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Chapter 1





“
 M
 y name is Christine,” I said to the new maid that had just arrived at my home. “My husband says your name’s Madison?”





“Yep that’s me,” she replied as she put her long, blonde hair in a large, round bun on the top of her head. “It’s nice to meet you. I wasn’t expecting to see anybody, he didn’t tell me there would be anyone home.”





“Sorry, normally I wouldn’t be home but I wasn’t feeling well today so I stayed home from work.” I lied. I had told my husband over and over that I didn’t want a maid. I was perfectly capable to clean and so was he. But he insisted after getting promoted at work that it would be a good idea. He had grown up with a maid in the house so he didn’t find it strange, but when I was young we could barely afford to put food on the table.





Knowing that someone would be cleaning the house made me feel uncomfortable, especially because we didn’t even have kids. So I had called in sick to work because I wanted to meet the woman who would be at our house three times a week. Seeing her instantly made me feel guilty like I was some kind of high and mighty woman who was too good for cleaning. But she didn’t seem bothered. I was sure she had been in lots of houses just like ours.





“It’s okay. It’s nice to have someone here on my first day,” she smiled and reached out to shake my hand. She seemed polite and professional. She was around the same age as me and was stunning, even without any makeup and in her uniform.





I shook her hand, “Well if you need anything just let me know. I’ll be up in my room.”





She thanked me and then I walked upstairs. I felt kind of silly, pretending to be sick just to meet my new housekeeper. But part of me also didn’t trust my husband. There were a few times I had suspected that he was cheating on me. He would often come home late smelling like rum and perfume, have unexplainable charges on the account that he would tell me not to worry about, and he had many weekends away for work where he wouldn’t answer his phone.





We’d never had kids because he wanted to wait until his career had taken off, and as upset I had been to wait, in some ways I was glad. I loved him so much and he always took care of me financially. He was good to me, but emotionally I felt isolated and a large part of me knew that having kids would make me feel even more and alone.



When I got upstairs I looked in the mirror on the back of my closet. Even though I was faking sick, I didn’t do a good job at looking like it. I always wore my long, brown hair down, and I had a habit of styling it every morning. I realized while looking at myself that even today, I looked like a rich housewife, the type who would have a maid.





Now that I was in my room I was so bored that I almost wanted to go downstairs and help Madison, but I didn’t want to bother her. It was probably annoying when homeowners hovered around. I laid on the bed with my eyes closed. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had a nap during the day, but I felt myself nodding off to sleep. I didn’t sleep for long, maybe twenty minutes, but my dream seemed to last for eternity.
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Chapter 2





T
 he dream started with me walking into my bedroom to find Brad cheating. I couldn’t see the woman’s face at first, but it turned out he wasn’t actually cheating, but he was sleeping with me. Then I felt myself underneath him as he rocked himself into me slowly, kissing my neck. I could feel everything, his slow but steady thrusting and the warm blankets underneath me. I moaned and opened my eyes and I saw Madison standing there, watching us.





I woke up in a sweat and looked around the room panicked, but no one was there. The dream had felt so real and when I woke up I felt instantly horny. It had been months since I’d had sex with Brad. I had tried many times. but he was always too tired or he’d go to bed really late or early like he was avoiding me. I didn’t mind waiting as long as he needed, but I was starting to have wet dreams almost every night.





I heard a knock on the bedroom door and quickly scrambled up to answer it. It was Madison.





“I’m so sorry to bother you,” she started and then paused, looking at me strangely. “Are you okay? You look like you might have a fever, are you hot?” She asked, and I felt myself even hotter with embarrassment.





“No, no, it’s okay. I just woke up before you knocked. My room is a bit warm. What is it?”





“I’m just having trouble with the washer. I didn’t want to bother you but Brad said that I was to make sure the laundry was done and I’ve been struggling with it for way too long,” she laughed.





“Of course, I’ll help you,” I said, and followed her down two flights of stairs to the basement, where the washer was. I showed Madison how to use it, and she thanked me.





“Can I be honest with you for a moment?” I asked, turning to face her.





Madison nodded, “Of course.”





“This whole thing wasn’t my idea. I feel really bad that you’re cleaning our house when we’re perfectly capable. This isn’t something I feel very comfortable with, but Brad insisted.”





Madison smiled, “Please don’t feel bad, I’m happy to be working here. I’ve always really liked to clean so I started my own cleaning business. It’s slowed down a bit recently so I was very happy that Brad called me.” She put a hand on my shoulder. I jumped slightly but she held her comforting touch. “Don’t worry, I know it can be weird at first but it’s only three days a week.”





