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Two Friends, Two MILFS

INTRODUCTION 

OLDER WOMEN AND YOUNGER MEN… It’s a dynamic as ancient as desire itself—the magnetic pull between experienced women and the raw, untamed energy of younger men. There’s something undeniably intoxicating about the way a young man worships an older woman’s body, hungering for her in ways her own husband has long forgotten. And let’s not pretend she doesn’t crave it just as fiercely—the thrill of his eager hands, his unrestrained passion, the way he can make her feel alive in ways she thought were lost to time. 

Society might whisper about it, but the truth is undeniable. Women today refuse to be shamed for their appetites. They embrace their desires, unapologetically seeking out the kind of pleasure only a younger man can deliver—men who could, in another life, be their sons. These women, radiant and confident, know exactly what they want, and they’re not afraid to take it. 

Too often, their husbands—if they even bother—treat sex like a chore, a perfunctory act that leaves them aching and unsatisfied. But these young men? They’re insatiable. They worship every curve, every sigh, every whispered demand. They don’t just fuck—they devour. And these women? They can’t get enough. 

There’s something primal about the way a younger man moves—his stamina, his strength, the way his body presses into hers with relentless hunger. He doesn’t tire. He doesn’t quit. He fucks her until she’s trembling, until she’s screaming, until she’s utterly spent—and still, she wants more. The things they do together, the filthy, delicious acts she’d never dare confess to another soul… that’s what makes it so irresistible. The taboo. The danger. The sheer, unbridled pleasure of it all. 

And now, meet Mitch and Gray. Nineteen years old, best friends since childhood, and built like gods. Their bodies are sculpted, their cocks thick and demanding, capable of delivering pleasure for hours without pause. They’ve already discovered the exquisite joy of pleasuring older women—together. There’s nothing these two won’t do to satisfy a hungry MILF, no fantasy they won’t fulfill. They take turns, they share, they claim—filling every inch of her, leaving her breathless and begging for more. 

This is their story. Two young men, two insatiable women, and the kind of passion that defies age, reason, and restraint. 

Keep reading… if you dare.

MILF ONE 

Mitch, his nineteen-year-old body still thrumming with the aftershocks of pleasure, slowly withdrew from the woman beneath him, his thick cock glistening with a mixture of their shared heat. A slick, pearly strand of his release trailed obscenely from her well-used pussy, her swollen lips still parted as if silently begging for more. Across the bed, Gray rocked back on his heels, pulling his rigid length from between her lips with a wet pop. Her mouth was a mess—thick ropes of his youthful cum clung to her chin, some of it dribbling down in slow, sticky rivulets. 

"Bro, we gotta bounce," Mitch muttered, his voice rough with exertion as he snatched up a crumpled corner of the bedsheets to hastily clean himself off. He swung his legs over the edge of the mattress, muscles flexing as he padded toward the scattered pile of their discarded clothes. 

Thursday nights had become something of a ritual for them—one they’d grown dangerously accustomed to. Mrs. Emerson’s house, with its quiet halls and empty bedrooms, had become their playground. Her husband, blissfully unaware, was off playing bridge with his buddies, just like every other week. Their kids were long gone, leaving her alone in this big, empty house—until Mitch and Gray had turned her world upside down. It had started with Mitch, of course. One lingering conversation after class, a heated moment against her desk, and suddenly, she was theirs. 

"Yeah, we should probably head out," Gray agreed, stretching his arms overhead before sauntering toward his own clothes. 

Mitch paused, his jeans half-pulled up his thighs, and glanced back at the woman sprawled across the bed. "Think she’s had enough?" he asked, deliberately loud enough for her to hear. There was something thrilling about it—the way she shivered at their words, at the knowledge that they saw her as nothing more than a vessel for their pleasure. And yet, she loved it. Craved it. 

For the past hour and a half, they’d taken turns with her, pushing her body to its absolute limit. Mitch had buried himself in her tight ass first, emptying himself deep inside with a groan. Gray had followed, pumping his own release into her dripping cunt mere minutes later. And then they’d really gotten creative—switching positions, swapping holes, until Mitch had claimed her pussy again, filling her to the brim while Gray had shoved himself between her lips, watching with dark satisfaction as she struggled to swallow every last drop. 

Gray turned, raking his gaze over Mrs. Emerson’s flushed, disheveled form. At fifty-two, she’d once been the picture of propriety—a respected teacher, a devoted wife. But that woman was long gone. Mitch had shattered that illusion the moment he’d first thrust into her, awakening something primal inside her. Now, she was nothing like the poised, buttoned-up educator they saw in the classroom. Tonight, she was pure sin—a desperate, insatiable mess, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

The crimson merry widow clung to her voluptuous curves like a second skin, its deep scarlet satin straining against her full figure, the garters digging deliciously into the sheer black stockings that stretched taut over her creamy thighs. Her feet were encased in those wicked black stilettos—the ones with the dangerously high heels that had threatened to tear through the mattress as the boys took turns driving into her. She had arched and writhed beneath them, her body moving in perfect, desperate rhythm with their relentless thrusts, her fingers clawing at the sheets as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. 

Her heavy breasts had long since spilled free from the corset’s cups, the boys eager to grope and suck at them while they used her. Mitch had always noticed how she tried to disguise those luscious tits beneath her prim school blouses, but nothing could hide their sheer, mouthwatering size. That very first time, when he’d bent her over her own desk and claimed her, he’d demanded to know her bra size. She had blushed, breathless, before whispering, "Thirty-six E." From then on, he and Gray had taken control, sending her links to the most decadent lingerie—Agent Provocateur, La Perla—letting her know exactly what they expected her to wear for them. High heels too, the kind that made her legs look even longer, even more sinful. She had obeyed, of course, amassing a secret collection of lace and leather, all tucked away where her oblivious husband would never find it. 

Tonight’s ensemble had been chosen specifically—the corset, the stockings, the stilettos—all requested in a text earlier that day. Wear this. Be ready for us. And she had. 

Now she lay sprawled across the bed, her stocking-clad legs shamelessly spread, their thick, sticky release still dripping from her well-used pussy. She had shaved it bare for them, just as they’d demanded, eager to please if it meant they’d keep coming back. She wasn’t thin, no—but she was soft, lush in all the ways that mattered. Her tits were heavy, perfect for squeezing and biting, her ass a plush handful, her thighs gloriously thick. Even the silver threading through her disheveled brunette hair only added to her allure, proof of the experience she brought to their twisted little arrangement. 

Mitch had fisted his hands in that hair earlier, yanking her head back as he pounded into her from behind while Gray fed his cock into her eager mouth, her lips stretched obscenely around him. She had taken it all, every filthy inch, every last drop—just like the desperate, well-trained slut she’d become.

Her face was painted in a way she’d never dare to wear outside these walls—smoky, sultry shadows darkening her lids, mascara thick and heavy, making her lashes look like inky fans against her flushed cheeks. It was all for them, of course, just like the bold, sinful red of her lips, the shade they always demanded she coat her mouth in. They adored how it turned her full, plush lips into a blatant invitation, a crimson promise of everything filthy they could wring from her. And now, that lipstick was nothing more than a memory, smeared away by the relentless attention of their mouths and hands as they’d taken turns claiming every inch of her lush, experienced body. 

“She looks completely wrecked,” Gray mused, his voice rough with amusement as he answered Mitch’s unspoken question. His gaze dropped to the mess between her thighs, where their spend still glistened, trickling out of her swollen, well-used pussy. “Better get those sheets cleaned up before hubby walks in.” 

He wasn’t wrong. She’d confessed to Mitch once, breathless and giggling, how her husband had come home from his Bridge Night that first time to find her folding laundry, a radiant smile on her face. She’d spun some story about switching her routine, keeping busy while he was out—but the sheer, unbridled joy in her expression had left him baffled. Who the hell grinned like that over chores? 

Mitch scoffed, tossing his clothes aside before prowling back toward the bed. “Nah, look at her. She’s begging for it.” His voice dropped, thick with challenge. “You want more, don’t you?” 

Her answer was immediate—eyes wide and eager, nodding like a desperate little thing. 

“Told you,” Mitch smirked, shooting Gray a knowing glance. “I haven’t even had my turn down her throat yet. And I’m fucking ready.” 

Gray rolled his eyes, but there was no real irritation in it. “Christ, Mitch. You’re always ready.” And he wasn’t wrong—when it came to sex, especially with a woman like her, insatiable and willing, neither of them had any intention of stopping until they were spent. 

Mitch just grinned, unrepentant, as he shoved a pile of pillows against the headboard. “Sit up, sweetheart,” he ordered, his voice rough with anticipation. “I want that pretty mouth of yours.” She scrambled to obey, settling back with her heavy tits spilling free from the corset, nipples stiff and flushed from their earlier attention. “Where’s that lipstick?” he demanded, his gaze locked on her lips. “I want it back on you. Thick.” 

She pointed to the tube on her vanity, and he snatched it up, handing it over with a smirk. As she slicked the bold red over her lips, he palmed his cock, already hard again just from watching her. When she finished, she handed it back, then ran her tongue slowly over her bottom lip, leaving it glossy and obscene. Perfect. Exactly how he wanted her.

"Much better," Mitch murmured, his gaze lingering on the vivid crimson slash of her lips, now perfectly painted for his pleasure. He climbed onto the bed, his body hovering over hers, knees bracketing her torso as his thickening cock bobbed mere inches from her parted, eager mouth. 

"Fuck me," Gray groaned, his voice rough with desire as he watched the scene unfold. "If you're gonna wreck that pretty mouth, I might as well dive into the main course. That slick little pussy of hers looks too good to pass up." He shucked off his clothes in one swift motion and joined them on the bed, his hunger evident in the way his eyes darkened with lust. 

"You’re a goddamn freak, man," Mitch chuckled, his fingers still lazily stroking his length as he glanced back at his friend. "Her cunt’s already dripping with our come, and you still wanna bury your face in it?" 

"Don’t act like you don’t know me," Gray shot back, his grin wicked. "I’ve never met a pussy I didn’t want to taste—especially one this sweet." The woman, well aware of his intentions, shamelessly spread her thighs wider, her glistening folds glistening with the evidence of their earlier exploits, inviting him in. 

"Fine, whatever gets you off," Mitch muttered, turning his full attention back to Mrs. Emerson, his cock now rigid and throbbing in his grip. "Alright, teach, while my buddy here feasts on that soaked little hole of yours, I’m gonna put that sinful mouth of yours to work. I wanna fuck it rough and deep until I’m pumping my load straight down your throat. That’s what you’re craving, isn’t it?" His smirk was filthy as she nodded eagerly, her eyes glazed with need. "Yeah, thought so. Now, open wide—nice and round for me. I like a good, wet target." 

Obediently, she pursed her lips into a perfect 'O,' and Mitch wasted no time, guiding the thick, veined length of his cock between them. He groaned as the broad crown disappeared past her slick lips, her mouth stretching obscenely around him, her tongue already swirling in eager worship. A low, satisfied hum vibrated from her throat as she took him deeper, her lips sealing around the swollen ridge just beneath his head, trapping him in the wet heat of her mouth. Her eyes fluttered shut in bliss as her tongue danced over the sensitive tip, coating him in her spit. 

"Oh, fuck yeah, just like that," Mitch growled, his fingers tightening around the headboard as he began to rock his hips, driving himself deeper into her willing throat. 

Meanwhile, Gray had buried himself between her thighs, his mouth sealing over her swollen, dripping cunt, his tongue plunging inside with greedy strokes. 

"Mmmph—" The muffled moan escaped her as Gray’s tongue swirled inside her, lapping at the mingled mess of their releases, his lips sucking hungrily at her sensitive flesh. He pulled back just enough to savor the taste—thick, salty, intoxicating—before swallowing it down with a groan. Mitch might never understand his obsession, but by now, he knew better than to question it. Gray lived for this—the slick heat, the primal satisfaction of tasting her, claiming her all over again. 

And as Mitch fucked her mouth in relentless strokes, and Gray devoured her with shameless hunger, the room filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure—wet, filthy, and utterly perfect.

Gray had an insatiable obsession with the taste of a woman—her essence, her arousal, the very nectar that made her body sing. Age didn’t deter him, nor did the evidence of other men’s pleasure still clinging to her folds. If anything, the messier she was, the more ravenous he became. While other men might fantasize about thrusting into her tight heat or feeling the weight of her breasts in their palms, Gray’s mind always wandered first to the intoxicating thought of burying his face between her thighs, losing himself in the slick, swollen heat of her cunt. He worshipped at the altar of a woman’s pleasure, his tongue a relentless instrument of ecstasy, determined to wring every last shuddering cry from her before he was done. 

