting
on the counter, pouring a large measure into a glass. Her
shaking hand gripped her phone, the thought of calling Finn
now fully at the front of her mind. She couldn’t do and say
what she had to Gillian and not expect there to be some kind
of bite back. It didn’t work that way.

She exhaled a breath, unlocking her phone and bringing up
the last messages Finn had sent to her. Messages that led to
them fucking one another senseless the first time around.

Oh, yeah? I know how wet I make you when I’m in
class. I see it in your eyes. Do you go back to your office
and touch yourself while you’re thinking of me? Do you
taste yourself while imagining me?

Fuck. Gillian groaned at the mere thought of having Finn
again. Realistically, she could if she wanted to. It didn’t matter
what her head said; her pussy demanded something else
entirely.

Do you think of me putting my cock in you while you’re
bent over your desk? A personal favourite of mine is being
on my knees under your desk. I’d love to have my face in
your drenched pussy. And I know you’d love it too!



Oh, Gillian al/ways thought about Finn being inside her. Of
all the positions they’d found themselves in that night, Finn
pounding her against the back of the couch was up there with
her finest achievements. The way she gripped Gillian’s hips
and slammed harder with each rhythmic thrust. She had the
perfect stroke. Fuck, Finn was the only one who knew how to
satisfy Gillian.

At least, that was her fear when it came to meeting
someone one day. That nobody would live up to Finn and the
incredibly mind-blowing sex they’d had.

She couldn’t hold on any longer. If she closed her eyes,
Gillian could imagine Finn looking down at her, toy in hand,
demanding Gillian gag for her. And she would, time and time
again. God, she wasn’t sure there were any limits when it
came to Finn Ashton.

Gillian rushed off into her bedroom, taking her bottom lip
between her teeth as she hiked her skirt up around her waist
and pressed her underwear between her lips. Soaked was an
understatement. “Oh, Finn. What are you doing to me?”

She took the biggest toy she had from the top drawer of
her nightstand and threw it to the bed. She considered reaching
for a bottle of lube too, but it wasn’t needed. Gillian was so
wet that as she removed her underwear, she felt it coat her
thighs. She lay back on the bed, brought the tip of the toy to
her entrance, and plunged it deep inside.

“F-fuck.” Gillian grasped at her blouse, untucking it from
her skirt. She forced a hand inside her bra, pinched and tugged
at her aching nipple, then fucked herself hard and fast. “Y-yes.
Oh, Finn. Fuck me.”

With her head buried in the mattress, her mouth agape,
Gillian gasped and moaned with every thrust. If only Finn
were braced above her, staring down at her with those huge
blue eyes, this day would be ending on the perfect note.

“Harder. Fuck my pussy harder.”

“All I want is to put my fingers inside you and remember
how good you feel.”



Finn’s voice played on repeat in her mind, building her up
to the most intense orgasm. Sometimes the fantasy was far
better than the reality, but that depended entirely on whether
you’d had the chance to live out those fantasies. Gillian had,
and this was nothing compared to the real thing. “Y-yes. So
close.”

Gillian yanked her hand from her bra, now lavishing her
clit as her toes started to curl. She slowed, but thrust deeper
and harder, trembling as she came for a woman she couldn’t
have. “Oh, shit.” Her chest heaved, and her thighs shook.
Gillian wasn’t done, not by a long stretch, but the
unexpectedness of this had thrown her.

Her walls forced the toy out, every inch of Gillian
throbbing for something far more, but that could only happen
if she allowed Finn into her life in some capacity.

She had a decision to make.
But not before she’d fucked herself into oblivion.

Oh, Gillian...you’re going to get yourself into trouble.

=

Finn’s phone rang on the bed next to her, startling her from the
assignment Gillian had uploaded to the online portal this
afternoon. It was her mum.

“Hi, Mum. Everything okay?”
“Could you come down here for a minute, please?”

Finn smiled, shifting her laptop from where it rested on her
knees. “Yep. Give me a second, and I’ll be there.”

As the call ended, Finn threw her phone to the bed and left
her room. She would always be on hand to help her mum
when she needed it, but Finn also had the added work of
assignments these days. She would need some time to herself
to get ahead with her studying. Failing her modules was not an
option.



Maybe it's time to find a place of my own...

She took the stairs, wondering what would be required of
her now. Her dad was home—drunk as usual—but he may as
well not exist when it came to helping out around here. Carol
had been confined to her bed for the last three years. Finn had
once been her carer on mostly a full-time basis, but enrolling
in university meant she didn’t have as much time to tend to the
house and anything her mum may need now. Not only did she
have uni work on her plate, but she had her actual job as well.

“What’s up?” She stepped into the living room that housed
her mum’s bed at the far end. “Everything okay?”

“I couldn’t trouble you for a cup of tea, could I, love?”

Finn looked over at the couch, rolling her eyes when she
found her dad asleep on it. Roy was a drunk, he had been for
as long as Finn could remember. “I see he’s about as much use
as an ornament once again.”

“He’s only just nodded off. I didn’t want to wake him. He
needs to rest.”

Rest from what, exactly? Lifting pints of beer with his right
arm all day?

“He’s really going to have to start pulling his finger out,
Mum. You know I’ll do anything I can for you, but he needs to
pull his weight. With university, I don’t have as much time as |
used to.”

Carol lay her head back on the pillow and stared up at the
ceiling. “I’m sorry.”

“I’m not complaining. I’'m just making you aware of the
things I have on at the minute.” Finn had tried to encourage
her mum to hire a carer service, but that had been a non-
starter. Carol claimed she didn’t need people judging her as
she lay in bed. Finn had explained that they wouldn’t be there
to do anything of the kind, that their careers were based solely
on caring for people, but Carol had only gone on to explain
how she was a burden to Finn and would manage alone rather
than with someone she didn’t know or trust. “I’ll make you a
cuppa, and then I really need to get on with some studying.”



“You’re taking me to my appointments at the hospital next
Friday, aren’t you?”

“I... It’s my birthday. You said Sue was taking you.”

Carol propped herself up in bed, smiling weakly. “Maybe I
should cancel them. If you have plans, I don’t want you to
change them for me.”

“Mum, you can’t cancel them. You’ve been waiting
months for these appointments.”

Carol shrugged. “That’s okay. I’'m sure another date will
come around soon.”

Finn perched herself on the edge of her mum’s bed, taking
her hand. “Sue was supposed to be taking you.” Carol and her
sister got along when it suited them, but most of the time, it
was strained. Finn didn’t get involved with the family drama
—or anyone’s for that matter—so she had no idea what was
going on this time. “Is she not able to take you anymore?”

