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Blurb


My landlady is the best, and my rented room is awesome. But anytime Sophie’s husband is home, the house has an icy undercurrent.

It isn’t my business, of course, but even I can tell that Sophie deserves more, and better, than her husband has given her. The woman is a voluptuous goddess, and he’s a selfish boor.

They live separate lives under the same roof, but even that’s not enough for me. He needs to be gone…and I’m making that my business.

And the best way to make Sophie see that she doesn’t need him…is for me to become all she’ll ever need.

In the most sinfully delicious way.


My Sweet Landlady


It's barely 7am and I've just arrived back from my night shift as a waitress at the road house. I got more than my share of tips, this time around, which I guess I should thank my boobs for.

It’s not like our uniforms are high fashion, or even sexy in any way. But I’m happy enough to leave the top button undone, and lean like hell whenever I’m serving. Always does the trick.

And yeah, sure, when I do that, I have to put up with a whole lotta comments and come-ons, but I’m learning to take that stuff in my stride. My confidence is growing as I get closer to 21.

Plus there’s always the fact I can bench 100, and if push comes to shove and my strength still isn’t enough…well, I can run a 5k in 25 minutes.

In the end, though, I’m just glad my shift’s done. It wasn’t a hard one, but I’d rather have been sleeping.

The weariness of night shift hits as I climb out of the ride share and walk up the pathway to my home. Well, I say my home but really all it is to me is a room I rent out from an older couple. And I'm not sure how much longer I'll last here.

Everything started out great. I moved over to the west coast last year, purely on a whim. At first, it was nothing more than a way I could finally touch the ocean. Plus there are work opportunities here that the middle of nowhere couldn't offer me.

Becoming a farmer's wife was just about the only option back home, and that is totally not me. Becoming any kind of wife is feeling less and less fitting with every passing week.

The house I'm renting in is very nice, for sure, and that's thanks to Sophie and her dedication. My landlady is the sweetest woman on the planet. I've lost count of the times she's "accidentally" cooked too much dinner and insists I should eat the leftovers. And the number of times she's left a plate of cookies on the desk in my room with a little note. Always some quote on it, some positive affirmation.

Sophie even does my laundry for me a lot of the time. In short, the woman goes way above and beyond what a landlady should do, as far as I'm concerned, and I always make sure she knows how much I appreciate it.

Sophie is pretty much my mom-away-from-mom. Except she’s a lot nicer than my own mom ever was, before she fucking left us.

Oh, yeah, and there’s one other little, tiny thing. And that’s the fact I'm kinda…hot for Sophie.

No, not kinda. Totally. I'm absolutely, totally hot for her. Smitten.

I'd never pictured myself as anything but straight when I was back home. And I don't know if I'm actually gay. I just know I'd do anything—without limits—for my sweet, beautiful landlady.

And even that's not the problem. Whether I'm bi, bicurious or a raging lesbian, I'm good with it. I don't even think I have to settle on one label.

No, the real problem is Sophie's husband. Arden. He's a factory worker and a heavy drinker. Overweight, underpaid and frustrated all to hell.

I don't think me being in his house is doing anything to help the situation, either. Especially since I do dress kinda slutty a lot of the time. Skimpy tops, tiny skirts, super-tight workout clothes. The kind of stuff girls my age wear all the time. And obviously I know what kind of effect that can have on a man who’s nudging 40.

But none of my fashion choices are for Arden's benefit. Definitely not. I dress slutty around the house only because I'm hoping—maybe completely blindly or even stupidly—that I can catch Sophie's eye. Convince her to take a walk on the wet side.

Sure, I don't think it could ever happen, but a girl can dream. Hell, all this girl can do right now is dream. My work shifts suck balls, and I never have any drive or energy to go out. I'm not a clubbing kinda gal, and the less said about my awkwardness with strangers, the better.

Plus, like I say, I'm super fucking hot for my landlady. My depressingly straight landlady, anchored to a man who's sinking lower and lower every day, and taking her down with him.

