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Blurb


I’m a mess, and it’s not just my overbearing family duties to blame.

My engineering exams are coming up, and I can’t hit the gym like I need to for my stress relief. I’m stuck mowing mom’s damn lawn.

Yeah, I know…those are all traditionally guy things. It seems I like a lot of stuff men do.

As I finish up, I notice someone new moving in across the street. And it turns out mom’s new neighbor is my old French teacher.

A stunning, voluptuous beauty, Annabelle was my first—and so far, only—girl-crush. When she invites me in, and asks for my help, I’m only too eager to please.

And the more time I spend with her, the more I realize there’s at least one more guy thing I really like.

Hot women.


My Mom's New Neighbor


First thing Saturday morning and already I'm buried up to my ears in study for my engineering degree. Finals are just over the horizon, and I'm not feeling all that confident. Too many interruptions, all through this semester. And last semester. Pretty much the entire time I've been at college.

The only times I seem to get any relief from the stress is at the gym. And I'm starting to wonder if I've been spending too much time there. I'm nice and lean, and I'm getting some excellent tone, sure, but I sometimes worry I might be overdoing it. Building up a little too much.

I mean, I feel like a million bucks, and that should be what matters. I know that, but still…I've been told most guys prefer softer, smaller girls. And maybe that's why I've been single since forever. Doing too many activities most people think of as traditionally male. I'm not even sure what I want in a guy, anyway.

But the high I get from pumping iron is unlike pretty much anything else I've ever felt. And it's not like I'm looking all that masculine, or anything, but me being the way I am, I worry. That I'll get hooked on lifting and take it too far.

When my cellphone blares out at me, it has me jumping halfway to the ceiling. It's just the shock of it pulling me out of a deep concentration, of course. It happens that way, sometimes. A sudden distraction hits me like a live electric wire.

I weigh up whether to ignore it, but then I see it's my big brother, Bryan. And since it's his turn this time around to head over to mom's place and get her fucking lawn under control, I can reliably predict what this call is about. That gives me an even bigger incentive to ignore it, but conscience wins out, yet again.

I connect the call and don't even try to sound pleasant. "What is it, bro?"

"Hello to you, too, Evelyn."

"I'm studying, dude. What do you need?"

He scoffs, the way he always does when he wants to be the victim.

"Need? Why do you assume I need anything? I could just be checking in on—"

"Please, Bryan. I already told you I'm studying. Can you just get to it?" I hate when my inner bitch becomes my outer bitch, but sometimes there's just no containing her.

"Fine," he says, practically singing it in that woe-is-me tone he's always managed to conjure up. He's three years older than me, but I swear he's still a fucking toddler sometimes. "I gotta switch up our weekends, so you need to get to mom's this afternoon."

Most people, when they want something from you, try the bizarre tactic of asking. Checking your schedule. Pleading, if nothing else works.

Not Bryan. It's all about what he needs, all the time. He apparently just expects everyone to fall in line. Like everyone else is just striving to meet his expectations of life, and could we all just hurry the fuck up about it.

"Bro. Seriously?" I can't believe he's pulling this shit yet again. Third time in a row.

There’s still a part of me—a part I’m ashamed of—that thinks he should step up a whole lot more, just out of guilt. After all, he was the one driving when that truck hit the car. Just because he wasn't at fault didn't change things. We lost dad, and mom lost her leg. All from one accident.

I feel like a total bitch for just thinking those things. It's true, he wasn't at fault. If I hadn't been away at school camp I might have been in the car, too. It was over 4 years ago, now, and we've all pretty much dealt with it how we could. But mom still—obviously—bore that one big scar.

“Sis…Maci's coming down with a cold. And Samantha has night shift until Wednesday. C'mon…do your bro a solid."

Ugh. I hate when he pulls out the family card. He knows I have no resistance, especially when it involves my adorable little niece.

One day, I'm gonna learn the inner strength and hard-assed-ness required to say no. But it probably won't be until I have a husband and kid of my own. If I even end up going that way. I'm not quite 22, yet. Plenty of time to think about all that after I graduate.

