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Some days, Morgan thanked her lucky stars that she’d dropped everything and moved to England. Other days, she wondered why she’d been so stupid.

It wasn’t that she hadn’t found what she’d been looking for. She worked remotely and could live anywhere, so she’d rented a cottage in the village of Abingdon Prior, a quaint little place nestled in the heart of the Cotswolds. The town was beautiful, and the house was too, with its stone walls, mossy back garden, and bright teal door. There was a pub just down the road, a tearoom a bit further on, and if she really had to get into London, she could get on the train in the next town over and be there within an hour and a half.

But something about the place seemed to have…done something to her. Her job was fast-paced and high-pressure, and part of the reason why she’d moved had been to escape that grind and have something completely different just outside her windows. But the plan seemed to have worked too well. All of a sudden, it was almost impossible to get anything done, and she found that she’d be lucky to finish in a day what before she’d been able to do in an hour. So far, her coworkers hadn’t noticed, but it was only a matter of time before her drop in productivity raised questions.

The thing was, she just didn’t care. It was a little bit embarrassing to admit to herself, and there were moments here and there when she wondered whether it was worth discussing with a therapist, but…it was just that she was so horny now all the time. It never let up. During Zoom meetings, she’d find herself tabbing out and switching over to porn videos. She’d close her laptop to make lunch at one every day, but now she found herself stuffing a granola bar into her mouth and then grabbing her vibrator, trying to release the tension she’d built up over the morning of work. At the grocery store, she’d find herself spacing out in the cheese aisle, gazing back over her shoulder at whatever moderately attractive man had just gone walking by her. Her urges were completely out of control.

It wasn’t just that, either. She didn’t have a lot of spare brainpower to spend on the question, but those times when she would skip lunch in favor of the vibrator inevitably led to regrets down the line. She had a monstrous appetite all of a sudden, reminding her of her brother when he’d been a teenager. When it was time to cook dinner, she always tried to make enough for leftovers, but inevitably she would devour the whole pot. Her body had been changing – hips widening, ass thickening, tits growing – but all she could think about was how fuckable she looked now.

So it was safe to say that Morgan’s move to the United Kingdom had shaken things up in more ways than one. And the reason she cursed herself for choosing Abingdon Prior, the reason she regretted leaving LA behind, even with its smog and its traffic and its noisy, grimy streets, was that there were simply no cute guys to be found. She was practically the only person under thirty in a ten-mile radius, and out of the few men around her age she did run into, most were happily married young fathers who barely gave her a second glance – although those second glances had been getting longer and more involved now that her body had changed so much. Even Tinder was a wasteland. Where was she going to find a man to soothe her new cravings?

The problem was still troubling her when she got a phone call one Saturday morning from her landlord, Colin, a pleasant but utterly boring old man who lived on the other side of the village. He wanted to know if the cottage was quite all right, and she answered that it was; then he said that he wanted to make sure that everything was still in good repair, and asked whether he could send over a handyman just to have a look round. All right, she said, although privately she was a little bit annoyed to have her privacy disrupted. After all, she could hardly jill off with a handyman in the house, and that was what she’d been planning to do with the morning.

Over the past few months, Morgan had learned a decent amount about British social customs, and one thing that was absolutely required was to offer visitors a cup of tea. So the kettle was boiling on the stove by the time the handyman knocked on the door. Getting up from the couch, where she had been flipping through a fashion magazine, Morgan walked over to the door and pulled it open.

Immediately, she regretted not spending more time on her hair and makeup that morning – and what was the outfit she was wearing? The man standing before her now was dark-haired, square-jawed, and absolutely dashing, and it was a full five seconds before she realized that the paint-spattered pants he was wearing meant that he was the handyman, and that she should invite him in. “Um…like, hello.”

“Morning, love,” he said. Morgan knew the expression was meant politely, but she still found herself blushing. “The name’s Thomas. My granddad called and said that I was to do an inspection of number four, Heath Road – and so here I am. I do apologize for the intrusion.”

“Oh, it’s not a problem at all,” she said, giggling. “I’m Morgan, and it’s a pleasure to meet you. Come on in! I’ll put the tea on.”