“I told her you’d take me instead. I feel more comfortable
with you there. You know what they’re talking about, you

know?”’

Finn dragged a hand through her hair and sighed. Of
course she would change her plans so her mum could go to her
appointments—they were hugely important—but Finn did
wish she wasn’t the only person around here willing to do
those things. She had really been looking forward to her
birthday, alone or not. “I have a lecture that day. And it’s my
birthday. That’s why Sue was taking you rather than me.”

“I didn’t know you had plans. You don’t usually go out
much, so I thought it would be okay to cancel with Sue.”

“It’s fine. I’ll cancel my plans. I don’t know how long
we’ll be sitting around at the hospital for.” She didn’t have
anything set in stone when it came to those plans, but it wasn’t
the point. Finn didn’t want to sit at home for her birthday. No
way. She’d invited Gillian to the bar hoping she’d agree, but
that was dead in the water. Still, Finn would take herself out
for a drink. So what if she celebrated alone?

“Finn, ’'m sorry. I should have asked you first.”



Finn squeezed her mum’s hand. “I need you to stop
worshiping the ground he walks on.” She eyed the couch,
scoffing. “He does nothing around here. He’s useless. Don’t
you see that?”

“Don’t speak about your father like that.”

Father. That’ll be the day. Finn exhaled a calming breath.
She hated all of this. If he could just help when it was needed,
Finn’s life would be far less hectic. But as she watched him,
snoring over the noise of the TV, she knew he was a lost cause.
“I’1l put the kettle on.”

“I appreciate you, Finn. I hope you know that.”

Finn turned back as she reached the kitchen door. “I know,
Mum.”

=

Gillian lowered her reading glasses over her eyes, settling in
for an evening of paperwork and plans for the new semester.
She didn’t have to worry about her students, they had already
shown her what they were capable of, so it would be wise to
give them the very best version of herself, too. It was
important that they felt they could approach Gillian with any
issues they faced.

She brought up the notes for the next module of contract
law and got comfortable on the couch. Finn had finished top of
her class last semester, even with the extended deadline.
Whatever had been going on to cause that extension, Gillian
was impressed by Finn’s dedication to the degree.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table. She reached for it,
surprised to see Finn’s name waiting for her.

I know this isn’t what we do, but I was in your area
and wondered if maybe we could talk? Finn.

Talk? Finn...wanted to talk?



Not a good idea. We don’t have to discuss earlier today.
It’s okay.

Gillian chose not to sign her name at the end of the
message. The last thing she wanted was future texts to get into
the wrong hands.

Okay. I’m sorry for texting you. I just needed someone
to talk to. See you next week. Finn.

Finn needed someone to talk to? About what? This Finn
didn’t feel like the Finn she was used to being around. Perhaps
there was another issue that her student was dealing with. If
so, surely it could wait until university hours. From what
Gillian knew of Finn so far, her student was more than capable
of looking after herself. That confidence was the very reason
Gillian struggled so much around Finn Ashton.

I’ll be on campus tomorrow if you want to come to my
office.

Gillian sent off the message, hoping that satisfied Finn.

It’s not degree related. But thanks for the offer. I
appreciate it. Finn.

Okay, Gillian didn’t know how to deal with this side of
Finn. Even only through a text message, something felt off.
Finn...felt off.

Do you remember my address?

Gillian’s address wouldn’t be the same for much longer.
On Friday, she was collecting the keys to her new place. A
home with a garden and plenty of space. Gillian could hardly
wait to put her own stamp on it. Granted, it would take a while
to complete renovations, but it would all be worth it in the end.

Yeah. That’s not an address I could forget in a hurry.
Finn.

She smiled at that. And then she made a mental note not to
give Finn her new address when the time came to move in.
This could be the place they’d had their fun while her new
home would be a fresh start for Gillian.



Then come over now. If you’re sure it’s me you want to
talk to.

As Gillian sent off that message, she lowered her work to
the coffee table and mentally prepared herself for seeing Finn
again within her own four walls. Something told her that she
wouldn’t have to worry about the dangerously good side of her
student tonight, even if that was the side she would always
crave.

Are you sure?
Gillian inhaled a deep breath and let it out ever so slowly.

I’m sure.



CHAPTER 3

WHAT THE FUCK are you doing here?

Finn puffed out her cheeks and strode out of the lift. Part
of her hadn’t expected Gillian to invite her over when she’d
texted her, but Finn was grateful that she had. She just needed
an hour to herself but not alone. She wanted to have a
conversation with someone that wasn’t either of her parents.
Finn...wanted to have a normal life.

As she approached the very door she’d had Gillian pinned
against at one time, she pushed any of those thoughts from her
mind. Unless they naturally gravitated towards one another
tonight, Finn was going to tame herself. The last thing she
needed was Gillian thinking she’d come here specifically for
sex. As wonderful as that would be, that wasn’t what they had
anymore.

She’s used you twice now, but you're the one being
respectful. Huh. Okay, that wasn’t strictly true. They’d used
one another as it suited them, and Finn would do well to
remember that. Nobody was the villain here. It was simply a
fucked up situation.

When she stopped outside Gillian’s apartment, glaring at
the door, Finn once again questioned what she was doing here.
She was shocked she’d asked Gillian if they could talk. Yes,
she wanted someone to talk to, but was it wise to choose the
very woman she preferred to spend her time with naked?

You're here now. She cleared her throat and knocked
anyway. When the door opened and Gillian looked back at her,



Finn could only smile. It felt odd to be here under different
circumstances.

CCHey'9’
Gillian cocked her head. “Come 1n.”

Finn did so, avoiding staring at Gillian for too long. She
wore her reading glasses—glasses that sent every last thought
of Finn’s directly into the gutter. “Thanks for responding to my
message. | just started walking and ended up in your area.”

“Really.” Gillian deadpanned.

That reaction was understandable. If Finn was thrown by
being here, Gillian surely felt the same way. Finn held up her
hands and took a step back. “Really. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

“Then can I get you something to drink? Maybe a beer?”

Finn smiled as she ran her fingers through her hair. “I’d
love a beer. Is it okay if I take my jacket off?”

“Sure.”

Finn slid it off as Gillian turned her back and took a few
steps towards the kitchen. She wore an oversized hoodie, her
hair pulled up into a bun. Finn briefly admired the leggings
sculpted to Gillian’s legs, and then she allowed those thoughts
to pass. Keep it clean, Finn. She slung her jacket over a dining
chair and stood awkwardly in the middle of Gillian’s space,
aware that this was all very odd. Finn was her student. Odd
was an understatement.