"Fine. I can do it. But it's gonna…"

I don't even finish the sentence. Because he's already disconnected. At least he barked out a curt thanks before he cut me off. Fucking high-maintenance, low-performance, no-good son of a…

And I don't finish that thought, either. It's not helpful. I just let a long, thick breath stream out of me, and pretend it's taking my stress with it.

Since my study session is all messed up, and I can't focus on the books anymore now, I decide I might as well head over to mom's a little early. Maybe tackle that lawn before the sun becomes too much of a bastard.

I haul on my super-old, way-too-small denim cutoffs and a partially ripped tank top. No sense dressing up when I'm gonna be getting messy. I complete my super-fashionable getup with a pair of worn out old gym shoes, and knee-length socks to protect my legs from the flying grass.

Thank fuck I have a car and don't need to catch any kind of public transit to get over to mom's place.

Just before I hit mom's street—my old street—I stop at the corner store for a few things. Ice cream. Mom's favorite brand, of course. It sure doesn't hurt to give her something she likes to help smooth out whatever she's gonna want to bitch at me for, this time around.

I also grab some candy bars, and a cold bottle of soda for me. This little store holds some of the more pleasant memories of my childhood, and I soak up the ambience for a moment to help steel me for what's to come.

It all probably sounds worse than it really is. I know mom loves me, still. She's just angry most of the time, and I know she has her reasons, but I'm not one of them. I just bear the brunt of it more than anyone, because I'm always stepping up. Because my big brother's a fucking big coward when it comes to facing consequences. Especially ones with any kind of emotional weight.

When I get to mom's place, I head straight in to the kitchen to get the cold stuff into the fridge and freezer. Mom's on her couch, watching some old romance movie. I head in and let her know about the ice cream.

She flicks a quick gaze my way—mostly at my tiny shorts—and then back to the TV. "You look like a whore, Evelyn."

"Hey, how d'ya think I'm paying for college?" I shouldn't tease her, but she really shouldn't be so fucking rude to me. I swear it's a reflex action. She doesn't even have to think, she just dunks on me.

At least this time she only rolls her eyes, then she winces and rubs at the stump of her left leg. I can't tell if she's experiencing phantom pain, or if she's just trying to milk the moment for sympathy.

I do care, of course, but I'm also still stinging a little from being insulted. So I keep a civil tongue in my head, push her wheelchair a little closer, bring over some pain killers, and head out to the garden shed.

At least out here, I can get some peace. The old lawnmower doesn't talk back or insult me. All it ever does is cough like a two-packs-a-day grandfather whenever I start it. But once it's warmed up, it goes pretty well. And mom's lawn is pretty big, but it's a straightforward mow. Nothing too fiddly to have to get the big old machine around.

I start out the back, since it's smaller and gets a lot of shade, so the grass is never quite so bad. And despite the stress of college, and the different kind of stress that my family puts on me, I manage to lose myself in the simple action.

I’m just pushing a heavy old mower around, but it lets me see actual, real-world improvements so immediately…it's almost like therapy. Like a fucking zen garden or some shit.

By the time I’m halfway through mowing the front lawn, I realize there’s someone new moving into the house across the street. That's probably for the best. The last people there spent more time drinking and shouting than they did on any kind of home maintenance. Used to stress mom out big time, and as is her way, she always bottled it up. Only to pour it all over me, because I'm the one who visits her the most. And I'm a safe target.

Of course, for all I know this new family's gonna be just as bad. Or worse. I just hope for the best. That they'll be a better fit for the neighborhood. If not, I'll probably have to march over and have words at some point. Fuck knows mom would struggle to cross the street…and Bryan is incapable of confrontation—except with me.

When I finish up with the mowing, I head inside and take a long, deep swig of my cold soda. I even do like they do in the commercials, and I press the bottle against my neck to try and let it cool my blood.

