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Money has a way of crushing love.

It starts quiet — a missing date night, a canceled trip, a paused streaming subscription. Then it creeps in louder. Groceries thinned out. Lights turned off early. Gas tank always just above empty. Promises postponed. Eventually, it settles in like mold: slow, silent, and suffocating.

It sat heavy on our dining table every night, even when there was no envelope of bills in sight. Even when the room was quiet and the lights were low, I could feel it there — squatting between us like a shadow neither of us wanted to name.

My husband and I were drowning.
The rent was overdue.
The credit cards were maxed.
The kids’ school fees hung over us like a guillotine, one late payment away from crashing down.

And I could see it — the way it gnawed at him from the inside out. The furrow in his forehead never left. He sighed before bed like he was preparing for war. His smile had gone quiet. And the silences between us, especially in the mornings, stretched longer than ever. He’d butter toast like it was a chore, sip his coffee like it hurt.

I hated watching him like that.
I hated how small he seemed under the weight of it all.
But mostly, I hated feeling helpless.

One night — the heat off, the fridge nearly empty, another overdraft alert blinking on my phone — we fought. Not screaming, not blaming, just… tired words. Words we’d already said before. "We’ll figure it out." "Maybe next month." "I’ll call the card company again."

Then, softly, I broke the loop.
“Should I… talk to the landlord? Maybe explain?”

His eyes flicked to mine, brows drawn, jaw tight. I could see how much pride it cost him just to hear the question.
He shook his head, voice low. “Let me try. He knows me. Maybe he’ll give us some time.”

I didn’t argue. I just nodded, watching him gather himself.

The next evening, he came home an hour later than usual. His shoulders were slumped. He dropped his keys in the bowl by the door with a clink that echoed louder than it should’ve. I waited — didn’t speak until he sat down at the table, head bowed like a man defeated.

“He said he’ll see,” he muttered. “No promises.”

His voice was hollow.

I reached for his hand, fingers cold, but he didn’t squeeze back.



We weren’t always like this.

I met my husband, Daniel, when we were both working retail in Paramus — me at a makeup counter, him in the electronics section. I was twenty-three, full of attitude and eyeliner. He was quiet, a little awkward, but had this boyish charm I found irresistible. We got married two years later, saved for a down payment on a modest rental home just outside Jersey City, and started building something steady. Not flashy. Just ours.

He worked maintenance. I picked up receptionist jobs. We weren’t rich, but we made it work — birthdays with sheet cake, movie nights at home, holding hands at school drop-off. The kind of life no one envied but one we were proud of.

Then COVID hit.

His hours were cut. My office shut down. The schools closed. The days blurred. At first, it was about surviving — groceries, Lysol, Zoom classes, panic. We dipped into savings. We stretched unemployment. He did side work when he could. I tried reselling online. But month after month, something always lagged behind. By the time the world reopened, the cracks in our finances had spiderwebbed into something deeper. We never quite bounced back.

Rent was the monster we could never fully slay.

Our landlord, Mr. Rudd, was surprisingly patient — especially during the worst of it. He paused payments when the pandemic peaked. Checked in kindly. He was older, maybe early 50s, thinned hair, thick-necked with always-too-tight dress shirts, the kind that pulled across his belly. His typical cologne lingered in the hallway like a claim on the air. His eyes were sharp, calculating, but he smiled easily. He had that mix of charm and edge that made you unsure if you could trust him… or if you should.

Still, he gave us grace. For a while.

But kindness has limits. And his ended where the ledger didn’t balance.

Even when he nodded sympathetically, when he said “I understand,” you could feel it — the strain beneath his words. He wasn’t a cruel man. Just a man who wanted his money. And lately, our excuses weren’t enough.

We were three months behind. Rent was nearly $6,000 past due. No more extensions. No more polite reminders. The warnings were getting sharper. Final notices. Legal threats.

Daniel did what he could. God knows he tried. But money was sporadic — a freelance gig here, a cash job there. And me? I cleaned houses, babysat, even considered going back to retail. But with two kids, unreliable hours, and a car on its last leg, nothing stuck long.

What stuck… was desperation.

And for what it’s worth — I wasn’t some picture-perfect housewife.

I was thirty-four, mother of two, hips that had grown wider with the years, an ass that strangers still stared at when I walked in jeans too tight from 2018. I had full lips, sharp cheekbones, and brown eyes that could either beg or burn, depending on the day. My hair was long and usually tied back. My stomach wasn’t flat anymore, but my curves had settled in ways that men still noticed — especially men like Mr. Rudd.

And maybe… maybe I noticed the way he looked at me, too. Once or twice.

Not that I thought I’d ever use it.

Not until the night Daniel came home, shoulders heavy, and said, “He said he’ll see. No promises.”

That’s when something in me shifted.

I waited a week. Then, with that clink still echoing in my head, I walked to Mr. Rudd’s door — alone.

I didn’t tell Daniel where I was going. He wouldn’t have stopped me, but he would’ve looked at me with those tired eyes — the ones that said “I should be the one to fix this,” even though he couldn’t anymore. I just said I was running errands, kissed his temple, and stepped out into the chill of a Thursday morning that felt like every other one: gray, flat, quietly collapsing.

Mr. Rudd’s office was in the back of a converted duplex, behind a dry cleaner and a vape shop. The blinds were always half-drawn. The carpet always smelled faintly of old coffee and printer ink. I knocked once, then pushed the door open.

He looked up from behind his desk, that practiced landlord smile twitching into place.
“Jennifer,” he said, leaning back in his chair like he’d been expecting me. “What can I do for you?”

I sat down across from him. Smoothed my skirt. Crossed my ankles. Tried not to fidget.

“I just wanted to talk,” I said. “About the rent.”

He nodded slowly. His desk was cluttered — papers, a stapler, a mug that read I Fix Sht*. I could hear the hum of the old mini-fridge in the corner.

“You’re late,” he said, tone casual. “Again.”

“I know.” I took a breath. “We’re trying. We are. Daniel’s been picking up hours. I’m working part-time. It’s just… hard right now. With the kids. And everything.”

He didn’t say anything right away. Just watched me. Not cruelly — just… carefully. Like he was measuring how far I was willing to go. How desperate I might be. I hated that I knew what that look meant. I hated that I didn’t look away.

“You know,” he said after a pause, voice slow, “I’ve always liked you and your husband. Real decent people. I was easy during COVID — more than easy. I waived late fees, gave you months of extensions. Never raised rent even once.”

He wasn’t wrong. He had been better than most.

I nodded. “You were. We’re grateful. Truly.”

He let out a long sigh. Leaned back in his chair, hands resting on his stomach.
“But here’s the thing, Jennifer… I’ve got bills too. Mortgage. Repairs. Taxes. I can’t carry your family forever.”

“I’m not asking you to,” I said, maybe too quickly. “I just need more time. Maybe one more month? Two at most. We’re doing everything we can. But we’re drowning.”

His eyes narrowed slightly — not unkind, but knowing.
“Your husband already came to see me. He looked wrecked, to be honest. Told me he’d do whatever it takes. But ‘whatever it takes’ hasn’t paid the mortgage.”

I looked down, ashamed, angry, all of it at once.

“I know,” I said quietly. “He’s trying.”

He paused again. I could hear a car passing outside. Somewhere, a clock ticked.

“Let me ask you something,” he said finally. “Do you really think this is gonna get better in two months? Or are we gonna be sitting here again, same story, different excuse?”

That landed like a slap — not because he was wrong, but because part of me already knew the answer.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “But we’re not trying to take advantage of you. We’re just… tired. We’re barely holding on.”

He nodded. Slowly. Thoughtfully.

And then his tone shifted. Just slightly. Enough to raise the hairs on my arms.

“You’re a smart woman,” he said. “Resourceful. You wouldn’t be here if you didn’t already know what your options are.”

My throat went dry.

“What do you mean?”

He gave me a long look — not smug, not cruel — but full of implication. His voice stayed measured.

“I mean…”
He shrugged, slow.
“…there’s more than one way to work things out. Sometimes you’ve got to get creative.”

He didn’t say it.
Didn’t have to.

The air between us thickened — not charged with lust, but with something heavier. Loaded.

I looked at him — really looked.
Older. Thick forearms. Hair thinning. Shirt straining across his chest.
The kind of man who didn’t need to ask twice — mostly because he rarely had to.

And the worst part?

He wasn’t wrong.
I had thought about it. Not clearly. Not completely.
But in the quiet hours, staring at bills, watching Daniel clench his jaw at dinner — the thought had floated there.
Until now, it had no shape. Now, it did.

I sat back, letting the silence stretch between us.

He didn’t press.
Didn’t move.
Just let it hang there, like an open tab waiting to be paid.

“I should go,” I said finally. My voice came out thinner than I liked.

He nodded once.

“Take care, Jennifer.”

That night, I cooked dinner in silence.

Just pasta and butter — the only thing left that the kids would both eat. No meat. No sauce. The fridge had more air than food, and I didn’t want to check the freezer because I knew we were down to frozen waffles and half a bag of corn.

The kids fought over the blue plate. My daughter spilled juice. I cleaned it without a word.

Daniel came in late. He looked exhausted. Face pale. Hair damp from the rain. His work boots left marks across the linoleum but I didn’t say anything.

He kissed my cheek and murmured, “Sorry.”
Then: “Did Rudd message?”

I hesitated. Dried my hands too long on a towel that had seen better days.

“No,” I lied. “Not yet.”

He sighed and sat at the table, head in his hands.

“I don’t know what to do,” he muttered. “I thought the job this week would help, but the guy flaked. Never sent the check.”
A pause.
“I can try another handyman app tomorrow. Maybe someone’ll bite.”

I nodded. Stirred the pasta. Watched it go limp in the pot.

What did he mean?
There’s more than one way to work things out.
Get creative.

The words pulsed in the back of my skull.

I shouldn’t have gone. I shouldn’t have listened.

“I can call the credit card company again,” I said softly.

Daniel looked up, eyes red-rimmed. “They’re not going to do anything. They already gave us the extension.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

You wouldn’t be here if you didn’t already know your options.

He ran a hand over his face. “Maybe we could sell the car. Take the bus. Cut daycare again. I don’t know.”

“You think that’s enough?”
I hadn’t meant for it to come out so sharp.

He blinked. “What?”

I shook my head. “Nothing. Sorry.”

“No — what’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means we’ve been trying for two years and we’re still in the same hole, Daniel. You think selling the car is going to magically cover the rent? School fees? The lights?”

I paused, then bit out, “And who told you to keep maxing out the card like that?”

His face tightened. Not angry — just wounded.

“There’s no point running in circles,” he said quietly. “I’m doing everything I can.”

I swallowed hard. Shame rising in my throat like bile. “I know. I’m sorry.”

He didn’t respond. Just looked at me — really looked. Tired. Defeated. Still trying.

And I hated myself for thinking about another man’s office. Another man’s words. The way he looked at me like he already knew I’d be back.

The next Thursday, I went back.

I told myself I just needed clarity — that I was being practical, mature. Not desperate. Not disgusting.

I wore what I always wore — jeans, a sweater, hair tied back — but I still noticed the way the fabric hugged my hips. Still hesitated at the mirror before leaving. Still reapplied my lip balm before stepping out.

Mr. Rudd was already at his desk when I arrived. The door creaked open with a tired sigh, and he looked up like he wasn’t surprised to see me.
Maybe he wasn’t.

“Jennifer,” he said smoothly, leaning back in that too-small chair. “Everything okay?”

“Just… wanted to follow up,” I said, stepping inside. “See if you’d thought about it.”

He gestured to the seat across from him like a host in no rush to bring out the menu. I sat.

“You mean the rent?”

I nodded. “Yes. We’re still short. Things haven’t changed yet.”

He tapped a pen against a file folder, not looking at me. “I figured. Your husband hasn’t called.”

“He’s… trying not to bother you.”

He gave a small chuckle, dry and sharp. “That ship’s sailed.”

The room fell quiet.

The blinds let in soft gray light. The office smelled faintly of disinfectant and old carpet. His mug said something sarcastic about Mondays.

Then he spoke again — quiet, steady.

“I don’t want to be the bad guy, Jennifer. I’ve been more than patient. You know that.”

“I do,” I said. “You have.”

He looked at me for a long moment. Then set the pen down carefully, like the next sentence needed both hands.

“I could forgive the month,” he said. “Maybe even two.”

He paused. His voice dropped — not into threat, but into suggestion.

“But I’d need something in return.”

My heart beat once. Then again, harder.

He didn’t move. Didn’t lean forward. Just watched me like a man giving you time to arrive at a decision you’ve already made.

“Something personal,” he said.

I looked down at my hands. My wedding ring. The chipped polish on my thumb.

I didn’t say anything.

He waited a beat longer, then said — softly, as if to give me an out:

“You don’t have to answer now. Think about it.”

My throat tightened. I nodded once, sharp and mechanical.

He didn’t push. Didn’t leer.

Just added:
“You know where to find me.”

I stood slowly. My legs felt heavier than when I walked in.
I didn’t say goodbye. I didn’t have to.
The door clicked shut behind me like it was sealing something in.

The pasta boiled over, and I didn’t move.

Just watched the white foam spill, hiss, bubble down the side of the pot like it wasn’t my problem.
Like it belonged to someone else.
Like I was watching a memory instead of a moment.

The kids were at school. Daniel was out, chasing another odd job that might never pay. The house was quiet — not peaceful. Just… flat. Lifeless. Even the fridge hummed like it was tired.

I stirred the noodles with a wooden spoon that had a burn mark on the handle. Then I turned off the stove. Left it all sitting there. I wasn’t hungry.

I’d been drifting like that for days.

Loading the dishwasher without remembering what I’d cooked. Folding laundry and forgetting which drawer was whose. Checking the account balance like it might change if I stared long enough.

Every moment was gray.

Not sad. Not angry.
Just muted, like the world was happening one room over and I wasn’t invited anymore.



I stared at the envelope of bills on the counter, untouched.
I knew what was in it — the rent notice, the overdue utilities, the credit card minimums we weren’t meeting. I didn’t need to open it to feel the weight. It was already sitting in my chest.

The heater hadn’t kicked on that morning. Again. The thermostat blinked like a dare.

Daniel had tried bleeding the lines last weekend, but it didn’t work.
“We need a guy for this,” he’d muttered.
I wanted to ask, With what money?
But I didn’t. We’d stopped finishing sentences lately.



At noon, I tried to nap. I lay on the couch, blanket tucked to my chin, staring at the ceiling where a faint crack zigzagged toward the corner. I traced it with my eyes. Back and forth. Over and over. Like if I stared long enough, it might open and swallow me whole.

But sleep didn’t come.

Just the thought — low and slow — pulsing behind my ribs:

There’s nothing left to cut.
No job waiting. No money coming. No time.

Just the cold in the walls.
The silence between Daniel and me.
And Mr. Rudd’s voice, still echoing:

“Sometimes you’ve got to get creative.”

I got up.

I didn’t think about it.
Not really.
I just moved — robotic, automatic, like something in me had already decided and my body was just catching up.

I left the pasta cooling in the pot and walked straight to the bedroom. No second-guessing, no floating.