Mitch had long since accepted this particular quirk of his best friend’s appetite. Sure, he enjoyed the taste of a woman as much as any man, but he had his limits—especially when another man’s release was still pooled inside her. Gray, however, had no such reservations. It was just one of those things that made him… well, him. And honestly, Mitch couldn’t complain. Not when their shared conquests—like these weekly trysts with Mrs. Emerson—always ended with the women writhing in pleasure, begging for more. If Gray wanted to feast on a well-used pussy, who was Mitch to judge? The women certainly never protested—if anything, they reveled in the filthy thrill of it. So he teased Gray, sure, but deep down, he got a twisted kick out of watching his friend indulge in his depraved little ritual. 

Now, as Gray’s tongue delved deep into Mrs. Emerson’s glistening slit, slurping up every last drop of their mingled spend, Mitch focused on the eager suction of her mouth around his cock. Her lips, painted a sinful shade of red, left smudged streaks along his length as she bobbed hungrily, her cheeks hollowing with each desperate pull. 

The sight of her—this experienced, voluptuous woman—completely lost in the act of pleasuring him sent a jolt of raw lust straight to his groin. He thrust deeper, the swollen crown of his cock nudging against the tight ring of her throat, coaxing ragged, wet gasps from her with every push. The bed creaked beneath them, the rhythm of his hips relentless, his balls slapping against her chin as he fucked her face with abandon. 

Her moans were muffled, but the vibrations of her pleasure only spurred him on. He knew exactly what was happening—Gray’s wicked tongue was working its magic, driving her to one shuddering climax after another. Her body trembled beneath them, her thighs quivering, but still, she didn’t relent. She sucked him with a hunger that bordered on desperation, as if she couldn’t bear the thought of missing a single drop of what he was about to give her. And Mitch? He was more than happy to oblige.

Mitch couldn’t tear his eyes away from her mouth—those plush, sinful lips stretched tight around his cock, forming a perfect, glistening ring of red as he pulled back, only to be swallowed whole again with each forward thrust. The obscene gagging sounds she made sent a thrill straight through him, confirming what he already knew—Mrs. Emerson was a fucking natural, her mouth working his shaft with the practiced ease of a seasoned porn star. Her tongue swirled around the swollen head of his cock, hot and slick with spit, teasing the sensitive ridge just beneath until his entire body tensed. He’d been fucking her face hard, relentless in his pace, and that one sinful flick of her tongue was all it took to push him over the edge. His balls drew up tight, his stomach clenched, and he gripped the headboard with white-knuckled force as his orgasm ripped through him, unstoppable. 

“FUCK, I’M GONNA COME!” Mitch roared, his hips pistoning faster, driving his cock deeper into her throat as the first thick pulse of cum shot straight down her gullet. He watched, mesmerized, as her cheeks hollowed, her lips sealed tight around him, taking every drop like the greedy little slut she was. 

“MMMPHHH—!” Her muffled moan vibrated around his shaft, followed by a throaty purr of satisfaction, and Mitch knew she was loving it—loving the taste of him, the way his hot seed flooded her mouth, thick and heavy. Another squeal escaped her, high and breathless, and he grinned, knowing Gray was still buried between her thighs, making her come again and again. 

“THAT’S IT, TEACH—TAKE IT ALL,” Mitch growled, his cock twitching as he emptied himself into her, his cum spilling over her tongue, dripping down her chin. He heard the wet, obscene sound of her swallowing, her throat working around him, and he couldn’t help but smirk. She’d better give him an A after this. 

“Good girl,” he murmured as the last waves of pleasure ebbed, her lips still suctioned tight, milking every last drop from him. “Swallow it all—every fucking drop.” He watched, fascinated, as her throat bobbed, his cum disappearing inside her, her mouth still working lazily at the tip of his cock, coaxing out the last remnants. 

“Fuck,” Mitch exhaled, finally pulling free with a lewd pop, his cock glistening with spit and traces of red lipstick. He grabbed the nearest sheet, wiping himself down with a satisfied smirk. “Definitely needed that. Now we better bounce before Mr. Emerson walks in.” 

“Just a sec,” Gray muttered, reluctantly pulling away from between her thighs and scrambling up onto the bed beside them.

Mitch’s gaze lingered as Gray dropped to his knees beside her, his hand working feverishly over his own throbbing length, guiding it toward her flushed face. 

"Fuck yeah, just like that!" Gray’s voice was rough with pleasure as he erupted, his release splattering across her skin in thick, creamy ropes. Mitch couldn’t help but admire the sight—his best friend’s cum painting her in streaks, like some obscene masterpiece, each pulse of his cock adding another layer to the glistening mess. Gray angled himself deliberately, ensuring not an inch of her was spared, his hot spend dripping down her cheeks, her chin, even catching in her lashes as she blinked up at him. 

A low, satisfied moan escaped Mrs. Emerson’s lips, her body trembling as another wave of pleasure crashed through her, the sensation of Gray’s seed coating her sending her spiraling all over again. Even as his climax tapered off, Gray didn’t stop, his fingers still lazily stroking, coaxing out the last few drops, letting them fall onto her parted lips, her tongue darting out to catch them. 

"Alright, guess I’m good now too," Gray muttered, pulling back and rolling off the bed. His face was slick—not just with his own sweat, but with the evidence of her pleasure, the sticky sweetness of her arousal smeared across his mouth and jaw. Mitch smirked; his friend looked like he’d been dunked in syrup, his skin glistening under the dim light. 

"Might wanna clean up before you head out," Mitch remarked, nodding toward Gray’s face. Without hesitation, Gray grabbed a fistful of the sheets, scrubbing at his skin until most of the mess was gone. 

They dressed quickly, then turned their attention back to the woman sprawled across the bed, still catching her breath. She hadn’t moved—legs splayed wide, her corset and garters framing the slick, swollen lips of her pussy, the heels they’d insisted she keep on only adding to the sinful display. Their eyes trailed upward, taking in the flush of her skin, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, the blissful haze in her half-lidded gaze. 

"Here," Mitch murmured, dragging his finger along her cheek, collecting a thick glob of cum. Her eyes flickered open, lips parting instinctively into that perfect ‘O’ he adored. 

"That’s it," he praised, sliding his finger between her lips, watching as they closed around him, her tongue swirling eagerly. "God, you’re perfect like this." 

She hummed in agreement, sucking gently, her mouth working over his skin with practiced ease. Mitch couldn’t resist repeating the motion, scooping up more of the mess from her face, feeding it to her, relishing the way she took it all without hesitation. 

"Best fucking teacher," Gray added with a grin, watching as she swallowed every last drop.

"And this is exactly why you’re our favorite teacher," Gray murmured, his voice thick with admiration as his hands reached out, cupping the full, heavy weight of one of her ample breasts. His fingers traced the plush curve, squeezing just enough to make her gasp. "Jesus Christ, these are unreal," he groaned, rolling her hardened nipple between his thumb and forefinger, relishing the way it pebbled under his touch. 

She moaned, the sound deep and throaty, her own fingers sliding down to stroke the rigid outline of Gray’s cock through his jeans, her need for them both undeniable. 

"Sorry, teach," Mitch said with a smirk, reluctantly pulling his finger from her warm, sucking mouth just as Gray released her breast. 

At the door, they paused, glancing back to find her propped up on one elbow, the delicate strap of her corset slipping down her shoulder in a way that made their cocks twitch. Her other hand was busy between her thighs, a single crimson-tipped finger teasing the slick, swollen folds of her pussy, glistening with arousal. 

Mitch nudged Gray sharply, ensuring he didn’t miss the sight. "Alright, Mrs. Emerson," he drawled, his voice laced with promise. "Same time next week—same place. We’ll text you with the dress code." His grin widened as he caught the flicker of hunger in her eyes. "And if we run into any trouble with the next assignment… well, we might just need some after-school tutoring." 

He let the implication hang in the air, watching the way her breath hitched at the thought. "Oh, and do us a favor—wash those sheets. Wouldn’t want Mr. Emerson noticing anything unusual when he gets back from Bridge Night." Mitch smirked, inhaling the thick, musky scent of sex that clung to the room. "And maybe crack a window. Place smells like a goddamn porn set. Pretty sure your husband wouldn’t appreciate knowing his wife was the leading lady." 

With a final grin, Mitch slapped Gray on the back, the two of them striding out, leaving their teacher sprawled on the bed, fingers still working between her thighs. From the way she was touching herself, they knew she wouldn’t stop until she’d wrung out at least one more orgasm. 

Exchanging satisfied glances, they stepped into the night. Another flawless evening with Mrs. Emerson—just the way they liked it.

MILF TWO 

Mitch hesitated for just a heartbeat, the thick length of his cock poised at the entrance of his mother’s best friend’s perfectly primed asshole. The voluptuous woman was sprawled on all fours in the center of the massive bed, her plump, round ass arched high in the air, practically begging for him. The deep curve of her spine had parted the soft, yielding cheeks of her backside, exposing that delicate pink pucker—so immaculate, so inviting. A slow, knowing grin curled his lips as he remembered the first time he’d laid eyes on that flawless little hole. She’d confessed to bleaching it, ensuring it was as smooth and pristine as a baby’s skin. And god, did he adore it. That very first time, he’d buried every inch of his young, eager cock deep into that tight, scorching channel, just like he was about to do now. 

Her hips swayed with a sinful rhythm, her lush ass rolling in a silent plea for more. His gaze drifted past that tempting pink ring to where Gray’s thick, pulsing cock was pistoning relentlessly into Amanda’s slick, shaved pussy. The swollen lips of her cunt clung greedily to his best friend’s shaft, stretched taut around the invading girth. Beneath her, Gray arched his hips upward, driving every inch of his erection into her with slow, deliberate thrusts, his muscles flexing as he claimed their insatiable, mature lover. 

They’d shared women before, but Amanda was something else entirely. She was the ultimate fantasy—a MILF so shamelessly wanton, so breathtakingly sexy, that she eclipsed every other woman they’d ever had. She welcomed them both with the kind of desperate hunger that only a true nymphomaniac could possess, craving their hard, youthful cocks again and again. And she could handle it. She took everything they dished out—every punishing thrust, every relentless pounding—and still begged for more. It was well past two in the morning, and they’d been ravaging her incredible body for hours, taking turns with each of her dripping, eager holes. 

Mitch was pretty sure he and Gray had each come four times already, but he’d lost count of how many times Amanda had screamed in mindless ecstasy as they drove her over the edge again and again. She’d nearly blacked out a couple of times, her body trembling beneath their relentless attention, but she still wasn’t done. Her hungry mouth, her clenching cunt, and that scorching tight ass worked tirelessly to milk them dry, draining their ever-hard teenage cocks with an expertise that left them both breathless. 

Kneeling behind her, Mitch let his eyes roam over the sinful perfection of the MILF sprawled before him. That round, luscious ass was the kind men fantasized about—the kind they dreamed of pounding into all night long. And Mitch had done exactly that, more times than he could count. The sinful curve of her backside was accentuated by the black satin corset cinched around her waist, the garters biting into the sheer black stockings that hugged her creamy thighs. His gaze trailed lower, landing on the dangerously high stilettos strapped to her delicate feet. The sharp, pointed toes of those black heels looked ready to tear through the mattress, and the thin leather bands wrapped around her slender ankles only added to the sinful allure, sending a fresh surge of heat straight to his throbbing cock. Those slender, dagger-like heels—five inches of pure seduction—had left their mark earlier when he’d fucked her from the front, her legs locked around him as she matched his every thrust. 

She hadn’t just taken it—she’d given it right back, those lethal heels digging into the sheets as she slammed her hips up to meet him, forcing him balls-deep with every brutal stroke. And the second he’d finished, Gray had been there, sliding between her spread thighs, her slick, clenching cunt swallowing his cock just as greedily as it had taken Mitch’s.

Mitch’s eyes roamed hungrily over Amanda’s voluptuous figure, his lips curving into a satisfied smirk as he took in the way the corset clung to every sinful curve of her body. She had a thing for lingerie—the sluttier, the better—and both he and Gray were more than happy to indulge her, especially when it came to a woman like Amanda, who wore her confidence like a second skin. The corset cinched her waist into an impossibly tight hourglass, flaring out over the lush swell of her hips, where the garters dipped down to meet the delicate lace trim of her stockings. Higher up, the satin straps glistened against the creamy expanse of her shoulders, no longer digging in quite so harshly—not after the boys had freed her massive tits from the straining cups, letting them spill out in all their heavy, glorious weight. 

God, those tits. Mitch had seen the tags—36G, a size that made men’s mouths water and their cocks throb. And Amanda knew exactly what she was doing with them. She loved it when they groped her, when they sucked and kneaded those perfect mounds like they were entitled to them. Right now, as she rode Gray, they’d be swaying with every thrust, those stiff, pink nipples dragging tantalizingly over his friend’s chest, leaving trails of need in their wake. 

Her blonde hair, once neatly pulled back into a ponytail—better for deep-throating both of them without distraction—was now a wild, tousled mess, framing her flushed face like some kind of debauched halo. The hairband had given up hours ago, lost somewhere in the tangle of sheets and sweat and desperate, grasping hands. 