“So, you wanted to talk?” Gillian reached out with a beer
to Finn, motioning for her to take a seat on the couch.

“Thanks.” She perched herself on the end, not entirely sure
of the atmosphere yet, and nodded slowly. “Yeah, um...I know
it’s probably a bit unexpected, and you can ask me to leave—"

“What is it, Finn? Because if this is about us, ’'m going to
stop you before you even start.”

There was no ‘them’. Finn knew that. “It’s not. And if it
makes you feel better, I’'m not trying to pursue you, Gillian. It



was never about wanting a relationship. You don’t have to
worry about that with me, okay?”

“Famous last words,” Gillian said with a slight scoff, but
Finn saw through it. She was putting on a front, and Finn
understood that Gillian was simply trying to protect herself.
Gillian had no idea why Finn was here.

And Finn was beginning to feel a little bit ridiculous for
even contacting Gillian. How was she supposed to explain to
the woman who thought she was hot and fuckable that she had
practically no life outside of university? “Can I say some
things and it not change your opinion of me?”

Gillian reached for her glass of wine and sipped. “It
depends on what it is you’re going to say. If you’ve come here
to tell me you’re a drug dealer or a thief, then naturally, I'm
going to have a very different opinion of you.”

Finn frowned, unsure if Gillian was joking or not. Either
way, she felt a little offended. “Thankfully, neither of those.
But if you’d rather not do this, I can just go.”

Gillian placed a hand to Finn’s knee as she tried to stand.
“Anything you say here can be said without judgement.”

“I appreciate that.” Finn took a moment or two to breathe.
She really didn’t want Gillian to think of her any differently.
What they’d had was the one thing that made Finn feel less
like a loner. When Gillian looked at her the way she usually
did, Finn didn’t feel so out of the loop with life. “As for the
reason why I’'m here, it’s as pathetic as simply wanting some
company.”

Gillian’s brows drew together. “Finn, I’'m sure you have
plenty of people to spend time with. I mean, look at you. Your
friends and...interests, shall we say, must be falling over
themselves for your attention.”

Finn snorted, staring down at her beer bottle. “Yeah, I
don’t have any ‘interests’...or friends.”

“I’'m sorry?”

“I suppose not everything is as it seems when you look at
people, huh?” Finn knew this would be an instant turn off.



Gillian had clearly been into the confident and intriguing side
of Finn. Not the one that had no friends and very little life. “I
care for my mum. When I’m not at university or working, I’'m
at home with her.”

Gillian nodded slowly. “That explains the extension.”

“Yup.” Finn scooted back on the couch, resting her ankle
on her knee. “And that won’t happen again. I can assure you.”

“Finn, ’'m pretty understanding when it comes to needing
more time. You’re university level now; we don’t generally
run around chasing students for assignments. Whatever you
need, you let me know, and I’ll make it happen.”

Finn looked up at Gillian, her gaze unwavering.
“Honestly? I need this. And I know it’s not something I’'m
entitled to, nor would I expect it from you, but it’s what I need.
Someone I can hang out with. Someone I can come to when I
need to vent.”

“You don’t know how much I wish I could be that person.”

“I’m not your kind of person—I get that. But the fact you
even agreed to see me tonight has been a huge help.
Everything just gets to be a bit too much at home sometimes.”

“You and I both know you’re exactly my kind of person.
Let’s not pretend otherwise.”

Finn blushed ever so slightly. Seeing Gillian like this,
wearing her comfy clothes and make-up free... It made her
feel some kinda way. Add in the care in her eyes, and Finn was
unexpectedly thrown. “That’s fair.”

“Now tell me, what gets to be too much? Caring for your
mother?”

Finn winced. Confirming that was going to make her
sound like a terrible person. “Don’t judge me for that. I’ve
been caring for her since I was nineteen. It was only
occasional at first, but for the last three years or so, it’s been
practically full-time. It’s never been easy, and it’s only getting
harder. I try my best, I do everything I can when I’m there,
but...she won’t accept that she needs someone other than me
there. An actual carer.”



“I’m not judging you for that. I don’t have a relationship
with my mother, so anything you do is already above and
beyond as far as ’'m concerned.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” Finn almost slid her hand towards
Gillian, and then she remembered that they didn’t work that
way. So she would stick to the script. I wish I could know her
on a deeper level. “It’s like she doesn’t understand that I have
a life, too. That I’'m now working towards a degree to do
something I’ve always wanted to do...and that I have to
actually work to make that happen.”

“She wants you to spend every waking moment taking care
of her.”

Finn hated to admit it, but 1t was true. “Yes.”

“Correct me if I’'m wrong, but you seem to feel guilty
about that.”

The guilt was something that ate away at Finn most days.
Even as she sat here now, Finn wondered if she should be at
home waiting on another instruction or demand. But she didn’t
want to live her life that way anymore. She had already held
back on her studies and ended up being a mature student in
Gillian’s classes. It was time she focused on herself while
getting her mother the best care she could. Care that wouldn’t
come solely from Finn.

“I do feel guilty about it.” Finn lifted a shoulder, not caring
if she said too much. “I don’t expect a full-blown social life,
and I certainly don’t have time to meet anyone. But just to get
out the house for a few hours when I’m able to would make a
huge difference.”

“Well.” Gillian puffed out her cheeks.
“Not what you expected, is it?”

“Honestly? No. You don’t come across that way—isolated
and lonely—at all. At least, not in front of me.”

Finn watched Gillian, trying to gauge the thoughts running
through her mind. “I know you’re probably disappointed now.
It’s just...you make me feel like the real me. I don’t feel like
the carer who is stuck at home with very little life outside. I



don’t worry about my future and where it’s not going. Who 1
am when I’m with you...is the real me. Deep down, anyway.”

“Is that so?” Gillian turned in her seat and curled her legs
to the side of her. She propped her elbow on the back of the
couch, watching Finn intently. “Why is that?”

“You bring it out in me. You make me feel like I can be
that person.” Finn studied Gillian’s eyes, the delicate lines on
her face. She could be wrong, but... “You...like that side of
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me.
Gillian smirked. “Oh, I do. I really like that side of you.”

“Can 1 be completely honest?” Gillian nodded as Finn
cleared her throat. “Those moments I’ve had with you...well,
it’s like an escape for me. You know?”

“An escape...”