But in the end, curiosity gets the better of me, and I head across the road to see if I can catch a glimpse of the new neighbors. Maybe I can feel these folks out, and see if they trigger me in any way. Because if they seem like they'll bother mom, then it's only gonna end up biting me, by proxy.

The moving truck’s already gone, which seems weird. Like, if it's a family of four or more, surely it'd take more than an hour or two to move all the furniture and boxes. Maybe the new people decided they didn't like the place after all and just left.

But another moment passes and I hear someone thumping around inside, so I head for the front door and knock.

When the new neighbor pulls her door open, my jaw drops in surprise. And so does hers.

It’s Mrs Crawford. Our high school French teacher. This woman was every schoolboy's fantasy back then. She definitely had my brother all worked up during his senior year.

And honestly, I wasn't immune to her obvious charms when I had her a couple years later. It wasn't just because she was so beautiful, and curvy. It was the way she never spoke down to any of us, no matter how shit we were at learning French. And even more telling was how she was always friendly, and treated us pretty much like equals.

Then there was the fact she'd obviously traveled to some far off places before she became a teacher. That was a whole other bonus for me, as it turned out. Somehow that just ticked an extra box for me that I never knew needed ticking.

I guess you could say she was, for want of a more fitting phrase, my first girl-crush. Even though I'm not…y'know. That way inclined. I'm pretty sure I must be straight.

At the very least, all my super-limited real world experiences so far have been with dudes. Just call me the queen of second base. None of those guys really did it for me, so I didn't…do it for them, either.

But my fantasy life? Well, yeah, I like to blur lines when I'm having a little me-time. And when I'm blurring those lines, it's almost exclusively with lesbian age gap stuff. No real prizes for guessing where that little kink comes from. With how my mom treats me, I know I'm just trying to deal with my mommy issues.

But all of that…it's just fantasies, right?

“Evelyn?” she says. “It is you, right? Evelyn Stuart?”

Christ. She remembers me? “Um…uh, yes. Sure is, Mrs Crawford.”

She rolls her beautiful eyes, but her broad smile doesn't fade a bit. “Oh, I'm back to being Miss Patterson again. Actually, you should call me Annabelle. You’re an adult now, right? Of course you are, look at you. You're ripped. You look amazing."

My belly tingles at the compliment, and I dig my teeth into the tip of my tongue, just to cope with the whirlwind of stress and excitement that's suddenly opened up inside me.

Annabelle frowns lightly as she focuses in on my legs for a moment, then she seems to come back from a dream and starts talking again. "Gosh, what's it been…five years?”

"Um, maybe about that long, yeah."

Suddenly, my entire mind is focused on what a goddamn mess I am. Covered in sweat, dirt and grass clippings. Wearing my horrible old gardening clothes, and with my stupid socks pulled halfway up my stupid legs.

My entire face heats with embarrassment. And why? It's not like this woman and I are anything to each other apart from…well, distant, casual memories.

I clear my throat, even though I don't need to. And then I do that thing I do when I'm really nervous, and I blather on. “Um, yeah, so…all grown up, yeah. But um…well, how are you, Mrs…Miss…uh, Annabelle?”

Obviously, I’m a little dumbfounded. It's not just because she’s someone I used to know—or at least, who I used to see every week of the school year—but also because of how abruptly that all ended. In the middle of a semester, she just disappeared. It felt like it happened overnight. One day she was teaching us, the next day…gone. Nobody knew why.

“I’m doing great, Evelyn. The single life is awesome." She kinks her head slightly to one side. "Do you…live around here?”

“Across the road. Well, my mom does.”

“Oh, that’s handy. I mean, are you…oh, no. I couldn’t.”

“Yeah, you could," I say, my mouth going into overdrive before my mind has even engaged. "What do you need?”

She looks me up and down again, and this time it's like she's appraising me. And I'm not entirely sure why I like it so much, but I do. It sends a thrill up and down the length of my body. “I can see you've been doing some hard outdoor work, but…" Then she reaches over and squeezes my upper arms lightly. "Are you feeling strong?”

