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CHAPTER 1

I’m driving back from the garden center, racing against the clock. I’ve got ten minutes left until I’m home, and I refuse to be late. I know exactly what’s waiting for me the moment I pull up.

Tania lives just across the street. Every afternoon around five, she appears in her driveway to shoot hoops. She’s young—nineteen—with an athletic build, though she’s still got a bit of that late-teen awkwardness. For reasons I can’t quite name, my chest tightens whenever I think of her. And I can’t afford to miss the show.

My long nails drum impatiently against the steering wheel as I sit trapped at a red light. When did I become so obsessed? Look at me—I’m actually smirking just at the thought of her.

My kitchen window faces straight onto their yard, so I always save the dishes for later. Only when Tania appears do I finally go to the sink. Once I’m there... it’s hard to keep my mind on the porcelain.

My eyes constantly drift through the glass, drawn to the girl at the hoop. Every time she lunges for the ball, her young breasts bounce with a teasing energy, her sweat-soaked tank top clinging to them as if it wants me to see every sinful curve through the fabric.

I turn into our street and spot her in the distance. My heart kicks into overdrive.

I know it’s wrong. God, I know. But what else is there? Since the divorce, my bedroom has been cold and empty. The thought of finding a new man doesn’t even cross my mind. Yet secretly watching that girl through the kitchen window… that’s something entirely new. And dangerously exciting.

I need to find a way to get her inside my house.

I park under the shade of the big tree. Step out of the car. Keep my eyes firmly on the ground as I walk to the trunk. Panic hits me suddenly—I’m terrified to look in her direction. It feels like the whole neighborhood can read the filthy thoughts racing through my head.

I heave the bag of soil out of the trunk and sling it over my shoulder with a grunt. Then I hear the ball bouncing across the asphalt. I turn—and there she is: Tania, flushed and glistening, running straight toward me.

“Sorry, ma’am!” she calls, breathless.

As if fate itself arranged it, the ball is heading right for me. I stick out my leg and manage to stop it—awkwardly, but it works.

“Oh, thank you,” Tania pants, scooping it up.

When she straightens, her white teeth flash against her flushed face. Dark, slightly curly hair sticks to her sweaty cheeks. God, she’s even more beautiful up close.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to attack you,” she says with that cute little laugh.

I can’t find words. My heart is hammering so hard I can barely breathe. I fight to keep my eyes from wandering. But she’s right here, for the first time so close. Her damp T-shirt clings to her breasts—no bra—and her nipples press shamelessly against the wet cotton. When my gaze finally lifts, she catches me staring. Her smile is sweet, almost teasing.

“It’s fine,” I manage, forcing a tight smile, and start walking toward the house.

Dammit, Samantha! I had her right there—a chance to chat, to make a connection—and instead, I’m walking away, drowning in shame and hesitation. Opportunity missed.

At the door I drop the heavy bag and fumble for my keys. Breathless, I unlock it. Then I hear footsteps behind me. I turn—and there she is: Tania. She’s hoisted the bag of soil onto her own shoulder—it looks massive against her slender frame—while tucking the ball under her other arm.

“That’s very sweet of you,” I say, swinging the door wide as if to emphasize the invitation.

“Just returning the favor,” she says, dropping the bag onto the floor with ease. Her arm and thigh muscles flex beautifully under that firm, brown skin.

“Wow, you’re strong. It shows you train hard.”

“Yeah, well, I have to. My dad makes me spend half an hour at the hoop every day, otherwise, I don’t get my allowance. Wow… your place is beautiful,” she says, craning her neck to see inside.

Beautiful, yes. I know it is. Interior design is my passion, my pride. But right now, I couldn’t care less about the décor. I have only one thing on my mind: how to get Tania further inside and lock that door.

“Go ahead, have a look around,” I tell her, stepping into the entryway.

“Man, I wish our place looked like this,” she says, following me in and closing the door behind her.

“I could help you out. I have plenty of experience with decorating.”

“Nah, my dad would never go for it. He practically goes out of his way to keep the house looking bleak and cold.”

“Then you’ll have to come visit me more often,” I joke, heading toward the fridge.

“It’s so bright and open. You live in this big, beautiful house all by yourself?”

“I do. No one here to make a mess,” I say with a playful smile, handing her a glass of ice-cold water. “My daughter’s away at college, I don’t see much of her lately. She’s right around your age.”

“Oh, I see,” she says, her tone shifting slightly. A she takes the glass, her warm fingers brush mine. Tiny beads of sweat glisten above her upper lip, and they’re ruining me.

Tania is suddenly so close. The scent of her sweat wraps around me for the first time—sweet-salty, a perfect mix of youth, movement, and something innocently wild.

“Thank you, I really needed this,” she says, gulping it down. When she tilts her head back, her long, glistening throat makes my mouth water.

I flutter back toward the kitchen. “Go on, take a seat, I’ll bring out some cookies,” I call out, frantically trying to figure out what to do next. God, I’ve never done this before—how do you even seduce a woman?

“You can take a shower if you want,” I blurt from the kitchen, then freeze. Did I just say that out loud? Too much? Too fast?

“Actually… not a bad idea,” she replies. My hand shakes so badly a few cookies miss the plate completely. Is she really going to shower here? Will I be able to watch her in secret?

I straighten the cookies and head toward the living room—and there she is: Tania, pulling her T-shirt over her head in one smooth motion. Her damp, bare breasts sway in front of me: no warning, no hesitation. I nearly drop the plate.

“T-Tania...”

“Don’t be mad,” she says, stepping closer. Her eyes sparkle. “It’s just… I’m so hot. And you were kind enough to invite me in.”

Her voice is soft, almost a whisper, but there’s something wicked in it—something that instantly floods heat between my legs.

“You really are... sweaty,” I mutter as we draw closer, my voice turning raspy.

“I am. Would you... wash me?”

“Tania... I—”

“Please. The naughty way.”

“The naughty way?”

“Yeah. Lick me first. Everywhere I’m the sweatiest. And then the shower. Together.”