I opened the closet, shoved the everyday jeans and stretched-out leggings aside, and pulled out the charcoal wool skirt I hadn’t worn since the last real job interview three years ago. Knee-length, soft, still holding the faint chemical smell of the dry-cleaner tag that had never been removed.

I laid it on the bed next to the black tights—thin, no runs—and the thin black sweater that used to be my “nice” top for school meetings. Plain, dark, nothing that said anything except I’m here on purpose.

I stood there a second, hands on the fabric. It felt heavier than it should have.
Not the wool—the choice.

I smoothed the skirt once, then left it.



In the bathroom I snapped on the light. The mirror was smudged with tiny handprints near the bottom. I ignored them.

The makeup bag was shoved under a pile of half-empty Band-Aids, kids’ cough syrup, and a dried-up tube of diaper cream. I unzipped it, dug out the foundation—still good, barely used—and dabbed a light layer under my eyes to hide the gray that had settled in like dust.

Two coats of mascara, the wand clumping a little because it was old.
Lipstick—deep red, the one I used to keep in my purse for parent-teacher nights or the rare date Daniel and I managed before everything collapsed.

I pressed my lips together, blotted once on a scrap of toilet paper, and looked straight at myself.

My eyes looked back—tired, but clear.

“Two months,” I said out loud, voice flat, no shake.
“That’s the price. You walk in, you walk out, you keep the roof.”

I said it again, slower, so it stuck in my head like a receipt.



I slipped on the tights, sat on the edge of the bed to roll them up smooth.
Zipped the skirt—it still fit, snug at the waist, soft against my thighs.
Tugged the sweater over my head, pulled my hair free so it fell straight down my back. One quick brush. No perfume. Just soap and the faint scent of dryer sheets.

Grabbed my keys, bag and phone from the dresser.

Daniel was still out chasing whatever cash job might actually pay this week—some guy on an app who needed a sink fixed, probably wouldn’t answer.
Kids at school.
House empty, fridge humming like it was on its last breath.



Seven-minute drive.

I parked in the same cracked spot behind the dry cleaner, the one with the faded yellow lines. Walked the short path to the office door—past the vape shop, past the dumpster that always smelled like old fries—and knocked twice. Firm. Not timid. Not begging.

Mr. Rudd opened it himself.

He had a pen tucked behind his ear, sleeves rolled to the elbow, tie gone, top button undone. A coffee stain on his desk blotter.

He looked at me and stopped mid-motion—like he’d been reaching for a file and the numbers had suddenly stood up and put on lipstick.

His eyes flicked once—down, up—then settled on my face. Not shocked. Just registering.

He stepped back without a word.

I walked past him, close enough to smell his cologne and the stale office air.
Closed the door with my heel. The click was soft but solid.



I pulled the sweater off in one motion—no drama, no pause.
Folded it in half like I was putting away laundry. Set it on the extra chair by the mini-fridge, right on top of a stack of old rental agreements.

Sat down across from his desk.
Back straight.
Hands on my thighs, fingers pressed into the wool.
Skirt smoothed flat.

He didn’t sit right away.
Leaned against the front edge of the desk, arms loose at his sides, weight on one hip.

Looked at me like he was reading the fine print on a contract he hadn’t expected to see signed.

Eyes steady. Not wandering. Not leering.
Checking for the flinch, the excuse, the crack in the deal.

I didn’t give him one.



The wall clock ticked — cheap plastic, slightly off-beat.
A delivery truck rumbled past outside, rattling the blinds.
The light coming through was the same dull gray it always was, like the sun had given up.

The room felt smaller now.

He watched my hands settle on my thighs.
My knees pressed together.
The red on my lips caught the muted light.

He was observing me.
Not impatient. Not casual.
Just… waiting.

Then he spoke — voice low, almost bored, like he was confirming an order.

“So… you’ve made a decision?”

I didn’t answer.
I just stood up — slowly.
Pushed the chair back with the backs of my thighs.
It made a soft scraping sound against the floor as I eased away from the desk, careful not to bump anything.

I walked to the door — not slowly, just steady.
Turned the lock again, even though I’d already heard it click the first time.
Habit. Maybe nerves. Maybe just needing to feel it seal.

I stayed there for a second.
Hand still on the knob.
Breathing was light. Controlled.
Then I let go.

When I turned back around, he hadn’t moved.

He was still leaning against the desk, weight resting on one arm, sleeves pushed to just below the elbow. His shirt was slightly creased at the chest, stretched where he probably hadn’t noticed it tightening with age. The top button was undone.

His eyes were on me. Focused. Calm. Not soft, but not cruel either.
No gesture. No invitation. Just… waiting.

I crossed the room.
The carpet was old but clean. It muted every step.

I stopped beside the extra chair — the one where I’d folded my sweater earlier. It was still there, neatly laid, just the way I’d left it. A corner of it had slipped off the edge.

I reached down and slipped off my flats.
Left foot first. Then right.
Set them quietly beside the chair, toes pointing out. Lined up.

I straightened.

Then, without glancing at him, I reached under my skirt and hooked both thumbs into the waistband of my tights.

They didn’t slide easily — the fabric clung slightly, catching against skin as I eased them down past my thighs, then my knees, all the way to my ankles.

I bent to step out of them, careful not to wobble, and folded them in half, then again.
Placed them beside the sweater.

I still hadn’t looked at him.

But I knew he was watching.
I could feel the stillness of it. The weight of eyes that didn’t dart, didn’t wander. Just looked.

I smoothed the skirt flat against my hips.
The zipper was at the back.
My fingers found it easily — they’d found it a hundred times before.

It stuck for a moment. I paused. Adjusted the angle. Pulled again.
This time, it came down smooth.

The waistband loosened. I let the skirt fall.

It slid down my legs and pooled at my feet, brushing my ankles.
I stepped out of it without kicking it aside.

Now I stood in just a bra and underwear.
Both black. Not sheer, not lace — just clean, fitted.
Good quality. Nothing flashy.

I hadn’t chosen them for this. But I hadn’t avoided it either.

It was one of those sets you wear when you want to feel a little more put together than usual. Something with structure. Something that still fit right, even after two kids and three years of financial stress.

The bra held me well. The cups firm, the band snug. The kind of fit that reminds you — even if no one else notices — that you still have shape. Still have control.

I looked up.

He was still at the desk. But his posture had changed.

Not relaxed anymore.

He was straighter now. His fingers rested lightly on the edge of the desk — not clenched, just there. A pulse flicked once in his jaw.

His eyes didn’t move over me. They stayed on my face momentarily before dropping down to my cleavage encased in bra.

His eyes flicked from my face to the bra.
Then stayed.
Locked on the swell of my tits, the way the cups hugged them tight, the faint line of cleavage

Not blinking. Not blinking at all.

The cups of my bra rose and fell with my breath — shallow, charged.
It wasn’t lace.
It wasn’t even provocative.
But the way his gaze landed, it could’ve been see-through and soaked.
Because that’s how he was looking at it — like he could already taste what was beneath.

He didn’t touch me yet.
Just stared.
At the way my breasts filled out the black cotton.
At how the fabric had started to stretch just slightly forward — not because of motion, but because of how hard my nipples were underneath.

He raised two fingers.
Curled them toward himself.
No words. No smirk.
Just: come.

I walked to him.

Bare feet. No sway. No hesitation.
I wasn’t performing.
But I knew what this was.
What it had become.

When I stopped in front of him, the space between us was gone.
Not even inches left.

His hands came up — big, warm, sure.
He gripped the sides of my bra. Not the straps. Not the back.
He just held the cups. Firm. As if they were handles.
And pulled me in.

And then his mouth was on me.

Right through the fabric.

No peel. No pause.

Just lips spreading wide, tongue flattening as he dragged me in — sucking hard through the bra like it didn’t even matter that it was there.

The sound was wet. Immediate.
He groaned low against me.
His jaw worked open and shut like he was chewing into it — slow and primal.

The bra soaked fast.
One deep breath through his nose, and the fabric clung to my skin like it belonged to his mouth now.

My head tilted back.
Not from drama. Just to breathe.

Because the feel of it — the weight of his mouth flattening me through that thin cotton — was unbearable in the best way.

His tongue worked in slow circles, dragging wet heat across my nipple beneath the barrier.
The fabric tugged and stuck with each pull.

And the harder he sucked, the more it felt like he didn’t want skin — he wanted the feel of being denied.
Like sucking through the bra made him harder.

I could feel him breathing fast now.
One of his hands slipped behind me — hard palm on my lower back, pressing me in so there was no slack between our bodies.

The other stayed on the cup, kneading around his own mouth, adjusting the shape of me while he fed.

He shifted to the other breast.
Same greed.
Same noise.

The wet press of his mouth flattened the second cup into my chest until I wasn’t sure who owned the bra anymore — me or his mouth.

My breath broke in short bursts.

I could feel how the moisture from his mouth had soaked the entire center.
The bra didn’t lift anymore. It stuck — wet, pulled tight, suctioned.

And he still hadn’t uncovered a thing.

Both nipples were still covered — but soaked, sucked, swollen, and completely claimed.

He was still sucking.

Still mouthing me through the bra like it was a prize, not an obstacle.
His tongue worked in thick, wet circles over the cotton.
Dragging pressure across my nipple in steady, hungry waves — again, and again, and again.
The heat of his breath soaked the fabric through.

It clung to me now — a second skin made hotter by how insistently his mouth worked against it.

Every part of my chest felt flushed.
The bra wasn’t holding anymore. It was wet, flattened, slipping.
Each pull of his lips dragged the cup further off position.
He gripped both sides of it now — not to take it off — just to get more leverage as he sucked harder.

And God, he did.

He shifted slightly, arms pulling me forward — into his face, into his mouth — like he needed to feel the full weight of me on his lips.
One hand slid to my lower back, holding me in place. The other cradled the underside of my left breast, just below the fabric, his thumb tracing upward, pressing against the underside of the cup like he wanted to lift it — but wouldn’t.

And then it happened.

He sucked in — harder than before — and the tension in the bra gave.

One cup slipped.

It rolled down off my breast slowly, heavy with dampness, and in that instant my nipple — swollen, flushed, straining — spilled into the open.

He didn’t pause.
Didn’t give me even a second of air.

His mouth landed right there.
Bare skin to lips.
Open. Hot. Devouring.

A deep, guttural groan poured from his throat — and then he took me in like he’d been starving for it.

His lips sealed tightly around my nipple, then pulled.
Hard.

My body jerked from the intensity — not away from him, but into him.
The suction dragged at something deep in my stomach. My thighs twitched. I nearly moaned, but nothing came out.

He was sucking so deeply I could hear it — the thick, slow wet sound of him feeding at my breast like it belonged to him.
No rhythm. No technique.
Just pure hunger.

His tongue lapped over the sensitive skin again and again, drawing broad strokes across the center, then tighter flicks around the edge.
When his teeth grazed — just slightly — I gasped, and he grunted into my skin like he liked the sound of it.

His grip tightened at my back.
I could feel the hard outline of his body against my belly now, the heat radiating off him, the press of something swelling behind his zipper.
But he didn’t grind.
Didn’t speak.
He just kept eating me — mouth sealed over my breast, breath stuttering through his nose, jaw working with filthy need.

My arms had gone limp.
Fingers twitching, unsure where to go — nowhere to hold that felt steady.

I could feel the wetness on my thighs now — not his.

Mine.

Dripping.
Hot.
Sliding down the inside of one leg. Quietly obscene.

But he didn’t stop.

Didn’t reach for more.
Didn’t even try to take the second cup down.

One breast was out.
That was enough for him.
He treated it like the only thing he needed in the world.
His mouth stayed open around it, tongue pushing, lips sucking so tightly that when he finally pulled back for air — just an inch — my nipple left his mouth with a wet pop.

But he went right back in.

No words.
No glances.
No guilt.

Just need.

He didn’t stop.

Even after minutes of sucking, even after the first breast slipped free and he had it in his mouth bare, he stayed locked to it like he hadn’t finished yet.
Like he wasn’t even close.

His lips moved slower now.
But deeper.
His whole mouth worked around my nipple like he was trying to draw something out — not just taste, but heat. Control.
His tongue flattened wide, warm and slick, dragging in long strokes.
Then smaller circles. Then tiny flicks.

Each new motion made my thighs flex tighter.
My breathing shortened, raspier, heat gathering low in my belly.

I could feel my nipple stiffen even more under the wet suction.
So swollen now that every pass of his tongue felt like it tugged a thread directly between my legs.

And he still wasn’t letting up.

His other hand stayed on my back, flat and strong.
Keeping me right where he needed me — chest forward, arms limp, head tilted back.

I could feel how wet the bra had gotten — the other cup still clinging to my left breast, soaked from earlier, suctioned tight with how hard he’d worked through it.

And he hadn’t even touched it again.

I wanted him to.

But I wanted more.

My hand rose slowly — almost without thought — and slipped into his hair.

It was short at the sides, thicker at the crown. Warm. A little damp from sweat.
I gripped a handful, then pulled gently. Downward.

He paused — just for a second — lips still latched, breath pushing hard against my skin.

Then he let go with a soft, wet release.

The nipple left his mouth with a faint pop — red, slick, so sensitive it throbbed in the air.

He looked up at me.
His mouth still open. Lips glistening. Jaw flexing with restraint.

Then his eyes locked on mine, dark, half-lidded, and he rasped it out—low, filthy, no smile: 

“Fuck… they look even better than I imagined. Ripe, beautiful fucking mangoes.”

His fingers moved before I could speak.

He slid both hands up, caught the edge of the remaining cup, and pulled it down.

No slow reveal.
No patience.

The fabric gave with a snap — and both breasts were now bare.
Exposed. Wet. High and flushed and full.

He looked at them like a man who had just been told to take his time.
Then he dipped his head again.

This time not to taste — to take.

His mouth crashed onto the second nipple, wide and open, sucking hard with all the stored-up hunger from before.

He groaned into it.
Not for me. For himself.

Like the second breast completed something he didn’t know he was missing.

His tongue rolled across the tip, then latched fully.
He started sucking both now — switching between them, hands squeezing, cupping, mouth messy and loud.

I stood there, chest soaked, moaning now. Not holding it in.
His mouth moved from one to the other, no rhythm — just instinct.
Cheeks hollowing. Jaw working.
Wet heat everywhere.

He sucked like my tits were a source of something he needed to survive.
And I gave him everything.

Because I wanted to be taken like that.

Because I wanted to feel owned.

And because I was soaked.
Soaked through the panties now.

He stayed right there — mouth sealed over my nipple, sucking like he hadn’t tasted anything sweeter.
His tongue dragged and circled, then flicked with filthy focus — again and again — the tip rolling just beneath the spot where sensitivity sharpened.
Every pass made my back arch harder. I couldn’t stop it.
I was moaning now, mouth open, helpless — the kind of sound that came from deep in my stomach, not my throat.

His hands cupped both breasts, wide and hungry.
Fingers spread, palms lifting their weight, squeezing like he needed to test how much they could take.
He kneaded them together around his mouth, thumbs gliding across the peaks — then pressing, pinching, rolling slow little circles that made my knees tremble.
He sucked harder.
Groaned deeper — like he couldn’t believe what he had in his mouth.
Then he latched back onto the first nipple — wetter, messier, hungrier.