While I've never seen Arden raise a hand to Sophie, there's definitely an icy undercurrent in the house whenever the man is home. I catch it less in what he says and does, and more in the ways that Sophie responds to him. How she keeps her eyes down, and her voice soft.

And of course, there's the other thing. The issue that I guess I've caused. It's the way Arden looks at me. Like I'm a plaything. Something owed to him.

Used to be that guys like him would creep me out. Back home, at least. But I take heart in the ways I've grown. Simply having the confidence to move over here to Cali has given me more self-belief than I ever had in hicksville. Then there's the fact I've been hitting the gym and taking self-defense classes ever since I arrived in town.

I'm young, I'm fit, and I'm…well, I'm strong for a girl. If the man ever tries to lay a hand on me, or on Sophie, then I'll make damn sure he regrets it.

As I unlock the front door, I pause and glance around. It takes me a moment to realize that Arden's truck is not in the driveway. Thank fuck.

Honestly, if I had any say in things, that man would never be within 500 fucking feet of this house ever again. He absolutely does not deserve his wonderful wife. It's a textbook beauty and the beast situation with these two, and in both cases it's soul deep.

Arden has the manners of a caveman, the fashion sense of a medieval peasant, and the hygiene of a gorilla. Sophie, on the other hand, is a total fucking knockout. As gorgeous as she is caring.

Okay, yeah, I'm not just hot for the woman in a sexytimes way. I'm officially crushing on her. And if anyone was ever to ask me about it, I'll absolutely say it's a mom-crush, and nothing more. But the truth is much naughtier and a whole lot sexier.

So many times I catch myself…staring. Gazing longingly, like a fucking teenager. Like, when she's wearing her silk robe, and it hugs her in that way silk does. How it shows off the wonderful, generous curves of her body.

And yeah, when she brushes her hair, it's a fucking ballet that can't be matched. Don't get me started on when she walks down the hall after her shower, with only a towel wrapped around her.

Mmm…

I don't know if any of that makes me a lesbian. All I know right now is that no guy has ever made me tingle the way Sophie does.

And yeah, I definitely think she should kick her husband out, but that's only because he's such a creep. It's nothing to do with…me, and the things I might want.

I've even floated the idea past Sophie a few times. That she'd be much better off without the man. It's as rude as hell for me to do that, and I know it. But I've always struggled with keeping my biggest feelings trapped inside. And I have even more difficulty keeping myself from spouting them.

Honestly, Sophie has every reason to ask me to leave. Sticking my nose in like that is way beyond the kind of relationship a boarder should have with her landlady. But instead of taking offense, she seems to welcome it. The things she tells me—secrets of all kinds, including deep, dark and dirty ones—only seem to bring us closer with every passing day.

Fuck, she's even told me about Arden's bedroom failings, but even then she doesn't sound like she's complaining. Just…observing. Accepting. And on one level, of course, I don't wanna hear about it, because it might make me picture the guy naked.

But the darker side of me completely dines out on the gossip, because it gives me hope. Hope of finding a way in with her.

Of course, the main blockage is, her marriage really is none of my beeswax. I've only been living here for about six months now. I've seen plenty, and I don't think I'm making up stuff to suit my particular bias. But I also don't know how I'd even broach the subject of sex with her. It's not like I've ever done anything much with anyone.

I close the front door gently behind me, and I play my favorite little fantasy through my head. The one where I physically remove Arden from the premises. Delicious.

The man is so out of shape from all the drinking and smoking and…fuck, I don't even wanna know what else he might get up to. Even accounting for his size, his weight and male muscle, I don't know if he'd stand a chance against me. I have youth, fitness and righteous anger on my side.

It's only when I get to the hallway that I hear the worst sound in the world. Sophie’s up there somewhere, crying. Jesus, I can still smell Arden’s presence. Stale cigarette smoke, the wafting fumes of cheap rum, even this early. He must have left only a couple of minutes before I got here.