But Mitch wasn’t just here to watch. Amanda wanted them both again, and he was more than ready to oblige. His cock pulsed angrily, a thick bead of precum welling at the slit, glistening under the dim light as it stretched into a slow, sticky string before finally dripping onto her waiting asshole. He shifted closer, the swollen head of his erection nudging against her tight little pucker, already slick from when Gray had claimed it earlier. With a low groan, he pressed forward, letting the broad crown of his cock tease her, rubbing slow circles against that perfect pink rosebud, marking his territory before he plunged in.

"Ohhh, yes," she purred, arching her back and pressing her luscious, round ass firmly against him, her slick, hungry pussy still milking the other thick shaft plunging in and out of her dripping depths. "God, Mitch, just like that. I want you deep—slow and hard, all the way in, one perfect stroke." 

Mitch smirked, his fingers tightening possessively on her hips. "First one’s gonna be nice and easy, baby. But after that?" His voice dropped to a growl. "We’re gonna wreck you." 

Beneath her, Gray chuckled, and Amanda shot him a sultry, knowing glance, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "Wouldn’t have it any other way," she breathed, her voice thick with lust. 

Mitch leaned in, watching with dark satisfaction as her tight little rosebud yielded to the relentless pressure of his cock. She was no stranger to taking it there—thank fuck—and he loved how shamelessly she craved it in every hole. Her delicate rim stretched obscenely around the swollen crown of his cock, the taut flesh clinging desperately as it surrendered to his girth. For a heartbeat, it looked like she might tear—then, with a slick pop, her body swallowed him past the ridge, her muscles fluttering in a vice-like grip around his throbbing shaft. 

"Fuck, yesss," she hissed, her head falling back, her blonde hair spilling wildly as pleasure surged through her. 

With the head of his cock snugly buried inside her, Mitch gripped her hips harder, steadying himself. He exhaled sharply, then pushed forward—slow, deliberate, relentless—burying every thick, aching inch into her scorching-hot depths. 

"Oh my God, yesss," she gasped, her body trembling as he filled her completely, her inner walls clenching around him like a velvet fist. 

"Christ, you’re tight," Mitch groaned, watching in awe as her greedy ass devoured him inch by inch, her breath coming in ragged pants. He held her firmly in place, driving deeper, his friend’s cock still buried to the hilt in her dripping pussy, both of them claiming her completely. 

"Hope it’s not too sloppy back there," she teased, rolling her hips with a sinful little grind. "Gray might’ve left a little... mess when he came inside me earlier." 

Mitch chuckled darkly, sinking another two inches into her. "Just prepping you for me, baby. His load’s nothing compared to what I’m gonna pump into you." 

"Asshole," Gray shot back, though his voice was thick with pleasure, his cock twitching inside her as her cunt squeezed him tighter. 

"Nah," Mitch corrected with a smirk, thrusting another thick inch into her stretched hole. "We’re fucking her." 

"Exactly what I need," she moaned, rocking her hips again, the movement sending fresh waves of heat through both of them. "God, you two are so fucking hard. I love it. C’mon, Mitch—give it to me. All of it."

"Almost...almost there," Mitch murmured, his gaze locked onto the stretched, glistening rim of her ass as it clung desperately to his thick, invading length. The sight of her pink, swollen flesh stretched taut around his shaft sent a jolt of primal satisfaction through him. With one final, deliberate thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his smooth groin pressing flush against the scorching heat of her skin. "Fuck yes...that's it. Every last fucking inch of me is inside you now." A smug grin curled his lips as he relished the thought—between him and Gray, Amanda was stuffed full with nearly twenty inches of unrelenting, youthful cock. 

"Oh God...oh fuck...yesssss..." Amanda's voice shattered into a breathless moan, her head dropping forward before snapping back, her dark blonde locks whipping wildly around her flushed face. "I—I—AAAAHHHHH—!" Her body convulsed as the orgasm tore through her, her cries raw and unrestrained. Trapped between them, impaled on both their rigid lengths, she could do nothing but surrender to the overwhelming pleasure. Her voluptuous frame trembled violently, her muscles clenching and rippling around their cocks as the climax radiated through every inch of her, igniting her nerves in a wildfire of sensation. 

Mitch and Gray held her steady, their grips firm as she writhed between them, riding out the waves of her release. Her inner walls pulsed around them, slick and scorching, milking their throbbing lengths with every shuddering breath she took. Even as the tremors began to subside, her heavy breasts still rose and fell with each ragged gasp, her body spent but far from satisfied. 

"Oh fuck...that was incredible," she panted, her voice thick with lust. "But I need more." She rolled her hips deliberately, the slick heat of her body tightening around them in blatant demand. 

Mitch caught Gray's gaze over Amanda's shoulder, a silent understanding passing between them. A wicked smirk curled his lips as he tightened his grip on her waist. "You want more, you greedy little slut?" he growled, his voice rough with arousal. "You're gonna get it—every last fucking inch of it." 

And then they took control. Mitch withdrew slowly, savoring the way her tight ass clung to him, reluctant to let him go. His cock glistened with a mix of her slickness and the remnants of Gray's earlier release, evidence of just how thoroughly they'd claimed her. Gray followed suit, pulling back until only the swollen heads of their cocks remained buried inside her, teasing the sensitive flesh just beneath. 

Then, in perfect unison, they slammed back into her, their thick lengths driving deep, separated only by the thin, trembling barrier of her inner walls. The bed groaned beneath them, the rhythmic thud of the headboard against the wall marking the relentless pace they set. Amanda's cries filled the room, a symphony of pleasure as they fucked her with everything they had.

"OH FUCK...OH GOD...YESSSS!" Amanda's voice shattered the air, her body convulsing as another earth-shattering climax tore through her. Her head fell heavily against Gray's shoulder, her dark blonde hair sticking to her flushed skin as pleasure pulsed through every inch of her trembling form. Her slick, swollen cunt clenched around them, spilling her arousal in thick, sticky rivulets that coated Mitch’s thighs and smeared across Gray’s groin, the heady scent of her desire thick in the humid air between them. The boys groaned in unison, their rhythm unrelenting, their cocks plunging deep into her willing body with a relentless hunger that only fueled her ecstasy. 

Gray’s earlier release oozed from her well-used ass, mixing with her own juices as Mitch’s thick length pistoned in and out, the frothy mess clinging to his skin, glistening under the dim light. Every thrust drove his swollen cockhead deeper, stretching her inner walls, the sensation so intense that her breath hitched with every brutal push. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard slamming against the wall in time with their frenzied movements, a symphony of flesh and sweat and raw, untamed need. 

"Ungh...ungh...oh fuck, oh fuck..." Amanda’s moans were constant now, her voice ragged as she surrendered to the pleasure, her body writhing between them. She arched her back, rolling her hips to meet their thrusts, taking them deeper, harder, her own hunger just as insatiable as theirs. Gray’s hands roamed greedily over her full breasts, squeezing and kneading as he drove into her, his cock buried to the hilt with every upward snap of his hips. And Mitch—Mitch was relentless, his thick 10" shaft stretching her ass so exquisitely that she could barely think, barely breathe, her cries dissolving into wordless, shuddering gasps. 

"OH GOD...OH FUCK, I'M COMING AGAIN—!" Her scream tore from her throat as another orgasm crashed over her, her body seizing, her cunt clamping down on Gray while her ass milked Mitch’s cock in desperate, rhythmic pulses. She gushed around them, her arousal soaking their skin, her thighs trembling as pleasure wracked her from head to toe. 

Mitch gritted his teeth, his grip tightening on her hips as he watched her fall apart beneath him, her sweat-slicked skin gleaming, her chest heaving with every ragged breath. She was lost in it, just like he knew she loved to be—used, claimed, utterly consumed by their shared hunger. And he loved it just as much, the way she took them, the way she begged for more even as she shuddered through another climax. 

They fucked her like that for what felt like hours, driving her to the edge again and again, her body writhing, her moans filling the room. She was insatiable, just like them, and every time she rolled her hips, every time she clenched around them, Mitch felt his control slipping. 

Finally, he couldn’t hold back any longer. "Bro," he growled, his voice rough with need, "I’m close. You ready?" 

Gray’s answering groan was all the confirmation he needed. "Fuck yeah. Where do you want her?" 

Mitch smirked, his gaze locking onto Amanda’s flushed, eager face. "All over her tits. All over that pretty face." 

Gray chuckled darkly. "Fuck yes." 

And Amanda—Amanda just smiled, her eyes heavy-lidded, her lips parted in anticipation. She knew exactly what was coming. And she couldn’t wait.

Their thick, pulsating lengths slid out of her with a lewd, wet pop, the sound obscenely loud in the heated air as both holes clenched around the sudden emptiness. Gray scrambled from beneath her, and she arched her back, rolling onto it with a wanton moan, her body pliant and eager. The boys positioned themselves on either side of her, their gazes ravenous as they took in the sight of her sprawled out, her fingers already sinking into the plush weight of her own breasts, lifting them in offering. 

"Oh fuck, yes," Mitch growled, his voice rough with need as they angled their swollen cocks downward, their hands working in fevered strokes, the slick sounds of their own arousal mingling with her heavy breaths. 

"I'M GONNA COME!" Gray’s voice cracked with desperation, his balls tightening as the first thick surge of cum raced up his shaft. He aimed the flushed, leaking tip right at her face, his fist a blur as he jerked himself furiously. Then—his hand stilled, the engorged head hovering just inches from her parted lips. The slit pulsed, a pearly bead welling before the first thick rope erupted, splattering across her cheek in a hot, sticky stripe, painting her skin before streaking up into her tousled hair. Another vicious stroke, another explosive release—this time, he guided the thick stream onto the plush curve of her breast, the molten spunk trailing over her stiffened nipple before dripping obscenely onto the black lace of her corset. 

"HERE YOU GO," Mitch rasped, just as she turned her face toward him, her eyes dark with anticipation. The first jet hit her lips with a wet slap, the thick, creamy load smearing across her mouth before surging upward, coating her nose and brow in a glistening mess. Strands of it clung to her lashes, clumping in her hair as he adjusted his aim, his cock jerking in his grip as he painted her face with another thick, deliberate stripe. Then, with a groan, he shifted, his release now splattering across the full, heaving swell of her tits, his cum pooling in the valley between them before dripping in thick rivulets down her sides. 

Gray returned to her face, his cock still pulsing as he pumped himself ruthlessly, both boys now unloading in relentless waves, their hot, sticky seed splattering across her skin in thick, milky ropes. Their hands worked in desperate strokes, wringing out every last drop as they drenched her—her lips, her cheeks, her tits, all glazed and dripping with their release. They didn’t stop, not until their balls were utterly drained, their cocks twitching as the last spurts painted her in their mark, her body a canvas of their lust.

Mitch watched as her body tensed, a powerful orgasm ripping through her like an electric current, her pleasure ignited by the sensation of their hot, sticky cum painting her skin. She had confessed to him before how much she adored the musky, intoxicating scent of their virile seed, how it sent shivers down her spine, how the sheer thickness of their release drove her wild—especially knowing it was teeming with potent, youthful sperm. She had taken them in her mouth countless times, swallowing every last drop they gave her, and now she lay there, breathless, her voluptuous curves trembling, her heavy breasts rising and falling as waves of ecstasy coursed through her. The boys continued stroking themselves, their thick, creamy loads splattering across her flushed skin in decadent, glistening streaks. 

Their cocks, still pulsing with the aftershocks of their climax, traced lazy paths between her face and her heaving chest, ensuring every inch of her was lavished with their spend. Finally, as their orgasms subsided, they coaxed out the last few drops, directing them toward her parted lips—knowing full well how much she craved the taste. 

Mitch and Gray gazed down at their older lover, her skin transformed into a canvas of their desire, every curve and hollow coated in thick, pearly ropes of cum. From the stiff peaks of her nipples to the delicate shell of her ears, she was utterly drenched, her body shimmering under the sticky mess they had made of her. A satisfied smile curled her lips as her tongue slipped out, licking stray strands of their warm, salty release from the corners of her mouth. 

Recognizing her hunger, Mitch and Gray pressed their softening cocks against her face, using them to scoop up the cooling pools of cum and guide them between her waiting lips. Their free hands roamed over her ample breasts, kneading the slick mess into her soft flesh until she glowed under their touch, every inch of her skin slick and glistening. Finally, they let their spent lengths rest against her lips, allowing her to suckle the last remnants of their seed from their tips. 

"Did you enjoy that?" Mitch murmured as they leaned back against the pillows, their legs bent, their still-swollen cocks resting heavily between their thighs. 

She shifted onto her stomach, crawling forward with a predatory gleam in her eyes, her gaze locked onto their half-hard lengths. Mitch knew that look—she was already anticipating round two, and the thought sent a fresh thrill through him. 

"I loved it," she purred, her elegant fingers wrapping around their thickening shafts, her touch teasing, possessive. She glanced up at them, her lips curving into a wicked smirk. 