I shoot her a quick fire grin, and then lift my arms and flex them. Like I say, I’m not huge. But with the amount of time I work out, I’m definitely carrying a little bit more muscle than the average girl.

Annabelle puts her hands up and smiles back. “I surrender. Nobody told me it was open carry around here.”

Damn, but she makes me feel good. It's like she's tapped into my insecurities and she's turning them around on themselves. Helping me to accept the truths I've been reluctant to.

Truths like the fact that working out, and studying engineering, might be boy things…but they make me feel good. And the fact that, if those activities change how others see me…well, that's theirs to deal with.

And she's not only making me feel good in the mind and the heart…I'm getting those fun little tingles a little lower. Yeah, down between my legs.

What I can't tell is whether my pussy's reacting to the confidence Annabelle's just given me…or if it's more to do with just how damn good she looks, herself.

As gorgeous as she was back in the day, she's improved out of sight. She's more relaxed, with an easier smile, and there's an electricity in her eyes that's sharper than it ever was back then.

“Well,” she continues. “I could use a little help moving some of my furniture around. But only if you have time and energy. Don't let me keep you from anything important.”

“I’d love to help.”

She fires off a quick little wink. "I always did like you, Ev."

Annabelle leads me inside and closes the door. I bite down into my tongue, because I suddenly realize just how fucking jealous Bryan will be when I tell him about this later. My brother, and all his buddies, would’ve given fucking anything to be in exactly this position when they were back in high school. Alone with Mrs Crawford. In her boudoir.

Okay, it’s just her fucking hallway, but that doesn't matter. It's her domain. And back when I was her student, this would be totally forbidden. All that does is make me love this moment even more.

Annabelle takes me through to her living room, and gets me pushing cabinets, and lifting tables. For a half hour or more, I happily act as her lackey, just moving things wherever she wants them. Taking one end of the big things, but doing two-thirds of the work. Because I can.

Honestly though, it’s crazy hard to concentrate on what I'm doing, because this woman is just something so fucking special. That girl-crush I had on her has come back in full force. And maybe it's even swung a leg over the fence into some new ground. Turned into something a lot stronger than a simple crush.

Even though I'm not…gay. Maybe? Fuck, what the hell am I feeling right now? Because it sure feels like lust to me.

Every time I lock eyes with her, she smiles. Her gorgeous face seems to dance with every thought she has, and it's as charming as hell. Plus she has that gorgeous reddish brown hair, and she’s in a skin tight black dress that shows just how fucking hot she is.

When I have one end of her table, and she has the other, she backs away to guide us into place. And of course, she's looking over her shoulder with every step. Whereas I'm ogling her big, round tits, as they bounce and sway, only feeling safe to do so because she's looking elsewhere.

Until she isn't.

I'm not totally certain, but when we put the table down, I swear she catches me staring. She doesn't say anything, but there's just a moment that passes between us. A tiny intake of breath, the slightest pinking of her cheeks.

And then it passes, and she comes back around and stops right in front of me. She's a few inches shorter than I am, and she has to look slightly upward to lock eyes with me. Again, she does that gorgeous head-tilt move, and it has my breath freezing in my lungs.

Yeah. I'm straight. Straight as a fucking cloud.

Because she's so fucking gorgeous she's like a sunrise. And she smells…just perfect. Fresh and floral and earthy. I can’t even tell if it’s a perfume or just her natural essence.

“Thank you so much, Evelyn. You’ve saved me so much work. Maybe a few days of it.”

“No problem, uh…Annabelle." Still feels a little weird. "I was glad to help.”

“Say, the fridge was the first thing they moved in. Let me get you a cool drink." She takes a few steps before she stops and looks back. "Oh, so long as I’m still not keeping you from anything?”

If there’s anything else I’m supposed to be doing, it can fucking wait. This is the only place I want to be right now.

“A soda would be awesome, thanks,” I say, not much more than a dry murmur.