I can’t step back, even if I wanted to. Her hot body is inches away. I feel her warmth, that young, wild scent. My teeth sink into my lower lip.

“You really want me to lick you?”

“Yes, Samantha. Would you?”

I never told her my name.

“I’m not sure if this is—”

“Come on, I know you want to. You think I didn’t notice the way you watch me from the kitchen while I’m shooting hoops?”

“Ohh...” I let out a ragged sigh, my knees going weak. “Tania, you caught me... I’m sorry... I just couldn’t help myself.”

“I liked it.” Her breath brushes my face gently—fresh, with that naughty hint of sport and sweat.

“I liked it too,” I whisper back.

Tania takes half a step forward, and her young breasts graze me. They’re so full, her nipples hard and prodding against me. I can feel my heart in my throat.

“Will you wash me? So I don’t smell like sweat when I go home?”

My clit gives a sharp throb at her words. There is nothing in this world I want more than to lick her damp skin.

I can’t hold back anymore. I lean in and first kiss her neck—salty, warm skin where the sweat has pooled in tiny droplets. Tania moans softly, tilting her head back. I let my tongue glide lower, across her collarbone, down toward her breasts. The taste is divine—the salty tang of young skin, slightly tart, intoxicating. I take one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, while my hands cup her heavy breasts.

Tania whimpers with pleasure, a helpless little sound that only spurs me on, makes me hungrier.

I crouch lower, moving down her stomach. I lick every inch, the flavor of Tania’s body driving me into a trance. She’s so damp, so delicious. Is this really happening?


CHAPTER 2

Tania grips my hair, guiding me down until I’m face-to-face with her shorts—gray cotton, damp and creased at the crotch.

I bury my nose in her shorts, inhaling her sweaty heat: a deep, intimate breath that makes my head spin. The musky scent of sweat-soaked panties radiates through the fabric.

“Just lick me, I know you want to,” she says, her fingers tugging the waistband aside. Her black panties are lace, dark hair pushing through the fabric.

Everything is moving so fast—am I doing something wrong? I can’t hold back. I press my nose between her thighs again; now the smell of her pussy is even stronger—salty, sweaty, pure sex.

I extend my tongue and lick along her mound, over the damp lace, but it’s not enough. I want skin. I hook my fingers into the waistband and yank down—shorts and panties together. A long string of slick pulls from her young slit, she’s so ready.

I pull the clothes down past her knees, all the way to the floor. The panties are soaked from the inside, white traces everywhere. The scent of an aroused woman billows up at me.

“What are we doing, Tania?”

“Isn’t this what you wanted?”

“It’s all happening so fast... do you really want this?”

“Yes, please. Clean me where I’m the dirtiest.”

Tania steps out of her clothes and spreads her legs. For the first time, I see her bare pussy. I’ve dreamed of this, and now it’s right here in front of me. Willing, naughty. Please, don’t let anyone wake me up.

“Good girl,” I tell her, extending my tongue, “for letting me do this.” I drag it along her swollen flesh; wet, slippery skin sticks to my tongue.

“Go ahead and lick, I’ve prepared plenty for you.”

“Oh, you’re so naughty… so deliciously salty-sweet.”

“I hoped you’d like it. Yes. More.”

Tania’s eyes glow as she looks down at me, while I try to capture as much of her flavor as possible with my tongue. She hasn’t shaved in weeks, and it turns me on beyond belief. Those dark little hairs make me even needier.

I shove my tongue into her folds, toward her opening, and she lets out a sweet cry.

“Good girl,” she says to me now, and I love her boldness. “Go deeper—I’ve got a lot for you.”

Her filthy talk is destroying me; my pussy burns with need as she beckons me so dirtily. I explore deeper into her wet treasure, searching for salty-bitter secrets, intoxicating myself with her forbidden flavor.

“Oh, you’re so young, but your pussy smells so strong and grown-up,” I tell her, overwhelmed with desire.

“That’s enough now,” she says, almost commanding.

Enough?

“Come up here—I have something else to show you.”

I obey like a good little girl, rising slowly. My hands travel up her beautiful young skin, still so divinely damp.

When our eyes meet, she gives me a wicked look and raises her arms high into the air. “Is there something to wash here, too?”

Her armpits open up before me—the fatal softness of that skin, dusted with fine, thin hairs.

“Dear Lord!”

“Is it too much for you, Mrs. Voyeur?”

Her bluntness pierces me. The fact that she’s so shamelessly offering up her sweaty pits gives me everything I need. I don’t care at all that her tone has turned a bit rude—on the contrary, it only makes me more desperate.

“Well? You going to say something?” she challenges me as my hands cup her tits, then travel higher, gripping her shoulder blades, coming right up against those naughty hairs.

“I can’t believe you’re being this shameless with me,” I tell her, a gluttony in my voice that scares even me.

“Just smell.”

I lean in, burying my face in a cloud of wicked scent: fresh sweat mixed with the hormones of this dirty girl. My face crashes into her skin, and I inhale with everything I’ve got. I can literally feel the need in her scent; her hormones are raging.

“What do you think? Do we need soap? Or is your tongue enough?”

“You’re so filthy!” I cry out and begin to lick wildly.

“Just as I thought,” she smirks. I’m gasping against her fragrant skin, unable to decide if Tania smells better here or between her legs.

“Thought what exactly?” I mumble into her armpit, tugging at her hairs with my lips, then flicking my tongue out again to taste the skin—the flavor stinging slightly.

“It doesn’t matter how dirty I am, you’ll always lick it all up. You naughty Mom!”

“Tania!”

I grab one of her tits with one hand, while the other holds her arm up in the air, making sure she doesn’t drop it and cut off my path to her intoxicating heaven.

Now I’m really licking, using the full surface of my tongue to wash her armpit, and I couldn’t care less how inappropriate it is. This young body has been calling to me for months, and now Tania has just offered herself up. I’d be crazy to miss this chance, and my licking shows it.

“Oh, Samantha,” she whimpers with need, loving the way I’m licking the fragrant sweat off her.

“I’m going to eat you whole... you can come to me anytime so I can wash you.”