“That would be lovely, thanks,” said Thomas. “I’ll just have a look round the place. The water heater can be a bit fussy during the wintertime, and there are a few other things I’d like to make sure of…”

As he trailed off, Morgan felt his gaze locking on to her breasts. Her usual weekend outfit was a zip-up hoodie, but it had been getting harder to zip lately, and she realized that he could see a generous amount of her cleavage. Well, who could blame him for wanting to get another look? As she strode out into the kitchen, she allowed herself a grin. There was no way – just no way – that the cottage was the only thing he would be inspecting. She would make sure of it.

The tea was ready before Thomas was finished, so Morgan poured two cups and sat down at the kitchen table to wait for him. She took the opportunity to take off her sweatshirt, leaving her clad only in a tank top and a pair of shorts – clothes that had been reasonable enough when she’d bought them, but that her new body made into the picture of indecency. Not that she was complaining.

At last, her quarry emerged into the kitchen. “Well, everything seems to be in good working order – including the central heating.” He gestured at her very minimal outfit.

“Oh, it’s just that I don’t like to be too warm,” she said, giggling. “The tea is ready, and I poured you a cup!”

“Thank you,” he said, picking up the cup and taking a sip. “Mmmh. Not half bad, especially for an American.” Morgan felt his gaze on her once again. If only she could turn up the heat…but how?

“Well, like, that’s high praise!” She grinned up at him. “But…there’s just one more problem that I think I need you to look at.”

“There is?” His eyebrows knitted together in what she suspected was a knowing show of concern. Maybe she was dumb all of a sudden, but she wasn’t so dumb that she really believed he had no idea what was going on.

But then, of course, she wanted him to be on her same wavelength. Standing up, she beckoned him closer, then bent over and swung open the cabinet under the sink. “It’s under here. Something about the…um…the pipes…”

“Oh, I’ll have to have a look then,” said Thomas. She heard him setting down his cup of tea, and then he was standing behind her, crotch just inches from her newly-expanded ass. Her brain was boiling with lust now, and every second she had to wait was pure agony. “I can’t quite see the problem. Would it be all right if I…er…looked a bit more closely?”

“Oh, yes,” breathed Morgan, relief filling her. She couldn’t believe her luck, not even when his hands clamped onto her ass. She almost choked with arousal as they kneaded the soft flesh, pushing and squeezing…and then his fingers were moving further down, dancing in a circle around her pussy. She couldn’t hold herself back any longer at that, and found herself letting out a long, low moan.

“Oh, I see,” said Thomas. “Is that the trouble, then? Perhaps we could address it more easily…in the bedroom?”

“Like, fuck yeah,” breathed Morgan. She straightened up, and then they were practically falling over each other in their rush to get back to the bedroom, fighting through a haze of lust. She lunged for the bed, and then they were scrambling to undress; she pulled off his shirt in one smooth motion, but then had to fumble with his belt buckle for several moments to get it undone. Before she could push his pants aside, though, his hands were on her tank top, pulling it roughly over her head, and then her breasts were out in the open, bared in front of him.

Despite his eagerness, he drew up short at the sight. “Fuck, you’re – I mean, that’s fucking hot.”

She giggled. “Like, are you going to stop there? Or keep going?”

“No, I just…” he shook his head. “I can’t quite believe this is happening. I can’t quite believe my luck.”

“I could, like, say the same,” she replied, undoing the button on his jeans and letting them slide down his legs. He kicked them away, and she had a chance to admire the growing bulge in his boxer shorts. She had had sex enough to know her way around a cock, but never once in her life had she been so aroused by the sight of one standing at attention at the sight of her. She found herself reaching down towards her pussy, sliding her hand under her shorts, rubbing herself at the thought of just how goddamn hot this all was.

Then he grabbed her wrist, holding it gently but firmly. “If you don’t mind…I’d like to have this dance.” Once she realized what he meant, she was nodding enthusiastically, and then his hand was pushing her shorts aside, diving underneath her panties, circling teasingly around her pussy. She wanted him to dive in, was on the point of begging him to do so, but then…maybe it would be better to wait, after all. Taking things slow sometimes made them better, right? It was torture to have pleasure so teasingly denied her, but sweet torture.