"We're not finished yet, are we?" she asked, her voice dripping with promise.

The boys exchanged a glance, their lips curling into identical smirks of shared understanding, before Mitch reached out, his fingers tangling in Amanda’s silky blonde strands. He tugged her forward, guiding her toward his thickening cock, her lust-darkened eyes flickering between them with unspoken hunger. As he tilted her head back, his grip tightening in her hair, she parted those plush lips without hesitation, letting him guide his swelling length past her eager mouth. The wet heat of her tongue swirled around him, her suction already pulling him deeper, her moans vibrating against his flesh as she surrendered to the rhythm he set. 

“Not even close to being done,” Mitch growled, his voice rough with arousal as he worked her mouth over his hardening shaft, his fingers flexing possessively in her hair. “Once I’m good and ready again, I’m diving right back into that tight little cunt of yours. Then you can take care of Gray. Sound good?” 

Her response was muffled around his cock, but the eager bob of her head was answer enough. As Mitch’s erection surged back to life, stretching her lips wider, Gray shifted behind her, kneeling between her stocking-clad thighs. 

“Just gonna see how well she’s holding all that cum,” Gray murmured, his fingers already parting her slick folds, pressing inside with practiced ease. 

“Go for it,” Mitch replied, his grip on her hair keeping her steady as he fucked her mouth in slow, deep strokes. “You know how much she loves our fingers inside her—almost as much as she loves our cocks.” 

Gray chuckled, his touch turning deliberate as he explored her, one hand delving into her soaked pussy while the other teased at her tight little ass, his middle finger sinking in without resistance. 

A low, shuddering moan tore from Amanda’s throat, her body arching into his touch as Gray worked her open, his fingers slick with their combined release every time he withdrew. The sheets beneath them were already ruined, soaked through with sweat and the sticky evidence of their earlier efforts, but Gray’s relentless fingers coaxed even more of their spend from her clenching walls. Thick rivulets of pearly cum trickled down her thighs, adding to the mess pooling beneath her. 

“And just imagine how much more we’re gonna fill her up before we call it a night,” Mitch mused, his grin predatory as he watched her worship his cock, her lips stretched obscenely around him. 

A muffled hum of agreement vibrated against his shaft, her enthusiasm unmistakable. She’d take every last drop they gave her—and beg for more. 

“God, don’t you just love when David’s off on those corporate retreats?” Gray murmured, his fingers stroking deeper, coaxing another broken whimper from her as she rocked back against his hand, chasing the pleasure only they could give her.

"You two aren’t the only ones who absolutely adore this little arrangement," Amanda purred, her voice dripping with sinful promise as she finally released Mitch’s cock from her eager mouth. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she shifted onto her back, letting her stilettoed heels sink deliciously into the plush mattress. She arched her back slightly, drawing her knees up and parting her thighs with a tantalizing invitation, her body already humming with anticipation. "Come on, boys," she murmured, her breath hitching as she spread herself wider, "we’ve got nearly two whole days before my husband walks through that door, and I fully intend to spend every single second of it stuffed to the brim with your thick, hard cocks." 

Mitch and Gray exchanged a look—one of those dark, knowing glances that spoke volumes—before closing in on her like predators circling their prey. She was, without a doubt, the most insatiable, most irresistible MILF either of them had ever had the pleasure of fucking, and they were more than ready to prove it. Again. And again.


Mature Lady Acts as a Teacher

The vision that greeted me as I lay sprawled across the bed, propped up on my elbows, was nothing short of breathtaking—the kind of sight that would sear itself into any man’s fantasies. My cock glistened with saliva as the dark-haired beauty pulled it from her mouth, her lips parting with a sinful grace before offering it to the girl beside her, whose platinum-blonde hair shimmered like moonlight. The contrast alone was intoxicating—the raven and the angel, both kneeling before me. 

This time, the blonde didn’t hesitate. Her soft lips parted, sealing around the head of my cock with a shy but eager hunger, her tongue flicking tentatively against my sensitive flesh. It was only her second time, and the sheer novelty of her innocence sent electric shocks of pleasure straight through me. The dark-haired woman, on the other hand, was a seasoned temptress, her every movement dripping with experience. And here she was, guiding this sweet, untouched girl through the art of pleasuring a man—using me as their willing, throbbing subject. 

As if I was just some passive bystander. Please. 

Hazel—our sultry, forty-eight-year-old widowed neighbor, my lover for months now—glanced up at me with a knowing smirk before leaning in to murmur something into Anna’s ear. The blonde’s mouth stilled, pulling away with a frantic shake of her head, her wide eyes darting to mine in silent panic. I could only shrug, watching as Hazel pressed a slow, possessive kiss to Anna’s lips, smearing my pre-cum across her cheek in a blatant claim. Another whisper, another coaxing smile, and then Hazel guided Anna’s head back down, urging her to take me deeper. 

This time, Anna moved with more confidence, her lips working me with a hesitant but growing enthusiasm. Yet those big blue eyes still searched mine, pleading—not just for approval of her technique, but for something deeper. Reassurance. Permission. This wasn’t just about skill; it was about crossing a line, about the weight of what we were doing. Because Anna wasn’t just any girl. She was my childhood friend, the girl next door, the one I’d grown up with—now kneeling between my legs, her innocence unraveling before me. 

Then Hazel pulled her away, taking over with a sinful expertise, swallowing me down in one smooth, deep-throated motion. Anna watched, stunned, as Hazel took every inch without hesitation—something the blonde was still far from mastering. But what she lacked in experience, she made up for in raw, trembling eagerness. 

Hazel finally relinquished her grip, shifting to give Anna better access as she crawled closer, her full breasts brushing against my thigh. My gaze lingered on the curve of her perfect little ass, the way it flexed as she moved. Who knew my sweet, familiar friend could look like this—so utterly sinful, so breathtakingly naked?

Anna took me into her mouth again, her lips wrapping around me with a newfound hunger that sent electric shocks of pleasure straight through me. Her tongue—oh god, her tongue—danced over the sensitive tip in these teasing little flicks, light as a feather but devastating in their effect. If she kept this up, I wasn’t going to last. The promise I’d made to hold back was slipping through my fingers like sand, and I could already feel the pressure building, my body tensing with the inevitability of release. 

Then Hazel leaned in, her lips brushing Anna’s ear as she murmured something—something that made Anna’s head dip in the barest nod. Hazel’s dark eyes gleamed with mischief when she glanced up at me, her lips forming a single, devastating word. “Cum.” The permission shattered what little control I had left. I groaned, my fingers tangling in Anna’s hair as I surrendered to the sensation of her inexperienced but eager mouth working me over. 

“Now!” The word tore from my throat as I came, hard, my body arching off the bed. It felt endless—wave after wave of thick, hot release surging through me, spilling into Anna’s mouth in pulses so intense I swore I could feel every drop as it left me. I’d never come like this before, not this much, not this violently. Anna tried to pull away, overwhelmed, but Hazel’s hand pressed firmly against the back of her head, keeping her there just a heartbeat longer. When she finally let go, cum dripped from Anna’s swollen lips, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

But the look on her face—that was the real surprise. Not horror, not disgust. Just wide-eyed wonder, lips parted, cheeks flushed. She liked it. Maybe not the act itself, but the taste, the power, the way it made her feel. And that hesitation earlier? It wasn’t about me, about us being friends. It was just fear—fear of the unknown, of not knowing what to do, of never having been this close to a man before. 

Hazel, ever the opportunist, didn’t give her time to recover. She swooped in, capturing Anna’s lips in a deep, filthy kiss, sharing what was left of me between them. Anna’s first blowjob, and now her first taste of snowballing—all while I had a front-row seat to the hottest show of my life. 

And to think, it had all started because Anna had gone to Hazel for advice. 

“I don’t know what to do with a boy,” she’d confessed, her voice small, uncertain. She’d been out with a few, sure, but never anything serious, never anything physical. Hazel had listened, her expression unreadable—until now. Now, I understood. 

Because Hazel had been distracted all week. Our usual fiery encounters had lacked their usual spark, and for two insatiable eighteen-year-olds, that was saying something. Something was eating at her. 

“What’s wrong?” I’d asked, running a hand down her arm. “You’ve been off all week. Talk to me.” 

She’d hesitated, biting her lip. “Colin, I can’t.” 

“Why not?” 

The answer, it turned out, was far more complicated—and far more thrilling—than I could have ever imagined. 

My heart pounded as Hazel hesitated, her lips trembling with the weight of whatever secret she was holding onto. "I... I was told something in confidence," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, laced with uncertainty. "And I don’t know how to handle it. Well, I do know, but it’s so... outrageous that it’s going to completely upend two people’s worlds—and I might lose a friend in the process." 

Now she had me. My curiosity burned hotter than ever. What the hell was she talking about? 

"Come on," I coaxed, my fingers brushing against her arm, urging her to spill. "Maybe I can help." 

She shook her head, biting her lower lip in that way she did when she was nervous. "I don’t think so." 

"Why not?" 

"Because it’s about Anna," she admitted, her eyes flickering with something unreadable. "And she’s the friend I could lose. And you... you’re part of the problem—or maybe the solution." 

Me? What the fuck had I done? For once, I was certain I hadn’t messed up. 

"Tell me," I demanded, my voice low and insistent. 

Hazel exhaled sharply, as if bracing herself. "Anna’s struggling with guys. She’s terrified—of what she might have to do, of how she’ll react if she doesn’t like it." 

My brows shot up. "Are we talking about sex here? Because if we are, I’m not sure I’m the right person to help. She’s my twin, remember?" 

Hazel rolled her eyes. "I know, idiot." 

"Is she gay?" 

"No, no way," Hazel said quickly, but then a slow, almost dreamy smile curled her lips—confirming every suspicion I’d ever had. She and Anna had definitely been more than just friends. Hazel had admitted to a few drunken kisses before, but now I was sure there was more to it. And for some reason, instead of anger, a dark thrill shot through me. 

"Did you two...?" I let the question hang, my voice rough with anticipation. 

"Yeah," she admitted, her cheeks flushing. "We liked it, but neither of us are gay. I should’ve told you sooner, but it was right when we started dating, and I didn’t want to ruin things." 

"Just once?" 

"A couple times," she confessed. "But that was it. Honestly." 

I smirked. "Well, at least it wasn’t with another guy. And Anna’s my friend—and your best friend’s daughter. So you’re forgiven. But damn, I wish I could’ve seen you together." 

Hazel scoffed. "Typical fucking man." 

"You owe me for cheating, though." 

Her eyes darkened with promise. "Anything you want, you can have. And I mean anything." 

With Hazel, that wasn’t just an empty offer. She had no limits—and she knew it. 

"So what about Anna?" I pressed, my fingers tracing idle circles on her thigh. "What’s your plan?" 

She hesitated again, shaking her head. "No, I can’t tell you. I can’t ask you." 

"Now you have to." 

Hazel exhaled, surrendering. "Anna’s never had sex—except with me. So I told her she should start slow. You know, give a guy a blowjob." 

I arched a brow. "Not a handjob? Plenty of guys would kill for either from Anna." 

"That’s the problem," Hazel sighed. "She doesn’t trust any of them." 

I let out a slow breath. "Yeah. That is a problem."

“I can think of someone she’d trust without hesitation—someone I know would treat her right.” I held my breath, waiting for Hazel to drop the name. The silence stretched between us, thick and heavy, until realization crept over me like a slow, delicious burn. My sophisticated lover was actually suggesting that the girl I’d known since childhood should—oh God—put her mouth on me. No. Absolutely fucking not. 

“Ah, I see you’ve figured out where I’m going with this.” 

“You’re insane. Completely, utterly, batshit crazy. From what you’ve said, Anna’s already terrified of even touching a guy. She hasn’t even held hands with one, and you want her to start by wrapping her lips around me? Hazel, you’ve officially lost it.” 

“Just hear me out,” she murmured, her voice low and persuasive. “You and Anna—you’re close. She trusts you. I trust you. And I could be there, guiding her, showing her how it’s done. Imagine it—both of us, on our knees for you. You’re gentle, patient. I know you’d never push her too far.” 

The image flickered in my mind, undeniable in its appeal. Hazel and Anna—both stunning, but in such different ways. Anna, all long limbs and golden hair, elegant and untouchable. Hazel, shorter, softer, curves that begged to be explored. And the forbidden thrill of it—the age difference, the intimacy, the sheer taboo of it all—sent a dark pulse of desire through me. 

“Hazel, this is fucked up. I don’t want to ruin what Anna and I have.” 

“You wouldn’t,” she countered, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my thigh. “You’d be perfect for her. Who else could she trust like this? Some random guy who’d brag about it afterward? No. It has to be you.” 

“You’re out of your goddamn mind. She’d never agree to this. Jesus, Hazel, listen to yourself. You want me to let my best friend suck me off as some kind of… sex tutorial? That’s next-level insanity.” 