Now I nibble her nipple, lick her breasts, then go back to the armpit—now the other side, where I haven’t tasted her yet.

“Yes, right here, it’s fresh.”

Her armpit is still damp, and I lick Tania’s juices from her, which she prepared just for me on this hot summer day.

“I’m already addicted to your taste,” I confess far too soon, as I feel her freshness on my tongue again.

I travel lower, licking her breasts wildly. Her skin is no longer glistening with sweat, but with my saliva. Her taste pulls me irresistibly; at every corner there’s a new surprise, a new nuance that intoxicates me again, heightening my animal pleasure.

“Will you wear my panties if I ask nicely?” she asks, as my tongue travels lower again, back to her stomach.

“Your panties?”

“Yes. Put them on under yours. So my dirt is on you. So you’ll always know who you belong to.”

Damn.

This brat talks to me like this, and I’m just going to let her? Her tone almost bothers me, but how can I resist? She’s shoving the most fragrant flesh God ever created under my nose. I could be her slave and still wouldn’t dare protest.

“If you give me panties that smell like your pussy, I’ll wear them forever.”

“Ha ha, you really are a dirty Mommy!”

“You can call me that as long as you keep coming to me this wet and delicious.”

I bury my mouth in her hairy pussy, taking the whole thing in. It’s insane how good she smells. But my face is already covered in so many scents from her armpits that I can’t even tell what belongs where anymore.

“Lie down so I can finish licking you,” I command, pushing her toward the couch.

“No, no,” she laughs, and her words pierce my heart.

“No?”

“You haven’t worn my panties yet. You have to earn this first.”

“You mean...”

“Yeah, you’ll have to wait until next time,” she grins mischievously and picks her shorts up off the floor.

“Don’t even think about putting those back on,” I say seriously.

“Okay... now you sound like a cranky Mom.”

“That’s because I am. You can’t play with me like this. You’re not putting those shorts back on, you hear me?”

“Why not? I’ll leave the panties for you, but these shorts...”

“No way! Give them here.”

I step toward her and wrench the shorts from her hands.

“Lie down on the couch so I can finish cleaning you. You can cry and beg, but I won’t stop until you come.”

Tania’s face freezes. Did I snap at her too hard? Does she hate that I won’t let her boss me around anymore?”

“Okay, Mommy,” she says with a vengeful undertone, as if there will be unforeseen consequences for my tone.

“I’m glad we agree. Now lie down on the couch and spread your legs. As wide as you can. I want your pussy open for me.”

Tania walks slowly toward the couch, her hips swaying. She walks on her tiptoes, like a stripper in heels that are too high.

Then she turns sharply, elegantly planting her backside on the couch and spreading her legs in an almost perfect split.

“Fuck.”

The moment the word leaves my mouth, I realize I actually said it. I can’t believe my eyes. This is actually happening: this sinfully beautiful, tanned girl I’ve been watching through the window is now sitting naked on my couch.

And her hairy pussy is actually open, spread wide, ready? For me?

“Sorry, Tania,” I say, realizing just how lucky I am.

“It’s alright, Mommy. Everyone slips up sometimes. I see you really want my pussy, and you can have it—if you’re willing to pay the price.”

“The price?”

Tania places a finger next to her clit, presses down, and begins to circle slowly. Her whole pussy seems to move with her finger, and the scene is hypnotic, like she’s swinging a pendulum in front of me.

“You’ll pay with everything you have,” she says naughtily, and in this moment, I don’t care.

Maybe she’s just joking, maybe she actually means it. But right now, nothing matters except one thing: her naughty little hole calling me into its vortex.

I move closer and kneel. Now I truly inhale her intimate scent. I breathe deeply, wanting everything she offers. The sharpness in my nose is her filthiness—something salty with a hint of danger.

I don’t care. I’m going to sink my tongue into this heavenly forest and never crawl out of this fragrant swamp again.

“I like that you’re so passionate,” she says, because my gaze tells her everything.

“And I like that I get to wash you,” I tell her and lick—a long, confident swipe that pulls a loud whimper out of her.

She grabs her breasts almost in panic and pushes them up toward her chin, as if trying to soothe herself because my licking is destroying her.

“Next time I’ll bring you even more. I won’t wash at all.”

“Dirty girl!” I cry, and now it really begins.

My mouth goes wild. I lick her frantically—not just with my tongue, but with my whole face, burying myself deeper into her mound, so hard I can feel her pubic bone.

“Oh, ma’am, this is incredible, more, please keep licking me!”

She moans uncontrollably, as if she has no time to breathe—and neither do I, because I just keep licking the filth from this sinful young pussy that will forever be my ultimate poison.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, your mouth is so hot,” she sighs, and I lick her honey until the very last drop.

“You’ll see what happens when you tease Mommy,” I say between smacking sounds, my face sticky with her sin.

“Yes, Mommy, lick me like a hungry cat! I want to live here so you can wash me every day—many times a day!”

Her moans tell me she’s close, so I pick up the pace. I want to shove my fingers inside her, but I resist—I want to satisfy her with nothing but my tongue, nothing but licking, nothing but washing.

“Yes, oh yeaaaah, Mommy, yeaaaah!”

She’s coming wildly now. Even though I thought I’d licked every drop from her, a new wave surges over my lips—a fresh, viscous syrup, tastier than sin itself.

“Yes, come for me... come all over me!”

“Yes, Mommy!”

Her pussy spasms around my tongue, desperate pulses, while I just keep licking every corner my tongue can find.

Finally her trembling begins to subside, and I ease off, now just diligently cleaning up the last drops of her nectar.

Tania gently strokes her own gorgeous breasts, eyes alight in bliss, her hips moving in small circles as if trying to prolong the friction against my face.

“I could stay soaked in you forever,” I tell her, my face smeared and submerged in her heat.

Tania slowly stands and pulls on her shorts, then her shirt. She isn’t as talkative or energetic as she was at the start of the visit.

“Would you like something else to drink?” I ask, searching for the right words.

“Thanks, but I’d better head home before my dad starts looking for me.”

Her dad?