I follow her into the kitchen, trying not to be too obvious about how much I'm staring at her gorgeous thick ass. She pulls out an ice cold can of soda and hands it over, and I swear there’s a twinkle in her beautiful blue eyes. Like she has a secret and she desperately wants to tell me.

I down half the drink in a couple of gulps, and then I lean back against the kitchen bench. Like I did back at mom’s place, I press the can to the side of my neck. Because my blood needs a fuck ton of cooling right at this moment.

But I’m still so full of questions, and my nerves haven’t settled yet. So again, I do that thing I do, and I start to talk just to fill the silence.

“So…Annabelle.”

“Yes, Evelyn?”

“I always wondered…like, if you don't mind talking about…"

She takes a sip of her sparkling wine, her lively eyes still dancing as she gazes into mine. Then she smiles, as broadly as ever. "Shoot."

"What…happened with you? It was, like, instantaneous that you left school.”

A quick wave of darkness passes over her face, and then the sun comes out again. “It’s a tricky one. My marriage ended, but it wasn't a tragedy. We'd been growing apart and…well, I was looking for something different to what he could provide. In a way, the same was true for him.”

I desperately want to know more, but it feels like it's too much of a wound, still. Maybe not a fresh one, but strong enough that I shouldn't go poking at it. “Are you still teaching?”

“Aw, hell no.” She takes another sip of her drink, and there’s that twinkle again. She’s daring me to ask more.

“Well, then…what are you doing, these days?”

“Porn.”

I pause for a moment, with the soda glass almost touching my lips. Then I raise one eyebrow, and shake my head as I grin. “No, you’re not.”

“Hey, just because I used to be a high school teacher, doesn’t mean I don’t have a sex life. Doesn’t make me a prude, either.”

“I didn’t say either of those things.”

“What, you don’t think I could make it? I’m not hot enough?” It’s been just a bit too long since I last saw her, and I can’t tell from her tone if she’s serious, or if she's just play-acting to keep the tease going. And either way, I don't find her overpowering, or intimidating, like I do with a lot of people. All I want to do is keep the dynamic going.

“Let me tell you, Annabelle…you are plenty fucking hot enough. If you really were doing porn, you’d be a star.” That seems to calm her a little. “And that’s why I know you’re lying.”

"Is that right? What makes you so sure?"

Since she's being honest—I think—with me, I figure I can open up a little, too. "Because I watch a fucking lot of porn. And I've never seen you."

There's that delicious pink in her cheeks again. "Well, I obviously just work in the niches you don't watch." I still can't tell if she's spinning a wild tale, just for kicks…or if she's truly baring her soul, here. "I do a lot of solo work. The only exception is when I…I do lesbian content. MILF stuff."

Oh, fuck. I have to close my eyes for a moment as a plethora of ridiculously hot images flash through my head. "N–no, you don't."

"Yep. A big part of my divorce came about because I embraced my sexuality. My true sexuality." She's sounding more and more certain about it all, and it's making me less and less certain that she's lying. “What are you now, Evelyn? 21?”

“Almost 22.”

“Well, that's it in a nutshell, right. You're a gorgeous young woman who no doubt could get any guy she wants. You're not my audience.”

"Oh, but I am."

Jesus. Did I really just say that? That's not something I'd ever have told another person, in normal circumstances. Not even any of my closest friends. And yet I've just blurted it out like that.

“Wait…what are you saying, Ev?"

I move closer, until I'm standing only inches away from her. “I'm saying that now I know for sure you're lying. You don’t make lesbian MILF porn.” I take the glass from her hand and put it down. “Because that’s all I ever fucking watch. And if I’d seen you in action…well, I’d probably never leave my goddamn room.”

We're so close together now I can feel her warmth. I study her face for a moment, taking in the little folds in the corners of her eyes, from smiling. The little flecks of silver in her hair that don’t show from a few feet away.

“Okay,” she says. “You got me. Anytime I meet someone from my former life, I tell them the same thing. It started out as just a little bit of fun. I liked the shock value." She taps my nose with her finger. “I never expected to encounter a connoisseur, though.”