A slow, knowing smirk curled her lips. “Insane, maybe. But you’re not exactly saying no, are you?” She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “Anna trusts you. I trust you. And let’s be honest—you’d love every second of it. No awkwardness, no judgment. Just pleasure. And afterward? No one would ever have to know.”

Hazel’s gaze locked onto mine, smoldering and knowing, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips in a way that left no doubt about what she had in mind. Fuck it, I thought, my pulse quickening. Why the hell not? The prospect of two women on their knees for me—mouths, tongues, and lips working in tandem—was the kind of fantasy most men only dreamed about. And if they got carried away, if their hands wandered just a little, exploring each other while they pleasured me? Well, that was another forbidden thrill entirely. My cock throbbed at the thought, thick and heavy with anticipation—until reality crashed back in. One of those women was Anna. My childhood friend. The girl I’d known since we were kids. The heat in my veins faltered for a split second before roaring back even stronger. Because, let’s be honest, she was gorgeous. And wasn’t there something undeniably electric about the forbidden? Every guy with a pulse had fantasized about the girl next door at least once. And right now, my body was reacting like it had been waiting for this moment all along. 

"Fine," I finally said, exhaling hard. "But you handle Anna. You make sure she knows this was your idea, that I’m only doing this for her, and if she panics or wants out—I’m done. No arguments. And I’m not taking the blame if this blows up in our faces, Hazel. Understood?" 

And just like that, the wheels were set in motion. Anna had been even more hesitant than I was at first, but Hazel—clever, persuasive Hazel—had worked her magic. Somehow, she’d coaxed Anna into agreeing. With conditions, of course. Anna had the right to stop at any moment. No pressure. No expectations. 

We’d talked it through—more than once. I’d tried to reassure her, telling her I wasn’t entirely comfortable either, but if it helped her, I was willing. The skepticism in her eyes had been obvious, especially when I swore I’d stop if things got too intense. That it was just a blowjob. No finishing in her mouth—Hazel would take care of that. No kissing, either. Nothing too intimate. But Anna had surprised me. She’d admitted that a little kissing might help ease her into it, make it less jarring to go from zero to having my cock between her lips. 

Now, standing there, looking at her, I realized something. Anna was stunning. Her lips were full, soft—the kind made for kissing. Had I always noticed that? Or had I just refused to let myself acknowledge it before? 

The day arrived. The day I’d step into something reckless, something deliciously wrong. I walked to Hazel’s place, my stride light, anticipation coiling low in my gut. No last-minute texts calling it off meant only one thing—this was happening. Two women. One bed. And me, right in the middle of it. 

Hazel answered the door, looking every bit the seductress. She smirked, trailing a finger down my chest before murmuring that Anna was already waiting in her room. But I had instructions: strip. Wait a couple of minutes. Then join them. 

My cock twitched in response. 

Game on.

The moment I stepped into the room, my cock was already straining against my jeans, thick and heavy with need. But the sight before me made it pulse even harder—Anna and Hazel, their bare bodies tangled together on the bed, skin glowing in the dim light. Hazel’s fingers curled in invitation, beckoning me closer, and I didn’t hesitate. The air between us crackled with anticipation, thick with the promise of what was to come—something deliciously sinful, depending on how you looked at it. 

Hazel guided Anna down onto the floor beside her, both of them sinking to their knees like worshippers at an altar. Hazel took me into her mouth first, her lips sealing around me with practiced ease, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate strokes. Every now and then, she’d pull back just enough to murmur instructions to Anna, her voice low and encouraging. Then it was Anna’s turn. 

I could see the hesitation in her eyes, the way her breath hitched as she parted her lips, hovering just inches from me. Her mouth was open, warm breath ghosting over the head of my cock, and for a heartbeat, she just stayed there, frozen. I met her gaze, my chest tight with something between tenderness and raw need. “Anna,” I mouthed, my fingers brushing her cheek. “You’ve got this. Please.” 

And then—oh fuck—she took me in. The first slick slide of her lips around my shaft nearly undid me right then. The heat of her, the tentative flick of her tongue, the way her eyes never left mine as she swallowed me deeper—it was almost too much. 

But then she broke our gaze, focusing instead on the task at hand, her movements growing bolder under Hazel’s murmured guidance. More tongue. Less suction. Deeper. Ease back. The constant stream of direction finally snapped my patience. 

“Jesus, Hazel, shut the fuck up!” I groaned, my hips jerking involuntarily. “Anna’s perfect—she doesn’t need your help. Just—fuck—just keep doing that, Anna. Christ, that feels incredible.” And it did. The way she moved, so careful, so unsure—it made every touch electric, every hesitant stroke of her tongue sending sparks down my spine. 

As Anna’s confidence grew, the two of them traded off, their mouths and hands exploring me with increasing boldness, until the room was filled with nothing but the slick sounds of their lips and my ragged breathing. 

By the time we reached the peak of it all, Anna looked dazed, her cheeks flushed, lips swollen. Hazel curled against me first, her body warm and pliant, and after a beat, Anna followed, pressing close. I lay there, pinned beneath them, my hands drifting over Hazel’s curves, fingers teasing her nipples into tight peaks. 

Then Anna tugged my head down, her eyes locking onto mine with startling intensity. “Thank you,” she whispered, soft and sincere. 

Hazel snorted, rolling her eyes. “Thank him? Anna, he just came in your mouth after the best fucking double BJ of his life, and you’re thanking him?” 

Anna just smiled, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest. “Well, he held back when he needed to. He was gentle. Just like you said he’d be.” She paused, then added with a quiet laugh, “Though I kinda already knew that.” 

“Huh?” Hazel blinked. 

I chuckled, trying to lighten the mood. “Well, thank you both. That was... more than nice.” 

Hazel’s grin turned wicked as she shoved me back against the pillows. “Oh, I know exactly how you can thank us.”

"No, this wasn’t about that," Anna protested, her voice breathy as she caught on to Hazel’s intentions, her cheeks flushed with a mix of defiance and nervous anticipation. 

Hazel smirked, her fingers trailing lazily over Anna’s thigh. "Oh, but think of it as... further education. And trust me, he’s very good at this. Though, I might take some credit—I did teach him everything he knows." 

Anna bit her lip, hesitation flickering in her eyes. "But we’ve already done this. I know what it feels like to have someone’s mouth on me." 

Hazel chuckled, her fingers teasing higher. "Sweetheart, that was with a girl—an expert. You should experience what a man can do. And like I said, Colin? He’s exceptionally good." 

By then, my face was already hovering between Anna’s thighs, her legs parting further to grant me full access. The intoxicating scent of her arousal filled the air, thick and heady, making my pulse race. God, I loved that smell—almost as much as I loved the taste of her, sweet and addictive. 

Hazel joined me, her hands sliding possessively over Anna’s slick folds, spreading her wider to reveal the glistening pink flesh beneath. A slow, teasing lick from me had Anna gasping, her hips lifting instinctively. I kissed the soft skin where her thighs met her sex, savoring the way she trembled beneath my touch. 

She squirmed, but not to escape—no, she was pressing closer, her fingers tangling in my hair as I dragged my tongue in one long, slow stroke from top to bottom. A shuddering sigh escaped her, and Hazel took that as her cue, her own tongue flicking expertly over Anna’s clit while I lapped at her entrance, drinking in her slick heat. 

Anna’s breath hitched, her moans growing louder as I plunged my tongue deep inside her, swirling it in tight circles. A sharp cry tore from her throat, and Hazel giggled against her skin, but I was too focused to care—Anna was dripping, her arousal coating my lips, my chin, her taste flooding my senses. 

Hazel and I locked eyes over Anna’s trembling body, our faces so close our breaths mingled as we feasted on her together. It was surreal, intoxicating—watching my girlfriend’s dark gaze as we worked in tandem, licking, sucking, devouring Anna until she was writhing beneath us. 

Hazel’s hands wandered higher, cupping Anna’s breasts, but I growled, "Back off. This is her lesson." I didn’t care if Hazel pouted—I was too lost in the way Anna’s body clenched around my fingers as I pushed two deep inside, curling them against that spongy spot that made her gasp. 

My mouth returned to her clit, sucking the swollen bud between my lips, flicking it mercilessly with my tongue. Anna’s moans turned desperate, her hips bucking wildly as she ground herself against my face. 

Then—fuck—she screamed, her thighs clamping around my head as her orgasm crashed over her. Thick, creamy release flooded my mouth, and I drank her down greedily, licking every last drop as she shuddered and collapsed back onto the bed, utterly spent.

As Anna’s climax still pulsed through her, Hazel abruptly yanked me away, pulling me up Anna’s trembling body while murmuring something into her ear. Anna’s eyes widened, a flicker of hesitation dancing across her face before it melted into the most devilish, knowing grin I’d ever seen—her silent agreement to whatever wicked suggestion Hazel had just whispered. 

Hazel dragged me further up, pressing me flush against Anna’s sweat-slicked skin before leaning in close, her breath hot against my ear. “Now. Fuck her. Slide inside while she’s still coming—while she can’t think straight enough to say no.” 

Any hesitation I might have felt evaporated in an instant. My cock found her entrance effortlessly, gliding into her with a single, smooth thrust, as if her body had been made for mine. She was so hot, so slick, her velvety walls gripping me in a way that made my breath catch. It was hard to believe she’d been untouched before this—she took me so easily, so perfectly. 

Anna gasped, her hips already moving beneath me, setting a rhythm that I eagerly matched, then overtook, driving into her harder, deeper. Her legs locked around my waist, her ankles crossing behind me, pulling me in as if she never wanted to let go. 

I didn’t last long—how could I, with her tight little cunt squeezing me like that? But I held on just long enough to feel her climax first, her inner muscles fluttering around me in waves, milking me until I couldn’t hold back anymore. With a groan, I emptied myself inside her, filling her with thick, hot pulses of cum. 

Anna shrieked, her nails raking down my back as she arched beneath me, her body trembling with the force of her release. I collapsed onto her, both of us panting, drenched in sweat, utterly spent. 

Then, in the quiet aftermath, Anna kissed me—slow, lingering, almost tender. But there was something different about it, something almost familial, like a sister’s affection. The realization jolted me back to reality—here I was, still buried inside her, my cock softening but still leaking into her. 

Hazel wasted no time in breaking us apart. “Off. Now,” she commanded, shoving me aside. “Go recover. You’ll need your strength for round two.” She was clearly relishing her role as our orchestrator, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. 

Then she pulled Anna into her arms, their lips meeting in a deep, hungry kiss—no hesitation, no shyness. The way Anna melted into her, the way their tongues tangled with such practiced ease, told me everything I needed to know. They’d done this before. The tenderness between them was undeniable, a quiet intimacy that spoke of shared history, shared pleasure.

The two women—one seasoned and confident, the other fresh and untouched—lost themselves in each other for what felt like an eternity. Their fingers traced slow, teasing paths over flushed skin, each touch so delicate it could have been mistaken for a whisper. I’d seen my share of lesbian films, of course, all those lingering kisses and drawn-out caresses meant to tease the viewer, but this was something else entirely. It wasn’t just arousal—it was intimacy, raw and intoxicating, the kind that made my pulse race just watching them. The way they moved together, so attuned to each other’s pleasure, was nothing short of mesmerizing. 

Anna, ever the eager student, took control, her lips trailing down Hazel’s body with deliberate slowness, savoring every inch of skin along the way until she reached the apex of Hazel’s thighs. Hazel arched beneath her, legs parting without hesitation, granting Anna full access. And then—oh, Christ—Anna glanced at me, a wicked little smirk playing on her lips before she buried her face between Hazel’s legs. Her tongue flicked over Hazel’s slick folds, teasing and tasting, her head tilted just enough to give me a perfect view of every sinful stroke. Hazel gasped, her hips lifting off the bed, and I realized with a jolt that Anna was putting on a show—for me. My sweet, supposedly innocent neighbor was far more daring than she’d let on. 

Anna was clearly relishing every second, her tongue working Hazel with slow, deliberate strokes before shifting to something more urgent. Hazel’s hands roamed her own body, fingers pinching and pulling at her nipples, her back arching as she rocked against Anna’s mouth. Then, with a growl of impatience, Hazel tangled her fingers in Anna’s hair, guiding her deeper, harder. The air between them crackled with need, their moans blending into one desperate symphony. 

And then—oh, fuck—Anna slid two fingers inside Hazel, her rhythm shifting instantly from tender worship to relentless fucking. Her hand moved so fast it was a blur, her thumb circling Hazel’s clit with ruthless precision. Anna’s gaze never left Hazel’s face, watching every flicker of pleasure, every shuddering breath as Hazel unraveled beneath her. 