Fuck, only now do I realize what I’ve done. I just licked this forbidden teenager from head to toe. Or rather—from armpits to pussy.

“Tania, are you okay?”

“I’m great,” she says guardedly. “Give me your phone.”

“My phone?”

“Yeah. I’m going to take a picture for you.”

I don’t know what to think, but after everything that’s happened, I don’t dare refuse. I hand her the phone. Tania pulls her shorts aside and snaps a picture of her pussy—from the front, slightly from below, as if trying to capture the best angle.

“There. So you won’t forget me.”

I’m speechless. How could I ever forget her? In this moment, she is my entire world.

She turns and heads for the door, quiet and withdrawn. She picks up her ball and flashes a small smile.

“Tania...”

I’m shocked that she wants to leave so abruptly. It feels like she needs comfort, yet she’s running away. She opens the door, gives me one last strained smile, and closes it behind her.

What was that? Did I do something wrong?

On the floor I spot her panties and pick them up. I can’t help it—they’re so beautifully dirty on the inside. I smell them, the scent is deep, rich. My body shivers with tingles. I didn’t know a pussy could smell so wickedly delicious. Now I have her panties as a souvenir, soaked in her essence.

Did she seriously mean for me to wear them? How could I slide them on and ruin everything? Once they take on my smell, they’d lose the magic.

I look out the window. Tania is back under the hoop, shooting hoops as if nothing happened. I look around for her father, guilt creeping in. I rarely see him—he must work all the time. And her mother? Never seen her. Probably doesn’t even live there.

Oh, Tania. She was here just seconds ago. My dreams just came true, my God! Everything I ever wanted—and more—it all happened. And now? It’s already over?

The room smells so beautifully of her, so wicked. I actually have her taste on my lips. Incredible.

I watch her through the window, and she catches my gaze. She smiles and I wave back. She knew I was watching the whole time. I find myself grinning like a fool. This is so wrong—and so right at the same time.

I only have one problem: How do I make this happen again?

Again and again and again!


CHAPTER 3

I’m sitting on the couch where Tania lay yesterday—naked, spread wide, moaning. Now the room is quiet, the smell of her sweat and sex has faded. In my hand, I hold her black lace panties. They’re soiled, white traces everywhere, the scent still lingering. But I’m afraid to smell them. Every time I press them to my nose, my body shudders. It’s not just the dirty scent; it’s something else.

How did she know my name?

I never told her. Not once. But she said, “Yes, Samantha. Would you?”

I look at the phone on the table. I open the gallery. There it is—the photo. Tania’s pussy, shot from below, slightly parted, hair matted, clit swollen. Taken on my phone.

Why did she do it?

At work today, I spent the whole day wondering what it all meant. It feels like Tania had a plan. I open the browser, my fingers trembling as I type: “young girl sends nude photos to older woman’s phone.”

The results hit me like an ice-cold shower.

Sextortion. Blackmail. Catfishing. Articles about teenagers who seduce adults, lure them into compromising situations, and then threaten to send everything to family, friends, or work. Some want money. Others just want power.

Which one is Tania? Does she want money, or power over me? Could she really be blackmailing me?

I go pale. The picture is on my phone. Proof she was here. Proof we did something inappropriate. Very inappropriate.

I look out the window. It’s 5:30 PM and she still isn’t at the hoop. Okay, she’s skipped a day before. But today feels intentional. Like something is wrong. Or like the objective has been achieved and she doesn’t need to put herself on display anymore.

What if this was all calculated? When I think about it... that ball came straight to me, as if she threw it exactly at my feet. Did I really fall for it? Did I walk right into her trap?

I stand up, pacing the room. Should I delete the photo?

No. Samantha, stop panicking. She’s just a young girl who wanted to play a little. It all happened by chance. And knowing my name? She probably heard it from a neighbor. I knew hers too.

I sit back down, head in my hands. The panties lie on the table before me. Doubt creeps in again. Are they evidence or a souvenir? I want to smell them one more time, but that scent carries a weight now that feels too heavy to bear.

As darkness falls, my thoughts become even more chaotic. The worst part is this uncertainty. I can’t just wait for something to happen. I have to get to the bottom of this, but I don’t dare ring her doorbell. What if I run into her father? I couldn’t face him in this state.

Maybe I can find her phone number somewhere?

In that moment, my phone vibrates. An unknown number.

“Miss me yet, Mommy? :*”

I gasp. My hands shake as if I’m being electrocuted. Tania? How does she have my number? My heart pounds wildly. I don’t reply. I just stare at the screen.

What is happening? Is this the start of the blackmail?

A minute later, another message.

“Are you wearing my panties? Show me. I want to see how they look on you.”

I look at the panties. No. I’m not doing this. I have to get serious, end the foolishness. I have to stop this before it goes too far.

“Stop?!” Something inside me screams. Why would I stop something so beautiful? My greatest dream just came true yesterday, and now I want to end it? Am I losing my mind?

What if she never comes back? What if this is my only chance to ever see her, smell her, taste her again?

Another message.

“If you don’t send proof, I’m not coming back. And you know you want me to come over. ;)”

I close my eyes. I smell the panties again. The scent floods me—salty, intimate, young. Everything from yesterday rushes back: her moaning, her taste, her armpits, her succulent pussy on my tongue.

She can’t be that corrupt. She’s nineteen, looking so innocent. She’s just a young, curious girl discovering her sexuality. A girl who likes to play. A girl who doesn’t realize how dangerous and twisted some people in this world are. She wouldn’t even know how to blackmail me, she’s just too naive.

I read the message again:

“If you don’t send proof, I’m not coming back. And you know you want me to come over. ;)”

It could be a threat. Or it could just be innocent teasing.

I undress and pull on Tania’s panties. They’re tight, the lace cutting into my flesh. The inside is soiled—and as it mixes with my labia, I feel the need rising again. I put on a skirt to make it look more casual. I stand before the bedroom mirror and take a photo.

Should I really send this?

Let me be sure first. I text back:

“You first. Yesterday’s photo is blurry, it doesn’t count.”

My heart is fluttering; I can’t feel my hands. A minute later, the phone buzzes.