I drop my stuff at the front door and head up the hallway, finding Sophie not in her room, but in mine.

It seems like she's hiding out, and it makes me scared that he’s finally taken that next step. Raised a hand to the most wonderful woman.

Obviously, I don't know what's happened, yet. Arden's not here, but it's like his ghost still is.

So…I'm guessing she hasn't been strong enough yet to send him packing, but at least she's put some distance between herself and her husband. And in my silly head right now, because she’s taking refuge in my room, that definitely means she’s chosen me over him.

While I stand at the doorway of my room, I gaze at Sophie sitting on the edge of my bed, wearing…oh, god…wearing only her silk robe. It’s obviously not the time to dwell on that but holy fuck she’s gorgeous.

Sophie’s leaning her face down into her hands. Her long, lush dark hair hangs like curtains, swaying as she sobs. Her full, round breasts move and dance with every breath, and her broad hips catch my eye, made broader by the fact she's sitting.

Christ, I should be ashamed of myself. She's in distress, for fuck's sake. And she's my landlady.

But there's no denying she's a deliciously sexy woman. And now I know for sure exactly how I'm oriented. Because my sweet landlady is everything I could ever imagine wanting and needing.

It takes me a few seconds to refocus and call out to her.

"Sophie, what's wrong?"

She gasps and lifts her head, turning away from me. "Oh, my. Ellie, you're home."

Instantly, she stands and starts making my bed. Busying herself trying to get the house to look like a home, despite the fact that, while ever he still lives here, it's never going to feel like one.

I walk straight over and touch Sophie on her shoulder. She gasps again, but she doesn't pull away, and I manage to turn her around to face me.

God, she's just so fucking beautiful. Even after years of that man trampling on her soul, and treating her like little more than a maid with benefits.

Sophie looks her age, in both face and body. She's closing in on 40, and she's packed some rich life into those years. All of that only makes her more beautiful and absolutely as sexy as hell.

“What the fuck did he do?”

Sophie slams her eyes closed, looking like she’s in physical pain. “Nothing new,” she mumbles, and I think the resignation in her voice hurts me more than actual pain would.

Without thinking anymore, I pull her close and put my arms around her. Sophie rests her head against my chest and sighs, but there's still some light sobbing going on.

God, she smells so good. So familiar, even after only a few months. It's a delightful jasmine and lavender blend that both calms and excites me somehow. Or maybe it's because of her voluptuous body pressed so tightly against mine that my reaction is…well, probably not exactly appropriate.

My heart races, my mouth goes dry…and my pussy tingles with need as I draw in the wonderful warm essence of this older woman.

Even with that all being so fucking wrong, there's one thing I can't ignore. Whatever the fuck her husband has done, he's gonna have to answer to me when he gets back here.

"It's time, Sophie."

"What's that, sweetheart?"

"I don't know what happened today, but you have to move on from him."

She slides her face across and lowers her head, resting her forehead at the top of my chest, between my collarbones. Her warm breath tickles down between my breasts for a moment, and then she makes a soft little ohhh sound. A hot moment passes between us before she coughs as if to cover her embarrassment.

Thank fuck she answers my question before I can wonder too much more. “I don't think I can, Ellie. I don't really know who I am without Arden here."

I bite down on my words for as long as I can—which turns out to be only a few seconds. "You're not able to be your true self, Sophie. Not while he's still around."

"He's my husband—"

"Fuck that noise," I bark out, and Sophie jumps at the ferocious sound of my words. And I feel like a fucking asshole, because this is absolutely not the time for raised voices.“I’m sorry, Sophie.”

I say that last part as the softest little murmur, and it seems to calm her a little. So I press my hands to her cheeks and gaze straight into her pretty eyes.

“I haven’t been here all that long, but even I can tell, he's never earned you. You deserve so much better."