“Yes—yes—just like that, don’t stop—” Hazel’s voice was ragged, her eyes glazing over as her body tensed, her thighs trembling. And then she came with a scream, her hips jerking wildly, her fingers clawing at the sheets like she might tear them apart. Anna didn’t let up, drinking her in, lapping at Hazel’s release like she was starving for it. When she finally pulled back, her lips and chin glistened with Hazel’s arousal, and the sight of her—smug, satisfied, utterly debauched—sent a fresh wave of heat straight through me. 

Christ. Today had been full of firsts, but this—this was something else entirely.

Anna was the first to come back to herself, her breath still ragged but her movements deliberate as she crawled toward me, her lips crashing against mine in a heated, messy kiss. The lingering taste of Hazel’s arousal on Anna’s mouth sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me, my cock stiffening instantly beneath her. 

Hazel, ever the temptress, wasted no time in making her desires known. She wanted me inside her, and who was I to deny her? The thought alone—my cock still slick with Anna’s essence, sliding into Hazel’s tight, eager pussy—was enough to make my pulse race. 

With a wicked grin, Hazel straddled me, her fingers guiding me to her entrance, where the heat of her was almost unbearable. She teased me mercilessly, holding me just outside, my cock throbbing against her slick folds but denied entry. No matter how I strained, she kept me at bay, her grip firm around my shaft. 

Then Anna shifted, her body draping over mine until her face hovered just inches from where Hazel and I were joined. Hazel’s eyes flicked down, catching the hunger in Anna’s gaze, and with a slow, deliberate smile, she released me. Inch by torturous inch, she lowered herself onto me, taking me deep inside her until I was buried to the hilt. The collective groan that escaped all three of us was almost comical—but God, the sensation was anything but. 

Hazel began to move, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. Every flex of her muscles sent sparks up my spine, and then—Anna’s breath, hot against my stomach, her lips trailing lower. My mind reeled as I realized what she was doing. That sweet, innocent girl I’d known forever was now lapping at Hazel’s clit while I fucked her. The sheer depravity of it—the way Hazel’s moans pitched higher—was almost too much. 

Then Anna shifted again, swinging one leg over my head until her thighs framed my face, her perfect little pussy hovering just above me. Pink, swollen, glistening—there was no resisting. My tongue plunged into her without hesitation, my hands gripping her ass, spreading her wider as she ground against my mouth. 

The duality of sensation was overwhelming—Anna’s wet heat on my tongue, Hazel’s tight grip around my cock—and I was lost in it, torn between which pleasure to chase. 

But Hazel, ever the orchestrator, had other plans. With a wicked laugh, she pulled away, dragging Anna with her. “Col,” she purred, her voice thick with lust, “fuck me from behind while I taste Anna.” 

Anna’s answering squeal was pure delight, any trace of hesitation long gone. The shy girl I’d known was now a wanton goddess, and I was more than happy to oblige.

Anna arched her back against the sheets, her lithe body stretching as she parted her thighs with deliberate, teasing slowness. Her fingers slipped between them, spreading herself open—an unspoken invitation, a silent demand for my gaze. And oh, I looked. How could I not? The sight of her, glistening and exposed, was enough to make my pulse hammer. Hazel wasted no time, diving in with a hunger that made Anna gasp, her tongue working in deep, languid strokes that had Anna’s hips lifting off the bed. 

I moved behind Hazel, my cock throbbing at the sight of her bent over, that perfect little ass raised in the air like a taunt. She swayed it just so, a wicked little dance designed to drive me wild. And fuck, it worked. Every fiber of me wanted to take what she was offering, to push past boundaries we hadn’t yet crossed—but not tonight. Not yet. 

Instead, I lined myself up, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, and drove into her with one sharp, brutal thrust. No easing in, no gentle buildup—just raw, relentless motion, my body slamming into hers again and again. She met me with equal force, rocking back against me, our rhythm so fierce it sent her face crashing into Anna’s pussy with every snap of my hips. The room was a symphony of skin on skin, of breathless moans and the slick, filthy sounds of Hazel’s mouth on Anna. 

Anna’s breasts bounced with each jolt, small and firm, their pert peaks begging for attention. A sudden pang of regret hit me—I hadn’t taken the time to worship them properly, too lost in the heat of everything else. But damn, there’d been so much to savor, so many intoxicating places to explore. Sweat slicked my skin as I pounded into Hazel, the air thick with the scent of sex and exertion. 

Anna’s moans crescendoed, her back arching as Hazel’s tongue worked her toward another climax. I watched, mesmerized, as her eyes fluttered shut, her body tensing before she shattered, her hips bucking wildly against Hazel’s mouth. The clench of Hazel’s pussy around me was my undoing—I came hard, deep inside her, her own scream of release mingling with mine. 

Spent, I pulled out just in time for Anna to take me into her mouth, her tongue swirling over my softening cock with a greedy thoroughness before she turned her attention to Hazel, lapping at her with the same fervor. 

I collapsed onto the bed, boneless and breathless, the girls curling around me as we caught our breath. Their legs draped over mine, their bodies warm and sticky against my skin. I didn’t care about the mess—not when I was sandwiched between them, their lips trailing lazy kisses over my chest, their laughter soft and sated. 

Later, after we’d recovered, Anna and I stole away to the shower—just the two of us—before slipping back into the world, the memory of tangled limbs and shared pleasure lingering like a delicious secret.

The air between us was thick with unspoken tension as we walked, the weight of what had just transpired pressing down on us. Our footsteps echoed in the awkward silence, each of us lost in our own thoughts about the intimate moments we had shared—more than once. The usual comfort of holding hands or wrapping an arm around each other felt foreign now, too loaded with meaning. Finally, I couldn’t take the quiet any longer. 

"Anna," I began, my voice softer than I intended. "You okay?" 

She hesitated, her gaze flickering away before she answered. "Yeah, fine." 

I studied her, unconvinced. "You sure?" 

A small sigh escaped her lips. "Yeah. Yeah, I’m okay. It’s just... weird, you know? I didn’t think we’d go that far. Like you said, it’s kind of freaky." 

I exhaled, running a hand through my hair. "Neither did I. But Anna, I don’t regret any of it. Not a single second." 

She gave a quiet, almost reluctant laugh. "Oh, thanks for that." 

I rolled my eyes, nudging her lightly. "Come on, you know what I meant. Don’t twist my words. I’m fucking thrilled to have been your first... I mean, I was your first..." 

She shot me a look, half-amused, half-exasperated. "Of course you bloody were. What do you think I am?" 

I smirked, unable to resist teasing her. "Well, not what you were." 

A slow, dreamy smile spread across her face, softening her features. "No, I’m not. And I’m glad—but don’t let it go to your head. I’m sort of glad it was you, too." 

I barked out a laugh. "Now that’s freaky." Shaking my head, I added, "You know what else was freaky? Walking into Hazel’s room and seeing you completely naked. Anna, you’re fucking gorgeous. You know that, right?" 

She rolled her eyes, but there was a pleased flush in her cheeks. "You already knew that. I’ve caught you staring before. Perv." 

I grinned, unrepentant. "And you were never exactly shy about giving me a show. You knew I was looking. So why the full strip? I mean, I might’ve hoped for a topless reveal if I was lucky, but completely naked?" 

She shrugged, though there was a mischievous glint in her eye. "Hazel’s idea. She said if we didn’t time things right, you’d make a mess all over me." 

I choked on a laugh. "Oh." Then, sobering slightly, I glanced at her. "Anna... seriously. This was a one-time thing, right?" 

"Of course it was," she said firmly. "Like I said, what do you think I am? Besides, you’re with Hazel." 

By the time we reached home, the tension had eased, or so we thought. But my mum, ever perceptive, took one look at us and frowned. "What have you two been up to all day?" 

"Just hanging out with Hazel," I said quickly. "Nothing much. Why?" 

She narrowed her eyes. "You both look flushed. You’re not coming down with something, are you?" 

"No," we answered in unison, our voices a little too bright. 

Thank god we’d showered at Hazel’s. If we’d come home reeking of sweat and sex, there’d have been no hiding what we’d really been up to.

I wish I could spin some romantic tale about how this blossomed into a passionate threesome, or that Anna and I secretly carried on our heated encounters behind closed doors, defying our earlier words. But the truth is far less scandalous—except for one afternoon, roughly three months later, when Anna came to me with a rather specific request. 

She had a date coming up—just a couple of days away—and she wanted to be prepared. Not for everything, mind you, but enough to know what to expect. How to navigate the awkward fumbling of hands beneath clothes, the way a boy might peel off her layers, the way his cock would feel trapped in his jeans before she even got to touch it. She wasn’t planning on going all the way, she assured me, but she needed to know how it all worked. And who better to teach her than me? 

Of course, I said yes. What kind of friend would I be if I didn’t help her out? 

So there we were, tangled together on the couch, mouths hot and hands wandering, finally giving in to the curiosity that had been simmering between us since that first time. My fingers traced the curves of her breasts properly this time, unhurried, savoring the way she arched into my touch. We didn’t strip completely, didn’t go as far as we had before—but we found other ways to satisfy each other, slow and deliberate, mouths exploring in ways that should have been our first lesson instead of the frantic mess we’d made of things before. 

And then, in the quiet aftermath, Anna confessed something that sent a slow, smug thrill through me. 

It hadn’t been Hazel’s idea at all. 

The whole setup—the proposition, the way she’d gotten me alone—had been Anna’s doing. She’d wanted to ask me for weeks, she admitted, but she’d been too nervous about how I’d react. So she’d done the next best thing—she’d enlisted Hazel to nudge me in the right direction. Clever girl. 

And honestly? I couldn’t even be mad. Not when the results had been this good.


Daughter’s Friend Does It…Again

Brody Campbell leaned back in his ergonomic office chair, the golden afternoon light spilling through the open window and casting warm streaks across the scattered tax documents spread before him. As a self-employed accountant, he relished the freedom of setting his own schedule, of working from the comfort of his home—until, of course, Krissy appeared like a whirlwind of youthful energy, disrupting his carefully constructed solitude. 

The moment she breezed into his office, the air shifted—her presence was impossible to ignore. Nineteen, fresh-faced, and full of that effortless charm only the young possess, she sauntered over to him, pressing a quick, affectionate kiss to his cheek before collapsing onto the plush love seat just behind his desk. Krissy had just wrapped up her first year at the local college, opting to skip the dorms and instead take up residence in his daughter’s old room, turning his quiet house into something livelier, something warmer. 

Her presence was a double-edged sword—on one hand, she filled the void left by his own daughter’s departure, her laughter and boundless enthusiasm softening the ache of distance. On the other, she was an unstoppable force of distraction, her arrival signaling the abrupt end of any semblance of productivity for at least the next hour. And judging by the mischievous glint in her eye, this was going to be one of those visits. 

"Just the usual, sweetheart," he murmured, still half-focused on the numbers in front of him. "Taxes wait for no one." 

Her voice took on that playful, almost childlike lilt—the one she knew he couldn’t resist. "Do you have time to talk? Just for a little while?" 

With a resigned chuckle, he set his pencil down and turned his chair to face her fully, his smile widening as he took in the sight of her. Her golden hair was pulled into playful pigtails, framing her face in a way that made her look even more irresistible than usual. 

"You know I always have time for you, Krissy," he said, the warmth in his voice unmistakable. 

She smirked, her gaze flickering over his casual attire—the polo shirt, the shorts, the sockless leather deck shoes. "Must be nice, working in whatever you want, huh?" 

He arched a brow, his own teasing retort ready. "Just as nice as it is for you to parade around in that tube top and those cutoffs, I imagine."

The truth was, he adored the way she dressed—her outfit clung to her in all the right places, accentuating every delicious curve of her youthful body. Krissy was toned, her stomach tight and smooth, her backside so perfectly rounded it could make a man weak in the knees. And then there were her breasts—full, heavy, and unrestrained beneath that red tube top, swaying ever so slightly with every movement she made. She never bothered with a bra when she wore tops like this, a fact that thrilled him far more than it should have, though he knew it would irritate Nicole to no end. And if that wasn’t enough, he was also well aware that she rarely bothered with panties either—another little secret he was certain his wife had no clue about. It was just another thing they shared, another unspoken connection between them, given that he, too, preferred going commando. 

"So, what was it you wanted to talk about, sweetie?" he asked, interlacing his fingers over his stomach, trying to keep his tone light despite the way his pulse had already begun to quicken. 

She hesitated for just a second before answering, her voice dropping into something softer, more intimate. "I want to talk about us, Mr. C." 

His stomach tightened. Here we go. 

"What about 'us,' sweetie?" he replied, using the affectionate nickname he’d given her years ago, back when she was just a little girl running around with his daughter. It had stuck, and he couldn’t imagine calling her anything else. 

Her fingers fidgeted in her lap, her gaze dropping as if she couldn’t quite meet his eyes. "I want to talk about what happened last week," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. 

He exhaled slowly. He’d been expecting this—dreading it, really—ever since that night. He’d known she wouldn’t be able to leave it alone forever. "I thought we agreed we weren’t going to talk about that, sweetie. Ever," he reminded her, though the words tasted bitter on his tongue. 