“I don’t have the time to date at the minute. It’s simply not
possible between uni and life at home. When you looked at me
the way you did the day we met...I had to explore it. To see
what it meant. And yeah, being with you is an escape. A
luxury escape, of course.”

Gillian took her bottom lip between her teeth and shook
her head slowly. “It’s strange to hear you say that.”

“Why?” This had to be the most conversation Finn had
ever had with another woman. Sure, she played around and
dabbled here and there when she needed to relieve some
tension, but this? This was new. In many ways, she enjoyed
this.

“Because you’re an escape for me, t0o.”

Okay, that did catch Finn off guard. One hundred percent.
Gillian could have anyone she wanted, why Finn? “O.. kay.”

“It’s nothing. Really. Nothing worth discussing, anyway.”
Gillian trailed a fingertip around the rim of her wine glass, no
longer making eye contact with Finn.

“Try me. You may have other ideas about me, but I can be
a good listener.”



“No, Finn. You’ve come here because you need to talk.
I’m not going to take over that space for you.”

“I’ve said what I needed to say.” Finn mirrored Gillian’s
position, relaxing and hoping her body language showed that.
“Tell me...why am I an escape for you?”

“Im not sure I want to say. I’'m not quite over the
humiliation of it all as it is, and it’s been a year.”

Concern grew within Finn. Why would Gillian feel
humiliated? And who the fuck had made her feel that way? “I
know we don’t know one another. I know you have your
people, and I’'m just your student. But I am here to listen if
that’s what you want.” This time Finn did chance sliding her
hand forward, resting it on Gillian’s knee. “Okay?”

“I prefer the fun side of you.” Gillian spoke that quietly,
but Finn didn’t know what to do with it.

“You don’t want the fun side of me. I think you’ve made
that clear in the last couple of months.” If Gillian wanted any
side of Finn, she had done very little to show it. She squeezed
Gillian’s knee, dipping her head to meet her eyes. “Unless you
tell me what you want, what this is, I don’t know what to do
for the best.”

“I was doing just fine until the end of today’s lecture.”

Ah. That had been Finn’s fault. While she had promised
herself to try harder around Gillian, to...not go there again, it
seemed she didn’t know how to keep her thoughts and ideas to
herself when they were alone. But if this really couldn’t go
any further, not even just as fuck buddies, then Finn would do
everything she could to make Gillian feel safe in whatever
space they shared going forward. She never wanted to make
anyone feel uncomfortable, least of all Gillian.

Why? Oh, the why was easy. Finn was wildly attracted to
Gillian, and it wasn’t just because of what she could offer in
the bedroom. Or the couch. Or the kitchen counter. Finn
smirked to herself, trying to keep her head. Gillian may have
been sexy as hell, but it was those deep, dark eyes that Finn
wanted to gaze into. It was her soft skin that left Finn tingling



whenever she had the privilege of touching Gillian. Even a
simple handshake had sparks flying, her knees weak, her pulse
racing. Gillian Masters was far more than just a great fuck.
She had the potential to change Finn’s life. Being in Gillian’s
company made Finn feel all kinds of things. But mostly, she
felt a strange sense of contentment. Peace. Happiness.

“I’m sorry. That’s on me. It won’t happen again, okay?”

Gillian looked up this time, visibly swallowing. “Only...I
want it to happen again. Over and over again. I know the
mistake I’'m making...but whenever I can have you, I want
you, Finn.”

“I don’t know if I’'m coming or going with you,” Finn
laughed, but it was more of a nervous laughter. “You do realise
that, don’t you?”

“I know the feeling.”

Finn decided to be bold. Now was the perfect opportunity
to lay their cards on the table. Gillian knew how Finn felt
about all of this. If this woman wanted and needed what Finn
was offering, she would drop everything to be here. “Gillian,
do you want me to be your escape? Forget what we are outside
of this apartment and tell me what you want. You know I can
be discreet, and you know I’d never do anything to jeopardise
your career.”

“Finn...” Gillian inched forward, placing her wine glass
down and straddling Finn’s lap. She stroked her fingers up
Finn’s throat, their eyes met, and then she leaned down and
kissed Finn with a soft yet heated urgency. Finn hadn’t
expected this to be where her evening went. She hadn’t
imagined Gillian would want her like this again. But those
fingers up her throat...the wetness between her legs as Gillian
kissed her, it had Finn fired up for amything this woman
wanted tonight. As she drew back, her eyes told Finn of the
conflicted thoughts running through Gillian’s mind. “This...
isn’t right.”

“Fuck what’s right. We need one another.” Finn spoke, her
voice hoarse with desire. “You know I’m right.”



“When I’'m with you,” Gillian whispered against Finn’s
lips, “I forget about the woman who was walked all over. I
forget that I put up with so much shit. I forget that I'm not
good enough to make someone happy...”

Finn inched back ever so slightly, staring deep into
Gillian’s eyes. “Not good enough?”

“This is what suits me. Someone who can take my mind
off what I hoped for in my future. Someone I can feel satistied
with. Nothing...serious. ’'m not cut out for that. He made sure
I knew that.”

Finn brought a hand to Gillian’s cheek, frowning as she
turned her face away. “Hey. Look at me.”

Gillian shook her head lightly.

“Please,” Finn pleaded, aware that one push too far and
this could be over. She sighed. “If you won’t look at me, at
least kiss me again.”

Gillian drew Finn into another kiss, touching their
foreheads. “When you left me today, I had to come straight
home. I was so wet.”

It seemed that was the end of any talking they were doing.
Gillian had just pivoted the complete opposite way. But Finn
couldn’t deny how much she wanted Gillian, so she would
play the game. Oh, she would always play the game.

“Oh, yeah?” Finn smiled against Gillian’s lips. “And did
you...do something about it?”

“Mmhmm. I called out your name when I was fucking
myself.”

“Maybe I should take you to the bedroom so I can hear
you doing exactly that all over again?” Finn gripped Gillian’s
ass and pulled her in, kneading her cheeks and knowing just
what it was doing to that soaked pussy. Because it would be
soaked. It always was around Finn.

Gillian moaned. “You don’t have to get back for your
mum?”



Thankfully, not tonight. Finn had spoken to her dad once
he’d slept and sobered up. He was staying home tonight. “No.
These hands are all yours for as long as you want them.”

“Fuck.”

Finn urged Gillian out of her lap. They got to their feet,
and as Finn held Gillian against her, she smirked. “Any second
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now.