I shrug it off, because there's still a part of me that thinks I probably shouldn't have told her.

"The other reason I tell that little tale, though, is that it makes it easier for me to come out to them. When I push people's limits by telling them I'm a porn star…well, they're not so shocked to find out I'm just a regular, everyday lesbian."

Does she know how much she's teasing me? Every word she says, every subtle gesture. God, the sweet scent of her skin. Being jammed up so close to her like this…it seems to be breaking down all the limits I've been putting up inside my head. Wiping out rules that only exist because I invented them.

"You are anything but regular and everyday, Annabelle." I don't know where this confidence is coming from. I can only guess it's because she's lifted my spirits, every second I've been near her. "You're…exceptional."

"Oh…my." She bites into her luscious lip as a fully-fledged blush ignites her beautiful pale skin. "Evelyn. Are you…hitting on me?"

"I have absolutely no fucking idea."

No, I've never been with a woman. No, I've never really thought it could be something I'd do.

But I'm standing here, toe-to-toe with the most delectable woman I've ever met. The last thing I want to do is move away from her. And I'm pretty sure she's fully switched on to what's going on inside me.

Annabelle is more than twice my age. She’s full-figured, and husky-voiced, and as hard as I crushed on her back in high school…that's nothing compared to what's pulsing through me right now.

“What’re you doing, Evelyn?” she whispers.

"I'm not totally sure," I say, just a low, wet murmur of sound. “But I was thinking that…maybe I’ll kiss you.”

"Oh, is that right?" She reaches across and slides her hands onto my hips.

"Yep."

“Mmm. That's probably the only option we have, I'd say.”

She tilts her head up, and I glide down to meet her. Her lips feel like velvet as I take them with mine.

Within a breath, we’re devouring each other. For me, it’s years of pent up tension. A release of desires that I've been pretending I don't feel. Fantasies, dreams, and just plain filthy thoughts that have played through my head for years. Lustful dreams about women, that I tried to convince myself were aspirational. That I was just dreaming about the kind of woman I wanted to be—when it turns out I was dreaming about the kind of woman I wanted to be with.

And now, here she is. In my arms. Pressed up against me so deliciously tight that you couldn't squeeze a fucking credit card between us.

I scoop her full-figured body up and drop her onto the bench, finding a new reason to celebrate my gym obsession. And the way Annabelle moans with desire at being manhandled so easily only makes my blood pulse harder, and my pride glow even stronger.

"You're one sexy powerhouse, sweetie," she says, and then takes my mouth in an even more ravenous kiss.

I slap my hands down on the bench either side of her hips and push back just enough that I can catch a breath. "I'm filthy," I whisper.

"I love filthy girls."

"No, I mean…from mowing the lawn."

Annabelle hooks her fingers into the bottom of my shitty tank top and lifts it. "Then you should help me christen the shower."

She swings her legs from the bench, jumps down, and slides her hands around my waist. Her palms are warm and soft as she kneads my back, pulling my body into her embrace. When I close my eyes, the whole world shrinks away until it’s only her. Her smell. Her taste. The feel of her curvy body pressed against mine.

Then she grabs my wrist, and leads me down the hall. And with every step, my nerves light up. My tummy does these little backflips. Because I'm certain of one thing, now. If I wasn't gay before I entered Annabelle's house, I am now.

The bathroom is bright and warm with the late morning sunshine coming through the skylight. Annabelle turns to me, lifts her hands to my face, and pulls me into another passionate kiss. This one is slower. Deeper. Our tongues dance, and I taste the sweet wine she drank earlier.

I send my hands on a long, meandering journey down her back, over the curve of her hips and the swell of her perfect ass. Little by little, garment by garment, we strip each other bare, and I take in the soft, feminine majesty of this voluptuous older woman. Not just my first girl-crush, but my first crush of any kind.

"God, you're so fucking gorgeous, Evelyn," she says. Her voice is low and filled with heat, and her words ignite me like nothing else ever could. "You should be so proud of yourself."