I cried out.
Not polite. Not controlled.
It wasn’t “oh” or “yes.”
It was raw. Feminine.
The kind of sound that spills out when someone touches you like they own you.
Because that’s what it felt like.
Like he owned them now.

My breasts were his — to mouth, to press, to drag his teeth over in slow, gritted pressure that made my thighs clench.
He buried his face between them — licking, nuzzling, growling softly into the heat of my chest.
Then clamped down on the other nipple, sucking until the suction left my skin wet and shining.

He was devouring me — not tasting.
Nothing sweet about it.
It was feral. Focused.
Like my tits had driven him mad and now he was just… feeding.

His hands never let go.
He kept squeezing them full, pressing them together like he wanted to bury his mouth inside both at once.
My skin burned from how much of me he held, how hot and wide his mouth stayed.

I stood there, moaning, whimpering, sweating.
Feeling my panties stick — soaked, clinging up the center.
Every throb of my clit synced with the rhythm of his mouth.

I’d never been sucked like that.
Not worshipped.
Used.

No man had ever touched my tits like they were meant for it — for hands that greedy, for a mouth that wild.
And I didn’t want him to stop.
I wanted him to keep taking, pulling, gripping me like I was something soft and hot and made for him.

Because in that moment, I was.

His mouth stayed locked to my breast — lips dragging, tongue rolling, jaw working with filthy patience.
Like he was chewing on my nipple, molding it with his mouth, sucking until the heat pooled behind my eyes.
His palms were full — cupping both tits completely, warm and strong.
Not gentle. Not tentative.

Greedy.

He squeezed — slow, full-bodied grips, fingers digging in just enough.
Massaging. Rolling. Pushing the flesh up toward his mouth like it was something he needed to taste again.
I gasped.
A soft whimper slipped free before I could even breathe it down.

Because the way he touched them…
It wasn’t clumsy.
It wasn’t routine.
It was like he meant it.
Like this was the whole point.

He kneaded in slow waves, shaping me around his mouth, thumbs sliding beneath each nipple, offering them up to his own tongue.
And each time he met them, he sucked deeper.
Slower.
Like he was settling in.

My bra was soaked and useless now, bunched below, forgotten.
His tongue flattened in a broad lick over my right nipple — slow enough to burn — then followed it with suction.
Hard.
Loud.

He groaned into me — a low, guttural sound that vibrated straight into my ribs.
I moaned in reply, hips bucking forward before I even knew I’d moved.

But he didn’t shift.
Didn’t reach for more.
He wasn’t done.

He dragged his teeth lightly across the left nipple before sucking it deep, drawing long, hungry pulls like he was drinking from me.
My fingers curled into his hair. I whispered something — a broken breath, a plea I didn’t know I was making.

He gripped tighter.

Fed harder.

And in that moment, I knew.
No one had ever done this to me.
Not like this.

My breasts weren’t being kissed.
Or played with.
They were being fed on.
And I was melting into it — soaked, aching, open.
Still fully dressed below.
But ruined.

He squeezed again — deeper, slower — and my moan cracked.
I didn’t want to be kissed.
Or fucked.
Or claimed.

I just wanted to be kept like this — chest held, nipples in his mouth, his hunger owning me.

Because it did.

He was still sucking.
Still moving over me like my nipples were the only thing that mattered.
Tongue circling in heavy, hypnotic strokes.
Mouth locked.
Heat building.

My chest burned — not sharp. Just… deep.
A molten ache behind the flesh, under his tongue.

His hands never moved.
One cupped the underside of my left breast, lifting it higher.
The other slid beneath the right — shaping, holding, owning.

He sucked again — longer.
And I whimpered, hips twitching.

Then finally… he paused.

Didn’t pull away.

Just looked up.

His lips were parted. Wet. Shining.

His breath came fast.
His face — flushed, focused — hovered just above my nipple, like he was deciding whether to go back in.

Then his eyes shifted.

Down.

To my chest.

And mine followed.

And I saw.

My tits looked… marked.

Claimed.

The bra bunched uselessly beneath them, fabric darkened, clinging like it had melted.
My nipples — flushed, swollen — shone.
Wet. Slick. Raw from his mouth.
His spit.

One of them still held a strand — a thin, glistening trail clinging from where his lips had pulled away.

I stared.

They didn’t feel like mine anymore.
Not with how they looked.
Not after what he’d done.

My breath hitched.
A throb pulsed deep between my legs.

I looked at him.

He was watching me.

Then… his eyes dropped.

And so did mine.

That’s when I saw it.

The bulge.

God.

The front of his pants was tented — thick, hard, obvious. Pressed against the fabric in a way that left no question. The outline was wide, full, stretching the front of his slacks with a kind of lazy weight, like it had been that way for a while now.

My fingers moved without thinking.

Down.

Toward it.

Not to grab. Not to stroke.

Just to... touch.

To feel the heat.

I grazed the front of him — slow, flat-palmed — and even through the thick material I felt it.

The warmth.

The pressure.

The way it twitched just slightly at my contact.

My hand flattened over it, cupping gently — feeling the shape of him. Wide at the base. Long. Heavy.

He inhaled sharply.

His hands still held my tits, but his mouth hovered just above them now, as if caught between hunger and something deeper.

I looked down at my own breasts again.

Still wet. Still glistening. Still claiming him without words.

And I stayed like that.

Hand on his cock.

Chest gleaming with his mouth.

Eyes locked.

And so fucking horny I couldn’t even speak.

His hands were still on my breasts.

Full. Firm. Holding them like they were his anchors, even now. His thumbs brushed just beneath the curve — not squeezing now, just resting there. Like he wasn’t ready to let go.

But his mouth hovered.

Open.

Hot breath skating the spit-slick skin he’d just claimed.

And I stayed there — bare from the waist up, flushed and sticky and throbbing — with my hand flat over the thick bulge in his pants.

I hadn’t moved it yet.

Just felt.

The warmth. The pressure. The way it pulsed faintly under my palm, even through layers of fabric.

Then I dragged my hand down — slow, measured — until I reached the zipper.

His breath caught.

His fingers twitched at my breasts but didn’t stop me.

I held his eyes as I pinched the zipper and pulled.

One long, careful draw.

The teeth gave way with a soft rasp, the bulge shifting as the pressure released. The metal slid all the way down, parting his slacks just enough for the outline beneath to grow clearer — black briefs, stretched and darkened at the front.

His cock wasn’t fully hard yet.

But it was thick.

Heavy-looking even in its half-risen state, the kind of size that made you pay attention — not stiff, not pulsing, not erect… yet. But getting there. And even now, it made my mouth feel dry.

I slipped my fingers under the waistband.

No words. Just breath.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t help.

He just watched — his grip still warm around my tits, thumbs dragging now, slow and restless.

I peeled the band down.

First over the swell.

Then further.

Until his cock spilled free.

It didn’t slap up or spring — it unfolded. Thick and long and still gaining weight.

I stared for half a second.

The base was wide. The shaft hung low. And the head — dusky and flushed — was already swelling.

The whole thing gave a slow, subtle throb in the air.

Then another.

My fingers wrapped around it without thought.

And God, it felt good.

Warm. Alive. Heavy in a way that made me feel small.

I gave one slow stroke — base to tip — and felt it swell in real time. The skin shifted under my palm, the girth hardening, blood rushing thick beneath the surface.

His breath hissed through his teeth.

But he still didn’t speak.

Just gripped my tits a little tighter — not harsh, just anchoring himself, like the feel of them in his hands helped him stay still while I touched him.

I stroked again — slower now.

My thumb pressed slightly beneath the ridge of his head as I passed it, circling gently, feeling the texture shift from smooth to velvet-soft.

He twitched in my hand.

I smiled.

Still wordless.

Still flushed.

Still soaked.

I curled my fingers tighter, sliding up again — this time feeling the full weight of him rise into my grip. He was growing fast now. Thickening. Lengthening. That cock I’d just admired half-hard was now stiffening with intent — alive, flushed, ready.

I kept stroking.

His eyes stayed on me. Not wild. Not pleading.

Just focused. Dark.

His mouth opened slightly. A soft grunt escaped.

And still… he kept his hands on my tits.

Fingers full. Thumbs brushing gently over both nipples like he couldn’t stop touching them — like he needed them to stay grounded while his cock pulsed in my hand.

And it did.

Each stroke brought a new wave of heat through his shaft. The skin tightened. The head swelled. The vein along the underside thickened and pressed against my palm.

My hand moved with more certainty now.

Smooth, slow pumps.

Up and down.

Pausing now and then just to feel it — how big he’d gotten.

How thick he felt wrapped in my fingers.

I couldn’t stop looking at it.

Even my own breath changed — shallower, more curious. Like I couldn’t believe what I was holding. Like the weight of it alone had lit something up inside me.

And it had.

I gave one tighter stroke — my fingers sliding all the way down to the base and squeezing gently as I came back up.

He let out a low, strained sound.

His hips twitched forward once — not a thrust. Just a reflex.

And finally, his hands dropped from my chest.

One slid around my back again.

The other touched my wrist — not to stop me.

Just to feel it.

To feel my fingers stroking his cock. Slowly. Like I had all the time in the world.

And maybe I did.

Because I wasn’t done yet.

Not even close.

I kept stroking him.

One hand, slow and certain. Wrapping fully around the base, then gliding up that heavy, pulsing length.

He was hard now.

Not just thick — heavy. Dense. The kind of cock that carried weight even when fully erect. The kind that looked too big to rush.

I didn’t.

My grip tightened just a little. Enough to feel the skin glide over the shaft as I pumped. He twitched again. His fingers flexed lightly on my wrist — a silent response. No control. No instruction.

Just need.

I looked down.

The head had flushed darker now — fat and taut and glistening faintly. A bead of pre-cum had formed right at the tip, thick and waiting, catching the dull gray light from the blinds.

I leaned in.

Still jerking him.

Still holding the same rhythm.

And brought my mouth just close enough that he could feel the heat of my breath glide across the head.

He groaned.

Low. Barely audible.

I didn’t touch him yet.

I stayed just there — hovering — letting him feel how close I was, how easy it would be to slip him between my lips. How ready I looked.

I licked my lips slowly — not performative.

Just wet.

Then my tongue slid out.

Not far.

Just the tip.

And I gave one slow, deliberate lap across the crown.

Just that.

One.

From one edge to the other.

He shuddered.

I felt it in his cock — the sudden jolt, the urgent throb beneath my palm.

The head was warm. Slightly salty.

I circled the tip with the flat of my tongue, tasting him — not sucking, not taking — just sampling. Letting that first drop coat my tongue. Letting him feel the drag of my spit as I pulled back.

Then I stroked again.

Slower now. Wetting him with that same spit, letting it glide smoother.

His breath was coming harder now — and still, he didn’t say a word.

He just watched me.

Watched my mouth hover, kiss, flick.

Watched my fingers grip the base of his cock like they belonged there.

I let the head nudge my lips now — not inside, just kissed it softly.

Then again.

A tiny moan left his chest.

That was enough.

I dragged the flat of my tongue over the slit again, slower this time, lapping up everything he’d leaked.

Then, while still stroking, I let my tongue roll beneath the head — one long, slow stroke across the underside, right where the nerves were sharpest.

He twitched again.

Hard.

I looked up.

His eyes were darker now. Lips parted. Brow furrowed with restraint.

He was trying not to move.

Trying to let me do this however I wanted.

And I was taking my time.

My hand stroked him again, top to bottom — wet, tight, confident.

And then I whispered — soft, throaty, right against the tip of his cock:

“God… you’re huge.”

And I meant it.

I was soaked.

My chest still bare, nipples stiff, glistening with his spit.

My hand coated in pre-cum and heat.

And this thick, pulsing cock in my grip — so alive, so hard, so perfectly heavy — felt like the only thing I wanted to touch right now.

So I did.

I stroked again.

Then brought my tongue back to the head.

No rush.

No deep throat.

Just licks.

Slow, filthy, teasing licks.

And I wasn’t stopping yet

I licked him again.

A slow stroke over the head — tongue pressed flat, dragging moisture across the ridge, gathering that salty slickness he’d started leaking in earnest now.

He grunted softly.

His hands hung loose at his sides now, as if he didn’t trust them to stay steady if he touched me. His thighs had tensed. I could feel it in the way his cock stiffened in my grip — thick, warm, throbbing like it was trying to tell me something.

And I was listening.

Because it wasn’t enough.

Not for me.

Not anymore.

My knees shifted.

Just a little.

And then I sank — slowly — to the floor.

No drama. No show.

I just lowered myself, still holding his cock, my free hand bracing lightly on his thigh as I went down.

The carpet was rough beneath my knees, but I barely felt it.

My eyes stayed locked on the shaft — the sheer presence of it.

I was eye-level now with the kind of cock that made your lips part instinctively. That made your fingers tighten just a little more around the base. That made your breath catch before anything even touched your tongue.

I stroked him once more — longer now, palm dragging from thick base to swollen tip — and watched as the head twitched again. Glossy. Taut. Glistening with spit and want.

Then I opened my mouth.

Not wide.

Just enough.

And let my tongue press under the head again — slow, deliberate, a thick stroke that made his hips flex forward just a touch.

Then I took him in.

Just the tip.

My lips wrapped around the crown, sealing gently.

My cheeks hollowed slightly — and I sucked.

One low, soft pull.

A moan broke out of him — deep, quiet, full of restraint.

My hand kept stroking.

My lips stayed sealed.

I swirled my tongue slowly beneath the ridge, then dipped the tip just under, teasing the most sensitive groove.

His thighs stiffened.

I sucked again — firmer now.

His hand rose and hovered near my face — unsure.

He didn’t push. Didn’t guide.

Just watched as my mouth started to work on him, slow and steady.

I sank a little deeper.

Took more.

His cock filled my mouth.

Wide. Solid.

It stretched my lips open as I eased down another inch, my hand sliding lower on the shaft to match the movement.

He was so hard now. Fully. The kind of hardness that pulsed — hot, urgent, alive — inside your mouth.

I pulled back.

Let him pop free with a wet sound.

Then looked up.

“I wasn’t ready for that,” I whispered.

My hand kept stroking, slow, up and down.

“But fuck… you’re perfect.”

His eyes darkened even more — a flash of something carnal, barely contained.

I opened my mouth again.

Took him back in.

Deeper this time.

My lips stretched wider. My hand stroked the base. My spit mixed with his pre-cum, coating everything in heat and slick.

I bobbed once. Then again.

Not fast. Not messy.

Just deep, controlled, dirty.

I let my tongue flatten along the underside as I moved, feeling every ridge, every twitch, every response.

He was trying not to move.

Trying not to push.

But I could feel it.

The restraint. The heat.

The way his cock pulsed heavier with each glide of my lips.

And I loved it.

Loved having that kind of power in my mouth — knowing I was the only thing keeping him from losing control.

I stayed there — knees sunk deep in the carpet, hand wrapped firm around the base of his cock, mouth wet and open around the top half of it — feeding slowly, like it was something I’d waited all week to taste.

And maybe I had.

Because nothing about this felt rushed.

His skin was hot. His shaft, hard as bone under the surface, throbbed thick between my lips.

I moved with rhythm — not pace. Just pressure. Wet strokes.