CHAPTER 4

GiLLiaN RESTED against the kitchen counter, aching in all the
right places as she brought up a message thread with her best
friend Jan. She had woken this morning to Finn sleeping next
to her, and now she didn’t know what to do. The last time that
had happened, Finn had taken offence to being asked to leave.
But after last night, Gillian felt as though they were in a
different place. Nothing she needed to worry about, but
definitely on a different footing.

Finn was her escape, and she was Finn’s.

If they could contain this to the privacy of Gillian’s home,
what was the worst that could happen?

You won’t believe the night I had! G x

Gillian rushed away from the counter and peeked around
the doorframe. Finn was sprawled out and fast asleep. God,
she was astonishing to look at. Gillian could admire her ink
covered body for days on end and never be satisfied. Enough
of that! She returned to her position at the counter, leaning
forward with her arms braced against the distressed wood.
Fuck it. She would call Jan instead.

When the call connected, Gillian grinned as she whisper-
yelled, “Guess who’s here?!”

“Hmm. A new squeeze?”

“No. But close. Finn! Finn is here. Asleep in my bed. After
another night of fucking mind-blowing sex.”



“Oh, yeah?” Jan teased and then she giggled. “I knew you
couldn’t stick to your word. But you know what? 1 don’t
blame you. Life is too short to have either no sex or terrible
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SCX.

Terrible sex had been her very existence for too long.
Dave, her ex-husband, had never known what she wanted 1n
the bedroom. Fuck, Gillian had spelled it out to him on many
occasions—guided him too—but he just...didn’t have it in
him. “I don’t know how she does it, Jan. It’s like she’s reading
my mind the moment we’re naked together. No, she’s reading
my mind the moment we’re in the same room.”

“That’s a special connection to have, Gill. You know that,
right?”

Gillian did know it. While she knew this had to remain
with no attachment, she wasn’t sure Finn could ever fully
satiate her. Inside the bedroom, absolutely. Sex with Finn was
the very sex Gillian had been dreaming of all her adult life.
But outside of the bedroom? Gillian was worried that she
would always want more. Whether she put up her walls or not,
Finn was what and who she wanted. It can never be. “I know.
But Finn and I are just spending time together. Well, in
secrecy, obviously.”

Jan cleared her throat. “You think you can maintain that
secrecy? All it takes is one look, one tone of voice, and
someone could become suspicious.”

Gillian trusted Finn to keep this at her apartment. “We’ll
discuss it when Finn is awake. I don’t have to be at the
university until midday, so there’s plenty of time to lay out
some ground rules.”

“Oooh, rules. You’re not turning all Domme, are you?”

Gillian smirked. “I couldn’t dominate Finn if I tried. God,”
she whispered, dragging her hair over one shoulder. The
thought of being dominated... Gillian had to wonder if it
would be something Finn was interested in. “It’s so intense,
Jan. I’ve never known anything like it.”



Before Jan could respond, Gillian felt a hand on her ass.
And then she felt something pressing against her. Finn...and
that delightful strap she used so well.

2

“I-I have to go.” Gillian dropped her head on her
shoulders, taking her bottom lip between her teeth to keep her
from moaning. She shifted back, unable to stop herself. “I’ll t-
talk to you soon. Bye.”

Finn lifted her robe from behind, her palm connecting with
one cheek, then the other.

“Mm. Good morning.”
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“Mornin’.” Finn soothed her hand over Gillian’s stinging
flesh, leaning in and kissing her neck. “Feeling okay about last
night?”

“When you greet me like this, yes.” Gillian placed her
palms flat against the counter, aware that this was just another
thing she wasn’t used to yet had always wanted. Finn, fucking
her in the kitchen before either of them had begun their day.

Finn sunk her teeth into Gillian’s shoulder, sending a jolt
of arousal straight to her core. “Telling people about me on the
phone?”

Oh, God. Gillian was treading a fine line here. If Finn
knew she was talking to her best friend, would Finn do the
same thing? While she understood Finn considered herself to
have no friends, Gillian found that very hard to believe. Finn
surely had...someone. “Maybe. But only my closest friend.
She already knew about you.”

“What does she know?”

Gillian ground against Finn’s crotch, craving that friction
she’d come to need. “That I’'m into you.”

“Yeah?” Finn asked as she pressed her hand between
Gillian’s shoulder blades and forced her down against the
counter. “What else?”

“I told her that the sex we have is off the scale. That you
know exactly what I like.” Gillian tried to grip the counter
when Finn pressed the toy to her entrance, her mind whirring



with the possibilities of her morning. “That it’s never been so
intense with anyone else.”

“And to think that you didn’t want to see me anymore...”

Gillian glanced over her shoulder, eyeing Finn as she stood
so confidently behind her. “Maybe you should fuck that
thought right out of me. Here and now. God knows I need it.”

“Mmhmm. You’re right.”

Gillian gasped when the tip pushed inside her. And then
she was filled fully without a second thought. “O-oh. Fuck.
Yes.”

This was all she’d wanted. All she’d craved. How was it
possible that a woman—one twenty years younger than her—
knew that from one night of raw sex? How did Finn know
Gillian’s preferred positions, how hard she wanted it, or that
morning sex was one way to really get her fired up?

“I watch you in lectures,” Finn said, panting as her
trimmed fingernails dug into Gillian’s hips. “Replaying your
moans in my mind. Thinking about that delicious smile when
you come for me. Wishing I could make the room disappear so
it’s just you...and me...with my cock inside you.”

“F-Finn, please.” Gillian slammed back against Finn when
she slowed.

“Needing this dripping wet pussy. Fuck.” Finn forced
herself deeper and held her position. “I’ve never dreamt about
fucking someone the way I dream about you.”
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“I want you whenever I can have you.”

Oh, Gillian wanted that, too. What else she wanted...she
wasn’t sure she could verbalise. Not right now while Finn was
fucking her so hard that her breath caught with every thrust.
Finn spread Gillian’s cheeks, opening her up further. Just that
feeling of being full had Gillian’s knuckles white with
anticipation and excitement. “You feel so good.”

Finn leant forward and dipped her head towards Gillian’s
ear. “Mmhmm. I know.”



Oh, God. This woman was going to really ruin her. In all
the greatest ways possible. Thankfully, Gillian wasn’t looking
for someone to complete her, or someone she could build a life
with. It was this. This was what Gillian was looking for.

Her lips parted when Finn reached around and stroked her
clit. “S-shit.”

“Close?”

“Mm, fuck. Yes.” Gillian whimpered, trying desperately to
squeeze her thighs together. Only Finn had her pinned to the
counter so hard that she couldn’t move. “But I don’t want to.
I’m not ready to.”