Madison’s words made me let out a sigh of relief. “Thank you,” I said, feeling her remove her hand from me. “That makes me feel a bit better. But if I’m ever home and you need any help, please let me know.”





“Will do,” she said and leaned against the washer. “So what do you do for work?”





“I’m a massage therapist. I started my own business like you did, it’s so much better than working for someone.”





“Oooh lucky Brad,” she laughed. “I wouldn’t mind discussing rates with you sometime. I love what I do but somedays I wake up so stiff I can’t move.”





Her comment about Brad stung a bit. It wasn’t her fault but Brad wasn’t very happy when I’d started the business. He thought it was silly even though I had my degree. He said that there were too many other people out there doing the same thing, and it would be too hard to get any clients. He also hated getting a massage, even though I would have loved to give them to him. Despite his feelings, I’d made sure to establish a business that was doing pretty well, and I was excited to potentially have Madison as a new client.





“Of course!” I exclaimed, “I’d give you a discounted rate, we can work something out. And if you’d ever like to discuss entrepreneur stuff, I’d love to chat.”





Madison took out her phone immediately and we exchanged numbers. “I would love that,” she said smiling, and I was happy to have made a new friend. I told her to text me, and then I let her get back to work. I passed the rest of the time that day relaxing, feeling a bit better about having her in the house.
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Chapter 3





A
 fter Madison left a few hours later I made dinner and waited for Brad to get home. There wasn’t anything to do since Madison had done everything so I watched a movie on the couch. I heard my phone go off, expecting it to be Brad letting me know he’d be home late, but instead, it was Madison.







Might need to discuss the massage sooner than later.









We can do it any time, even next time you’re here if you like. I can check my schedule.

 I replied, excited to have a new client.







Can I call you?







I replied yes, and she called immediately.





“Sorry,” she said laughing. “I figured it’d be easier to match up our schedules over the phone.”





I told her it was okay, and we found out that we were both available late Friday afternoon after she was done working at our house.





“Doing anything fun tonight?” She asked, and I wanted to lie but didn’t.





“Not at all. Brad isn’t home so I’m watching a movie. What about you?”





“Nothing at all, it’s so boring when I get home from work. What movie are you watching? I might check it out.”





“Chosen Ones, it’s pretty scary though,” I said. I wondered why she was bored too. Was she like me, with a husband who worked long hours and no kids? “Why is it boring? Do you not have a boyfriend or husband?” I asked curiously.





Madison laughed, “No, well, I’m single. But I’m also into women so I definitely wouldn’t have a boyfriend.”





My face felt hot with embarrassment. “Oh my god. I am so sorry. I shouldn’t have assumed.”





“No, it’s totally okay. I get it a lot, don’t worry,” she comforted, but I didn’t feel any better. “I think I’m going to check out that movie though. I’ll text you later and tell you if I get scared.”





I said goodbye and hung up the phone. I felt so stupid for asking a question like that, but it hadn’t crossed my mind. I’d never had any friends who were gay.





I heard Brad behind me. “Who was that?” He asked. I hadn’t heard him come in.





“It’s Madison, the new cleaner.” I hadn’t planned on telling him I’d met her. I explained that I hadn’t been feeling well so I had stayed home.





“I see,” he said, sitting down across from me. “It’s a bit weird that you guys are talking on the phone but you both seem kind of similar. Just don’t make things weird for her.”





I felt hurt by his words, but I knew it wasn’t worth the argument. “I won’t, I promise. Did you eat? I made dinner.”





We ate dinner, chatted quickly about our days, and then I went to bed early while he stayed up on his laptop in the kitchen. I had laid in bed, thinking about the dream I’d had earlier. It had felt so good to have Brad fucking me, even though it was just a dream. It felt good just to be touched. I ran my hands over my breasts under the covers, thinking of how good it had felt. How badly I wanted him. But then suddenly all I could see was Madison’s face, looking at me from beside the bed. I shook my head. ‘No, why are you thinking about her?’ and continued, playing with my nipples and pretending they were Brad’s hands. But then, once again, I could feel Madison’s hand on my shoulder, and hear her laughter as we spoke.