“Anything for you :*”

A photo opens. Tania’s hairy crotch, spread open with her fingers near her clitoris, exactly where I was licking yesterday.

Fuck.

I want her back, and I’d do anything for it. A photo of my pussy in her panties is the least I can do. I take another photo, reclined on the couch, legs apart, posed more lustfully. I send both. The thought that this is turning her on drives me to the edge. This is all so incredibly thrilling! I could never resist her, and that weakness kills me and arouses me at the same time.

A minute passes. Then two. Will she even answer? Is something wrong? Have I fallen into a trap again?

The phone finally buzzes. I open the message, but it’s not Tania. It’s from Clare.

“Mom, I’m coming home this weekend. See you, xoxo!”

My God, what a horrific time for a text from my daughter. It’s as if fate wanted to remind me that only one person in this world has the right to call me “Mom.”

I stare at the phone like an idiot. Sorry, Clare, I can’t answer you, not in this state. I just sent a photo of my pussy to a girl younger than you. Oh, Clare, am I losing it? I can hide this shame from you, but never from God. I am finished.

Ding-dong!

Who the hell is ringing the bell this late? My God—is it Tania?


CHAPTER 4

I bolt from the couch, but my heart jumps even faster. I open the door. Tania is standing there—a loose shirt draped over her young body, so long it reaches her hips, her long thighs bare, as if telling me exactly where to start. Her eyes are burning.

“I missed you, naughty Mommy,” she says quietly, stepping inside and closing the door behind her.

She doesn’t wait for an answer. She presses against me, and I shove her against the wall. Our mouths exchange air before the kiss—both of us panting, shallow breaths.

“I haven’t washed since yesterday,” she says wickedly, and a fiery hurricane erupts in my gut.

“Did you come here to get washed?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl.”

“I’m even dirtier today than I was yesterday. Do you dare?”

Her provocation is like gasoline on a fire. My chest rages with excitement, my knees weaken.

“Where did you get my number?”

She smirks naughtily. She exhales against me, her breath smelling of flowers mixed with something young and forbidden. I can’t wait to taste every inch of her. Even if she plans to blackmail me, I don’t care in this moment.

“I have my methods, Mommy.”

“You think you can play with me?” I hiss back, grabbing her pussy. It’s so hard and swollen through her shorts.

“Ahhh,” she grunts, pinned against the wall, and I see immediately that she likes it.

“Have you heard of the internet?” she says, defiance in her eyes.

I see that my interrogation is over. At this moment, I don’t care where she got my info. I’m interested in something else.

“Show me where you’re the dirtiest.”

“Not so fast, Mommy.”

I increase the pressure on her mound, grabbing her by the neck with my other hand.

“Tell me right now where you’re keeping the treasures for me! I didn’t see you under the hoop today, your armpits better be ready for me.”

Tania shoves me back, and I’m surprised by her strength.

“I missed you,” she almost whispers, then snaps at me, her voice trembling slightly. “I thought about you the whole time. And you just pin me to the wall like I’m a nobody. Like you don’t care about me at all.”

“I-I’m sorry, Tania. Was it too much? I thought...”

“You’re going to make it up to me, you hear?”

“Tania, I—”

“Shh! I don’t want excuses. I want you to show me that you actually care about me.”

Dammit, this girl really knows how to play the game. She knows exactly how to take control, and I’m annoyed with myself for folding so quickly.

“I thought about you all day too, Tania.”

“Prove it!”

“Look, I’m wearing your panties.”

Her eyes try to stay sharp, but a moment later she laughs. “You look ridiculous in them. I love it.”

“What?”

“I can’t believe you actually put them on. Good girl.”

“Listen here, you brat! You’re not going to talk down to me like that,” I snap, grabbing her by the arm.

I drag her to the couch. Now I see exactly what she’s doing. She keeps provoking me because she wants me to beg. But really she’s testing my strength, my resolve. She craves me taking control. I won’t let her anymore.

“Strip. Right here. Now!”

I shove her onto the couch, and her eyes light up with anticipation. I can’t believe it—is this what turns her on? She loves being scolded, ordered around?

“What are you waiting for?” I say, my voice too loud. I grab her leg and pull it up so her buttock peeks out from under the shirt.

Smack.

I swat her soft, naughty rear so hard the sound echoes through the room.

“Ouch! Fuck! Careful, Mom, that really hurt!”

“It’ll hurt more if you don’t get undressed immediately.”

Her face twists, but her hands cooperate. Apparently I slapped her hard enough.

“If you won’t show me where you’re dirty, I’ll have to find out for myself.”

“Ouch, why so rough all of a sudden?”

“Because that’s all you deserve,” I bark at her.

Tania shrinks back slightly, but a smile creeps onto her face. Dammit, she really does love the aggression.

“Stand up. Get over here.”

She stands up cautiously, sensing the finality in my command. I step to her and shove my tongue into her mouth. A wild kiss, deep, and she responds, but acts confused.

“Your mouth isn’t dirty, but still,” I hiss into her wet breath, “I want more.”

My pussy is throbbing as I frantically devour her mouth as if it has no end—I lick her cheeks, her nose, up to her eyes. She’s so tasty, salty and young; I almost bite her out of pure passion. I grab her shirt and yank it over her head in one motion.

“Hands up. Now!”

Tania looks at me like a startled doe. Her armpits hit my heart again. So succulent and attractive with those fine little hairs. I bury my nose in her soft skin, inhaling her day-long patina.

“Mmmm... I can tell it’s been a full day. But you smell so good I can’t decide—are you a good girl or a naughty girl?”

“Naughty, Mommy.”

“Silence!”

My shout actually echoes in the living room. “I didn’t ask for an answer.”

My nose travels her skin, shades of her sweat blending, my thoughts roaring with need.

“You’re such a filthy girl that even your armpits smell like sex.”

Her chest heaves because she can barely breathe. My mouth goes to her nipple and envelops it. Tania breathes loudly. I squeeze, pull. She whimpers with pleasure.

“You like that?”

Her nipple is trapped between my lips; my tongue teases it, then sucks, then teases again.