“No?” Finn slowed again, teasing Gillian’s throbbing clit.
“You really don’t want to come so soon?”

Gillian shook her head.
“Okay.” Finn suddenly pulled out and took a step back.

Gillian forced herself away from the counter, her robe
falling back into place, and turned to face Finn. “W-what are
you doing?”

Finn reached out and gripped the front of her robe, pulling
Gillian against her. She smirked against her lips...a devilish
look in her eyes. “You don’t want to come.”

“Yet, Finn. I don’t want to come yet.”

Finn stroked a hand up the inside of Gillian’s thigh and
slipped a finger between her lips. Gillian’s legs trembled.
“And you’re so fucking wet for me, too.”

“Finn, please.” Gillian gripped her shoulders to help keep
her upright. Finn was teasing—it was fucking hot—but this
hadn’t been what she meant.

“I should head home. I have stuff to do.” Finn took a few
steps away, leaving Gillian gobsmacked in the kitchen. “Call
me later?”

“Finn?” Gillian frowned as she watched Finn’s back.
Should she follow her into the bedroom? Of course she should.



Only if Gillian moved, she was going to come. Without a
doubt. “Finn!”

Finn peeked her head around the bedroom door. “Yeah?”
“Are you fucking kidding me?”

Finn laughed. “No, gorgeous. I’'m not.”

“But—"

“But I’'m going to enjoy the thought of you barely able to
contain yourself all day long.” Finn winked. “As I said, call
me later. You know I’ll come over and take care of you.”

=

Finn sat at a table in the cafeteria, outlining her next
assignment. She didn’t need to be at the university today, she
didn’t have a lecture until tomorrow, but being out of the
family home gave her more of a chance when it came to
getting words down. Her ‘blow-out’ last night had helped
tremendously, but she still needed space from her parents.

My blow-out...

Finn grinned. Some people chose to drink when they
wanted to unwind or destress, but Finn chose beautiful women
she could get lost in instead. Woman. Just one woman.

As she sat here this afternoon, Finn was pleasantly
surprised by how her morning had begun. She hadn’t thought
for one moment that Gillian would keep her around last night,
but she had. Finn didn’t know if that was Gillian feeling
differently about their arrangement, or whether she didn’t want
Finn to feel used like the last time. Whatever the reason for it,
Finn had thoroughly enjoyed her kitchen activities this
morning.

And then what followed.

She looked up as she took her coffee cup and sipped.
Gillian was getting lunch from the salad bar. Finn watched her,
how every movement appeared tense, and bit her lip to keep



her from laughing. She hadn’t intended to leave Gillian high
and...not so dry this morning, but as she’d pulled out and saw
the look in Gillian’s eyes, the teasing that ensued was just too
easy. Finn knew what explosive times lay ahead.

If you can just keep it to sex, this will be something epic!

Finn knew she could keep her heart and emotions out of
this. When she had told Gillian about her home life last night,
how she wasn’t in a position to date, she’d meant it. Finn
hadn’t lied to Gillian to worm her way into her home...or her
bed. She wasn’t that kind of person. Of course she wanted
more in life—a partner—but it wasn’t the right time.

Gillian strode across the room with her lunch and took a
seat. She pulled out a book as she stabbed a fork into her salad
and crossed those long, sexy legs beneath the table. Finn had
the perfect view of the perfect woman. She considered sending
Gillian a message, to watch her squirm once or twice during
lunch, but as she looked around the cafeteria, she decided
against it. There were too many people around.

And then her own phone pinged on the table.
I expect to see you at my place tonight!

Oh, Gillian did now, did she? Of course Finn would be
there, she’d walk over hot coals for another round with Gillian
Masters, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t play the game.

Demanding to see me won’t get you very far.

Finn shifted her laptop to the left a little and watched
Gillian across the room.

Finn, I don’t know what the hell that was this morning,
but you KNOW that I need to see you tonight!

Mmhmm. Finn did know it. Poor Gillian had looked as
though she was going to pass out as Finn kissed her on the
cheek and left the apartment.

I’ll see what plans I have. ’m sure you’ll survive
without me.

Finn watched as Gillian pinched the bridge of her nose.
Her gorgeous professor was frustrated. How exciting!



I can’t even concentrate on my lunch! How am I
supposed to go home and concentrate on anything else?

Finn smirked. Gillian had no idea she was also in the
cafeteria.

Maybe if you stopped texting me you could enjoy your
salad. Is that...chicken? Looks delicious!

Gillian’s head shot up, her eyes immediately trained on
Finn. Was the connection that palpable that Gillian knew
exactly where Finn was in the room? Finn smirked in Gillian’s
direction, relaxing back in her seat with a brow quirked.

Why are you here? You don’t have a lecture today!

Finn tapped her fingers on the table as she looked back up
at Gillian. God, what she’d give to have this woman right now.

Maybe I wanted to see how well you were coping...
It was quite clear that Gillian wasn’t coping at all.
Finn.

Their eyes met again briefly.

Yes?

Finn watched the bubble bobbing up and down as Gillian
replied.

I need you inside me.

Oh, fuck. Finn hadn’t expected that. Not while they sat
across from one another in the cafeteria. Okay, they hadn’t
quite had the chance to set those ground rules Gillian had
mentioned this morning, but Finn did think that Gillian would
control herself.

I’m going to assume that you enjoyed having me there
this morning then.

Finn caught Gillian shifting in her seat as she glanced up to
where she sat. Would it be a terrible idea to slope off
somewhere with one another right now? Of course it would.
Did Finn care as she felt wetness coat her own pussy lips? Not
at all. This woman was worth getting caught for.



Her phone buzzed in her hand, shocking her out of some
terribly arousing thoughts.

All I’ve ever wanted is someone who knows how to fuck
me.

Finn almost puffed out her chest with pride at that.
How long do you have?

She felt the tension in the air as Gillian started to respond.
If she named a time and a place right this second, Finn would
be falling out of the door to make it.

Not long enough.
Damn it!
Although...

I don’t need long, gorgeous. You know I can make you
come right here and now if I really want to. Though, I’d
rather feel you around me.

Gillian looked up at Finn, her brows drawn together.
“Finn, hey!”

Finn almost jumped out of her skin when another student
stopped in front of her, blocking her view of Gillian. Rude!
“Hey, Deena.”