Honestly, it worries me that whatever this tipping point in their relationship might be, it could be partly my fault. If Arden has found out about Sophie opening up so freely to me, then could that have caused some tension between them? Made him feel less of a man?

Plus there’s just the fact of me being here, being young and female, and apparently very pleasing to the eye. None of that’s helped.

Her sleazy husband has made no secret of how much he likes the look of me. He’s pretty much done everything but piss on my bedroom door to mark out his territory. To make a claim on me.

As if I'd ever do anything with him. If it should turn out I’m into guys at all, he'd be the absolute rock bottom of the list.

When I look around this house, at the old photos of Arden, I guess I can see why Sophie fell for the guy. In his 20s, Arden was quite the looker, and clearly had a little sense of adventure. I don't know what it is that sapped that spark out of him, but it's well and truly gone.

And even in his most frustrated moods—at least whenever I'm here—I still don't think he's been abusive to Sophie. Not physically, at least. All I know for sure is that when he's home, the place crackles with anger and dread. And it reeks of his bad habits, both smoking and drinking.

So, I'm always caught in two minds. A big part of me wants to stay out of the house as much as possible. With my shitty part-time job at the roadhouse, and my online graphic design course, I can easily make sure I'm away from the place, or just lock myself in my room for privacy.

But then that leaves Sophie at her husband's mercy. So I spend more time here than most boarders probably would. Just so I can be the buffer between Sophie and her dickhead of a husband.

I know it's not really my place, but I feel like I have to balance my own life with protecting her, and it's fucking exhausting. But every time I see her flinch at something Arden does, every time she shrinks herself to make room for him, it scratches at my soul.

"Sophie. You're strong, you're smart, and you're so beautiful. You need someone who'll treat you right."

She laughs softly and leans back, pressing her hands to my cheeks, like I’m doing to hers. "That's easy for you to say, Ellie. You still have your whole life ahead of you."

"I mean it, Soph. You're a total babe, and any girl would be fucking lucky to have you."

Her sweet blue eyes flash in surprise, and she lets a breathy ohhh sound out. “What did you…?”

Jesus. Did I really just fucking say that? Any girl? I fully meant to say guy.

But she hasn’t taken her hands off me, yet. And she might be a little surprised, but there’s no anger or shame in her face or body language right now.

So I take the biggest chance in my life, when I take a tiny step forward. And this ravishing older woman holds her breath as her eyes sparkle with heat. “You heard me right, Sophie.”

It's almost like I'm dreaming as I draw her hand down from my cheek, and press my lips to her fingers. Sophie's gorgeous eyes grow wide as she follows the movement, and she looks like she might be about to protest.

But when I flick her finger tip with my tongue, she bites on her luscious bottom lip and lets out a long, breathy moan.

"Ellie," she whispers. "Oh, my gosh. Really?"

“Absolutely.”

“How long have you…?”

“Since we met.” Heat rushes up into my cheeks as I confess my feelings to her, but I’m just so fucking relieved that I finally have. “The bigger question is…how long is it since that man made you feel special, Soph? Or important? How long since that fucking asshole made you happy?”

Sophie gazes up at me, and she shakes her head slightly. "I don't…don't think any man ever has."

"Then let me? At least let me try?"

I pull her close, and she comes easily. When I take my landlady's mouth in a gentle kiss, she responds exactly as I hoped. Searching. Welcoming. Hesitant but ready. I don't have much experience at kissing anyone, but all I know right now is that this is perfect.

When I squeeze her tighter against me, I can't keep myself from deepening the kiss. Turning it ravenous. And thank fuck that Sophie kisses me back with just as much hunger.

Her lips are full and soft, and she tastes sweet and fruity. I groan as our tongues slide together, and our lips dance. She moans and gasps, and I feel her curvaceous body come alive in my arms.

By now my pussy is tingling with arousal, and practically throbbing with pure need. I take Sophie by the waist and from somewhere deep inside I find the strength to lift her off her feet. She gasps and squeals, but wraps her legs around me. It's only a few steps to my bed, and I lay her down on top of it.