‘Stop.’ I told myself, ashamed of how inappropriate my thoughts had become. It felt like I couldn’t control them. My clit was aching and I felt so turned on, but thinking of the new house cleaner made me feel like I couldn’t control my thoughts. I rolled over and tried to think of anything else, and eventually fell asleep.
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Chapter 4





T
 his continued for a few days. I couldn’t get the thoughts about Madison out of my head. It was so inappropriate to think of someone like this, someone I didn’t even know, who worked for me. Especially while I was married and had never had any interest in women. I blamed it on my hormones making me feel so scattered.





Madison and I sent quite a few texts over the days, and I felt so happy whenever I heard my phone go off. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the thoughts I was having or if it was that I was excited to have a new friend. We just spoke casually, about what we were doing that day, how busy we were, what kinds of things we liked. It tuned out we had a lot in common. Brad didn’t seem to think it was a good idea, telling me that it was inappropriate. But at the same time, he seemed a bit happy that I had something to occupy my time.





Finally, it was Friday, the day of Madison’s massage. I had another out-of-home appointment before meeting with Madison. It ran a bit over time and I texted her telling her I would be about ten minutes late. When I came home she was out of uniform, wearing her regular clothes. She wore a cropped white t-shirt and tight, black yoga pants, and her long blonde hair cascaded down her curvy frame.





“I didn’t know what to wear,” she said, laughing, “But I made sure to wear something clean. This is the first time I’ve gotten a massage.”





“It’s okay, the massage room is upstairs and I have a robe you can change into,” I told her, and she followed me up the stairs. Brad wasn’t home yet, which was good because I didn’t want him to know yet that Madison would be my client as well. If he thought our texting was weird, this would be worse.





We walked to the massage room and I gave her a robe to change into. I pulled out the table and left while she laid down on the table. I’d done this one thousand times, so it was easy to focus on massaging her normally without having any of the thoughts creeping into my head, especially because I couldn’t see her face.





“So you’re not seeing anyone?” I asked, trying to make conversation as I got ready. She seemed a bit nervous so I figured I’d try talking to her.





“No,” she answered. “Not for a while now. How long have you and Brad been together for?”





“Well we’ve been married for about five years, but together for seven,” I said, and started massaging her back. As soon as I touched her she groaned.





“Sorry, that feels really good. Are my muscles tight?”





“Yeah, they are, you’ve got so many knots.” I said, working my hands into her back.





“That’s a really long time you’ve been together,” she said, changing the subject back. “Have you only dated him?”





“No, I dated others before him. That feels like ages ago.”





“Any girls?” She asked, laughing slightly.





I was taken aback by her question, even though her tone sounded like she’d been joking. “No, I mean, not that I think there’s anything wrong with it. But I’d never thought about it before.” I knew this was a lie, I’d been thinking about Madison for days. But I hadn’t thought of anyone until her.





“Just curious- oh my god. That feels really good,” she said, moving into my hands. “Brad’s back must feel like jello all of the time.”





I laughed, “No, he doesn’t like getting massages. He didn’t want me to start this job anyway, he thinks they’re unnecessary,” I said, working a big knot in Madison’s shoulder. She tensed underneath my hands, and let out another moan. It was totally common when giving someone a massage, I’d heard people do it a million times, but this was different. I felt myself wanting to hear her again. I shook my head for the fiftieth time that week. ‘Focus,’ I told myself.





“That’s awful. I mean sorry, but it’s good you did it anyway.” Another moan, “I guess that means you don’t have anyone to give you a massage.”





“I guess you’re right,” I said, laughing. “When I used to work for a company I would get massages from the other workers, but since then I haven’t had one.”





“I could give you one, I’ve been told I’m pretty good at it.”





I felt my mind go wild at her words, thinking of what it would be like to feel her hands on my back, rubbing into me. I pushed the thoughts away. “It’s okay,” I laughed, “I don’t think that would be fair.”





“I don’t mind,” she said, moving again eagerly toward my hands. “It’s too bad you’re not single,” she joked.





Even though I knew from her tone she was probably joking, I couldn’t help myself. “Why’s that?” I asked seriously, rubbing deeper into her muscle, feeling her hot, oiled skin underneath my palms. I was starting to feel so turned on, but it made me feel so guilty. Not only was she working for me, but now I was working for her. I would feel so ashamed to feel so horny touching a client’s body, but I couldn’t help it.





“Because -oh my god Christine- because I’m sure anyone would like to have your hands on them like this.”





I stopped what I was doing for a moment and looked at her, not sure how to reply. “I’m sorry,” she said, “That was too far. I’ve just been getting a bit of a vibe from you and I wasn’t sure.”