And, second by second, Thomas was getting closer to giving her what she so desperately desired. Their lips locked together in a passionate kiss that tasted like tea and desire, and then his other hand was on her breasts, kneading and squeezing gently but ever so enticingly. She couldn’t help but moan again, and then his fingers were tracing up and down the outside of her slit, playing with the juices that had begun to flow there.

It wasn’t right to let him have all the fun, though. Morgan reached out and grabbed his cock through his boxers, feeling its length, its weight, as it stiffened and rose to full hardness. She had done this, and now she was about to reap the benefits of her temptation. She began to jerk him off through his boxer shorts, very slowly and gently, just enough to get him ready for what she hoped would be coming next.

Then he went in for the kill. One moment his fingers were tracing the outside of her pussy, teasingly and almost coyly; the next they were diving inside, first one and then two, stretching her in the most pleasurable way possible. She was moaning again – she simply couldn’t help it – and she found herself pressing her pussy up against his hand, trying and trying to get him to go deeper, to give her even more.

He broke off the kiss, raising his eyebrows teasingly. “Desperate, are we?”

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “Like, don’t tease me. I’ll die if you tease me!”

“Not a bad way to go,” he said, but then his fingers were delving deeper anyway. No man had ever warmed her up so thoroughly, and she found herself melting in his hands. If he kept this up, she imagined, she would soon be nothing more than a puddle of liquid arousal, humming with lust. He was finding places inside of her that she hadn’t known existed, hidden places that sent jolts of pleasure through her whenever his teasing fingers delved into them. This was foreplay.

But then, just as Morgan was writhing in her lover’s grip, he pulled his fingers out of her. She cried out in surprise. “Oh fuck! Keep going…”

“You didn’t think you were going to have all the fun, did you?” he asked, smiling. “If you don’t mind…I’d like to take this further.”

Her eyes widened when she realized what he meant. “Oh…oh fuck. Fuck yes!”

“Lovely,” he said. “I’ll just need to get in here, then.” And then he was pulling off her shorts and her panties, slowly and gently revealing her dripping, hungry pussy. She heard his breath quicken at the sight. She could hardly blame him; after all, who wouldn’t be turned on by seeing her naked? There had been a time when she had doubted that anyone would find her attractive, when she hadn’t had the confidence to put herself out there and have sex with the men she found attractive, but that time was long gone.

And so was her patience. Reaching forward, she pulled down Thomas’ boxers, revealing his hard cock inch by meaty, mouthwatering inch. She had been surprised when he’d told her what he wanted, but the sight of his rod made her realize that she needed the same thing. She just had to have his cock inside of her, and she had to have it now. Her urges had become almost overpowering, and to give into them, she knew, would be the sweetest thing imaginable. She flipped over on the bed, got ready for him to mount her.

Thomas pulled out a condom from his wallet and slipped it on; the process took less than thirty seconds, but for Morgan it was almost unbearable. She was nearly whimpering with anticipation by the time his hands clamped onto her hips, by the time he was positioning herself at the opening of her eager, wet hole. “Fuck, put it in, don’t make me wait any longer…”

“Don’t worry,” said Thomas, “I don’t intend to.” And then his thick rod was pressing into her, slowly but surely, inch by inch. She gasped at the sensation of being stretched, but what little pain there was soon turned into pleasure as he dove deeper inside. Every tiny ridge and vein of his cock sent its own unique sensation flowing through her.

Morgan had been penetrated before, but often the experience had felt like a waste of time. Her partners had always enjoyed it, but her part of the process usually just involved putting up with them until they were finished. They had given nothing. But this…this was different. Thomas’ motions seemed calibrated to her, aimed at doing whatever it took to please her. He responded to every one of her moans, to every little motion, watching attentively even as he gleaned his own pleasure from her body. It was incredibly hot.

But just as he buried his cock up to its hilt inside her, just as he began the slow thrusting motion that would carry him (and, she hoped, her as well) to orgasm, she discovered that it didn’t end there. Suddenly, his finger was on her clit, expertly rubbing the sensitive little nub, coaxing sensations from it that she hadn’t even known existed. The twin sources of pleasure – her pussy and her clit – were like the poles of a battery, and electric pleasure was coursing between them, lighting up her body with a new kind of delight.