It's like she's digging down into my mind, pulling out the words I've always wanted to hear. The compliments I've always needed but never realized. And because of it, I feel like I’m glowing from the inside out.

"Show me," she murmurs. "Turn around for me. Let me see everything."

Normally, I'm ridiculously self-conscious about that kind of thing. Even fully clothed. But the clear desire in Annabelle's voice takes away all my fear, and I do as she asks. Turning slowly until I have my back to her.

"Oh, god. Stop for a moment, sweetie?"

A moment later, she has her hands on my ass, and she squeezes lightly.

“I thought most people gave an apple to the teacher,” she says. “But this is a fucking peach.”

Then she slides back the glass door of the shower and turns on the water. Within moments, steam billows out, and Annabelle pulls me into the cubicle. The hot water sluices over us, washing away the grime and sweat from my morning yard work, and leaving only the two of us, naked. Raw, emotionally as well as physically.

When my fingers start to tremble with anticipation, Annabelle covers them with hers. She grabs the bottle of shower gel, squirts a generous amount onto her palm, and lathers up my chest. Then she moves her hands lower, over my belly, her touch gentle, but confident.

A gasp escapes my lips as she cups my pussy, her fingers sliding between my folds. The hot water from the shower, the slickness of the soap, the heat of her body, and the way she’s looking at me. All of it pushes me to the absolute limit. I’m on fire.

And then she drops to her knees.

"You have the most adorable little pussy," she murmurs, before plowing her beautiful face in against me. Driving her sweet tongue through the juicy split of my body, swamping my clit with the magical heat of her mouth. And that's when I feel it. The little crackle of electricity that sparks somewhere deep inside me. The tiniest taste of the kind of heaven I've only ever read about. I moan out loud. I can't help it. This is too good. Too real.

Annabelle slides a couple of fingers into me, and begins to pump them in and out with a steady, confident rhythm. I'm pretty sure my legs are about to give out. I lean back against the cool tiles and just surrender to this incredible woman.

"I've never done this before," I whisper, the words tumbling out in a hot, messy rush.

She pulls back for a moment, her eyes wide and shining. "Ever?"

"Not with anyone."

A gorgeous, greedy grin spreads across her face. "Then I'm going to make this a day you'll never forget."

And with that, she doubles down. Circles her tongue around my clit, strokes her fingers over that place deep inside that I can barely even seem to reach on my own. But holy fuck, she's way, waaay better at it than I've ever been.

A few seconds later, I'm not sure I can stand up anymore. My legs feel like they're part of the shower itself, now. Like they're turning into hot water, and in a moment I'll go cascading down the drain.

And when Annabelle seizes my clit between her teeth, and rotates her hand just so, I'm suddenly transported to outer space, or something. All I can see is stars. Galaxies of them pulse, brighter and dimmer, brighter and dimmer, behind my slammed-shut eyes, and I cry out with the most powerful climax I've ever experienced.

Annabelle keeps her mouth on me, keeps gliding her fingers in and out, slowly coming to a halt. She gradually gets back to her feet, exploring the wet curves of my body as she stands. Kissing my hip, nudging my hard belly, suckling on my nipple. Then she's right in front of me, and I haul her into a kiss that's rich with my juices and fierce with my need.

My former teacher takes hold of my hair and yanks down, sharp enough to take my mouth off hers for a moment.

"Come on, sweetie," she snarls. "Come to bed."

"Just try and stop me."

We don't even take the time to dry off. Just scamper like kids up the hallway, dripping on her carpet, giggling with the silliness of it all.

By the time we tumble onto her big, soft bed, I'm on fire again. We’re both still damp from the shower, our skin glowing. Hers from the hot water, mine from that earth-shattering climax.

Annabelle comes down on top of me, her gorgeous, heavy tits squashing into my chest. She kisses me again, and I wrap my arms around her thick body and pull her tight. There's no way I could ever get enough of this. Not a chance.