I poured some more oil onto her back and started on her last knot. She must have been surprised by my touch because I felt her jump underneath my hands.





I sighed. “No, it’s not too far, I probably have been giving you a vibe. I’m sorry,” I chose my words carefully, “If I’m honest, I haven’t stopped thinking about you since we’ve met but I don’t know why,” I sighed, “Anyway, I am married so I shouldn’t be… thinking like that. It’s inappropriate.” I didn’t know who I’d been convincing at this point.





“You can’t help how you feel.”





I finished the last knot, and she stretched her back slightly. I moved down toward her thighs, moving the towel up a bit. I poured some more oil onto my hands and started working it into her thighs, feeling their thickness in my hands. I moved from the top to the bottom of her leg, and she squirmed a bit more. I finished her other leg, taking my time slowly, rubbing every inch and lingering much longer than I would normally. I’d felt different, like I was only aware of her body and the feeling of it underneath my fingertips.





“Is something wrong?” She asked as I paused, my hands around her calves.





I couldn’t think straight. I just wanted to feel her skin on mine. “I just don’t want to take my hands off of you,” I said, and massaged back up to her shoulders.





Just as I was putting more oil on my hands, I heard her answer. “Try the other side then,” she said, and flipped herself over quickly, revealing her naked body. It was like I didn’t have any control of my hands or brain, and it felt like I’d been waiting for this for months. I rubbed my oiled hands over her large breasts, massaging the oil into them. She moaned, even more, this time, as I grazed over her nipples with my fingers. Her breasts were different than mine, they were much bigger and they felt so full in my hands.





“God that feels good Christine,” she said as I moved the oil down her stomach, rubbing into every inch of skin. I made my way back up to her breasts, moving slowly, and she moved against my touch. She reached up and pulled me down towards her, and kissed me hard like she was drinking me up. She explored my mouth with her tongue and I felt her hands unbuttoning my shirt.





“Get on top of me,” she demanded in a whisper, and I did as she said, straddling her on the table. She lifted my bra up over my breasts and grabbed the oil from the side table, pouring it onto her hands. She rubbed it onto my chest, pinching my nipples lightly and I moaned as she touched me. I felt so dirty, having someone touch me like this, let alone my maid and my client. I felt exposed, normally I would have sex with the lights off, but I didn’t care. I’d been so desperate to feel her hands on me.





She pulled me back down to kiss her again, and I could feel her hot, slick skin on mine. I felt her hands on my hips and I moved up and down against her, rubbing my breasts against hers as we kissed. My clit felt so hard, throbbing like it had its own pulse between my legs. It’d been so long since I’d gotten off that I felt like my body was full of electricity. I felt like I had no control over myself, just wanting to grind my body against hers. I felt her sucking on my tongue, and it was like nothing I’d ever felt before. My pussy felt wetter and wetter as she sucked.





Even though my head was swimming with ecstasy, I somehow managed to hear the front door shut. I scrambled off of Madison and heard her swear. I pulled my bra down and buttoned up my shirt quickly. Madison scrambled to put her robe on and tied it up quickly, standing beside the table.
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Chapter 5





“
 C
 hristine?” I heard him shout, “Are you home?”





I felt so guilty, I thought if he even saw my face he would know. But I knew if I didn’t respond it would be even more suspicious. I opened the door. “I’m in the massage room, babe,” I shouted back, trying to sound calm. I felt awful, my stomach turning painfully with guilt, but I was still so turned on, still breathing heavily.





He walked up the stairs and saw me poking my head out the door. “Sorry I didn’t know you had a client tonight, is Madison still here? I saw her car outside.”





“It’s okay, I forgot to tell you Madison is
 my client. It was kind of last minute. We’re almost done.”





He looked at me kind of strangely but didn’t look too concerned. “Okay, well I’m going to go order some food,” he said and walked back down the stairs.





I was shaking. I looked at Madison and she sighed. “I’m going to go get dressed, I’ll text you later, okay?” She asked and I nodded. She looked at me for a moment and I wanted to kiss her, but I was so confused. I left the room and went into my room to change. I tried wiping as much of the oil off as I could with my shirt and hid it in the bottom of the laundry basket. I put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and went downstairs. Madison was putting her coat on, and I heard her change her voice to speak to me in her normal tone.





“Bye Christine! Thank you so much. I hope you guys have a good night.” and waved at me as I said goodbye.