And he was thrusting more quickly now, servicing himself once he’d seen her taken care of. The fact that what she had experienced with her other lovers could be referred to by the same word as this, by three humdrum letters, “s-e-x,” showed the total inadequacy of the English language. She felt herself pushing up against him, body moving as if on autopilot. He had short-circuited her brain, and nothing was working properly, and the most basic thought was difficult, impossible, to form – and she loved it, loved it as she had never loved an experience before. How did people live without this kind of fucking?

As he sped up, gradually reaching a comfortable rhythm, she felt time blending together, losing its definition altogether as seconds wore on into minutes of unending pleasure, of sweet agony. She moaned, cried out; he grunted with pleasure, thrusted deeper and harder. The two of them were entwined in the most pleasurable dance there is.

Morgan began to feel sensation building up within her. Every motion sent more coursing through her, flowing into a reservoir that was filling up, slowly but surely, second by beautiful second. Eventually, she knew, it would burst its banks, and that moment was growing closer and closer with each of Thomas’ expert motions. In a way, he was a tour guide, taking her on a voyage of possibility to places she hadn’t even known existed – and she wanted, needed, to see the final destination.

It also seemed that her lover was approaching his own climax. He was breathing hard, face flushed, and the practiced ease of his lovemaking earlier had been replaced with something more primal, with a wholesale surrender to pure instinct. Usually, getting a man to cum was nothing special; many of them did it almost instantly in any case. But this time…Morgan felt it would complete her satisfaction, tie up the whole experience nicely, if she could give back to this man who had given her so much, if she could bring him over the edge along with her. So she pushed up against him, trying to take him to new heights, to give him just that little bit extra he needed. They were so close.

She was panting, gasping, her motions automatic, bestial, primal, and he was just as turned on, just as absorbed by what it was they were creating together, and his thrusts were just perfect now, hard enough and deep enough that each one seemed to send a firework of pleasure shooting off through her, and she was climbing fast now, climbing towards completion, and then his cock was twitching inside her, and then, and then…

And then she came. Pleasure blasted through her, an overwhelming, mind-shattering wave of pure, undiluted bliss. She had had enough orgasms to be able to tell a good one from a forgettable one, and this one wasn’t just good…it was fucking great. She was screaming, she realized, crying out, fingers digging into the sheets below her, riding the wave within her, totally overcome by sensation. This was…this was sheer perfection.

As Morgan began to come down from the heights of ecstasy, she realized that Thomas was cumming too, thrusting wildly into her to squeeze out the last drops of pleasure. She had done it. She had brought her partner over the finish line, but more importantly, she had just had the best orgasm of her life. She thrust up against him for a minute or so longer, just to make sure that the aftershocks were as sweet as could be.

Then it was over. Thomas was pulling out of her, breathing hard, bare chest shining with sweat. She went to get cleaned up in the bathroom, but then paused in the doorway and looked back over her shoulder. “Like, that was…”

“Bloody good?” He grinned. “Exactly what I was thinking. Not often I meet a woman like you.”

“I’ve never had it feel like that before,” she said. “I had no idea what I was missing.”

“Glad I could show you, love.” He had grabbed tissues from the nightstand and was wiping himself off. “Well, I think the home inspection went off without a hitch, don’t you?”

“Inspection? Oh!” Morgan had forgotten why Thomas had come over. “Oh, like…yes, it definitely did. You…have to go now, right?”

“Yes, I do,” he said, giving her an apologetic grin. “There’s an issue with the wiring at number five, Queen’s Lane – but if you’d like another inspection, well, just call my granddad and tell him there’s a problem. Anything you’d like. Or you could use this.” He handed her a piece of paper; he’d written his phone number on it in an untidy scrawl.

Something about seeing the number impressed on Morgan the immensity of what had just happened. She had really just had the best sex of her life with a total stranger. But if there was one thing she knew for sure, it was this: she had to do it again. “I – I will,” she said, words coming out as a stammer. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”
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