“Oh, yes, Mommy.”

“Take your panties off too.”

Silence.

“Now!”

Tania resists with her gaze, but her hands cooperate again. Only now, when I’ve completely dominated her, has she stopped being defiant. It’s hard for me to be rough, but I can’t help myself—when she’s finally so completely surrendered, she looks so soft and precious, I could eat her whole.

“Just one more place to check for the real dirt. On the couch.”

“Forget it.”

“Excuse me?”

“Forget it, Mommy. You’re not getting my kitty. Not with that behavior.”

“On the couch. Now!” I shout, and my hand swings on its own, slapping her ass again.

“Ouch, Mommy,” she says, sounding as if she’s mocking me.

Dammit. My shouting, my resolve—is it not working anymore?

“You think my pussy just belongs to you? Just because you say so? You think I don’t know you’d do anything for it? Even beg?”

This can’t be real. I don’t have the strength to strike back again. I could shout once more, but Tania is as solid as a wall; I know instinctively that a scream won’t have an effect.

“I’ll sit on the couch, but you’re going to start where every begging Mommy starts.”

Begging? Fuck. She’s right. Now that she’s completely naked, the scent of her crotch is already drifting through the air, invading my nostrils. For this fragrant pussy, I would kill, not just beg.

“Go right ahead,” she says as she sits prettily, completely naked, on the couch and extends her leg.

She wants me to kiss her feet? Is that the price for her pussy? Total humiliation?

I watch her, speechless, petrified. Her toes wiggle slowly, and she presses her thighs together, as if hiding her flower from me.

“You think you can blackmail me?”

“I thought you wanted my dirt?”

Her gaze is defiant, mischievous, naughty—all at once.

“I wasn’t talking about this kind of blackmail, Tania. You knew my name, you have my number. I have your pussy on my phone. Do you have any idea the trouble I could get into if this gets out?”

Tania pulls her legs back. “Sorry, Samantha. I know it’s creepy.”

“Of course it’s creepy!”

“But I couldn’t help myself. I saw how you watch me... every time I glanced toward the window during basketball, you were there. I always wondered if you liked me... as much as... I liked you.”

I nearly have a stroke. Her face is so naughty that I still don’t know if I can believe her. Has she been manipulating me this whole time?

Something in me wants to believe Tania has a good heart. If she really wanted to blackmail me, she probably wouldn’t be naked in my living room in the middle of the night. She’s got plenty of leverage already to ruin me. She didn’t have to come here again.

“Sorry, Tania. I didn’t mean to accuse you. It’s just... it’s too good to be true. Do you understand?”

Tania looks at me with big, dark eyes. I can’t decipher what her look means.

“It’s real, Samantha. Very real.”

“Then offer me your beautiful feet again.”

“Do you really want them?” As she asks, her eyes light up, and I see the desire in her again.

“I want every single thing on you,” I tell her. “I know it sounds crazy. Obsessive. Maybe I am obsessed—with you. And I don’t care.”

Tania clenches her fists in front of her mouth, shrinking back as if struggling to process so much intimacy in a single moment. She extends her leg, her small toes beginning that slow, rhythmic wiggle again.

I take her foot in my hand and immediately catch a faint, damp scent. I can’t quite describe it—I only know it’s hers, Tania’s, and that’s all I need. I gently kiss her big toe, then trail my lips across the rest.

“You little tease,” I groan as my face can’t peel away from her toes and I press even harder, rubbing my cheeks against her naughty little foot.

“I never thought anyone would like... my feet,” she says cautiously, a slight smile forming as if she’s a bit embarrassed.

“I never thought I’d be kissing them, either,” I reply, but my tongue is already sliding between her toes, seeking out the softest patches of skin to make this experience feel even more intimate and wrong.

“There’s something about you that drives me insane. I want to adore every single inch of you. Worship you.”

“Every single inch?”

“Every one, Tania. Remember that. Always.”

“If I let you have every inch of me as your own—can you take me as your little slut?”

I freeze, shocked. “Tania... what?”

“Sorry, Mommy, but I don’t know any other way. Only when you take me dirty and... disrespectfully... only then do I feel truly yours.”

“God, it turns me on so much that you’re this honest and open.”

“And very dirty. Everything on me is still there from yesterday,” she says in a high-pitched, playful voice.

“You think I’m scared of your dirt?”

“We’ll see—now that I’m going to show you everything I’ve prepared for you.”

“My god… you trusting me with your body like this, letting me wash you slow and thorough… Stay like this forever, okay?”

“Lick me already, Mommy! Right here,” she says naughtily, spreading her long legs wide and stretching them out as only she can.

Before me, her young pussy opens up, framed by that sinful dark fur. The whole room fills with the scent of an open, aroused girl. Now Tania is completely exposed—pussy and ass, everything on display.

The scent hits me like a wave. Strong, intimate, womanly. A day without washing, after yesterday’s basketball, after walking, after everything—it’s all gathered right here between her legs. And I want it. All of it.

“You smell beautiful,” I murmur fanatically, “like a true Mommy’s slut.”

“Ohh,” she squeals loudly, clearly excited by my words.

I breathe her in, prolonging the pleasure, refusing to lick the fragrant treasure off her just yet. “Please, don’t ever shave. Your hair, here and under your arms, is exactly what I need.”

Then I look lower, and my heart stops. “Oh my god—around your ass! Those sexy, naughty hairs around your asshole, I’m having a heart attack!”

I press my nose against her rear—soft, warm, slightly damp. I inhale deeply. The scent is dark, earthy, forbidden. And divine.

“Oh, Samantha!”

“Is this where you’re dirtiest?” I mumble, dragging my tongue up her backside, from bottom to top. Tania moans loudly, her whole body shuddering.

“Yes, Mommy... there...”

I lick slowly, in circles, around it, then over it. The taste is potent—salty, slightly bitter—a wicked mixture that brands me forever.

“Or here?” I move back up to her pussy. The hair is matted, the flesh swollen and wet. I lick from her ass to her clit in one long, continuous swipe. Tania screams.

“Oh god... Mommy, yes!”