When I walked into the living room with Brad I expected a comment from him. I expected him to say he knew what had happened, or that I was being inappropriate, or that I smelled like sex. I was tense waiting for him to say something but all he said was “I ordered Chinese food, the usual.” I wasn’t hungry, but I thanked him.





I had a shower and then ate a bit of food. I still hadn’t heard from Madison. I figured she was a bit worried too, that maybe her job was in jeopardy. Brad was going to bed and I was surprised that he was retiring so early, but I followed him. I laid in bed beside him, wishing he wasn’t there so I could finish what I’d felt earlier, my body still buzzing from the arousal. He turned over to look at me, with the lights still on.





“You seem different today.” He said, and I felt a knot in my stomach.





“Why’s that?” I asked, trying to act normal.





“You just seem sexier. I don’t know what it is but I’m so attracted to you today.” He said, rubbing my back. “Turn the lights off,” he said, and I did ask he asked. When I came back to the bed his hands were all over me, like I’d wanted for months. He fucked me just like in my dream, on top of me, rocking back and forth, and I closed my eyes, guilty imagining that it was Madison making me moan.
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Chapter 6





W
 hen I woke up the next day, I had a text from Madison.







I’m sorry, is everything okay?







I messaged her back 
Don’t be sorry, everything is fine. Except that we didn’t get to finish what we’d started.







I’d woken up still feeling so horny. Having sex with Brad was satisfying but I didn’t cum, so I was still feeling on edge. I would have done it myself but Brad had always felt jealous if I masturbated so I tried not to.







Are you sure? It’s not too risky?









I don’t care

 I said, not sure if it was me talking at this point or my pussy. I didn’t even know what to do, I’d never even thought of being with a woman before. But when I closed my eyes all I could feel was her oiled body rubbing against mine and her lips around my tongue.





She didn’t reply to me, and I felt like maybe I was pushing it. As hot as last night had been. I was still in a relationship and she was single. It wasn’t fair. I felt like I’d messed everything up. I knew Brad had most likely cheated on me, but I couldn’t believe I was sinking to his level. I waited a while for a text but there was nothing.





Brad woke up shortly after me and pretended nothing had happened last night.





“I have some work to do today, are all of your clients today outside of the house?” He asked, and I nodded. “Good, I have so much to do to get ready for the conference on Monday.”





I could have screamed with excitement. I’d forgotten about the conference. “No problem, babe. You’re probably so busy. I’ll make sure to let you get some work done.” Normally I would have been dreading the conference, thinking about the long hotel stay with people I didn’t know, unable to trust him. However, it felt like a switch had flipped. All I cared about was when I could see Madison.





I sent her a text. 
Brad is going away next week for a conference, he leaves Monday morning.







She replied almost instantly 
Omg

 
good I’m scheduled at your house that day anyways.





For the rest of that day I made sure to stay out of the house so Brad could get his work done. I came home late and we didn’t talk much, going to bed at separate times. I didn’t text Madison much either, feeling guilty that maybe Brad would notice something was up and stay home, even though he seemed to have no idea what was going on.





I spent all day Sunday cancelling my Monday appointments and moving people around. I said something had come up and everyone was understanding. I helped Brad get ready, steaming his shirts and folding them neatly, running around to help him find the things on his list, and picking up toiletries for him from the store. For many people, this would be suspicious, like I was shoving him out the door, but this is what I would usually do when he had to work away. I had usually wanted to make sure I would bend over backwards for him so that maybe when he was away he would think about how good of a wife he had at home waiting for him. It had never seemed to work, judging from the lipstick on his collar I’d wipe off while doing his laundry when he’d come back home. This time I couldn’t wait for him to leave and wanted to make sure nothing got in his way.





Madison told me that she was going to be at another house in the morning and that she wasn’t sure what time she would be by. I told her it was okay, she had a key so she could just come over anytime. I felt nerves bundling up inside me, a mix of excitement and guilt. I knew I loved Brad, I had for a long time, and even though it felt one-sided sometimes, we were still married and we had our vows. I felt like I was throwing that all away just because I felt horny. But at the same time, I knew Madison was special. I didn’t just want her physically but her relationship was important to me too. I also felt a bit of satisfaction knowing that I was giving back to Brad what he had done to me, even though he might never know.





I was especially nervous because I didn’t know what the hell I was doing. I knew how to have sex with a man, especially a man like Brad, who wouldn’t waste much time on foreplay. I knew my own body, but that had taken me long enough to figure out. How would I be able to figure out another woman’s?