My hand worked in sync with my mouth — slow slides, my thumb catching the slick trail of spit as it ran down the length. I twisted slightly at the top. He hissed. His hand hovered behind my head now — not pushing. Just… resting. Like he needed something to touch.

And I gave him more.

Sank down again. Deeper.

Took nearly all of it now — the head brushing the back of my throat as I opened wider, relaxing into it, letting his cock slide against the roof of my mouth.

My lips sealed tighter.

I moaned as I sucked — low, filthy, broken.

And that’s when I heard him — voice rough, drawn out from somewhere under his breath:

“Fuck… I didn’t know you were such a good cock sucker.”

The way he said it — not playful. Not teasing. Just stunned.

Like he meant it.

Like I’d undone something in him.

I pulled back — slow, with a thick wet pop — spit trailing from my lips to his tip.

Looked up.

His eyes were dark.

Face flushed. Jaw tight.

He was gripping the edge of the desk now with one hand, knuckles white.

I smiled.

Then looked down at his cock — thick, wet, flushed from my mouth, still twitching slightly as my hand stroked it.

“Guess it brings the best out of me,” I said, soft. Then added with a smirk, “Or maybe it’s just… this.”

He exhaled hard.

Then — almost too curious — asked:

“How’s your husband’s?”

The question came out blunt. Real.

Not cruel. Just hungry.

I kept stroking.

Looked at the cock in my hand — full, slick, still dripping with my spit — and then looked up again, dead in his eyes.

“Thinner than this,” I said quietly.

My thumb slid under the ridge of the head and circled.

“Much thinner.”

He groaned again — this time deeper.

His hand pressed slightly at the back of my head, just enough to let me know: he wanted more.

And I gave it.

I opened wide — let the tip glide back in.

Then took him deep.

Deeper than before.

The head hit the back of my throat, and I didn’t pull away.

Instead, I pressed further, slow and steady, until my nose grazed his stomach and his cock sat buried all the way in my mouth.

He made a sound — a rough, cracked groan — low and stunned, like he hadn’t expected me to take it that far.

And then I pulled back — slowly — lips tight, cheeks hollowed.

Then down again.

And again.

Faster now.

Messier.

Spit gathered at the corners of my mouth, sliding down his shaft as I bobbed with more need, more heat, more filthy confidence.

My hand stroked what my mouth couldn’t hold — twisting, tightening, catching the slick at the base.

He was breathing hard now — trying not to thrust, trying not to lose it.

But I could feel it.

The way his cock pulsed in my mouth.

The way his hand gripped the back of my head just a little firmer now.

I moaned around him — loud enough for him to feel it.

The vibration made his hips jerk forward once — fast, shallow, like instinct.

My hand caught the base again.

Stroked. Fast.

My mouth bobbed deeper, then back, then again.

Wet, tight, relentless.

And all the while, he watched.

Watched me take him like I was born for it.

Watched my chest bounce with every stroke, still bare, still flushed from his mouth.

Watched my eyes stay locked on his as I worked his cock with spit and rhythm and something deeper — something that wasn’t for show.

Because I wasn’t performing.

I was feasting.

His cock was pulsing hard now.

Not twitching — pulsing. Like a drumbeat. Like every stroke of my mouth pulled him one breath closer to the point of no return.

I could feel it.

In the way the shaft thickened.

In the way his thighs tensed under my palms.

In the way his hand gripped the back of my head now — not shoving, not controlling, just pleading for anchor.

And I didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow down.

My mouth stayed locked around him, lips sealed tight, tongue gliding in rhythm beneath the shaft as I bobbed deeper.

Every time I pulled back, I paused just long enough at the head to suck — hard, noisy, wet — before sinking down again.

My hand stroked what I couldn’t fit. My spit coated everything.

My other hand gripped his thigh now — steadying myself as I sucked him off with more focus than I knew I had.

I wanted this.

I wanted to take him to the edge.

I could hear his breathing shift — no longer steady. Sharp now. Hitched. Like he was trying not to moan, not to grunt, not to warn me.

But he didn’t have to.

I knew.

I felt it.

His cock swelled again inside my mouth — harder now, painfully full.

His fingers twitched at the back of my scalp.

He looked down — eyes dark, mouth open, chest rising faster.

Then he groaned — broken, ragged, deep in his throat.

“Shit… I’m close…”

It came out like a confession.

Not permission.

Not a warning.

Just raw need.

I moaned around him in response.

The vibration sent a jolt through his hips — I felt him flinch, then fight to stay still.

But my lips didn’t let go.

I took him deeper — my jaw aching now, but I didn’t care.

I wanted to hold him there.

Right there — on the edge. With his cock heavy on my tongue, his groans growing deeper, the taste of him thicker now, saltier, hotter.

“Fuck… you’re gonna make me…”

He didn’t finish the sentence.

I didn’t need him to.

I just kept stroking the base, faster now, tight and wet.

My mouth worked the tip — lips sealed, tongue flicking under the head, every move tuned to his edge.

His whole body trembled.

His abs tightened under my palm.

His cock jerked — once, then again.

I sucked harder.

Faster.

Sloppier now — spit running down my chin, slicking my knuckles.

His voice dropped to a growl — barely audible:

“Don’t stop… don’t fucking stop…”

And I didn’t.

I stayed there, mouth open, throat ready, hand stroking tight as he hovered — right there, cock swollen, balls tight, every muscle in his body clenched.

One more second.

One more stroke.

One more pull of my mouth.

And he would’ve come.

But I stopped.

I stopped.

Pulled back.

Just an inch.

His cock slipped from my lips — wet, throbbing, flushed deep red.

I looked up at him — breathless, spit shining on my chin, hand still wrapped around his shaft.

His whole body froze.

Like his brain hadn’t caught up to the fact that I’d left him hanging.

I smiled.

Not sweet.

Not smug.

Just slow.

Then whispered, voice thick with breath:

“You said you didn’t know I was good at this…”

I gave his cock one slow stroke from base to tip.

“Now you do.”

He didn’t speak.

Couldn’t.

He was still standing there, his cock twitching in my palm, leaking at the tip, so close he couldn’t even breathe right.

And I was still on my knees.

Chest bare.

Lips wet.

Knowing exactly what I’d just done to him.

His cock was still pulsing in my hand.

Slick. Angry. Desperate.

I hadn’t touched it for maybe five seconds — but it stood there, flushed and leaking, like it couldn’t believe I’d pulled away.

He looked down at me — chest rising, lips parted, hands twitching at his sides.

Then he muttered — raw, helpless:

“Please…”

I raised an eyebrow, still on my knees.

My hand tightened around his shaft again — not stroking, just holding. Letting him feel the weight of my fingers wrapped around the thing he was dying to spend.

“Please what?” I asked softly, chin lifted.

He swallowed. His voice was hoarse.

“Finish me.”

I gave the faintest smirk.

Then my thumb pressed right under the tip — one slow, dragging stroke that made him shudder from the waist up.

But I didn’t stroke.

Not yet.

Instead, I looked up at him — all calm, all control — and asked:

“Do you really want this tenant out?”

His breath caught.

Eyes locked on mine.

He knew what I was doing.

And I knew he’d let me.

Because in that moment — cock soaked, balls tight, heart pounding — he’d agree to anything.

“No,” he rasped. “You can stay. Just... fuck, just finish me, Jennifer. Please. You can stay as long as you want.”

I let out a soft laugh.

Not mocking.

Just… enjoying.

He reached for himself — one hand moving low, desperate to grip the base and finish what I’d started.

But I caught his wrist.

Firm.

“No,” I said, still smiling. “You don’t get to finish yourself.”

I moved his hand away — gently, but with authority.

“If you want to come…” I whispered, leaning closer to the tip, lips parted, breath warm…

“It’s going to be in my mouth.”

His knees almost buckled.

I could see it — the restraint fraying.

His cock twitched violently as I licked the tip again — slow, flat-tongued, deliberate.

Then I took him back.

All the way.

My lips sealed, my throat opened, and I sank.

No teasing now.

No games.

Just pure, hungry suction — wet, deep, rhythmic.

My hand stroked the base, fast now, slick and tight.

His moans broke loose — full, guttural, helpless.

“Oh fuck—Jennifer—Jesus—”

His hips jerked, but I held him down with my free hand on his thigh.

My mouth never stopped.

Faster now.

Messier.

Throat catching, spit bubbling around the shaft as I swallowed him again and again.

He was close.

So close.

His cock was swollen, stiff, jerking between strokes.

I moaned around it — loud, nasty, on purpose.

That was it.

He let out one broken, shattered groan.

“Jennifer—I’m gonna—fuck—”

And I didn’t pull back.

I held him there — cock deep, mouth wide, hand stroking fast — and let him come in my mouth.

The first pulse hit my tongue like a shock.

Hot.

Salty.

Thick.

Then another.

And another.

His whole body convulsed as he spilled — his breath ragged, his fingers clawing the edge of the desk for balance.

I swallowed once.

Then again.

Still stroking gently, milking the last few spurts, until his cock twitched empty and soft.

I finally pulled back — slowly — lips red, spit-and-cum mixed on my tongue before I swallowed the rest.

Then I sat back on my heels.

Still topless.

Still breathing hard.

I looked up at him.

His eyes were dazed. Face flushed. Legs trembling slightly.

He couldn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

His cock twitched once more — then softened in my palm, streaked with the last of his release.

I let it go gently, watched it drop slightly toward his thigh, still slick, still swollen at the head.

He exhaled — long, shaky — one hand braced on the desk, the other limp at his side.

But his eyes?

Still on my chest.

Still watching my breasts rise and fall, spit-damp and flushed from his mouth.

As I said, he was in his fifties and It showed now — not in weakness, but in the way he stood there fully drained, spent, undone. His chest heaved once, then again, but he didn’t speak.

I shifted to stand — knees aching a little from the carpet — and reached for my skirt.

But before I could even zip it up—

“At least stay for a minute.”

His voice was soft. Tired. Still low from the come-down.

I paused.

His eyes met mine.

“Let’s talk.”

I hesitated — skirt halfway up my thighs, tits still bare, the air cool against my wet skin. Then I let it fall again. Gave him a small nod. And stood there — arms loose, no shame — like it was just the two of us in the world.

We were quiet for a few seconds.

Then I said softly,

“You told me to be creative.”

A hint of amusement crossed his face — that same dry smirk he wore earlier, when he offered suggestion instead of threat.

He nodded.

“You were.”

The room smelled of sex now. And power. And something sad beneath it.

I stepped closer to the desk — not for effect, just to feel like I wasn’t floating.

He sat down finally, adjusting himself quietly, tucking his cock back into his briefs, zipping up without a word. But his eyes… never left me.

“Look,” I said. “I’m not pretending this wasn’t what it was. But I’m not trying to hustle you either.”

He didn’t speak. Just listened.

I took a breath.

“I need one month off the books. Possibly two. No eviction notices. No warnings. No new calls. Just…”
“Time.”

He leaned back, hand over his mouth, the other still resting flat on the desk.

I continued.

“Daniel’s working double shifts. We’re not cheating the system. We’re just behind. And trying.”

He tapped his finger once on the file.

Then looked at me.

Not hard. Not cold. Just older. Wiser. Worn.

“You could’ve asked.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Would you have said yes?”

He didn’t answer.

We both knew.

I walked to the chair, picked up my tights — still folded beside the sweater — then paused, topless, holding the fabric in both hands.

“So what’s the answer, Rudd?”

He sighed, then nodded — slow.

“I’ll clear the ledger through this month. Delay the rest. You have until July.”

I felt the weight leave my shoulders before I even processed the words.

No dramatic thanks. No collapse of relief.

Just a quiet breath.

I looked down at the floor, then slowly slipped my arms into the sweater.

But before I pulled it over my head, I asked softly:

“If you don’t mind… can I use your restroom?”

He blinked, then gestured down the hall.

“Go ahead. Door on the left.”

I nodded.

Carried the sweater with me. Tits still bare. Not out of boldness. Just… numb.

The hallway was quiet.

Dimly lit.

I stepped into the tiny bathroom — a narrow space with a chipped mirror, beige sink, and a toilet with the seat already up.

I closed the door behind me. Locked it.

Then exhaled.

Finally alone.

I set the sweater down. Pulled my panties down. Sat on the toilet.

And let go.

Not just my bladder — but everything.

The pressure. The pacing. The performance.

As I peed, I stared at the tile floor — dusty, cracked near the edge — and felt the reality sink in.

I’d just sucked my landlord’s cock in exchange for two months of peace.

And somehow… I wasn’t broken.

Not yet.

Just tired.

And still topless.

I stayed seated even after I finished.
The pee had come out in two waves — the first a furious release, noisy and fast, hitting the water with a hiss and splash. Then a tired trickle. Like my body didn’t know what to do next.
I blinked at the floor.

Some part of me was still squatting on the carpet out there, my nipples wet from a stranger’s mouth, his come drying on my palm.

I reached for the toilet paper. Pulled a few squares. Wiped front to back, slow, careful — like I was tending to something more delicate than just skin. I dropped the paper in. Flushed.

The sound was loud in the small space. It echoed around the beige tiles like a verdict.
I stood. Pulled my panties back up. Adjusted them with a slight tug at the back. My thighs ached.

The mirror was cracked in the corner, but I looked anyway.

My breasts were still out — both of them flushed and marked, faint pink from suction. My right nipple had a tiny sheen to it. The faintest smear of spit that never dried. I reached up, touched it.
Felt the dull heat still under the skin. My areolas looked darker than usual.

I turned slightly, checking my side profile. The sweater lay folded beside the sink, clean but watching me like a reminder. I picked it up, slid one arm in, then the other — slow, deliberate. The fabric brushed over my nipples, making them sting for a second. Then they calmed.

I smoothed the sweater down. Found a hair tie on my wrist and pulled my hair back, twisting it into a low bun. One loose strand curled at my temple. I left it.

When I looked in the mirror again, I looked... fine.
Not innocent. Not ruined. Just fine.
Like a woman who had made a choice and survived the first hour after.

I opened the door.



Rudd was still at the desk.

He hadn’t moved much. Just sat there, legs spread, hands resting on the armrests now.
His fly was still open.

His cock —stout and soft now, deflated but still looking like a fat mouse, a faint pink at the tip — rested against his thigh, slightly to the side.

He didn’t even flinch when I looked straight at it.

And I did.

I looked at it like you’d look at a friend.
Not a lover. Not a monster. Just someone who helped you out in a dark alley.

Then I lifted my gaze.

He watched me without shame.

“Don’t think of me as your enemy,” he said quietly.
His voice was slower now. Rougher. Older.
“I’ve got my own problems too.”

I walked closer, buttoning my skirt. I nodded once.

“I understand,” I said. “I guess… now we’re all good.”

He exhaled through his nose.

“Yeah,” he said. “But… can we talk?”

I pulled the chair out. Sat down.

He didn't leer. Didn't fidget. Just... looked human again.

“What do you want to know?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Whatever you feel like telling.”

So I told him.

About Daniel.
“He works maintenance — part-time now. Building repairs, patch jobs. He’s decent with wires and locks, but no license means no stable jobs.
And there’s no shortage of people willing to undercut him by ten bucks.”

He was watching me, listening intently.