“I didn’t think you’d be here today.” Deena pulled out a
chair, confusing Finn. She hadn’t invited her to sit down, and
she didn’t particularly want any company. “You still have
those plans next Friday for your birthday?”

“I...yes.” Finn had stupidly invited Deena to the bar next
week. It would be great to have company, to not sit alone
drinking beer on her birthday, but Finn was kind of hoping
those bar plans may have changed. If Gillian wanted her over
at her place, the bar would be the last thing on her mind. “I
think so.”

“Cool—I can make it now. What time?”

Finn chewed her lip, glancing over Deena’s shoulder to
where Gillian still sat. Her stare was practically burning



through Deena’s back. But Finn got it completely. She would
rather sext with Gillian than have actual interaction with
someone else. “I’ll...let you know. Your number is on the
forum, right?”

“Yep. Looking forward to it.”

Finn closed her laptop and gathered her notebook and
diary from the table. She quickly shoved it all into her satchel
and got to her feet. She eyed Gillian, a silent plea to meet her
somewhere other than here, and cleared her throat when she

looked down at Deena. “I should head off. I need to get home
to take care of a few things.”

“I’1l walk out with you. I’m leaving, too.”

For the love of fucking God! Finn smiled a fake and
frustrating smile. “Great.”

She quickly brought up her messages, furious that Deena
had so rudely interrupted her conversation with Gillian.

Tonight.



CHAPTER 5

GiLLIAN WHISTLED as she stood in the middle of her empty
new living room. The ceiling was huge, and the light flooding
in was quite something on this clear winter morning. This was
her dream home. One hundred percent. How she had managed
to nab it when it had multiple offers, she would never know,
but it was hers. Her new life. Her new project. Her...new
sanctuary.

The apartment had been sufficient when she’d walked out
of her marital home, it did what was required of it, but this was
Gillian. The expansive back garden that she could use to
entertain friends. The huge hallway with the original flooring
still intact. The quiet neighbourhood where everyone knew
one another.

Yes. This was Gillian through and through.

“If that’s everything, Ms Masters, I’ll leave you to enjoy
your new home.”

Louisa, the estate agent, came from the hallway into the
back section of the living room. “Don’t hesitate to call if you
come across anything that requires our attention.”

Gillian beamed a smile. Louisa had been great throughout
this whole process. “There’s no ex-husband here, so I’'m sure
anything else I come across will be a walk in the park.”

Louisa regarded Gillian with an understanding smile. “I
see. Was the divorce recent?”

“Officially, almost two months, but I left him just on a year
ago.” Gillian twirled her keys around her finger, her heels



echoing around the empty room as she took in each and every
detail. She smiled again, hoping this could all work out for her.
“Best decision I ever made.”

“Me, t00.”

“Isn’t it freeing?” Gillian asked, turning back to Louisa.
“Having nobody to answer to. Having your own space. I didn’t
realise how much I’d needed it until I’d left him.”

“You’d think being married to a woman was easier, right?”
Louisa quirked a brow. “Well, that’s not always the case. My
ex-wife made Satan look like a nice guy.”

“Thankfully, I’ve never had that issue with women.
Granted, it’s been, what...over twenty years since I dated a
woman? But I guess I got lucky back then. I am looking
forward to getting myself back onto the dating scene at some
point.” Gillian was aware that she was lying, but Louisa didn’t
need to know just how much Dave had shattered every ounce
of confidence she possessed. She wouldn’t give him or anyone
else the satisfaction of knowing he’d done that to her. “But not
until I’ve taken care of everything here.”

“I’ve had a few...interesting dates. A lot of women want
no-strings these days. Unless, of course, I’m just looking in the
wrong places.”

At least Gillian fell into the majority if that was true.
“Maybe some women just want to enjoy life without the
headache of commitment right now. The last few years have
been a lot for everyone to deal with. I know /’m at a point in
my life where I don’t particularly want to settle down. I hope
to in the future, but no-strings isn’t the worst idea in the world
if you find the right person.”

“You sound like you’re speaking from experience.”

Gillian almost blushed, but then she realised that she was
proud of where she was at in her life. She had no shame or
embarrassment for enjoying Finn Ashton. Well, when she was
off campus, anyway. Gillian chose not to think of Finn as her
student. That reality was too painful to deal with.



“I am. And if you want my honest opinion, it’s quite
exciting. I’'m learning a lot about myself. I’'m putting my needs
first. You should try it some time.”

Louisa narrowed her eyes, her gaze sweeping up Gillian’s
body. Louisa was probably the kind of woman Gillian
‘imagined’ herself with back in her twenties, femme and
pretty, but she was on a different path right now. Finn...oh,
Finn and that handsome smile had Gillian weak at the knees.

“Maybe I will.” Louisa held out a hand. “And maybe I’ll
see you around the town if you go out drinking around here.”

Gillian cleared her throat as she shook Louisa’s hand.
“Maybe. Yeah. Thanks for all your help with the sale. I
appreciate it.”

“Bye, Gillian.” Louisa’s hand lingered for a moment
longer than it should have, and then she turned on her heel and
approached the hallway. “You have my number, yes?”

Gillian smiled. “Yes.”

She took a deep breath when Louisa left, walking towards
the sash windows and taking a seat on the sill. She had
nowhere else to sit right now, but in time, this would become
Gillian’s forever home. It had to be.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. A reminder.

Gillian planned to discuss things with Finn if she was
available. Ground rules were important if they wanted to keep
this going. Gillian couldn’t afford to fuck up here.

She brought up her messages, hoping Finn was around this
evening. It wouldn’t be the end of the world if they couldn’t
talk tonight, but Gillian did need it to happen sooner rather
than later. And not only that, she wanted to see Finn for...
other reasons.

After Gillian’s very interesting morning yesterday,
followed by their sexting in the cafeteria, she had been hugely
frustrated when Finn hadn’t been able to make it over to her
apartment last night. Sexually frustrated, but frustrated,
nonetheless. Still, the normal part of her understood. Finn was



her mother’s caregiver, and there would be times when plans
would go awry.

Busy tonight?

She locked her phone and got to her feet. Gillian should be
celebrating this day. She should be drinking champagne while
spending time with the people who mattered to her. Only, deep
down, she wanted to celebrate with Finn. Preferably naked.
Gillian hadn’t released that pent up tension from yesterday yet;
she wanted to save herself for Finn.

Planning to go to The Corner for a few beers but
nothing after that. I boxed off two pieces of work today, so
I believe I’m entitled to it. You?