I felt sick with this mix of guilt and nervousness, but I was too far gone. I knew there was no turning back for me, regardless of what happened.





I went to bed with Brad, thinking maybe he would be interested in having sex again so that maybe I could satisfy the itch inside of me. But instead, he turned over and fell asleep quickly. I knew he had a big day tomorrow, but so did I.
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Chapter 7





I
 woke up early the next day to make sure I watched Brad leave the house. He scrambled around quickly, even though we had preplanned everything the night before. He did this every time, stressing out before leaving home. I was scared in his frustration that he might just decide to stay home but to my delight, he got everything together and calmed down before leaving the house.





“I’ll call you tonight when I get to the hotel,” he said, putting his shoes on. “If you need anything just text me, but I won’t be able to come home until Wednesday at the earliest.”





I knew the drill. “No problem babe, I’ll be here waiting for you. I hope you have a good time.”





He smiled and gave me a quick kiss, and after I waved to him through the window as he drove away, I did a happy dance in the corridor.





I knew Madison wouldn’t be over until about noon at the earliest, and it was only 6:30 in the morning, so I went back to sleep for a bit. I woke up again at 10:00 and decided to make some coffee and have a bath to calm down a bit first and to get ready. Who knew, we might not even have sex, the other day could have been something that just happened in the moment. But I was excited just to spend time with her, feeling butterflies in my stomach.





I poured a big mug of coffee and ran the bath. I wanted to smell good so I made sure to fill it up with as many bubbles as I could. I thought of putting on some music but I decided to just enjoy the silence. I made sure the bathwater was as hot as I could stand, almost slightly warmer. I liked the bath to be so hot I would sweat, and I’d soak my body and then sit with my legs out, cooling myself down.





I stripped off my clothes and got into the tub. I winced at first as my foot was in the hot water, but eventually got used to it and slowly dipped the rest of my body in the soapy tub. I quickly washed my hair and my body so that I could enjoy soaking in the steaming water before getting ready. I could feel sweat dripping down my forehead as I drank my hot coffee, enjoying the feeling of warm relaxation through my body. I stuck my legs out of the edge of the tub, dangling them, feeling the cool air on my legs.





I heard a noise outside of the door and panicked slightly until I remembered Madison. But it was too early. Did Brad maybe forget something and have to come home? Or worse, was the conference cancelled? I panicked, knowing my phone was on the sink and I was soaking wet. I heard a soft knock at the door.





“Christine?” The voice said, and it was Madison’s.





“Oh my god Madison, I’m so sorry. I thought you would be a bit longer,” I said, and then feeling brave, “You can come in if you want.” I had a sexy outfit planned on my bed, and I had known exactly what I was going to do with my hair, but I wouldn’t have time for anything like that now.





Madison came in, not in her uniform, but wearing black baggy sweatpants and a t-shirt. “Sorry I’m early,” she said, and took off her shirt, revealing a black and white lacy outfit. “I heard there was something dirty that needed to be cleaned here, so I rushed over.” She pushed down her sweatpants and revealed the rest of her outfit, a sexy maid costume. Her thick thighs were surrounded by the short, lacy skirt, and a pair of stockings hugged her long legs. Her big breasts spilled out of the tight top, and her hair cascaded down over them.





She laughed playfully, “I thought I’d catch you in bed, but this is even better,” she said, and I was speechless. “Do you like my outfit?”





“Oh my god, so much,” I said, staring at her so hard I was sure she could feel my eyes. “Let me dry off, I want to come over there,” but before I could get up she stopped me.





“No, stay, please,” she said, walking toward me and I did what she said. She sat on her knees by the tub and put her hands on my knees. She moved her hands down my legs. “I thought I was coming over to clean, I didn’t think I’d see my job already done.”





I felt her hands on my feet, which normally would feel so ticklish in someone’s hands, but instead, I just felt turned on. “There’s still lots of work to do,” I said, feeling kind of silly but her expression was serious. “I’m feeling really dirty still, I think I’ll need your help.”





She picked up my feet, resting them on her cleavage, and I watched as she held onto them. “I think you’re right,” she said, stroking them hard with her hands, massaging them.