I paused. “He’s trying. But between flaked clients and broken tools, it’s like chasing water.”

Rudd nodded slowly.

“And me?” I said. “I do what I can. Started doing nails again for neighbors. Plucking brows. Threading. I carry my old waxing kit in a broken tote bag. Charge twenty for a full face. More if they want legs. Most women don’t.”

He listened. No judgment.

“I even took a class once,” I added. “Before the kids. Thought I’d open a little room, run my own chair. But that was another life.”

There was quiet for a few seconds.

Then he said, “You’re good with makeup, right?”

I nodded.

He rubbed his jaw.

“My niece opened a bridal studio. East side. She’s always short-staffed. They do on-site makeup for weddings, engagement shoots. Always scrambling to find someone last minute.”

I stared.

He went on. “She’s got her regulars, but people cancel. Or flake. She needs someone who can just show up when called. I can give her your number. Tell her you’ve got experience.”

I blinked.

“You’d do that?”

He gave a small shrug.

“Doesn’t mean she’ll say yes. But she’ll listen if it’s coming from me.”

My chest lifted with something I hadn’t felt in weeks.

Not gratitude. Not debt. Just… hope. A crack of it.

“I’d owe you,” I said softly.

“You already paid,” he said, nodding toward the spot on the carpet where I’d knelt.

I didn’t flinch.

He continued.

“And you’ve got good hands. Steady ones. I saw how you handled things.”

I smirked. “That supposed to be a compliment?”

“Take it how you want.”

We both went quiet.

Then — quieter — he asked, “Do you and Daniel still… I mean…”

“Have sex?” I finished.

He gave a faint nod.

I looked down. I gave a half-laugh. Dry. Not defensive.

“It used to be,” I said. “Now? Not really. The stress. The blaming. The bills. We’re not avoiding each other. We’re just… tired.”

Rudd looked at me like he understood that more than he should’ve.

“You’re still beautiful, you know.”

I didn’t smile. Just exhaled.
“I don’t feel it most days.”

“You are.”

And for once, it didn’t feel sleazy. Or transactional.
Just human.

We sat in silence again. His cock was still out, but no one mentioned it.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

“You can stay a little longer, if you want.”

I didn’t answer.

Just leaned back in the chair.
Let the sweater ride up my thighs.
And let my body soften into the silence.

He watched me for a moment longer, then leaned back again, eyes dropping just slightly.

“You’ve got good legs,” he said.

I let out a dry little laugh. “There it is.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What?”

“You’re a dirty old man,” I teased, lips curving.

He didn’t deny it. “I am.”

Then, after a pause, his voice dropped just a note lower.

“Haven’t even seen your pussy yet.”

I laughed — not loudly, but the kind that escaped from my throat like steam. I shifted slightly in the chair, crossing one leg over the other, letting the hem of the sweater ride a little higher. “Well,” I said, “maybe that’s for the best. You don’t seem like the type who could handle it.”

He moved — not abruptly, just a smooth lean forward, elbows off his knees. His hand reached down, fingers grazing my shin, then sliding slowly upward in lazy circles over my calf. His palm was warm. A little dry. Honest.

“I like how you smell,” he murmured, near my ear now. His breath brushed the lobe. “You don’t even try. Just… ripe. Real. Womanly.”

I smiled at him. His words pulsed somewhere deep in my chest.

And then I felt it — his cock brushing against my upper arm as he leaned closer. It wasn’t fully hard yet, just thick and waking, resting like a weight that couldn’t help itself.

He kept caressing.

Lazy, unhurried strokes along my thigh now. Broad palms tracing over the stretch of skin just above the knee. His thumb pressed softly into the inner muscle as he dragged his hand upward — slow, deliberate, as if circling prey.

My breath caught. I didn’t move. Just let him.

He dropped lower again — fingers sliding along the curve where my leg met the edge of the chair. Not touching anything obscene. Just... coaxing. Measuring.

My thighs parted slightly without meaning to. Just a shift in weight. But he noticed.

“I don’t rush,” he whispered. “Not with a woman like you.”

I tilted my head back, watching the cracked ceiling. Let the heat settle.

He kept drawing those circles on my skin. Closer now to the bend of my knee. Slower. Tighter. His breath close. The room was quiet but full of heat.

And still — neither of us said stop.

His hand stayed there a while — just resting on the curve of my thigh like he owned it.

Then he slid down to his knees.

The shift was quiet. No grand gesture. Just a man deciding something, and doing it.

He leaned forward and placed his lips on my shin. Warm. Dry. Gentle.

I blinked.

My husband had never knelt for me like this. Never touched my legs like they were worth tasting.

But Rudd?

He kissed the inside of my calf like it was the first warm bread after a long winter.

Another kiss. A little higher. Then a soft nip of his lips on my skin — not biting, just claiming.

My breath came shallower.

“You’ve got such sweet legs,” he murmured. “Soft, strong and so smooth.”

He dragged his lips up to my knee. His stubble grazed me — just enough to tingle. Then his mouth opened slightly, and I felt his tongue. A hot, deliberate stroke just beneath the kneecap. I flinched.

Not from fear. From surprise.

No one had ever kissed me there. Not even during sex.

He looked up at me then — eyes half-lidded, fingers spreading over my thighs now. Palms broad. Firm. Kneading like he was working through something old and hungry.

“You ever have your legs worshipped?” he asked.

I exhaled. “Not like this.”

He smirked. “Shame.”

And then he lowered again.

His lips found the side of my knee — then trailed down to the ankle, his mouth moving slow as syrup. He took my foot in his hand, brought it to his mouth, and kissed the arch.

I gasped.

Then — impossibly — he kissed the pad of each toe, one by one, like a man counting blessings.

By the time he got to the pinky, my thighs were trembling.

He started back up — mouth gliding along the inside of my leg, working his way higher now. His tongue flicked behind my knee. His hands spread my thighs open further, coaxing them apart as his mouth climbed.

My skin felt flushed everywhere.

He didn’t rush. He savored.

His tongue traced lazy spirals on the inside of my thigh. Then he sucked — slow, audible, wet — right near the crease where thigh met groin.

I gasped again. A shaky sound. Almost embarrassed.

He didn’t stop.

“I could put butter on your legs and lick it off,” he whispered.

His voice wasn’t playful. It was hungry — like the image actually stirred something raw in him.

Then his head dipped again.

He kissed the very top of my inner thigh, just shy of where the fabric of my panties began. His mouth stayed there — open, wet, his tongue dragging across the heat of my skin before his lips closed around the spot.

And then he sucked.

Slow. Deep. Like he was drawing something out of me.

My hips twitched.

I bit the inside of my cheek, hard. My breath caught in my throat as the sound escaped — not a moan, not a word, just breath turned ragged.

He didn’t move away. He let his tongue trace slow, lazy circles over the tender spot. My thigh flexed under his palm, toes curling.

No one had ever made me feel this kind of need from just my legs.

And somehow, he already knew.

I felt the heat shoot between my legs. My panties were damp now, clinging to me like a secret.

I looked down at him, his face between my legs, lips glossy with spit, eyes fixed on me like I was something holy.

My breath hitched.

This man — who wasn’t my husband, who had seen me at my lowest — was treating my body like a feast.

And I… I was starving for more.

His hands never left my thighs.

Those broad, calloused palms kneaded the soft flesh, coaxing the tension from my muscles like he was unraveling a knot that had been tied for years. My skirt—a flimsy thing I’d thrown on without much thought—had already betrayed me, riding up inch by inch with every shift of my hips, every subtle squirm under his touch. Now it bunched at my waist, leaving my legs bare, exposed to the cool air and the heat of his gaze.

Rudd’s fingers traced the insides of my thighs, slow and deliberate, mapping every curve like he was committing it to memory. His thumbs pressed gently, parting my legs just a fraction more, and I felt the flush crawl up my chest, my neck, my face. My breath hitched—a shaky sound that hung in the quiet between us.

His lips followed his hands, planting soft, open-mouthed kisses along the tender skin of my inner thigh. Each one was a spark, igniting something deep in my core. My panties—plain black cotton, nothing fancy—clung to me, the dampness impossible to ignore now. I could feel it, the way the fabric molded to my skin, betraying every pulse of heat, every throb of want.

He paused, his face so close I could feel the warmth of his breath against the crease where thigh met groin. His nose brushed the edge of my panties, and my stomach clenched.

Then, with a slow, deliberate inhale, he sniffed—unapologetic, primal, like a man savoring the first scent of rain after a drought.
His eyes flicked up to mine, dark and heavy-lidded, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“There she is,” he murmured, voice low and laced with humor, “the little Jennifer.”

Before I could process the words—or the way they made my heart stutter—he leaned in and pressed a kiss right there, over the damp cotton.

Soft. Reverent. His lips lingered, warm and firm, and I gasped, my hips twitching despite myself. The sensation was electric, a jolt that shot straight through me, leaving my toes curling and my fingers gripping the edge of the chair.

“Rudd,” I breathed, barely a whisper, my voice trembling with something between embarrassment and need.

He didn’t answer—not with words.
Instead, his fingers hooked the edge of my panties, tugging the black cotton aside with a gentleness that felt almost out of place for a man like him. The air hit me first—cool against the slick heat—and I bit my lip, hard, to stifle the sound threatening to spill out. My pubic hair, trimmed but not bare, curled softly against my skin, and I wondered—fleetingly, foolishly—if he’d care. If he’d hesitate.

He didn’t.

His eyes stayed locked on me, drinking in the sight like I was a painting, a sculpture, something sacred.
“Goddamn,” he whispered, almost to himself, and the raw hunger in his voice made my thighs tremble.

He leaned closer, his stubble grazing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh as he nuzzled against me. His nose brushed my folds, and then his lips followed—soft, exploratory, kissing me there with the same care he’d shown my legs, my knees, my toes. Like every part of me was worth worshipping.

My breath came in shallow bursts, my chest rising and falling too fast.
His tongue darted out—a slow, deliberate lick that parted me just enough to make me whimper. The sound was involuntary, raw, and I clamped a hand over my mouth, mortified by how desperate I sounded.

But Rudd just chuckled, a low, warm rumble that vibrated against my skin.

“Don’t hide that,” he said, his voice muffled as he kissed me again, deeper this time, his lips closing around the sensitive bud at the center of me.
“I want to hear you.”

His tongue moved again, tracing lazy, languid circles—teasing but not rushing. Each stroke was precise, intentional, like he was savoring every taste, every shudder he pulled from me. My thighs tensed under his hands, and he spread them wider, his fingers digging into the soft flesh just enough to anchor me.

I was open to him now—vulnerable in a way I hadn’t been in years.
And yet I didn’t feel exposed. Not with him. Not when his mouth moved like it was made for this—for me.

He pulled back just enough to look at me again.
His lips were glossy.
His eyes, dark with something that made my heart pound.

“So sweet,” he murmured—and there was no humor in it now. Just a quiet intensity that made my skin prickle.

Then his fingers were there—two of them, thick and warm, sliding through the slickness with a gentleness that belied their size. He didn’t push, didn’t rush. He just teased, circling, letting me feel the pressure, the promise, until I was the one shifting my hips, chasing the touch.

“Easy,” he said, a faint smile tugging at his lips.

And then he pressed those fingers inside me—slow and steady, filling me in a way that made my breath catch. My walls clenched around him, and I heard the soft, wet sound of my own body, undeniable and embarrassingly loud in the quiet room. My cheeks burned, but Rudd didn’t seem to care. If anything, it spurred him on.

His mouth returned, his tongue flicking against me as his fingers began to move—slow, deep thrusts that curled just right, finding a rhythm that made my vision blur at the edges.
He licked and sucked, his lips sealing around that bundle of nerves, drawing soft, needy sounds from me that I couldn’t hold back anymore.

My hands found his hair, fingers tangling in the thick strands—not guiding but holding on, anchoring myself as the pleasure built, sharp and overwhelming.

“Rudd,” I gasped again, my voice barely recognizable—high and trembling. My thighs shook, my hips lifting off the chair, and he didn’t stop. Didn’t falter. His fingers pumped, his tongue danced, and the heat coiled tighter, brighter, until I thought I might break apart.

He worshipped me like he’d promised—
Like my body was a temple, and he was the only one who knew the prayers.

Rudd’s fingers curled inside me, a slow, deliberate rhythm that stoked the fire already burning in my core. But it was his mouth—God, his mouth—that undid me. His lips sealed around that aching bundle of nerves, tongue flicking with a precision that felt like he’d mapped every inch of me, every secret pulse and shudder. He wasn’t just licking; he was worshipping, devouring, each stroke of his tongue a prayer that sent tremors through my thighs.

My fingers tightened in his hair, knuckles whitening as I clung to him, my hips rocking instinctively against the heat of his mouth. The black cotton of my panties, still pushed aside, chafed faintly against my skin—a reminder of how exposed I was, how much I’d surrendered to this man who wasn’t my husband. The thought should’ve shamed me.

But it didn’t.

Not when his tongue traced a slow, wet spiral, teasing the edges of my clit before flattening against it—firm and unrelenting.

“Rudd,” I gasped, the word breaking into a moan, raw and desperate.
My voice didn’t sound like mine anymore—it was too high, too needy, spilling from me like water from a cracked dam.

He hummed in response—a low, hungry sound that vibrated through me, making my toes curl and my back arch off the chair. His stubble grazed the tender skin of my inner thighs, a delicious contrast to the slick warmth of his tongue, and I felt the heat coil tighter—a white-hot thread pulling taut in my belly.

He shifted, angling his head to deepen the contact, his tongue moving faster now—flicking, swirling, then sucking gently, each motion perfectly timed to the rhythm of his fingers.
Those thick fingers pumped inside me, curling just right, brushing that spot that made my vision spark with stars.

The wet sounds of my body filled the air—obscene and intoxicating—mingling with my ragged breaths and the soft, greedy noises he made against me.

He was relentless.
Skillful.
Like he’d been born for this.
For unraveling me.
For making me forget everything but the pleasure he was pulling from my core.

My thighs trembled, muscles tensing as the pressure built, sharp and overwhelming.

“Oh God,” I whimpered, my head tipping back, eyes squeezing shut.

The world narrowed—to the heat of his mouth, the steady thrust of his fingers, the way his free hand gripped my thigh, holding me open like I was his to claim.

His tongue flicked faster, a rapid, teasing rhythm that made my hips buck against him, chasing the edge that was so close—so maddeningly close.

He pulled back just enough to murmur:

“Come for me, Jennifer.”

His voice was rough, thick with want.
And before I could process the words, his mouth was back—sucking hard, tongue lashing with a fervor that stole my breath.
His fingers thrust deeper, curling, relentless.

And then the thread inside me snapped.



The orgasm hit like a wave

Crashing through me with a force that made my whole body seize.
I cried out—a sharp, broken sound that echoed in the quiet room—as pleasure surged, hot and blinding, radiating from my core to the tips of my fingers, my toes, my scalp.

My walls clenched around his fingers, pulsing wildly, and he didn’t stop—didn’t slow—his tongue still working me through every shudder, every quake, drawing out the ecstasy until it was almost too much.

My hips jerked, thighs clamping around his head, but he held me there.
His hands were firm.
His mouth unrelenting.

Licking me through the aftershocks as I gasped and trembled.