Sophie stares up at me with those big, beautiful eyes, and for a second, I worry she might push me away. But instead, she reaches up and pulls me down to her again. We kiss wildly, our tongues dancing, our lips smacking, and she slides her hands over my shoulders and back.

She runs her fingers through my long hair, and when I lean down to kiss her neck, she arches her back and lets out a long, deep moan. "Oh, my god. Ellie. That's so lovely."

I don't know if I dare believe this can happen. That we can go all the way. But fuck me, I don't want it to stop. I sit up to take in the voluptuous glory of her body. I stroke my hands over her breasts and down around her hips.

It takes me only a few seconds to untie the belt and open her robe, and for a moment all I can see is the delicious shape of her voluptuous bare body.

“Ellie, for nearly 20 years, I've been a wife. I've been a homemaker, a cook, cleaner and a…" She sneers for a moment. "Well, I've been a conveniently located hole for that man.”

She swallows, and I can see she's close to tears. "But now, sweetie…please. Can you make me feel like a woman?"

“It’ll be my pleasure, Soph.”

“Sweetie?”

I pause for a moment. Is she pulling out? Have I totally misunderstood what’s happening here?

“Let me see you, too?”

I’ve never been naked with another person. And normally, I’d be scared out of my mind to take that step.

But with Sophie, that fear simply melts away. I stand, and I ease out of my crappy waitressing dress, leaving me standing there in just my equally crappy mismatched underwear.

“My gosh, you’re so gorgeous, Ellie. What a body.”

I probably look like a child the way I blush and put my arms in front of myself. Compliments were few and far between in my family.

“Come to me, sweetie?” Sophie says. I’m certain she’s realized how shy I’m feeling, and is letting me off the hook. Letting me keep my bra and panties on for now.

I climb back onto the bed and come forward, skimming my lips up the length of her curvaceous form, and we come together again when I reach her delectable mouth.

Everything feels so natural between us. The softness of her skin, the hunger of her kiss, the hardness of her grip on me.

Even as tightly as she holds my head, she doesn’t stop me as I move lower. She just whispers little encouragements and exclamations of surprise as I kiss her gorgeous tits, as I suckle on her sweet buds, and as I stroke my tongue down over her lovely round belly.

I pause the moment my lips meet her bush, and I draw in a long breath that’s utterly resplendent with her aroma.

“Oh, fuck, you smell good,” I say, and my voice is way harsher than I meant it to be. I’m just fighting to keep control of myself.

Sophie glides her thick thighs wide apart and I gaze down at her. At the first pussy I’ve seen in the flesh, apart from my own.

Her puffy lips are slick with arousal, and her bush is all wild and free. I study her in awe for a moment and then it’s like a switch gets flicked inside me. I no longer have any hesitation, nor any doubts about my orientation. I simply dive headlong into her.

The first taste of her cunt kicks me like a fucking mule, and I pull back for a moment to savor the essence of her. She's salty and fresh, and her fragrance is beyond temptation.

I collapse between my landlady's generous thighs and whip my tongue up and down her gorgeous cunt, faster and faster as a brush fire fills my mind. Sophie moans and gasps, and she spears her fingers into my hair, tightening her fists and pulling me closer.

"Oh, god. Oh, god. Please don't stop, my sweet girl."

Nobody's ever spoken to me like that. Praised me so openly. And because of that, and the connection between us, suddenly, I'm not just her tenant. Not just some hot young chick who's devouring her pussy.

Now, I'm her champion. I'm giving her exactly the kind of loving attention she needs. What she's been craving for years. And yeah, it’s technically cheating, so it’s as wrong as hell. But fuck me sideways, it feels so fucking right.

“Oh, my…you’re gonna make me come so hard, sweetie," she whimpers, and she bucks her hips to drive her hot, slick slit against my mouth. I flick and tease her clit with my tongue, and I feel her tighten up, her body coiling with her impending orgasm.