But that also means, this is not quite enough. The desire to taste this woman, in every way I can, is too strong to ignore. So I sink my teeth gently into her tongue, and I roll her down onto her back, pressing all my weight down right between her plump, outstretched thighs.

"Oh, Jesus fucking Christ, Evelyn," she hisses. "That's so naughty."

She's absolutely everything, spread out beneath me like this. I want everything she has. All of it, right now. Like I'm a spoiled little kid, let loose in a candy store.

I drop onto her, without any real aim or goal. Nothing beyond just getting my fucking mouth on her skin, anywhere. Everywhere. I suckle on the side of her throat, and draw in the sweet musk of her skin, still there even despite the shower. I lap up the stray droplets from her lush breast, and I graze her stiff nipple with my teeth.

"Oh…naughty girl," she moans. "Sooo naughty."

I lay down a serpentine trail of kisses over the plump swelling of her lovely belly, and then glide lower. I trail the tip of my tongue through her neat, silky bush, and come to a halt between her luscious, silken thighs.

“Fuck, sweetie,” she moans. “You don’t waste any time.”

“I…I only realize now, I've wasted too much already.”

I sink my teeth into the skin of her thigh as I push her legs wider apart. Her plump outer lips glisten with shower water…and the heart of her stunning pussy glows with arousal.

“God, you smell so fucking good, Annabelle.”

She holds my head as I stroke my tongue up her inner thigh. When I dig my thumbs in and ease her sweet lips apart, I gasp involuntarily. I don't know if I ever truly pictured this—being right up close to Annabelle's delectable snatch—but this feels like an absolute fantasy come true.

“And holy fuck, but you’re fucking beautiful, too.”

She’s barely begun to whisper her thanks for the compliment before I silence her with a lightning fast stroke of my tongue. Her rich flavor bursts in my mouth and my whole body quivers with pleasure.

Annabelle takes hold of my wet hair and tightens her grip. She rolls her wrists and ignites my scalp with sweet pain as I drive my face between her thick, juicy thighs. I pause only long enough to moan with pleasure as she blasts my senses to smithereens in the most breathtaking way.

My former teacher arches her back, and pumps her hips up toward me. She coats my face with her spicy slick, and I take her clit into my mouth and haul on it.

“Jesus, Evelyn…fuck, sweetie…you’re too young to be so fucking good at that.”

Even as I start to lose myself in her, I know the answer to that. It's not so much about the diner in this moment. It’s all about the meal. That the rich, musky perfection of her cunt has turned me wild, and raised me to a level worthy of her.

But to tell her all that, I’d have to take my mouth off her, and that just ain’t fuckin’ happening until she comes.

Which, as it turns out, takes only a few seconds longer.

Annabelle pulls her legs up and hauls me forward, driving her gorgeous slick cunt against my face. And she bucks and writhes and wails with pleasure as she reaches climax.

Even as she quakes beneath me, the last pulses of her orgasm still pumping through her, I keep my mouth on her. Tasting everything. Soaking her up. Making her a part of me.

"Oh, god," she says. "Come up here, sweetie."

Reluctantly, I take my mouth off her and crawl forward, dropping into her eager embrace. She strokes my back, and I stroke her belly. Everything about this feels more than just natural. It feels…inevitable.

“Well,” Annabelle says. “That was something.”

“No. That was everything.” I kiss her soft cheek and flash her a quick wink. “Y’know…my mom’s been asking me to move back home so I can help her out some more.”

"Is that so?"

"Uh-huh."

She kinks her head again as she looks up into my eyes. “That would be…handy. For her, I mean." Then she bites down on her rapidly-spreading smile.

I glide my hand down the center of her voluptuous body until I'm cupping her sweet pussy.

"Just for her?"

"Mm. Well, I could sure use a lot more help, myself. Y’know, with…moving furniture.”

“That’s hard work. We might get sweaty.”

She lets loose with her deep, rich laugh and I think I’ve maybe fallen a little in love with her, already.

“I’m counting on it, sweetie. Big time.”

***
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