The wet heat of his tongue softened—slower now—lapping gently as if savoring the taste of my release, and I whimpered, oversensitive but too blissed-out to pull away.

My chest heaved.
Sweat beaded along my collarbone.
And when I finally opened my eyes, I found him looking up at me.

His lips were glossy.
Swollen.
His eyes dark and triumphant, like a man who’d just conquered something sacred.

He pressed one last kiss to my throbbing core—slow, deliberate—before pulling back, his fingers slipping out of me with a slick sound that made my cheeks burn.

He licked his lips, unhurried.
And the sight sent a fresh jolt through me, even as my body still hummed from the climax.

“Sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted,” he said, voice low and rough, a faint smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

He leaned in again, nuzzling the inside of my thigh, his stubble scraping deliciously against my oversensitive skin, making me flinch and sigh all at once.

I looked down—still breathless, my body slack and glowing—and saw him murmuring against me, almost like he was talking to my pussy itself, lips brushing the damp curls.

“Gosh, lady,” he whispered, voice hoarse with reverence, “I could taste you every damn day and never get tired. Breakfast. Lunch. Dinner. Doesn’t matter…”

He kissed the top of my mound again—slow, open-mouthed—then chuckled softly against my skin.

“This cunt patty of yours…” he murmured, lips still brushing me, “softest thing I’ve ever eaten. And the juiciest.”

His words made my stomach flip, a fresh heat blooming between my legs even though I was still trembling from the last orgasm. The way he said it—so filthy, so reverent—like he meant every word, like this wasn’t just lust but obsession.

He looked up, chin glistening, eyes heavy with hunger.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’m not done. Not even close.”

He pressed another kiss—slower this time, almost lazy—right where I was still tender and wet. My thighs twitched again, helpless to the warmth that never fully left.



I couldn’t speak.
Couldn’t think.

My body felt like liquid—heavy and weightless all at once—and all I could do was stare at him.

This man who’d just shattered me with nothing but his mouth and his hands.
Who’d made me feel more alive in these moments than I had in years.

My panties were still askew.
My skirt, a crumpled mess.
My thighs, slick and trembling.

But I didn’t care.

Not when he looked at me like that.
Like I was everything.

And God help me—
I wanted more.

My body still hummed, a live wire sparking from the orgasm that had left me trembling, but Rudd wasn’t done. His eyes—dark and molten—held mine as he leaned back in, his breath hot against my slick, sensitive folds.

My black cotton panties, still pushed aside, clung damply to my thigh, and my skirt remained a forgotten tangle around my waist. I should’ve felt exposed, vulnerable—but all I felt was want.

Raw. Aching. Insatiable.

His lips brushed my inner thigh—a teasing prelude—and I shivered, my hips shifting restlessly on the chair.

“You’re not done with me, are you?” I murmured, my voice husky, bolder than I’d expected.
The words surprised me, but they felt right—like I was finally claiming this moment, this pleasure, for myself.

Rudd’s smirk was pure sin.

“Not even close, my love”

His voice was a low growl, thick with promise.
And before I could respond, his mouth was on me again.



His tongue swept over me, slow and deliberate—a broad, languid stroke that parted my folds and sent a jolt through my oversensitive core. I gasped, my hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his thick hair. This time, I didn’t just hold on—I moved. I pressed his face closer, grinding my hips against his mouth, chasing the heat of his tongue.

The sensation was electric.
A mix of power and surrender.
And I revelled in it.

His stubble scraped deliciously against my inner thighs—a rough counterpoint to the slick, velvet heat of his lips—and I moaned, unashamed, the sound spilling from me like a confession.

He groaned against me, the vibration humming through my clit, and I felt his hands shift—one gripping my thigh, spreading me wider, the other sliding beneath me, fingers grazing the curve of my ass.

His tongue worked with devastating skill—circling my clit with quick, teasing flicks before flattening against it, firm and relentless. Each stroke was a spark, building that familiar coil of pleasure in my belly.

But this time, it was different—sharper, hungrier.
Fueled by the way I rocked against him, claiming his mouth as much as he claimed me.



“God, yes,” I breathed, my voice trembling with need.

My hips rolled, rubbing my slick folds against his lips, his nose, his chin—coating him with my arousal. The wet sounds of his tongue, my gasps, and the soft creak of the chair filled the room—a symphony of lust that made my skin prickle.

His fingers tightened on my thigh, anchoring me.

But it was his other hand that surprised me.

His fingertips traced the cleft of my ass—slow and exploratory—brushing the tight, untouched ring of muscle there. I tensed, a flicker of uncertainty cutting through the haze of pleasure. But then his tongue did something—sucked hard on my clit, a pulse of ecstasy that made my vision blur.

And I melted.

My body softened under his touch, surrendering again.

One finger—slick with my own wetness—pressed gently against my butthole.
Not pushing.
Just teasing.
Circling with a patience that made my breath hitch.

“Relax,” he murmured against my core, the word muffled but warm.

And I did.
I trusted him—God help me, I did.



His finger slipped inside, slow and careful—just one knuckle at first—stretching me with a strange, intimate pressure that was both foreign and thrilling. I whimpered, my hips jerking, but the sensation wasn’t pain—it was something else.
Something raw and forbidden that amplified every flick of his tongue.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, the word slipping out before I could stop it.

Rudd chuckled—a dark, approving sound that vibrated against my clit.

His tongue moved faster now, lashing with a precision that made my thighs quake, while his finger pushed deeper—a slow, steady intrusion that filled me in a way I’d never known.

The dual sensations—his mouth worshipping my pussy, his finger claiming my ass—were overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatened to drown me.

I ground harder against his face, shameless now, my hands tugging his hair as I rode the edge of bliss. His stubble grazed my folds, his nose pressed against my pubic bone, and I felt the slick mess of my arousal coating us both—binding us in this primal, perfect moment.

His tongue swirled, then sucked—drawing my clit into his mouth with a rhythm that was relentless, masterful.

And I felt the coil in my belly tighten.
Tighter.
Until it was almost unbearable.



“Rudd, I’m—”

I couldn’t finish the sentence.

The orgasm crashed over me—fiercer than the first—a white-hot explosion that tore a cry from my throat.

My walls clenched around nothing.
My ass tightened around his finger.
My hips bucked wildly against his mouth, smearing my release across his lips.

And he didn’t pull away.
Didn’t flinch.

His tongue kept moving—softer now—lapping gently through the spasms, drawing out every shudder, every pulse, until I was a trembling, boneless mess.



My chest heaved, sweat slicking my skin.
I slumped back in the chair, my hands still tangled in his hair.

Rudd eased his finger out of me—the sensation making me twitch—and pressed a final, lingering kiss to my throbbing core, his lips glossy with my climax.

He looked up at me, his face glistening, eyes alight with something that was equal parts hunger and triumph.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous when you come,” he said, his voice rough but warm.

He nuzzled my inner thigh, his stubble sparking tiny aftershocks.

“Could do this all damn day.”



I couldn’t speak.
Couldn’t think.

My body was liquid fire.
My heart pounded.

And all I could do was stare at him—this man who’d undone me so thoroughly.
Who’d made me feel like a goddess with his tongue and his hands.

My thighs were slick.
My panties, a soaked, crumpled mess.
And yet I’d never felt more alive.
More wanted.

My body was still alight—a pulsing, molten thing, every nerve singing from the orgasms Rudd had wrung from me with his tongue and hands. My thighs trembled, slick with my own release, and my chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath.

But the hunger in me hadn’t faded.

It had only grown—sharp and insatiable, clawing at my core.

My eyes drifted downward, past Rudd’s glistening lips and dark, hungry gaze, to where his cock hung heavy between his thighs. It was already out, as it had been this whole time—freed from his pants like a bold declaration. Half-thick, it curved slightly, the skin flushed and taut, veins pulsing faintly under the surface.

The sight sent a fresh wave of heat through me. My fingers itched with the urge to touch.

I didn’t think. I didn’t need to.
My hand reached for him, wrapping around the warm, velvety length, and I marveled at the weight of it—the way it thickened under my touch.

Rudd groaned—low and guttural—his hips twitching as I began to stroke him, slow and deliberate, feeling him harden with every pass of my palm. My thumb brushed the tip, slick with a bead of precum, and I smeared it over the head, relishing the way his breath hitched, his eyes half-lidding with pleasure.

“Fuck, Jennifer,” he rasped, his voice rough with need.

His gaze locked onto mine—intense and unyielding—but then it shifted, roaming over my body like he was starving for more.

“I want to see your ass.”

The words hit me like a spark—igniting something reckless and bold.

I didn’t hesitate.

My lips curled into a smile, a flush of confidence warming my skin. I released his cock, letting my hand linger just a moment longer to feel him throb.

Rising from the chair, I felt the damp, crumpled mess of my black cotton panties slip down my thighs—already loosened from his earlier ministrations. They fell to the floor with a soft thud, and I stepped out of them, kicking the fabric aside. My skirt, bunched uselessly at my waist, was next. I tugged it down, letting it pool at my feet—leaving me bare from the waist down, my skin prickling in the cool air.

I turned around—slow and deliberate—giving him what he wanted.

My ass, full and soft, was bared to him. I arched my back slightly, letting the curve speak for itself. Glancing over my shoulder, I caught the way his eyes widened—dark and ravenous—his hand wrapping around his cock as he stared.

“Gosh,” he said, voice thick with awe.
“I’ve masturbated to this ass so many times. It looks so damn hot.”

A wicked grin spread across his face.

And then, in a tone that was equal parts crude and reverent:

“I could suck a fart out of it.”

I laughed—a soft, startled sound that bubbled up from somewhere deep. This man—this kinky, shameless landlord—was unlike anyone I’d ever known.

And God, I loved it.

His words, filthy and raw, only stoked the fire in me—making my skin flush and my core clench with want.

I swayed my hips slightly, teasing him—and his groan was a reward all its own.

Rudd didn’t wait.

He dropped to his knees behind me—swift and purposeful—his cock still clutched in one hand as he stroked himself lazily. His other hand reached for me, fingers digging into the soft flesh of my hip, pulling me closer.

His breath was hot against my skin.

And then—his lips were there.
A slow, deliberate kiss to the curve of my ass.

The sensation was electric.
Intimate in a way that made my breath catch.

His mouth moved again—kissing higher, then lower—exploring every inch with a reverence that felt almost holy, yet undeniably sinful.

His stubble grazed me—a delicious scrape that sent shivers up my spine—and I arched further, pushing back against his face, craving more.

His lips parted.

I felt the wet heat of his tongue, a fleeting, teasing lick along the seam where cheek met thigh. He groaned, the sound muffled against my skin, and his hand tightened on my hip, fingers trembling with restraint. His other hand worked his cock faster now—the soft, rhythmic sound of strokes mingling with my shallow breaths.

“Goddamn, Jennifer,” he murmured, voice vibrating against my ass as he kissed me again, open-mouthed, his lips lingering like he was savoring every taste.
“You’re fucking perfect.”

I smiled—heart pounding, body alight with the thrill of his worship.

This man, kneeling behind me, was unraveling me piece by piece—and I was letting him.
Wanting him to.

Rudd’s lips were a revelation.

Each kiss on my ass was a spark that ignited something primal—something I hadn’t even known I craved.

My husband had never ventured here. Never dared to see my body as anything more than a means to an end.

But Rudd?

He was different.

He knelt behind me like a devotee at an altar, his breath hot and ragged against my skin as he worshipped me with a fervor that felt like sin made flesh. My ass, bared and arched for him, was his obsession—and I was drunk on the power of it. My body trembled with need as I pushed back, offering myself to his hunger.

His hands gripped my cheeks, spreading them gently, his thumbs tracing the soft, sensitive edges where skin met secret. I gasped—the cool air kissed places no one had ever touched like this.

And then—his mouth was there.

Bold. Unapologetic.
A slow, deliberate lick that traced the tight ring of my asshole.

The sensation was electric.
A jolt of pleasure so intense it stole my breath.

My knees buckled, but I caught myself, fingers digging into the chair’s backrest as a moan tore out of me—low, raw, helpless.

“Fuck, Jennifer,” Rudd growled, his voice muffled against my flesh, thick with lust.
“This ass… it’s a goddamn masterpiece.”

His tongue swirled, teasing the puckered skin with a dexterity that made my head spin. He didn’t just lick—he devoured, his lips closing around the sensitive ring, sucking gently before his tongue plunged deeper, probing with a rhythm that was both tender and obscene.

My body shuddered, every nerve alight.
I pushed back harder, grinding against his face, craving the filthy intimacy of it.

My husband had never even grazed this part of me—not with his lips, not even a fleeting touch. But Rudd?

Relentless.

His mouth was a symphony of worship.
Each lick and suck a note that built toward a crescendo.

His stubble scraped my cheeks—a delicious burn that grounded me in the moment—and I felt the slickness of my arousal dripping down my thighs, my cunt throbbing from sheer neglect.

And as if he sensed it, his hand slid forward.

Fingers found my folds—slick and swollen, already aching from his earlier attentions. He didn’t hesitate. Two fingers plunged inside me, curling with that same devastating precision, pumping in time with the thrusts of his tongue in my ass.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered, my voice cracking, my hips rocking between his mouth and his hand.

The dual sensations were overwhelming—his tongue swirling, probing, eating my ass like it was a delicacy, while his fingers fucked my cunt—stretching me, filling me, stroking that spot that made my vision blur.

My pubic hair, trimmed and damp, brushed against his wrist.
And the wet, obscene sounds of my body—his fingers, his tongue, my gasps—filled the air, a chorus of depravity that made my skin prickle.

Rudd pulled back just enough to speak, his lips glossy, his breath hot against my ass.

“I don’t think you shit from here,” he said with a wicked grin, voice a blend of hunger and humor.
“You must be dropping logs of pure fucking gold, Jennifer… ‘cause this is heaven.”

The words were crude, outrageous, and so perfectly him that I laughed—breathless and shaky. My laugh melted into a moan as his tongue dove back in, licking with renewed fervor, like he was trying to prove his point.

I curved my spine, pushing my ass higher, giving him everything.

His tongue was a marvel—darting and swirling, then flattening to lap at me in broad, hungry strokes. He sucked again, a wet, audible pull that made my toes curl. His fingers moved faster now, thrusting deep, the heel of his palm grinding against my clit.

The pleasure was a tidal wave, rising sharp and unrelenting.
I felt my walls clench around his fingers, my ass tightening around his tongue.

“Rudd,” I gasped—high and desperate—my hands white-knuckling the chair.
“Don’t stop—please—”

The words spilled out, shameless, breathless.

He groaned—loud and guttural—the sound vibrating through me, pushing me closer to the edge. His tongue plunged deeper, a slick, rhythmic dance that claimed every inch of me. His fingers curled, relentless, coaxing that coil of pleasure tighter… tighter…

Until I thought I’d shatter.

I was his. Utterly.
My ass. My cunt. My moans. My surrender. All offered to this man who saw me as a goddess—
and worshipped me like one.

My hips rocked, grinding against his face, his hand—chasing the release that hovered, blinding and breathless. His tongue swirled, his lips sucked, his fingers thrust.

And I was lost.

Drowning in the kinky, dirty, perfect madness of it all.