"Fuck. Yes. Fuck!"

Sophie bucks her hips and mashes her sweet pussy against my face, and I let her ride my mouth like she was born to do it. When her moans turn to screams, I know that she's finally getting at least a taste of what she needs. What she's worth.

It takes a long time for her to come down from her high, and when I look up at her, I can't help but grin. She's flushed and sweaty, and her beautiful hair is a mess. There's not a single thing that’s housewifey about her, right now. She's all woman.

And she’s all mine.

"Ellie," she murmurs. "How did you get so good at that?"

"I…I don't know. I've never done it before."

She shakes her head in wonder as she gives me a knowing smirk. "You're a natural."

I kiss her thigh, and then I come up until I'm kneeling between her legs. My pussy aches with the intense need to be touched, and I don’t know if I’m brave enough to ask Sophie.

So instead, I slip my hand inside my panties, and I grind against my clit as I savor the rich taste of her still on my lips and tongue. And think about what I just did.

And everything else I want to do. And hope to maybe have done to me.

Sophie sits up and looks at my hand, watching closely as I work myself over beneath my soaked panties.

"Sweetie…why don't you let me do that for you?"

She doesn't hesitate any longer. Just pushes me back on my haunches and reaches out. Her breasts sway and dance with every move, and she bites down on her bottom lip as she strokes her hands over my belly and up to my breasts.

Which only reminds me again that I'm wearing my crappiest underwear. Blue boyleg panties with a tear in the side and the elastic almost gone. Faded lemon yellow bra that I fished out of my laundry hamper this morning.

But Sophie looks at me like I'm a fucking catwalk model. In the world's fanciest lingerie.

"Ellie…you're so lovely."

Now, despite the way I took charge with her…devoured her gorgeous pussy without hesitation…now I'm the one who's all nervous. And she's the one in charge.

Sophie leans in and kisses me again. I could never get tired of the way her lips feel on mine. The soft and tender way she explores me with her tongue.

My sweet landlady presses her hand to the side of my neck as she kisses me, and glides the other hand down onto my breast.

All I can do right now, it seems, is whimper. With the pleasure of the moment, and with the yearning desire for more.

Sophie kisses me all over my face, and down to my throat, pausing only long enough to praise me.

”You’re one of the special ones, Ellie. I knew that the moment we met."

Then she kisses my lips again, much softer than before, but with clear, strong intentions behind it. And as we embrace, I take strength from her transparent desire for me, and I work my bra open and toss it.

Sophie kisses me harder, and I'm suddenly a foal, in the grip of a beautiful lioness. She's powerful and poised, and I'm trembling with anticipation as she slips down to the side of my neck and nips the skin there. I whimper with yearning and lean into her sweet embrace. And I sigh with pleasure when she kisses my collarbone, then my shoulder, then my arm.

Then she glides down my chest, serpentine and smooth, and she takes my nipple into the magical warmth of her mouth, suckling gently, and bringing me to life with just a soft bite.

She keeps coming lower, tracing my belly and out to my hip bone. She kisses my skin through the tear in my panties, and then she looks up at me. She doesn't say anything, but I see it in her eyes. This is more than just sex. It's more than just passion or lust. This is something much deeper.

I nod, and she slowly pulls my panties down. Her gaze falls upon my tiny, neat tuft of hair, and the slick lips beneath. Then she leans forward, and just as gently as she possibly can, she touches her tongue to my clit.

"Oh…fuck. Sophie, that's…incredible."

She's barely even made contact, but I'm so wired up that it hits me like a lightning strike. My whole body seizes and arches, and I cry out as a shockwave of pure pleasure rushes through me. And with every tiny wet tap of her tongue, I get another. And another.

And just when I think it can't get any better, Sophie lowers herself. Settles in place. Like I’ve been laid out as a picnic and it's time to start eating.

I have no idea if Sophie's ever been with a woman before. I feel like she would've said if she had. But the way she works me over makes it seem like this is all she's ever done. I haul my legs as wide apart as they'll go, just so she can get to everything I have.