"I know that’s what we said," she admitted, lifting her eyes to his with that wounded, pleading look that always got to him. "But I can’t stop thinking about it, Mr. C. I know it wasn’t supposed to happen, I know we shouldn’t have done it—but now that we have… I want to do it again." 

His jaw tensed. "We can’t, Krissy. That’s all there is to it." He hated saying it, hated the way her face fell at his words, but he knew it was the only right answer. "Just because it happened once doesn’t mean it should happen again." 

She leaned forward slightly, those impossibly blue eyes locking onto his—eyes so deep he could drown in them, just like he had that night. "But didn’t you like it, Mr. C?" she pressed, her lower lip jutting out in that irresistible pout. "Didn’t it feel good? Wasn’t I good for you? Didn’t I make you feel amazing?"

"God, yes, it felt incredible, sweetheart—you have no idea how good you made me feel. And of course you were amazing—if you hadn’t been, do you honestly think I would have lost control like that?" he murmured, his voice thick with reluctant desire. 

"Oh my God, you definitely lost control," she breathed, her grin widening as her cheeks flushed with excitement. "You came so hard, so much—I was covered in you by the time you were done!" The memory sent a shiver through her, and she giggled again, biting her lower lip. 

"Krissy, for Christ’s sake, quiet," he hissed, though the corners of his mouth twitched despite himself. The image of her—those wide, innocent blue eyes, her lips parted, her skin glistening with him—flashed through his mind, and his pulse kicked up. 

"Relax," she purred, waving a dismissive hand. "Nicole’s at work. We have hours." Leaning in closer, she braced her elbows on her knees, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath catch. 

"I want you again, Mr. C," she whispered, her voice dropping into something low and needy. "Don’t tell me you don’t want me too." 

He hesitated, his jaw tightening. "Yes," he admitted roughly. "I do. But we can’t." 

"Why not?" she challenged, tilting her head. 

"Because it’s wrong. On every level. And Nicole—if she ever found out—" 

"Then we won’t let her," Krissy interrupted, her smile turning wicked as she rose from the couch. She closed the distance between them in slow, deliberate steps, her hips swaying just enough to make his throat go dry. "That’s easy enough, isn’t it?" 

"It doesn’t change anything," he argued weakly, even as his body betrayed him, heat coiling low in his gut. 

She didn’t answer. Instead, she dropped gracefully to her knees between his legs, forcing them apart with her hands. The moment she settled there, so close he could feel the warmth of her breath through the thin fabric of his shorts, his resolve fractured. 

"You know what I think?" she murmured, her fingers tracing the hard outline of his cock, her touch feather-light but deliberate. "I don’t think you care either." 

His breath hitched as she pressed her palm firmly against him, stroking him through the material. He was already swelling under her touch, and she let out a soft, triumphant laugh. 

"See? You want me just as badly as I want you. And judging by how hard you are already..." She squeezed gently, her eyes darkening with satisfaction. "Very badly."

"Baby, we really shouldn't... I mean, this isn't... right," he murmured, his words faltering even as his body betrayed him, making no move to push her hand away. Because the undeniable truth was that she was absolutely right—he wanted her with a hunger that burned even hotter than she imagined, and he had no intention of stopping her now. Krissy's voice was a sultry whisper as she gazed up at him through those mesmerizing blue eyes, her lips parting just slightly. 

"Oh, but we can," she purred, her fingers tightening ever so slightly around him, sending a jolt of pleasure straight through him. "And we should." She let the words linger between them, heavy with promise, before finishing with a slow, deliberate smile. "In fact, we will. Right here. Right now." 

Her hands moved with purpose, fingers deftly tugging at his zipper before popping the button of his shorts free. She spread the fabric apart, exposing his rapidly hardening length, and wasted no time wrapping her fingers around him, squeezing just enough to make him gasp. 

"God, Mr. C, you're so hard already," she breathed, her thumb stroking along the underside of his cock in slow, teasing circles. "And so thick—I love how you feel in my hand, getting bigger, getting harder... just for me." Her eyes locked onto his, dark with desire, and he could feel his pulse thundering under her touch. 

It didn’t take long before he was fully erect, his cock straining against her grip, and soon a glistening bead of precum welled at the tip. Krissy let out a soft, delighted laugh, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. 

"Mmm, is that for me?" she teased, swirling her thumb over the slick head, smearing the fluid in slow, maddening circles. "Guess I was right—you do want this." Another firm stroke coaxed another thick drop from him, and this time, instead of spreading it, she leaned in, her lips parting as she took just the tip into her mouth. 

Her tongue flicked against him, lapping up the salty taste before she sucked lightly, drawing more from him. Brody groaned, his hips twitching as she worked him, her mouth warm and wet, her hand still stroking him in perfect rhythm. She took him deeper, inch by torturous inch, her lips sliding down his shaft with sinful precision. 

He didn’t know where she’d learned to suck cock this well—and frankly, he didn’t care. Not when those plush lips were wrapped around him, not when every flick of her tongue sent sparks racing down his spine. All that mattered was the way she made him feel—like he was the only man in the world.

And in this moment, it was all his. Krissy adored the sensation of a cock between her lips, the way it filled her mouth, the way it pulsed against her tongue—and she was damn good at it, too. More than eager to demonstrate just how skilled she was, she kept just the swollen head between her lips for a lingering moment, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge, teasing the slit with the tip before sinking lower. Inch by torturously slow inch, she took more of him into the wet heat of her mouth, her hand stroking what she couldn’t yet swallow. When half of his length disappeared past her lips, she released her grip, letting her mouth do all the work as she swallowed him deeper, deeper, until her nose brushed against the wiry hair at the base of his abdomen. Pausing there, she flicked her gaze up to meet his, a wicked little wink flashing before she withdrew with the same maddening slowness, her tongue dragging along his shaft as she pulled back. 

A low, satisfied hum vibrated against his skin as she worked her way up, her free hand slipping beneath the waistband of his shorts to free his heavy sac. Fingers kneaded and tugged at his balls, coaxing another thick bead of precum from his tip as she resumed her rhythm, sinking down again, deeper this time, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth. 

Brody could only watch, mesmerized, as Krissy—his daughter’s best fucking friend—took him into her mouth again and again, her head bobbing with practiced ease. The sight alone was nearly enough to undo him, but then an idea seized him, reckless and intoxicating. Before he could second-guess it, his hands tangled in her pigtails, gripping tight near the roots, and suddenly, he was guiding her movements himself, setting the pace as he pushed her down, then pulled her back up, her lips sealed tight around him. 

A muffled cry of surprise escaped her, her eyes flying wide—but then they darkened, heavy with approval. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending sparks of pleasure straight to his core, her eager nods telling him everything he needed to know. Yes. More. 

So he gave her more. His grip tightened, his thrusts grew firmer, the slick, filthy sounds of her mouth working him filling the air. Every downward plunge drew another wanton moan from her, her fingers still toying with his balls, her own arousal undeniable as she surrendered to his control. The way she took it—so willing, so hungry—only spurred him on. She loved this, loved being used, and the knowledge sent a fresh wave of heat through him as he fucked her pretty mouth with slow, deliberate strokes, her muffled whimpers music to his ears.

Krissy was utterly lost in the pleasure of being used by him, her body responding with an ache that grew more desperate by the second. The way he controlled her, gripping her pigtails and guiding her mouth over his cock, had sent waves of heat pooling between her thighs until she was practically dripping. She needed him inside her—now—or she was certain she’d combust from sheer, unfulfilled desire. With a reluctant whimper, she pressed her palms against his muscular thighs and pushed herself back, breaking the wet, intoxicating seal of her lips around his shaft. Brody, ever perceptive, released his hold on her hair, letting her pull away with a slick pop that left her breathless. 

She rocked back onto her heels, panting, her lips parted in a dazed grin. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears, glinting with mischief and raw hunger as she gazed up at him. 

"Oh my God, Mr. C," she gasped, her voice husky with arousal. "That was fucking incredible. I love when you take control like that." 

His cock twitched against his stomach, thick and flushed, demanding attention. "Then why stop me?" he asked, his voice rough with need. 

Krissy’s grin turned wicked as she rose to her feet in one fluid motion. "Because I’ve got a better idea," she purred, her fingers already working the button of her denim cutoffs. She tugged the zipper down with deliberate slowness, letting the fabric slide over her hips and down her thighs before kicking them aside. As expected, she wore nothing beneath—just smooth, bare skin and the faintest dusting of soft blonde curls above her glistening slit. Her pussy lips were perfectly waxed, slick with arousal, and Brody couldn’t tear his eyes away. 

She was breathtaking. The most intoxicating thing he’d ever laid eyes on. 

With a teasing smirk, Krissy leaned down again, taking his cock into her mouth for one last, lingering suck before spinning around. She backed up slowly, her ass brushing against the edge of his chair, then reached behind her to guide him toward her dripping entrance. The swollen head of his cock slid effortlessly between her slick folds, smearing her arousal along his length as she rubbed him against her, teasing them both. 

A soft moan escaped her lips as she finally aligned him with her entrance, pressing back just enough to let the thick tip breach her. 

"Mmm, fuck, Mr. C," she sighed, bracing her hands on her knees as she sank onto him. "You feel so good inside me." 

Her body welcomed him easily, her tight heat stretching around his girth as she took him deeper. She rocked her hips, working him in inch by inch until she was fully seated, his cock buried to the hilt. Then she stilled, letting herself adjust, savoring the delicious stretch before the real fun began.

"Ohhhh, fuck yes, that’s so good," she gasped, arching her back slightly as she glanced back at him, her lips parted in pleasure. She gave her hips a teasing little roll, then began moving in slow, deliberate strokes, taking him deep inside her with each delicious thrust. Tilting her head back, she let her eyes flutter shut, a low, wanton moan escaping her lips as she savored every inch of him stretching her, filling her so perfectly. She pressed back harder, craving more, needing to feel him buried to the hilt with every movement, her body trembling with the sheer intensity of it. 

Brody reclined in the chair, his gaze locked onto her as she rode him, mesmerized by the way her ass rose and fell, her slick heat gripping his cock with every motion. She was already tight—so fucking tight—but with her thighs pressed together like this, the sensation was almost unbearable. He knew if she kept this up, he wouldn’t last much longer, and he wasn’t ready to let this end. It was wrong, so wrong, but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He just wanted to lose himself in her, to feel her for as long as possible before he finally let go. 

And this time, when he came, it wouldn’t be on her face like before. She’d begged for that the first time, curious, eager, and he’d given her exactly what she wanted. But now? Now it was his turn. He wanted to feel her clenching around him as he emptied himself deep inside her, claiming her in the most primal way. His hands settled on her hips, fingers digging in slightly as he matched her rhythm, letting her control the pace while he reveled in the way she took him. 

Krissy was lost in the sensation, her entire body alight with pleasure. Mr. C’s cock was perfect—thicker than her boyfriend’s, harder, and it filled her in ways that made her head spin. She braced herself on her knees, riding him with abandon, her moans growing louder, more desperate, as she chased that euphoric high. 

After a few blissful minutes, she knew exactly what she wanted next. She needed to feel him come inside her, needed to experience the way his cock would pulse and twitch as he spilled himself deep within her. And she had the perfect plan to make it happen. 

Without warning, she lifted herself off him, his cock slipping free with a slick, wet sound that sent a shiver through them both as the cool air ghosted over his glistening length. Turning to face him, she leaned forward, her fingers curling around his knees as she met his gaze, her lips curling into a wicked little smile.

"Come on, Mr. C, legs together," she murmured, her lips curving into a wicked little smile as she pressed his knees firmly against each other. Brody's pulse kicked up a notch the moment he understood her intentions, and when she swung one smooth leg over his lap, settling her bare, slick heat right above his throbbing erection, his heart hammered even harder. The armless office chair left nothing to obstruct her—no barriers, no hesitation—just the raw, unfiltered connection between them. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, guiding it upward, aligning the swollen tip with her dripping entrance before she sank down in one smooth, deliberate motion, taking him deep inside her with a breathless gasp. 

"Ohhhh, fuck—" The moan spilled from her lips as he stretched her, filled her completely, her ass pressing snugly against his balls as she settled onto him. She rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles, her gaze locked onto his, dark with need. 

Brody exhaled sharply as her tight, wet heat clenched around him, his hands instinctively gripping the tops of her thighs, fingers digging into her soft skin. The way she looked at him—lips parted, eyes heavy with desire—sent a jolt straight through him. What did she see in his expression? Hunger? Possession? Whatever it was, it must have pleased her, because without a word, she cupped his face between her hands and crushed her mouth to his. 

Her tongue slid against his, teasing, tasting, as she rocked against him in slow, torturous circles. His hands roamed upward, finding the soft swell of her breasts beneath the thin fabric of her tube top. He palmed them greedily, kneading the firm flesh, and she arched into his touch, breaking the kiss just long enough to yank the top down, baring herself to him. His fingers closed over her nipples, pinching lightly, and she gasped, her head tipping back. 