Rudd’s tongue was a relentless force—a wicked, worshipful thing that plunged and swirled against my asshole, each lick a spark that set my nerves ablaze. His lips sucked, wet and greedy, pulling at the sensitive ring with a fervor that made my thighs quake and my breath come in short, desperate gasps.

My ass, arched high and spread for him, was his temple, and he was a man possessed—devouring me with a hunger that felt like it could unravel the world. The scrape of his stubble, the heat of his breath, the obscene, slick sounds of his tongue—it was too much, and yet not enough. My body trembled on the edge of something feral.

His hand never faltered—two fingers buried deep in my cunt, thrusting with a rhythm that matched the pulse of his tongue. They curled, stroking that spot inside me that made my vision blur, while the heel of his palm ground against my clit, slick with my arousal.

My pubic hair clung to his wrist, damp and matted, and the wet, rhythmic squelch of his fingers filled the air, mingling with my moans and the soft creak of the chair beneath me.

I was drowning in it—the pleasure, the filth, the way he made me feel like every inch of me was sacred, even the parts I’d never dared to offer.

“Rudd,” I whimpered, my voice high and broken, my hands clawing at the chair’s backrest as I pushed back against his face, grinding my ass against his mouth. His groan vibrated through me, a low, primal sound that sent a fresh wave of heat to my core. His tongue plunged deeper, a slow, deliberate thrust that made my toes curl, and his fingers pumped faster—relentless, coaxing that coil of pleasure tighter until I thought I’d shatter.

He must have felt it—the way my walls clenched around his fingers, the way my hips bucked, desperate for more. His mouth pulled back, leaving my ass slick and throbbing, and I whined, a needy, plaintive sound that made him chuckle, dark and approving.

“Goddamn, Jennifer,” he rasped, voice rough with lust. “You’re fucking insatiable.”

His fingers slowed but didn’t stop, curling inside me as he rose from his knees, his other hand gripping my hip, steadying me as I trembled.

Before I could catch my breath, he pulled his fingers out—the sudden emptiness making me gasp. His hands were on me then, strong and sure, guiding me up from the chair with a gentle but insistent tug. My legs were unsteady, my thighs slick with arousal, but he didn’t let me falter.

“Over here,” he murmured, low and commanding.

He turned me toward the desk—a sturdy, cluttered thing pushed against the wall, papers and pens scattered across its surface. It felt natural, inevitable, like the room itself was conspiring to keep us locked in this fevered dance.

I didn’t need to be told. My body knew what he wanted—what I wanted.

I stepped forward, my bare feet soft against the floor, and bent over the desk, bracing my hands on the cool wood. The motion was instinctive—my ass jutting out, my spine curving as I settled into doggy style, offering myself to him completely. My heart pounded. My breath came in shallow bursts. I glanced over my shoulder, catching the way his eyes darkened—his cock, thick and fully hard now, twitching in his hand as he stared.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

He stepped closer, his hands finding my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh. He pushed the papers aside with a careless sweep, clearing just enough space, and the small, real detail of it—the rustle of paper, the clatter of a pen hitting the floor—grounded me, made this moment feel achingly vivid.

His palm smoothed over my ass, reverent, possessive. He spread my cheeks again, his thumb brushing my slick, sensitive asshole, still wet from his tongue. I shivered. My cunt throbbed—empty and aching for him.

“You’re a fucking dream,” he said, voice thick with awe.

I felt the heat of his cock as he lined himself up—the blunt head nudging against my folds from behind. My breath hitched. My fingers curled against the desk, nails scraping the wood as I braced myself.

He didn’t rush. Didn’t force.

Just pressed forward—slow, deliberate, the thick length of him stretching me, filling me inch by agonizing inch. The sensation was overwhelming—a delicious burn that made my toes curl and my moan spill out, raw and unfiltered.

He pushed deeper, his cock sliding home.

And I felt it all—every pulse, every ridge, every inch of him claiming me from behind.

Rudd’s cock filled me, a thick, unyielding pressure that stretched my slick walls with every slow, deliberate thrust. Bent over the desk, my palms pressed into the worn wood, I felt the world narrow to the rhythm of his hips, the creak of the desk, and the hum of the ancient air conditioner rattling in the corner. Papers crunched beneath my elbows, pens scattered to the floor, and the faint scent of ink and dust mingled with the raw, musky heat of our bodies.

My ass, still tingling from his tongue’s worship, jutted back against him, meeting each thrust with a need I couldn’t deny, my thighs trembling as his pelvis smacked against my skin. His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, guiding me as he drove deeper, the blunt head of his cock grazing that spot inside me that made my breath catch.

My cunt pulsed around him, greedy and wet, the slick sounds of our coupling loud in the small office. My skirt and panties were long gone, discarded in the fevered haze, leaving me bare and exposed—my body his to claim. And claim it he did. Each thrust was a declaration, a possession, his groans rough and reverent as he lost himself in me.

“You drive me insane,” he growled, his voice low and ragged, vibrating through the humid air.

His pace quickened, hips snapping harder, the desk shuddering beneath us as he leaned forward, his chest brushing my back. One hand slid up, tangling in my hair—not pulling, just holding—grounding me as he fucked me deeper.

“Could fuck you every day. Love you, Jennifer. Love this body. Love this ass.”

The words hit me like a current—electric and overwhelming, stirring a messy tangle of heat and shame in my chest. My husband had never spoken to me like this—never looked at me like I was both goddess and ruin, never claimed me with this kind of obsessive devotion. I moaned, the sound spilling out unbidden, my nails scraping the desk as I rocked back against him, chasing the pleasure that coiled tighter with every thrust, every syllable of his broken, needy confession.

His hand left my hair, sliding down to knead my ass, spreading my cheeks as he slowed his thrusts, savoring the way my body swallowed him.

“Fuck, look at you,” he murmured, voice thick with awe. “This ass… so perfect, so fucking mine.”

His thumb brushed my asshole, still slick from his earlier worship, and I gasped—the fleeting touch sending a jolt through my oversensitive nerves. He didn’t push further, just teased, his cock still buried deep in my cunt, stretching me as he rocked slowly, deliberately, letting me feel every inch.

The desk creaked louder, a pen rolling off the edge with a soft clatter. I felt the cool wood against my breasts, my nipples hardening as they grazed the surface. Sweat beaded on my skin, his and mine mingling, dripping onto my back as he leaned closer, his breath hot against my shoulder.

“Love you, Jennifer,” he whispered again—softer this time, almost desperate, like he was afraid I wouldn’t hear it. Or worse, wouldn’t believe it.

His thrusts grew harder, more urgent, the slap of skin on skin filling the room, raw and rhythmic, a counterpoint to the air conditioner’s drone.

My body answered him in ways my voice couldn’t. My cunt clenched around his cock, fluttering with every deep thrust. My hips ground back to meet him, greedy for more. My ass jiggled with each impact, and he groaned—his hand squeezing the flesh like he couldn’t get enough.

The pleasure was relentless, a tidal wave building in my core, and I felt myself teetering on the edge, my moans turning to whimpers, high and desperate.

He sensed it—his pace faltering, becoming ragged as he chased his own release.

“God, Jennifer,” he panted, his voice breaking. “You’re gonna make me lose it.”

His cock throbbed inside me, thick and pulsing. He slammed deep, holding there for a moment, letting me feel the full weight of him. Then, with a slow, deliberate push, he drove into me again—the angle perfect, the pressure exquisite, his hands gripping my hips like he was anchoring himself to me.

I was his—pinned to the desk, claimed by the man who saw every inch of me and wanted it all: my body, my shame, my need. And as he fucked me from behind, his cock stretching me, his words echoing in my ears, I felt myself unraveling—ready to shatter under the weight of it all.

Rudd’s cock plunged into me again, relentless and deep, the thick shaft dragging along my slick inner walls with a friction that made my toes curl against the cool floor. I arched my back sharper, shoving my ass back to meet him, greedy for every brutal inch. My body betrayed any shred of restraint as I ground against his hips like a bitch in heat.

The desk groaned beneath us, papers fluttering to the floor in crumpled heaps, but I didn’t care—nothing existed beyond the wet slap of his pelvis against my jiggling cheeks, the way his balls smacked my clit with each thrust, sending sparks exploding through my core.

“Love you, Jennifer,” he rasped—his voice a gravelly prayer as he gripped my hips harder, fingers bruising the flesh.

Then, with a dark chuckle that vibrated down my spine, he slapped my ass—sharp, stinging, perfect.

“Fuck, you’ve got such a whore’s ass. Look at it bounce for me.”

I moaned louder. The degradation lit something filthy inside me, my cunt clenching around him in eager response. I pushed back harder, rolling my hips in circles, fucking myself on his cock as he held still for a moment—letting me prove how much I craved it.

My ass rippled with the motion, cheeks spreading wide around his invading length, the slick sounds obscene and intoxicating.

“That’s it, princess,” he growled, thrusting forward to meet my backward shove, burying himself to the hilt. “This ass is a money-maker—tight, juicy, made for fucking. Love you… love you so much.”

His words twisted like a knife in my chest—sweet and savage, devotion laced with filth—and I ate it up. My body trembled as I slammed back against him, the impact making my breasts sway heavily beneath me.

Sweat slicked our skin, his dripping onto my back in hot rivulets, mixing with the sheen on my own body. The air was thick with the scent of sex—my arousal sharp and tangy, his musk raw and overpowering—mingling with the dusty office heat.

One of his hands roamed up my side, his rough palm scraping over my ribs. He hooked under the hem of my sweater and shoved it upward in a frantic push, the fabric bunching over my breasts, exposing them to the cool air.

My nipples pebbled instantly, aching as they brushed the desk’s edge.

“Off,” he demanded, voice hoarse with need. “Get it off, Jennifer. I want you naked—every fucking inch mine.”

I didn’t hesitate. Straightening just enough without breaking our rhythm, I yanked the sweater over my head, tossing it aside in a heap with the scattered pens and files. My hair tumbled wild around my shoulders, sticking to my sweat-damp skin.

Now I was utterly bare—nothing left but skin and sin, my body on full display as I bent back over the desk, ass high and presented like an offering.

Rudd groaned at the sight, and his thrusts turned feral.

“Fuck yes… look at you, my naked princess. Love you.”

He slammed in deep, holding there, grinding against my cervix until I whimpered. Then he pulled back and spanked me again—harder this time, the crack echoing.

“Whore’s ass. Look at that whore ass—bouncing like it’s begging for cock.
Money-maker. Could watch this jiggle all day,” he growled, torturing me in waves of pleasure with every slow, grinding thrust.

I cried out, the burn of his spanks and the grind against my cervix colliding into pleasure, my cunt gushing as I shoved back, hungry for more.

The next thrust landed with a wet smack that sent juices splattering down my thighs.

My ass cheeks burned from his palms—red and marked—but I loved it, loved the way he owned me, alternating filthy praise with tender obsession.

“More,” I gasped—the word slipping out before I could stop it, my voice broken and needy.

He obliged, pounding into me with renewed fury. The desk legs scraped the floor as it inched forward, our bodies driving it across the room.

His hand snaked around to cup one swinging breast, pinching the nipple hard enough to make me yelp, then soothing it with a rough knead.

“Love you, Jennifer… love this body… love fucking my princess raw.”

Another deep thrust. His cock throbbed inside me.

“But goddamn, your whore ass—tight as a vice, milking me like it’s your job.”

The coil in my belly tightened unbearably, every nerve alight as I rocked back into him, my ass slapping against his abs, the rhythm hypnotic and punishing.

I was lost in it—the stretch, the fullness, the way he filled me completely, body and soul.

My moans turned to sobs of ecstasy, my fingers clawing at the wood as I chased the edge, pushing harder, faster, loving every degrading, adoring second of being his.

Rudd’s cock speared into me with a savage twist of his hips, the swollen head grinding against that secret ridge deep inside until my vision blurred white at the edges.

I slammed my ass back to swallow every inch, the slick drag of his shaft igniting sparks that raced up my spine and detonated behind my eyes. My thighs shook, sweat-slick and trembling; the desk’s edge bit into my hips with every backward shove, but the sting only sharpened the pleasure coiling low in my belly.

His thumb—still wet from my own juices—circled my asshole in slow, filthy spirals, pressing just enough to promise invasion without granting it. The tease was maddening, a dark itch that made my ring flutter and clench around nothing.

I whimpered, high and broken, and he laughed—low and filthy—the sound rumbling against my spine as he leaned over me.

“Feel that, princess?”
His voice was velvet soaked in sin.
“Your greedy little hole’s winking at me, begging for a finger. Maybe later I’ll stretch this virgin ass wide open, make it gape for its landlord. But right now—”

He drove in so hard the desk lurched, papers avalanching to the floor.

“—right now this cunt’s gonna milk me dry.”



I turned toward him, breathless, and bit back a moan.

“You like that, huh? Treating me like a whore?”

“Damn right, I do” he grunted.

I’d have slapped any man who called me a whore or slut, when my brain was in order.

With Daniel, when I had his cock inside me, I’d say things like “fuck me harder,” “yes, yes,”—but never this litany of filth that could make a monk blush.

But here, bent naked over a landlord’s desk, Rudd’s words poured molten heat straight into my cunt.

“Say it again,” I gasped, shocked by the raw hunger in my voice.
“Call me your—”

“My filthy fucking slut,” he snarled, punctuating each word with a thrust that punched the air from my lungs.
“My cock-hungry whore.
Look at you—tits swinging, ass rippling, pussy drooling down your thighs.
You’re such a bitch in heat.”

I couldn’t form full sentences anymore. Just moans. Grunts. My hips moved on instinct—needy, rhythmic, frantic—meeting every punishing thrust like my body couldn’t get enough.

“Oh yes... oh yes... harder... fuck, yes...”

The words tumbled from my mouth without thought, barely louder than breath, but constant. Each grind of his hips sent a new jolt through my spine—pressure deep and thick, friction unbearable in the best way.

My hands clawed at the desk, legs shaking, mouth hanging open.

And then—his thumb.

He dragged it down the cleft of my ass, slick from sweat and sex, and pressed harder against my hole.
I gasped, the sound ragged, as he breached the tight ring—just to the first knuckle—a shallow, burning stretch that made me sob with need.

“Fuck... Rudd—”

My head dropped between my arms, spine arched into him, my body split and filled and clenching around everything he gave me.

“Love you, Jennifer,” he growled, breath hot against my back.
“Love how you open up for me... how you beg without saying a word.”

His voice cracked on the last part—like awe and filth tangled together—and it lit something wild in my chest. I couldn't answer. Not with words. My cunt did it for me, fluttering and milking his cock in greedy, wet pulses.



The dual assault—his cock splitting my cunt, thumb teasing my ass—sent me spiraling.
My walls fluttered wildly, clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses that dragged a guttural groan from his chest.

He curled the thumb inside me, crooking it in time with his thrusts, and the pressure lit every nerve ending like a fuse.

“Fuck—yes—there,” I babbled, the words tumbling out in a shameless rush.
“Ruin me, Rudd. Use your whore’s holes. I’m yours—all yours—”

“That’s it, princess,” he growled, hips snapping faster, the slap of skin deafening.
“Scream for your landlord. Let the whole building hear what a perfect little cum-slut you are.”