Fuck, the way she switches between hard and soft sucking, forceful drives with her tongue and skillful strokes with her fingers…it has me coming undone.

"My god…you taste so sweet, Ellie."

"You…you like it?"

"Mm. I love it." She pauses for a moment and rests her chin on my plump mound so she can gaze straight into my eyes. "You're absolutely gorgeous. Inside and out.”

An extra-sharp tingle of bliss cascades through my body, and it's not just her words. It's the way she says them, it's the deep honesty in her heavenly eyes. And it's the warm, almost maternal tone in her voice.

Sophie slides her hands up my inner thighs so she can hook them around my hips. And then she kisses my mound briefly before she slides back down and thrusts her beautiful tongue deep inside me.

I cry out with the near-forbidden pleasure of the moment. I never dared to dream it could feel so fucking good to be with a woman.

"Sweetie, is it okay if I put my finger inside you?"

"Fuck. Yes! Please, yes."

Sophie makes a low humming sound and clamps her beautiful mouth down over my clit. She sucks so hard I see stars, and I gasp with pleasure. Then she parts my puffy lips with one hand and glides her finger inside my tight little channel. The blistering wet heat of her mouth is almost more than I can bear, and the sharp burn of penetration—even with just one finger—takes me right to the edge.

When she slides that finger in and out, and whips her tongue around my clit, I wince almost like I'm in pain. It's the most intense sensation I could imagine, to have a gorgeous older woman pleasuring me so fucking well.

She pumps her hand faster and faster, and it's like every bone and muscle in my body is on fire. As if there's a lake of lava rising within me, and if I let this go on, then pretty soon I'll come like a waterfall against Sophie's magnificent mouth.

As she grinds her tongue harder and harder against my needy clit, I take a sharp hold of her sweet head. Her long, lush hair dances with every stroke, and it tickles the tops of my thighs as she glides her luscious tongue all the way up and down my shiny wet slit.

I won't last much longer. But I want more. I need more.

"Sophie, please…I need to taste you again."

She pulls back and moans with delight, her cheeks flushed. "Ellie…sweetheart. That sounds perfect."

Sophie comes up and kisses me hard on the mouth, and we share the taste of me for a moment. I savor the richness of her lips, all sticky and wet, slick with my juices. I grip her beautiful head as she straddles my hips and puts her delicious weight down on me.

We fall together, and I can't satisfy my need for her. I roll Sophie down onto her back and kiss and lick and bite every inch of her that I can. Her smooth throat. Her plump tits. Her perky nipples and rounded belly. And somehow, without really planning it, I'm down exactly where I need to be.

On my hands and knees, with my face between her legs, and hers between mine. Sophie takes a deep breath, inhaling my essence, and snarls with animalistic need, cutting through my momentary daydream.

I drive my mouth down into the sweet wet cushioning of Sophie's incredible cunt, and I feel like I'm finally home. My luscious landlady writhes with need as I pleasure every pore of her glistening cunt, and she bites gently into the tender skin of my inner thigh for a moment.

When she lashes at my snatch with her lovely tongue, it brings my body singing to life. She pulls down on my ass like she wants to dive inside me. And if there was any way that could happen, I'd be totally down with it.

"Ellie. God, you're so good. Eat me, sweetheart. Fuck me with your fingers. I'm all yours."

Jesus. My eyes quiver in their sockets as the magic of her words reverberates through me. And I let instinct take over once more.

I glide two, then three fingers deep inside Sophie's hot little channel. As I pump them forward and back, it makes her delicious scent even richer, and I lap it up off my own skin as much as from hers.

She grips my slit in both hands and spreads me so wide it burns, and she drives her wonderful tongue up inside me, so deep that her nose pokes against my ass hole.