Gillian wished she could just drop by and drink with Finn.
Especially since the sale had gone through and she had the
keys to her new home, but it wasn’t wise to be seen out in
public together, so she couldn’t for one second hint at joining
her. If Gillian had any hope of maintaining this with Finn, she
knew she had to be very careful with each step she took. While
she didn’t want to neglect herself and her own needs, her
career was just as important to her.

I hoped we could talk at some point...

Gillian didn’t want to talk at some point, she wanted to
talk to Finn as soon as she possibly could. Liar! Okay, she
wanted to be with Finn tonight. Deep down, she knew it was
all she wanted. She wanted to have all of Finn’s attention,
amongst other things. It was a dangerous game to play, but
Gillian found that she simply couldn’t help herself. Despite
her reservations, and despite knowing how careful she had to
be, Gillian found herself pulling up her browser on her phone.

She wracked her brains, trying to recall the location of the
bar Finn would be at. Only Gillian didn’t recognise the place.
She couldn’t say she’d passed it by on the way home from
work or while she was out for lunch. She brought it up online,
surprised when she realised it wasn’t anywhere near the
campus. Actually, it was in an entirely different town.



Of course. You let me know the time and place, and I’ll
be there.

Gillian smiled at that. Finn was always so eager.
The bar isn't close to the university.

Maybe she could scope out the place on arrival and then
surprise Finn if the coast was clear. That idea had excitement
coursing through Gillian. It was Friday, she had the keys to her
new home, and the potential for time with Finn was on the
table. Though, the truth was, time with Finn would always be
on the table.

You have some preparations to make.

But before that, she would respond to Finn with a message
that gave nothing away.

I’ll be in touch.

=

Finn sat at the bar, glaring down at the bottle of beer she’d
ordered thirty minutes ago. She’d hoped to hear from Gillian
since she’d texted and asked Finn about her plans, but that
didn’t seem likely now. It was eight in the evening; Gillian
was probably knee-deep in work. Even on a Friday night, Finn
imagined that was the kind of woman she was. Dedicated to
her job.

So here she sat...alone.
You always knew you’d be here alone.

God, that was depressing. She had considered just staying
in this evening, but the last couple of days had felt kind of
freeing for her. Her mum didn’t seem to be pushing so hard
since Wednesday when Finn told her she needed space. Maybe
she was just beginning to realise that Finn needed a life too, or
maybe she was worried that pushing too hard would result in
Finn being unavailable permanently. She didn’t know, but she



wasn’t sitting at home looking at the same four walls tonight.
No way.

She lifted her bottle and swigged her beer, grimacing when
the warm liquid slid down her throat. She lifted a hand
towards the server, motioning for another. When Morgan set a
fresh bottle down on the counter, she rested her arm on a beer
pump and cocked her head. “You been stood up, gorgeous?”

Finn smiled and shook her head. “Nah. Didn’t have any
plans other than sitting here.”

“How about a shot on me?” Morgan lifted a brow, her soft
brown eyes calming. Morgan was stunning, Finn had always
had a bit of a thing for her, but she had never managed to
pluck up the courage to tell her that. Finn didn’t know why;
Gillian was as much out of her league as Morgan was, yet
she’d been more than forthcoming with Gillian.

“You going to do one with me?”

Morgan winked and brought up a bottle and two shot
glasses. “Only because it’s you.”

“Go on then. Hit me.” Finn patted the counter, pushing her
beer to the side. She watched Morgan bop her head to the beat
of the music, her tongue poking out and playing with her lip
ring. “You not dating?”

“Me? When do I have time to do anything other than run
this place?”

Finn lifted a shoulder. “You make time.”

“When you take your own advice, I’ll consider it.” Morgan
slid a shot glass towards Finn, smiling as they clinked. “Come
on. Get it down your neck.”

Finn knocked it back, blinking rapidly as the heat in her
throat intensified. “Whew. The fuck was that?”

“Honestly, I don’t know. It’s supposed to be some vodka
concoction, but it’s fucking grim.” Morgan burst out laughing
as she put the bottle back in its place. “Take it easy, Finn. I’1l
be back when I get the chance.”



Finn rested against the bar; her fist propped under her chin.
Yeah, Morgan was all kinds of fine in Finn’s mind. She had
that fiery look about her. While she was feminine, she had a
sleeve and multiple piercings. Morgan seemed like the kind of
woman who would have the most intimate places pierced.
Anyone who could do that knew what they wanted in life.

Finn’s phone lit up on the sticky wood it rested on.
How’s the bar?

Ah. Gillian. The woman Finn couldn’t get off her mind.
Terrible. I can think of other places I’d rather be.

She locked her phone and sat back on her stool. Finn
didn’t recognise a single person in here tonight. No one she
could get talking to. Nothing. Maybe next time, she would
drink closer to the university. She was sure to bump into
someone there. At least then she wouldn’t look so fucking
miserable and lonely.

Her phone flashed again.

I did something today...

Oh, God. Where the hell was Gillian going with this?
Oh, yeah? Anything exciting?

Why was Finn asking that question? If Gillian came back
with something deep and meaningful, she wouldn’t know what
to do with it.

I’d like to think so. I bought a house!
Wow. Not what Finn expected at all.

Congratulations. That’s amazing. I hope you’re
celebrating!

A little frustrated, Finn instantly wanted to be celebrating
with Gillian. A house purchase was a huge occasion. She
groaned, her head in her hands, and closed her eyes.

Life was complicated—most peoples were—but growing
up, she hadn’t imagined she would fall into that category. No,
growing up, Finn knew exactly what she wanted. The house,



the wife, the dog. Maybe even the kids if it worked out with
the right person. Sure, she was only twenty-six, but shouldn’t
she have had at least one of those things by now? Even just the
committed relationship would have been good enough.

As she sat here, that wasn’t something she could even
begin to envisage within the next five or ten years. What she
had with Gillian worked. It was exhilarating, and the
anticipation kept Finn on her toes, but that couldn’t last
forever. Gillian would want to move on one day, and Finn
hoped she could be in the same position.

“Can I...celebrate with you?”

Finn frowned when she felt the softest breath wash over
her ear. That was Gillian’s voice, she was certain of it, but...
how?

She turned her head, almost falling off her stool when
Gillian stood to the side of her. “H-hi.”

“Hi, Finn.” Gillian wore a sexy shy smile, and her outfit
left very little to the imagination.

“Aren’t you cold?” Finn ran a hand through her hair,
clearing her throat. “I mean, you look amazing, but still...”
Finn swallowed as she lowered her eyes. Gillian wore the
littlest little black dress Fi