His free hand snaked beneath me, fingers finding my clit—swollen, slippery, desperate.
He pinched it hard, rolled it between calloused pads, and the world fractured.



Pleasure detonated from my core in violent, rolling waves.

My cunt seized around his cock in brutal spasms, gushing hot and wet down his shaft, over his balls, splattering the desk in obscene streaks.

My asshole clenched around his thumb, milking it in the same frantic rhythm, every muscle locking as I came undone.

A raw, guttural cry tore from my throat—his name, filth, nonsense—echoing off the walls as my body shook apart.

But Rudd didn’t stop.
He couldn’t.

He fucked me through it, relentless, hips pistoning like a machine, thumb twisting deeper into my ass until the burn blurred into ecstasy.

“That’s my girl,” he rasped, voice cracking with awe and lust.
“Creaming all over your landlord’s cock.
Love you—fuck, I love you—my perfect, dirty princess.”



Another orgasm crashed on the heels of the first, smaller but sharper, a white-hot spike that bowed my spine and tore a silent scream from my lungs.
My knees buckled; only his grip on my hips and the desk kept me upright.

Juices poured from me in a shameless flood, dripping to the floor in rhythmic patters that matched his thrusts.

Then—he buried himself to the root and held.

His cock pulsed wildly inside my spasming cunt, thumb still lodged in my ass.

“Gonna fill you,” he growled against my ear, teeth grazing the lobe.
“Paint this whore cunt white.
Mark you inside out so you feel me for days.”

Rudd’s thumb slid deeper into my ass, a slow, deliberate invasion that burned and bloomed into a dark, electric pleasure. The stretch was exquisite—tight ring yielding to his thick digit, the slick heat of my own juices easing the way.

He twisted it, crooking the pad against my inner walls, and the dual fullness—cock splitting my cunt, thumb claiming my ass—sent a jolt so sharp I saw stars.

“Fuck, Jennifer,” he rasped—hips grinding in a slow, relentless circle, dragging his cock over every swollen nerve inside me.
“Two holes… fuck—still pushing back.”
His voice was wrecked, barely a growl.
“Greedy little whore.
My princess—” he thrust harder, biting down a groan— “you fucking deserve it.”

I was beyond shame, beyond Daniel’s polite missionary nights and whispered I love yous that never made my pulse race. Here, bent naked over a landlord’s desk, I was Rudd’s—tenant and testicle drainer.

“More,” I begged, voice raw, ass clenching around his thumb as I shoved back hard enough to make the desk screech across the floor.
“Give me everything, Rudd. Ruin me.”

He growled, a primal sound that vibrated through his chest into my spine.
His free hand cracked down on my ass—sharp, stinging, perfect—leaving a blooming handprint that made me gasp.

“That’s it, slut. Beg for your landlord’s cock.”

He pulled his thumb free with a wet pop, only to replace it with two fingers, scissoring them wide to stretch my ring further.
The burn was intense, a dark edge that melted into molten pleasure as he thrust his cock deeper, the head battering my cervix with every snap of his hips.



My cunt gushed around him, slick and shameless, the wet slap of our bodies echoing like gunfire.
Juices dripped down my thighs in sticky rivulets, pooling on the floor beneath us.
My breasts swayed heavily, nipples scraping the desk’s rough wood, sending sparks straight to my clit.

Rudd’s fingers found it—pinching, rolling, tugging—until I sobbed with overstimulation.

“Love you,” he snarled, voice breaking as he slammed in to the hilt.
“Love this cunt, love this ass, love my filthy fucking princess.”

His fingers twisted deeper into my asshole, curling to stroke that forbidden spot inside, and the pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain.

“Fuck, Jennifer—look at you. Taking both holes like you were made for it.
Daniel never made you this wet, huh?”

The mention of my husband’s name in this moment—crude, possessive—should’ve shattered me.

Instead, it ignited something feral.

“No,” I moaned, the confession spilling out like sin.
“Never. Only you—fuck, only you make me this dirty.”



Rudd’s rhythm faltered, hips stuttering as my words hit him.

Then he unleashed—cock pistoning like a jackhammer, fingers plunging in and out of my ass in perfect sync, the dual assault relentless.
The desk rocked violently, legs scraping the floor, papers and pens clattering to the ground in a chaotic symphony.

My body was a live wire—every thrust, every twist, every filthy word winding the coil in my core tighter, higher, until I was teetering on the edge of oblivion.

“Gonna come,” I whimpered, voice high and desperate, ass pushing back to meet every brutal thrust.
“Rudd—please—”

“Do it,” he snarled, teeth grazing my shoulder, biting down just hard enough to mark.
“Come all over your landlord’s cock, slut. Show me how much you love being my whore.”

The command snapped the coil.



My orgasm exploded—violent, all-consuming, a tidal wave of white-hot pleasure that ripped through me from cunt to asshole to fingertips.
My walls clamped down on his cock in brutal spasms, milking him as I screamed his name, the sound raw and broken.

My ass clenched around his fingers, pulsing in time with my cunt, gushing so hard that juices sprayed across his thighs, the desk, the floor in obscene arcs.

He didn’t stop. Couldn’t.

He fucked me through it, hips snapping with feral intensity, fingers twisting deeper into my ass until the stretch burned into ecstasy.

“That’s it, princess,” he panted, voice thick with awe and lust.
“Creaming like a goddamn fountain.
Love you—fuck, I love you—my perfect, dirty slut.”



A second climax crashed over me—sharper, deeper—my body convulsing as I sobbed with the intensity.
My knees buckled; only his grip on my hips and the desk kept me upright.
My asshole fluttered around his fingers, my cunt a slick, spasming mess, every nerve alight as I came apart again, utterly wrecked.

Rudd buried himself to the root, cock throbbing wildly inside me.

“Gonna fill you,” he growled, teeth sinking into my shoulder as his hips jerked.
“Both holes—mine.”

His fingers twisted one last time in my ass, knuckles curling with deliberate, merciless pressure against that raw, electric spot deep inside.

The stretch burned white-hot, a dark flare that detonated behind my eyes, and the aftershock tore through me—smaller than the last, but vicious—a sharp, shuddering clench that locked every muscle and wrung a broken, breathless cry from my throat.

My cunt spasmed wildly around his cock—greedy and frantic—milking him in rhythmic pulses that dragged a guttural roar from his chest, my name ripping from his lips like a prayer and a curse.

Just as his hips jerked, right before he lost it, I twisted my head back and gasped:

“Fill me up, Rudd… I want your cum leaking out while I lie to my husband.”
The words came out before I could stop them.
I couldn’t believe I’d just said that.
But the way he growled behind me—deep, broken—told me I’d hit something raw and primal.

He choked on air—snarled—and unleashed.

Hot spurts of cum flooded me, thick, scalding, endless—each pulse painting my walls in heavy, claiming strokes.

I felt every jet, the heat blooming low in my belly, seeping into every crevice, marking me from the inside out.

His cock throbbed again and again, buried to the root, hips jerking with the force of his release, and the slick overflow slipped around his shaft, warm and obscene, trickling down the crease of my thighs in slow, sticky rivulets.

His fingers stilled in my ass, lodged deep, holding me open, claiming every inch as the last tremors of his orgasm shuddered through him.

The fullness was overwhelming—cock stretching my cunt, fingers anchoring my ass, his cum pooling hot and heavy inside me.

The heat of it, the impossible pressure, the raw possession—it was too much.

My knees buckled, legs trembling like leaves in a storm; only the iron band of his arm around my waist and the desk’s unyielding edge kept me from collapsing into the wreckage of scattered papers and shattered restraint.

But I collapsed anyway—folding forward, cheek pressed to the desk, body shaking with aftershocks, undone and gasping, with his cock and fingers still lodged inside me like anchors. The stretch, the heat, the weight of him—it held me wide open, claimed, even in the stillness.

He leaned over me, chest heaving, sweat dripping onto my back.

“My princess,” he whispered, voice soft now, reverent.
“My love.  My Jennifer.”

His lips brushed the bite mark on my shoulder, tender despite the brutality.

“Daniel’s never getting this back.”



I could only whimper—spent, dripping, undone—my body marked and claimed in ways I’d never imagined.

There wasn’t a single part of me untouched.
My nipples still ached from his mouth, my throat was raw from moaning his name, and every muscle in my core fluttered with aftershock.

The office reeked of it—sex and sweat—a thick, clinging musk of sperm, pussy juice, and the ghost of heat trapped in old wood and worn carpet.
The air felt thick, damp, saturated with us, stirred only slightly by the faint whirr of the rattling AC.

Rudd’s cock twitched inside me, still half-hard, still deep, cradled in my slick.
His fingers stayed hooked in my stretched ass, unmoving now—but the pressure, the obscene fullness, kept me open. Kept me his.

And I was.
His.
Body, soul, and every filthy, shameless inch in between.

Cum leaked slow and sticky down the inside of my thigh, cooling as it slid lower.
My heartbeat thudded in my ears, in rhythm with the hum of the room.
I couldn’t move.
Didn’t want to.



Rudd eased out of me with a soft, wet sound, his fingers slipping free a second later.
The sudden emptiness made me shiver.

He didn’t let me fall.
One arm slid under my waist, the other across my back, and he turned me gently, lifting me until I was sitting on the edge of the desk—legs dangling, papers crinkling under my bare ass.

My skin was tacky with sweat; his chest hair stuck to me where we touched.

He cupped my face first, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth where a little drool had dried.
Then his hands moved lower, slow, reverent, palms sliding over my ribs to cradle my breasts.
His thumbs circled my nipples—feather-light.
The touch was so gentle after everything that I let out a shaky laugh that sounded more like a sigh.

“Sorry,” he murmured, lips brushing the damp hair at my temple.
“Got carried away. The whore thing, the slut thing… I shouldn’t have—”

I shook my head, still catching my breath.

“Don’t,” I said, voice hoarse, used.
“I get it.”

I paused, fingers brushing his jaw.

“I loved it. Every word.”

I reached up, fingers threading through his hair, damp and curling at the ends.

“Daniel never… he never talked to me like that.
I didn’t know I wanted it until you said it.”

His eyes flicked to mine, dark and searching, then softened.
He leaned in, kissed the slope of my neck—slow, open-mouthed, tasting the salt on my skin.
His hands kept moving—palms gliding over my breasts, down my sides, tracing the curve where my waist met hip like he was memorizing me.

I let my head fall back, eyes half-closed, the fluorescent light buzzing overhead.

His fingers drifted lower, between my legs—just a brush against my swollen folds.
I flinched, a soft hiss escaping.

“Sensitive,” I whispered, half-laughing.

“I know.”

He didn’t push in, just cupped me gently, warmth seeping into the ache.



I reached for him in return, fingers wrapping loosely around his softening cock, still slick with both of us.
I stroked once—slow—feeling the weight of him, the way he twitched under my touch.

“You came inside me,” I said, making a face—not angry, just… real.
“A lot.”

He winced, sheepish.

“Shit. You on the pill?”

“I’ll stop at the chemist on the way home,” I said, shrugging one shoulder.
“Morning-after. No big deal.”

He kissed my forehead, lingering.

“Next time, I’ll be careful. Condoms. Whatever you want.”

“Let’s see.”
I smiled, small and crooked.



He helped me down from the desk, steadying me when my legs wobbled.
My sweater was somewhere on the floor; he found it, shook off a pen that had stuck to the sleeve, and held it for me like a gentleman.

I pulled it on—no bra, no panties—just the sweater and my skirt, crumpled and inside-out.
He watched me dress, eyes soft, then reached out, cupped my breast through the fabric, thumb brushing the nipple again.

“No rent for two months,” he said quietly.

I laughed under my breath.
“What about the third?”

He grinned, crooked and boyish.
“We’ll negotiate.”



I zipped my skirt, smoothed it down. I tucked my bra and panties into my purse, the lace damp against my fingers.

“I haven’t felt this… light in years,” I admitted.
“Like someone took a weight off my chest and fucked it out of me.”

He stepped close, hands on my hips.

“Anytime you need the stress fucked out of you, Jennifer, I’m here.
Door’s open. Desk’s sturdy.”

I smiled—real this time—and leaned in.

Our lips met—soft, slow, nothing like the bruising kisses from before.
Just warmth, breath, the faint taste of sweat and me on his tongue.
When we pulled apart, he tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.



I grabbed my purse from the chair, slung it over my shoulder.
At the door, I looked back.

He was still naked, leaning against the desk, cock soft now, glistening in the low light.
He lifted a hand in a small wave.

“See you next month, landlord,” I said.

“Count on it, princess.”

I smiled to myself —no one had ever given me so many names in one session.



I stepped into the hallway.
The fluorescent light was harsher out here, the air cooler.
My thighs stuck together when I walked.

I didn’t wipe it away.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

By the time I reached home, the house smelled faintly of leftovers and damp laundry. The kids were already asleep, their backpacks stacked neatly by the door. My husband sat at the table under the harsh kitchen light, bills spread out like an autopsy. His face looked tired, older than it should’ve — but lighter than it had in weeks.

“You won’t believe it,” he said, looking up at me with something almost like hope. “Rudd called. Said not to worry about rent this month. He’s letting it go.”

My stomach twisted. I forced my lips into a smile as I set my purse down. “See? Told you things would work out.”

He laughed, shaking his head, rubbing at the crease between his brows. “Maybe he’s not such a bad guy after all. Even said he’d ease things for next month too.”

I moved behind him, kissed his temple, slid my hand over his tense shoulder. My skirt clung damp between my thighs, sticky proof of what I’d done still cooling against my skin.

“He’s a nice man,” I murmured.

My husband chuckled, almost sheepish. “We should invite him for tea sometime. You know, just to say thanks.”

For a heartbeat I froze, heat flooding my cheeks. My cunt clenched instinctively, still sticky from what I’d done.

Then I smiled — warm, practiced — and said, “Oh, we should. Definitely.”

But in my head, the picture sharpened like glass.

I saw Rudd sitting exactly where my husband was now — elbows resting on the table, sipping tea from my husband’s favorite chipped mug. His shirt unbuttoned, trousers undone, cock thick and veined and already hard in his fist, glistening at the tip.

He stroked it slowly, deliberately, as if the warm ceramic in one hand was meant to balance the filth in the other. I could see the foreskin gliding back with every pump, the shaft shiny with pre-cum, his knuckles white from how tightly he gripped it.

And that voice — that ruined, obsessive voice — spilling across the table like a blessing:

“Love you, Jennifer… love you, Jennifer… love you…”
A chant. A curse. His eyes never leaving mine.

In the vision, he came violently. Thick spurts landing across the table, one rope splashing across the wood trim beneath the window, another across the placemat I’d just set. Hot, messy, claiming everything.

My husband just kept talking — oblivious. Thanking him for being generous. Calling him a good man.

I blinked it away, lips curved in a calm, wife-like smile.

He shuffled the bills, mumbling something about calling the school in the morning. His forehead creased. Mine smooth.

And I sat there beside him — legs pressed tight, thighs still sticky under my skirt — while the landlord’s cum dried inside me, and his words dried in my ears.

Love you, Jennifer… love you.

And I smiled.
Not for my husband.
But for the secret I carried.

_________________________________________________________________________________
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