Then suddenly I felt her mouth on my foot and felt even more of that ticklish feeling. She took my big toe in her mouth and sucked it, and I gasped loudly surprising myself. How did that feel so good? She sucked it hard, looking up at me, and I felt like her hot, wet mouth was radiating down to my clit. I’d never felt anything like this, feeling so dirty that someone was doing this to me, but even more dirty for liking it. I pushed my other foot up eagerly, and she sucked on both of my big toes excitedly, still stroking my feet. I felt so on edge and I couldn’t help but moan as she worked her mouth down my foot, sucking and licking at the skin. Every time she looked at me I wanted so badly to touch her, but I stayed in the tub as she had told me.





She moved her mouth off my foot, and still holding onto them, ran them down to her breasts. I tensed my toes and she rubbed them outside of her outfit, running them over her nipples and gasping. I felt jealous in a way that I couldn’t touch her with my hands or mouth, having to watch her use me like this. I squirmed, wishing she would get in the tub, and it was as if she could hear my thoughts.





She stood up and grabbed my coffee, taking a long sip, and then stepped into the tub on either side of me. I moved my legs back into the warm water. She lowered herself down, straddling me, and the feeling of her wet clothed body, while I was naked underneath her, made me want to rip her clothes off. I grabbed her thighs, pulling her close to me, and she had her hands on my stomach, looking down at me.





“I don’t know why you do this to me,” she said and started grinding herself on me. I held her hips in place and eagerly rubbed my throbbing pussy against hers, opening my legs wider. She leaned down and kissed me roughly, biting onto my lip and I moaned loudly, feeling my clit get even harder.





“You know what’s fucked up?” She asked as she moved her hands down to my breasts, pinching and pulling at my nipples while I gasped under her touch. “It turns me on even more thinking of Brad walking in on us, and seeing how good I can make you feel.”





I hated to admit it, but it turned me on too. I hadn’t even thought of Brad until she’d mentioned him, so preoccupied with her body. I reached my wet, soapy hands up to her breasts and pulled them out of the top of her dress, feeling how heavy they were in my hands. I pressed both of her breasts together, pushing her nipples near each other, and sucked on them both roughly in my mouth at the same time.





“Oh my god Christine,” she moaned loudly, and I could feel her rubbing herself on me faster. She grabbed my head so I couldn’t move, pressing herself against me while I sucked and licked at her, smothering me with her big breasts.





“Can we go to your room?” she gasped, and I could have jumped out of the tub.





“Yes, please,” I said, letting go of her. She stood up steadying herself on the sides of the tub, still dressed except for her perfect, wet breasts spilling out of her dress. I got out too, not even bothering to grab my towel. The bedroom was attached by a door, and as soon as I opened it, Madison stopped me.





She pushed me against the open door, a few feet away from the door. “Help me out of this stupid thing,” she said, and I peeled the wet lacy fabric off of her body, making sure to run my fingers over every bit of exposed skin. Her naked curvy body was so perfectly proportioned, and her soft curves made me almost feel hungry, wishing I could taste her skin.





She laid down on the bed, and I felt nervous, not wanting to be on top. But she knew that I’d never been with a woman before, so I figured she didn’t expect me to know what I was doing.





“Come here,” she said, and I obeyed, straddling her on the bed, still soaking wet. If Brad were to come home tonight, it would be hard to explain why his side of the bed was soaking. Madison grabbed my ass and pulled me up toward her chest.





I could feel her moving her body down underneath me, and the next thing I knew I was straddled over her face. I felt so exposed.





“Oh my god,” I said, looking down at her. “Are you sure?” I asked feeling kind of silly.





“What have you never sat on anyone’s face before?” She laughed and pulled my ass down towards her. I still felt so embarrassed until I felt her tongue licking my clit.





It felt like I was melting over her. She wrapped her arms around the back of my legs and pulled me down so hard that I couldn’t move away. I felt my clit between her lips and she sucked so hard I couldn’t even think. All I could do was grind toward her, my wet pussy twitching, feeling like I was losing control of myself. Normally this was when I would want to squirm away, but I took deep breaths and felt her fully tonguing my sensitive clit, and I could feel my whole body shaking with bliss.





Before I could cum, she lifted me a bit and moved her mouth off of me. I moaned loudly, whining, having been so close. She laughed, “I’m not done yet,” she said, and lifted my ass again, pushing me down toward her more. I felt her hot tongue licking my opening, tasting the wetness between my legs, and my legs were shaking around her with anticipation. Her tongue made its way into my entrance, and she stiffened in and pushed it inside of me as far as she could. I couldn’t help myself as I cried out loudly feeling her wet muscle inside of me. I rode her face, feeling her tongue fucking me, forgetting how embarrassed I had been.