“Which part is so dirty that I should wash it first?”

“Mommy, lick me everywhere, it’s all yours.”

“Mommy loves her dirty little slut. Give me your ass, it tastes so fucking delicious.”

I push her thighs back even further so she’s splayed open, both holes looking as if they’re gasping for air. I shove my tongue into her as far as it will go—first her pussy, then immediately piercing her naughty anus. Tania whimpers, gripping the couch, her hips jerking toward my face.

Now I’m licking both—alternating. Ass, pussy, then ass again. Sucking, smacking, burrowing my nose into her. The scent and taste are a narcotic blend of all her filth and all her desire. I’m in a trance. Admiring her. Worshipping her.

“Ah, ah, ah!”

Tania comes hard and loud, her whole body shaking. Juices run down my chin and neck. But I don’t stop. I keep licking gently, slowly, until she calms down. And then I keep going.

“You came way too fast—I’m not done with you yet.”

“Ohhh,” she moans quietly, accepting everything I do. She truly loves being cleaned so thoroughly, and for me, there is no greater gift in this world.

“You were made for me, little one. Your scent is too much to handle. You’ll have to run away from me, or I’ll lick the skin right off your body.”

“Ohh, ahh, ooh!” my little neighbor cries as my tongue penetrates her ass again, while her juices leak from her swollen heat onto my tongue.

“We’ll clean everything nicely,” I say as I stroke her pussy, my fingers slipping deeper into her folds.

“Do you want me to shove three fingers in? Tell me, little slut, would you like two fingers in your pussy and one up your filthy little ass?”

“Oh, Mommy, that’s so dirty!”

Two fingers slide into her pussy, the third into the narrow hole below, which accepts me all too willingly.

“Oh, look at that, how easily it went. Is your naughty ass that hungry?”

“It wants you, Mommy—fuck me! I’ll never get enough.”

Now I thrust my fingers into Tania, this miraculous girl from my street. Her little dark hairs make me stupid, useless, as I drown my fingers in her juices, pushing deep into her tight body.

“Ah, yes, yeaaaah,” she moans, coming again, far too soon.

“You really are a relentless little slut. I just put a finger in your ass and you’re already coming.”

Tania’s body constricts around my fingers, her eyes rolling back as if she’s possessed.

After a long, devastating climax, her body slowly settles, and my fingers follow suit. When I pull them out of her, the scent in the room is fabled—as if dirty pleasure was having a freaking picnic.

I sit back on my heels, watching her. Tania lies spread-eagle, breathless, eyes closed, a smile on her lips. Her hairy crotch is drenched, her juices matting her young hair.

She slowly opens her eyes and looks at me.

“Finally,” she whispers. “Finally someone who tamed me.”

I smile. I pull her toward me and embrace her. We kiss—gently, deeply. The taste of her is still on my lips, the scent in my nose.

We kiss like two partners, two wives who share the secret of love. We lick each other, devour each other. Tania is so fragile yet so strong. I can’t believe I’m the one who ‘tamed’ her.

Her hands slip under my shirt, and for the first time, I realize: I’m going to have to undress before this girl. Her hand is warm as she strokes my stomach, my breasts. I feel strange. Her skin is so young and taut, while on me, she’ll find a terrain that’s a bit tired, less smooth than what she’s used to.

She must see the doubt in my eyes, because Tania smiles and says, “Did you think I’d just leave again without taking care of you?”

“No, it’s not that...” My voice is raspier than I’d like.

“What is it, Mommy? Is something wrong?”


CHAPTER 5

Suddenly, I can barely speak. “Tania... I don’t want to complicate things. But I feel so vulnerable. I’m not your age anymore, and all these doubts are creeping in.”

“Doubts? Don’t you feel how real this is?”

“Of course it’s real,” I tell her and kiss her, softly, lovingly. “But do you really want this? I’ve already gotten what I craved. I don’t want to force you into anything you wouldn’t want on your own.”

She gives me a serious look. “You haven’t gotten anything yet—you’ve only been giving.”

Her words pierce my chest. Despite wanting to be my “dirty slut,” this girl possesses enough emotional intelligence to make my head spin.

“You’re a miracle that happened in my desolate life,” I tell her, and her hand grows bolder under my shirt.

She smiles as she pulls the shirt over my head, and the cold air hits my breasts in my bra. I’m trembling as she pushes me back, my spine sticking to the cold leather of the couch.

God, I crave for her not to stop. I’m terrified she’ll realize her mistake and that it will show in her touch. God, let her just keep going, let her accept every flaw on my body and take me as hers, as if I’m perfect—just as she is.

“You’re perfect, Mommy,” she tells me as she pushes my thighs apart, and her words are like fate speaking, like she’s reading my mind.

“But you’re only perfect as long as I’m your only one. Am I really the only one, Mommy? The one and only slut you’ll always wash with your tongue?”

“Oh, Tania, yes, you’re the only one I even notice in this world. I’d only ever lick you, forever!”

Her satisfied smile draws closer to my wet mound, which has already thoroughly soaked her panties on me.

“Let’s get these off,” she says, pulling them down past my knees and ankles. “I want the scent that’s just yours. I want to see how a real woman’s pussy smells.”

“Oh, Tania...”

The thing I feared—that there would be hesitation in her movements—is nowhere to be found. Tania places her lips on me, kissing me, teasing my swollen clit, then licking and smearing my juices across my pussy, my thighs, and her own face.

“Oh, now I understand why you love washing me so much, Mommy,” I hear her say, the words vibrating into my hot flesh.

“Tania, you’re spoiling me so beautifully. You’re such a good little slut.”

“Just don’t ever leave me, Mommy.”

“I won’t, sweetie... Ahh... I’ll never leave you.”

Tania’s hot mouth, her young tongue—I feel her so perfectly on my pussy, which has starved for touch all these years.

“You lick me so well, Tania, as if you know my pussy so well.”

“But you’re so tasty! I think I’m going to be washing you too!”

“We’ll shower together, ha ha.”

“As soon as we’ve licked each other clean, Mommy.”

“Oh, that is so incredibly naughty! Ahhh!”