Fuck, I'm only halfway to climax and already it feels so fucking good. I grind my hips down against Sophie's beautiful face, and she slips her tongue up to flick at my back door. It's too much for me to resist anymore, so with a feral snarl I sit up and mash myself down on my landlady's mouth.

Sophie grips my butt cheeks and squeezes, and she whirls her tongue in tight circles until she's drilled it up inside my ass. As she teases me all to hell, I reach down and take her clit between my finger and thumb, and I squeeze it all to hell.

But Sophie has my measure, and she takes me over the edge. I arch back so hard I can't reach her pussy anymore, as she devours me, front and back, with her magical mouth. My climax ignites in my core and shoots through every part of me until I lose my strength. Fuck, I go close to losing consciousness.

When the last of my orgasm trickles away, I flop forward, and I kiss the inner skin of Sophie's velvet thigh as I stroke my fingers up and down the face of her pussy.

"That's it, Ellis. Oh, fuck, sweetheart. Feels so fucking good."

All her praise does is urge me on, and I bite into her skin as I punch three fingers deep inside her again. She's so tight and so fucking wet, and I utterly dine out on the musical sound of her moans. I want to make this last forever, but at the same time I so desperately want to make her come again.

"Oh, my god. Ellie," she gasps. "You're fucking me so good, sweetheart."

Inspired by her words, I slide forward and work myself around until I can slap my pussy down on hers. I grip her leg as I grind my hips, mashing our hot, wet slits together.

It’s a ragged mess of tingles and pains as our pussies kiss and pound each other. The sensation is not quite as sharp as teeth or as direct as a mouth, but it gives me deep, sweet eye contact with my gorgeous landlady.

And with every rolling pump of my hips, I can read the changes in her expression. When I bite into the soft flesh of her calf, she cries out with pleasure and reaches for my hands. We join, and she pulls me down on top of her, taking my mouth in a sweet, deep kiss.

I grind into her faster and harder with every stroke. She suckles on my lips and cries out with pleasure, and I can't believe we're actually fucking like this.

As the heat of her cunt infuses mine, and the friction of our bodies grows wilder and more urgent, I feel something stir in me. It's not just lust anymore. It's not even need.

It's a deep and powerful love. A love that feels like sin, but I know it truly isn't. It's just adoration, grown into something new, something deeper and stronger. Something we'll have to keep all to ourselves, at least for a while. It means shutting her husband out. It might even mean shutting the rest of the world out.

"Fuck, I…I love you, Sophie," I moan, and her eyes flash in surprise. "I love you so much."

My words come out strained and breathless, but I don't doubt them for a second. With my body on fire and my heart thundering in my chest, I roll my hips down and then grind myself against her soft, luscious flesh. Sophie throws her head back and howls as another climax wracks her sweet, thick body. I watch in awe as her curves dance from the rhythm of my grinding, and then suddenly I'm past the point of no return.

"Sophie…oh, fuck, you feel so fucking good."

"Please, sweetheart. Come with me."

"Jesus," I rasp, and then I'm gone. The world shrinks as my climax swells; a climax like I could never have imagined. I swear I'm firing lightning bolts out of every pore, and it's fusing Sophie and me together.

She gasps and her mouth goes wide, and then she grips my hair and pulls me into another kiss. This one is beyond soul deep. This is a melding of consciousness. Her breath is mine, and my heart pulses in time with hers.

"Fuck," I whisper, soaking up the sweet fragrances of Sophie's hair, and skin, and savoring the delicious cocktail of our juices.

"Ellie, that was incredible. Thank you."

"It was my pleasure, Sophie. I told you…I love you."

"Oh, my sweet girl," she says, and I can tell she's crying again. When I gaze up at her beautiful face, I'm relieved to see it's a happy cry. "I love you, too, sweetheart. In ways we both know I shouldn't. My husband would not approve."

"Fuck Arden."

She smiles then kisses my forehead. "I'd much rather fuck you, sweetheart. Over and over."

"Deal."

***

If you loved this story, you should come check out the rest of the series!
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