I felt her moan inside of me, and then she moved her tongue back to my clit. One of her hands moved from my ass down to my wet pussy and she rubbed me as she licked. I felt her press her fingers into my opening, sliding in quickly and curling her fingertips toward my g-spot. I shut my eyes, feeling so overcome with pleasure, moaning and thrusting still toward her mouth. I had started to feel like I wouldn’t be able to cum, embarrassed at how intimate this was, but I couldn’t hold it in anymore as she fucked me hard with her hand, stretching me out. I wasn’t even sure how many fingers she had inside of me. I gripped the sheets in front of me hard and felt my breasts moving as I moved my hips.





“Madison, I’m going to cum,” I cried out, expecting her to move, but instead she just picked up speed licking and fucking me faster. I felt my pussy clenching, and I came hard, unable to control myself. I felt myself tensing more and more, releasing everything I could, feeling the sticky wet substance between my legs, over Madison’s fingers. I screamed out, never having cum so intensely before. She licked me eagerly, not slowing her pace until she was sure I was done. My whole body was shaking as I tried to catch my breath.





“Holy fuck,” I said, laughing as my body recovered from my rippling orgasm. I moved down toward her face, and kissed her, tasting myself in her mouth. I moaned, feeling so dirty and almost turned on again, even after cumming so hard.





“You’re so hot when you cum,” she joked.





“I can’t wait to see what you look like,” I said, feeling strangely confident. Before she could answer I took one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking it while I moved my other hand slowly down her stomach, and down to her pussy. She moaned lightly, moving herself toward my hand.





I rubbed my fingers over her opening and was surprised at how wet she was. I felt a bit proud that I’d been able to turn her on so much. I slowly licked and sucked down her stomach, and she impatiently rose her hips toward me.





“Please Christine,” she moaned, and I wanted to hear her say my name more. I made sure my fingers were wet and rubbed them over her clitoris, making sure I could find it. She cried out as I massaged her hard clit, and spread her legs open wider. I tensed my tongue and flicked my tongue over her sensitive nub, and felt her pushing herself against my mouth. She put a hand on the back of my head, guiding me. I shoved two of my fingers inside of her quickly, and even though she felt tight, they slid inside of her so easily. I could feel her muscles tighten around my fingers and she rocked toward my face and hand, moaning and pleading softly.





I moved my tongue as quick as I could over her clit, and then paused to suck on it. I moaned with it between my lips as she ground her hips against me, and she cried out from the sensation. I put another finger inside of her and felt her stretch around me.





“Please don’t stop Christine,” she whimpered and I had no desire to stop. I could feel her legs start to shake around me and I wanted to feel her cum. I wanted to soak my hand and Brad’s side of the bed with her wetness and taste her in my mouth. I fucked her as fast and hard as I could as she bounced against my hand. I moaned once more over her clit and it was enough to send her over the edge. I felt her thick thighs around me, tensing as she squirmed and cried out. I felt her cum running down my hand while I still fucked her hard, making sure she let go of every drop.





I stopped sucking her clit and took my fingers out of her and she moaned softly. I moved down and licked her wet opening, savouring the taste of her. I looked up at her and her face was flushed, and her eyes half-lidded. Seeing her like this made me want to do this to her over and over again.





I got up and laid beside her, collapsing, and she pulled my face towards hers and kissed me softly. I felt so blissful that I didn’t care if Brad walked in that second because I’d found something I didn’t know I’d wanted so badly.





“Are you sure you’ve never been with any women before?” She said, and we both started laughing.





“I’m positive. But I feel like I’ve been missing out.” I ran my thumb over her jaw and couldn’t believe her beauty, her long blonde hair strewn across the pillows.





“Well, then I think we have lots of catching up to do.”





She rolled over and I held her close, spooning her, feeling her hot body pressed against mine. I couldn’t wait to explore all of her and find out everything that made her beg and plead as she had earlier. I closed my eyes and fell asleep, my body buzzing next to hers, forgetting that this bed didn’t belong to the two of us.
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Heat Wave: F/F Roommate Short


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09NMTF34J



Alice is at home with her gorgeous roommate Lucy, during a heat wave. Their A/C is broken and the heat is starting to get to them. When things get a bit too hot, will they be able to cool each other down?







Heat Wave

 is a steamy and sweaty 5000 word short about two women who can’t keep their hands off of each other while one of their boyfriends is away for the weekend.
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