Tears of happiness well up in my eyes. For so long, I admired her through the window, and now she’s licking me so well—and she wants even more.

Tania’s fingers slide into me as if she’s practiced, as if she knows exactly where to press to make me see stars.

“Oh, Tania, my god, Tania.”

“Yeah? Does it feel good?”

“I like everything you do, my sweet girl.”

“I want to know you even better, Mommy. Can I keep practicing on your pussy? So I can give you even more pleasure?”

“Tania, ah, ahhh!”

Her words push me toward the edge; there is so much love and acceptance in her words, in her touch.

“You’re divine, Tania. You can come lick me anytime; my door is always open to you.”

“Yes, Mommy! Only if you don’t leave me. I want to be yours and yours only, understand?”

“I understand, baby!”

“Not baby. I want to be your slut.”

As she says this, she rises higher toward my breasts. “I’ve dreamed about this,” she says, pulling my breast out of the bra, the nipple hard with the desire for her kiss.

“Dreamed?”

“Oh, your tits, Mommy. I could drown in them.”

I laugh at her need as I unclip my bra, and her tanned hands look so small against my pale white breasts. There is a powerful passion in her grip. She squeezes me, pushing up from below as if to admire the heavy weight.

Warm feelings of love wash over me as I watch this honest girl so passionately kiss my nipples. The pleasure coming from her lips is only half of it—the other half is seeing Tania enjoy my body so much, without hesitation, without prejudice, just pure unconditional love.

While she licks my breasts and moans with pleasure, her other hand lands on my pussy, fingers impatient, needy in my folds.

“Oh, god,” I moan, my eyes closing as the pleasure becomes unmanageable.

“I’m going to wash these hot, big tits for you,” she hisses naughtily against my skin, while her fingers invade me, my pussy desperate for her thrusts.

“You’re a pro, little one. You don’t need any training.”

“This is nothing. I want to fuck you even better. Next time I’m bringing toys with me.”

“You really know how to take care of your Mommy, don’t you?” I moan as her fingers circle fatefully inside me, sweet sensations piling up, building, wanting to explode out of me.

“Are you going to come, Mommy?”

“Oh, Tania, it feels so good.”

“Will you come if I bite you?”

Her teeth sink ever so slightly into my hard, swollen nipple. I feel a sharp, sweet pain that arouses me even further, pushing me over the edge.

“Ohhh, Tania!”

This young girl, my naughty neighbor, thrusts her fingers into me even more intensely—two or three, I can’t even tell anymore—because I’m coming so beautifully, a soft, long, divine release.

“Ah, ahh, ahhh!”

Her touch is so feminine, so adult, yet simultaneously so youthfully naive and naughty. Whatever it is, the pleasure is otherworldly as she licks and thrusts at the same time, juices cascading from my pussy.

“Oh, look how you soaked me,” she says, as I feel her fingers become even more drenched.

“My pussy is crying with happiness,” I tell her, pulling her up so I can kiss her on the mouth.

Her fingers settle, just circling me masterfully, as her fragrant mouth joins mine and we are licking, kissing again—the sin never-ending.

Her wet hand travels up my stomach, smearing me with my own slickness, then moves higher to my breasts, under my arm, and into my armpit. I don’t care; she can do anything she wants with me.

“It’s going to be hard to wait until next time,” she breathes into my mouth, then pulls away as if wanting to stop while things are still hot.

Next time… “I wonder when that will be?” I say cautiously, the thought crossing my mind that the weekend is approaching—and I won’t be home alone anymore.

Tania starts getting dressed while I go to the phone to check if any new messages are waiting.

“Clare is coming home this weekend,” I say, noticing the new text.

“Mom, you didn’t answer. Everything okay? Are you home this weekend?”

When Tania hears my daughter’s name, her movements immediately slow down. Fully dressed now, she stops and looks at me warily.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I ask. “Don’t worry, you’ll be back soon. We have so many beautiful things ahead of us.”

“You said...” she says cautiously, then loses her courage and looks at the floor. “That I was your only one.”

She sinks onto the couch.

My God, did she really take it that literally? She can’t possibly be jealous of my own daughter.

“Tania, don’t worry. Clare only comes home a few times a year. In two days she’ll be gone, and we can be together again.”

“It’s not that... I’m just so afraid… you’ll leave me. I finally got a Mommy and now—”

My patience begins to thin for the first time. Does she really not understand I have a daughter? But on the other hand, I can’t ignore the fact that my dreams are coming true. Why not give priority to myself and my needs for once? Clare is grown up and enjoying her life at college at 200%. I, after years of solitude, have finally felt a little life again for the first time. Why not give that priority?

“You know what,” I say, lifting the phone to my ear. “You’re right. This weekend will be ours.”

Tania’s eyes clear up, her lovely face filling with surprise and cautious happiness.

“Oh, hello sweetheart,” I call into the phone. “Sorry, I’m just seeing your messages, I’ve been very busy. How are you, sweetie?”

Tania watches me with wide eyes, as if she can’t believe—but desperately hopes—that I’m actually going to do this.

“That’s so nice, I’m really happy for you,” I continue. “Listen, sorry, I won’t be home this weekend. A friend and I are going away for a bit, to enjoy ourselves. Can you come next weekend instead?”

On the couch, Tania lifts her leg, opening up a wide view of her crotch. Her face becomes mischievous, very naughty, slutty.

“Yeah, I won’t be... back until Monday, maybe even Tuesday,” I lie, my voice starting to catch and tremble.

My heart is hammering wildly again. Tania pulls her panties aside and looks me straight in the eye as her fingers slowly circle her sinfully beautiful pussy. Fuck, those fateful dark hairs—I’d go to the end of the world for them. I turn away, trying to collect myself.

“That’s right... Clare, I’ll call you later. Yes, of course, I love you too, sweetie. Bye…”

Tania strokes her pussy, showing me exactly what’s waiting for me this weekend—a reward for just giving up my visit and prioritizing her—my new sweet slut.

My body shudders when I notice her pussy is wet again, full of juices I’ll wash from her the moment I drop the phone.
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