"Jesus—yes!" she whimpered, her hips moving faster now, riding him with desperate urgency. Brody shifted lower in the chair, letting her take him deeper, and she tangled her fingers in his hair, dragging his mouth to her chest. He didn’t hesitate, sucking one taut peak into his mouth, then the other, swirling his tongue until she trembled above him. 

"God, don’t stop—please, don’t stop," she begged, her voice ragged as she ground down on him, her nails scraping against his scalp. Every thrust, every flick of his tongue sent sparks through her, and she could feel the tension coiling tighter, hotter, until she was sure she’d shatter right there in his lap.

The air was thick with the heady perfume of their passion, Krissy’s intoxicating scent mingling with the musky aroma of sweat and sex. She moved with deliberate, languid strokes, taking him deep inside her over and over, her rhythm growing more urgent as the fire between them burned hotter. Brody’s hands slid from the soft swell of her breasts down to the firm curve of her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh as she pressed his face against her chest, her fingers tangled in his hair. Their bodies moved in perfect, frenzied harmony, the tension coiling tighter with every thrust, every moan—both of them teetering on the edge of something explosive, something inevitable. 

“Oh—God—Mr. C, I’m close, so close!” Krissy panted, her voice trembling as she braced herself against the chair, her hips slamming down onto him with desperate abandon. Brody tore his mouth from her skin, his hands shifting to grip her waist, holding her steady as she rode him with wild, reckless need. He leaned back, drinking in the sight of her—eyes shut, lips parted, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she chased her release. Then, suddenly, her lashes fluttered open, and she locked her gaze with his, a wicked, breathless smile curving her lips. 

“Come with me,” she begged, her voice a husky whisper as she quickened her pace, her body tightening around him. “Fill me up—I want to feel you come inside me.” 

Her words sent a jolt of raw desire straight to his core, and Brody could feel it—the telltale pressure building low in his belly, his balls drawing tight. She must have sensed it too, because she shifted just slightly, angling her hips to drag against him in a way that made his vision blur. That tiny adjustment was all it took—the friction against the most sensitive part of his cock sent him hurtling over the edge. 

A guttural groan tore from his throat as he came, his back arching, his fingers biting into her flesh as his release surged through him in hot, pulsing waves. Krissy cried out as she felt him spill inside her, her own climax crashing over her like a storm, her body shuddering as pleasure ripped through her in relentless waves. She clung to him, her arms wrapped tight around his head, her hips still moving, still milking every last drop from him as he throbbed within her. His hands gripped her ass like a vice, pulling her down onto him as he emptied himself completely, lost in the sheer, blinding ecstasy of her.

She pressed herself down onto him, savoring the last few pulses of his cock as it gradually stilled inside her. The aftershocks of their climaxes still tingled through her body, leaving them both breathless and utterly spent, their skin slick with sweat and their hearts pounding in unison. His hands fell limply to his sides, and she collapsed forward, her body melting against his, her arms draped lazily around his neck like a delicate necklace. After a moment, she braced her hands against the back of the chair and lifted herself just enough to gaze down at him, her lips curling into a satisfied, almost feline smile. 

"Oh my God," she panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to catch her breath. "That was... incredible." 

"It really was," he murmured, his own lips mirroring her grin, his voice rough with exertion. 

"And you came inside me," she whispered, her eyes alight with mischief and something deeper—something possessive. She leaned in, pressing a quick, playful kiss to his lips. "Thank you, sir." 

His chuckle was low, warm. "I think we both got exactly what we wanted, didn’t we, sweetheart?" 

She nodded eagerly, her fingers tracing idle patterns against his shoulders. "I know I did. Didn’t you want it too, Mr. C?" 

He exhaled, his smile turning rueful. "Yeah. Yeah, I did. As much as I probably shouldn’t admit it—given how wrong this all is—I wanted it just as much as you." 

She studied him for a long moment, her gaze searching, before her voice dropped to a husky murmur. "I want it again." Her fingers tightened slightly against his skin. "I want you to take me again, fill me up again. Please, sir? Don’t you want me?" 

His breath hitched at the raw need in her voice, and when he finally answered, his words were thick with desire. "God help me, Krissy... but yes. I do." 

Her face lit up like the sun breaking through clouds, and she let out a delighted little squeal before capturing his lips in another eager kiss. "Thank you, Mr. C!" 

"You’re very welcome," he murmured, his hands drifting up to cradle her hips. 

With a reluctant sigh, she shifted, glancing down between them where his softening length still rested inside her. "I guess we should probably clean up now, huh?" 

He smirked. "Probably a good idea." 

She tugged her tube top back into place, covering her breasts as she slid off his lap, her legs still trembling slightly. He groaned as he stood, glancing down at the damp fabric clinging to his thighs. 

"Gonna need a fresh pair of shorts, too," he muttered, gesturing to the unmistakable wet patch. 

She giggled behind her hand, her cheeks flushing. "Oops. Sorry, Mr. C!" 

"Don’t fret over it, darling," he murmured, his voice thick with lingering satisfaction as he arched his hips slightly to tug his shorts back into place. He didn’t bother with the zipper—what was the point when he’d be stripping them off again the moment he reached his room? He’d toss them straight into the laundry, burying them beneath the rest of the week’s mess before his wife could catch a whiff of suspicion. The last thing he needed was her prying into things he wasn’t ready—or willing—to explain. 

Krissy swayed toward him, her lips brushing his in a tender, lingering kiss that sent a fresh spark of heat through him. "I love you, Mr. C," she whispered, her voice dripping with adoration. 

His fingers traced the curve of her waist before he pulled back, grinning. "And I love you, Krissy," he replied, the words slipping out with an ease that still surprised him. "Now scoot, before I decide to keep you here all afternoon." He gave her bare backside a playful smack as she turned, delighting in the way her skin flushed pink under his touch. 

"Yes, sir!" she teased, tossing him a mischievous glance over her shoulder as she sauntered out. He couldn’t help but watch her go, his gaze lingering on the hypnotic sway of her hips, the perfect curve of her ass—until he felt the unmistakable twitch of his cock stirring again. 

"Christ," he muttered, glancing down at the traitorous bulge in his shorts. "You’ve got no damn self-control." Shaking his head, he strode out of the office, already mentally mapping the quickest route to his bedroom. A change of clothes, a cold splash of water—anything to keep his thoughts from circling right back to her.


Fuck Buddies


Part 1 – The Younger Neighbor

Scott had always found his younger neighbor, Elizabeth—affectionately known as Lizzy—absolutely enchanting from the moment they met. With her tousled, sun-kissed hair, delicate features, and those piercing blue eyes that seemed to see straight into his soul, she had been the epitome of youthful charm. Scott adored her, plain and simple. 

Over the years, he’d been her go-to person—her confidant, her protector, the one she turned to when she had questions too awkward to ask anyone else. Their bond had deepened into something rare and unshakable, a friendship where no topic was off-limits. As they navigated the turbulent waters of adolescence, they became each other’s sounding boards—Scott demystifying the enigma of boys for her, Lizzy decoding the mysteries of girls for him. It was a dynamic that served them well when they eventually ventured into the world of dating. With only a year between them, their timing was serendipitous. She wasn’t just his neighbor; she was his closest friend, his partner in crime, and he knew—without a shadow of a doubt—that she felt the same. 

Now, at nineteen, Lizzy had transformed from that sweet-faced girl into a vision of breathtaking allure. She stood tall, her once-gangly limbs now elegantly elongated, her curves refined into a silhouette that was nothing short of mesmerizing. Gone was any trace of childhood softness—her legs were toned and endless, her ass perfectly rounded, her stomach taut and smooth. Her face had lost its youthful innocence, replaced by a smoldering sensuality—her lips fuller, more inviting, those same blue eyes now simmering with an irresistible spark. Her hair, once a muted shade of dirty blonde, had deepened into a rich, golden cascade that tumbled halfway down her back. But it was her mouth that truly captivated Scott—those plush, pillowy lips that practically begged to be kissed, the kind that whispered sinful promises without saying a word. 

Yet, above all else, it was her chest that stole his breath away. Her breasts were nothing short of spectacular—voluptuous, heavy, and impossibly firm, their weight giving them just the slightest, tantalizing sway. He’d watched them develop over the years, fascinated by how quickly they’d outpaced every other girl her age. She’d outgrown bras at an almost alarming rate, a fact he’d gleaned from hushed conversations between his mother and hers. That rapid, undeniable transformation had made her the object of every boy’s desire—and, inevitably, the target of every girl’s envy.

Not long ago, during his Spring Break from the university across the state, Scott found himself back at his parents’ house—right next door to where Lizzy still lived. One afternoon, he caught sight of her lounging by the pool in the backyard, sprawled out under the sun in a black micro-bikini so scandalously small it barely qualified as clothing. The kind of thing that would send her mother into hysterics if she ever laid eyes on it. The bottoms clung precariously to her hips, barely concealing the soft curve of her pubic mound, while the cups strained to cover her nipples, leaving the rest of her glorious breasts exposed to the warm afternoon air. His breath hitched, his pulse quickened, and he could feel the unmistakable tightening in his shorts as he drank in the sight of her. 

Unable to resist the temptation, his curiosity took over. While she remained outside, basking in the sunlight, he slipped into her bedroom, his fingers trembling slightly as he rifled through her lingerie drawer. He needed to know. His hands closed around a black bra, delicate gold embroidery tracing the edges, and when he flipped it over to check the tag, his jaw nearly hit the floor. 

35 DDD/F. 

"Jesus fucking Christ," he muttered under his breath, stunned. The sound of the back door slamming shut snapped him back to reality—Lizzy was coming inside. Heart pounding, he shoved the bra back into the drawer, shut it with a quiet click, and bolted from her room just in time to avoid being caught. 

In the weeks that followed, Lizzy invaded his thoughts with an intensity that bordered on obsession. Late at night, alone in his dorm room when his roommate was out, she became the star of more than a few feverish fantasies, his hand working furiously between his legs as he imagined her full lips wrapped around him, those massive tits pressed against his chest. Without a girlfriend, his sex life was limited to the occasional porn video and the reliable release of his own hand—standard fare for a guy his age, really. 

When summer finally rolled around and his sophomore year came to an end, he packed up his things and headed home, back to his childhood bedroom. And, of course, Lizzy was still right next door. She hadn’t bothered with college yet, opting instead for a full-time job at a lingerie shop—ironic, given the way her body filled out the delicate fabrics—while still living under her parents’ roof. She talked about enrolling someday, but for now, she was content where she was, soaking up life without a care in the world. 

The moment he stepped through the front door, fresh from campus, she was there. Her head turned at the sound, and when their eyes met, her face lit up with a radiant smile, her blue eyes sparkling with unmistakable delight.

"Scott!" Lizzy squealed with delight, leaping up from the couch in a flurry of movement, her bare feet padding swiftly across the floor as she rushed toward him. Before he could react, she collided with him, her arms encircling his torso in a tight embrace, her full, luscious breasts pressing firmly against his chest with an intoxicating softness that made his breath hitch. The suitcases slipped from his grasp, forgotten, as his hands instinctively found the small of her back, resisting—just barely—the urge to let them wander lower, to cup the tempting curve of her ass. 

"Oh my God, I’m so happy you’re back!" she breathed, her voice thick with emotion, her lips brushing his cheek in a fleeting kiss before she pulled back just enough to gaze up at him, her blue eyes shimmering with mischief and warmth. "It’s been so boring around here without you!" 

He grinned, his pulse quickening at the sight of her—so vibrant, so alive. "Trust me, Lizzy, I’m thrilled to see you too," he murmured, his fingers twitching against her back. "So, tell me—have you been behaving yourself?" 

She released him with a playful huff, stepping back just enough to give him a teasing once-over. "So far, so good," she quipped, her hands slipping behind her back as she rocked slightly on her bare feet, shoulders swaying in a mock-innocent gesture. 

What she didn’t realize—or maybe she did—was that the movement made her ample breasts sway enticingly beneath the snug white tank top she wore, the pink bra straps peeking out at her shoulders, a tantalizing hint of what lay beneath. Her matching pink shorts clung to every curve, hugging her hips in a way that made his mouth go dry. And those damn pigtails, tied up with pink bows, only added to the sinful schoolgirl fantasy she was unwittingly crafting in his mind. 

Fuck. Me. 

Scott swallowed hard, forcing his gaze away before his thoughts spiraled any further. "Is Mom home?" he asked, bending to retrieve his abandoned suitcases, desperate for a distraction. "I figured Dad’s still at work, but what about her?" 

Lizzy flopped back onto the couch, tucking one leg beneath her with effortless grace. "Nope, she’s out grocery shopping," she said, a sly smile playing at her lips. "She wanted to make sure she had everything for your special welcome-home dinner." She paused, her voice softening. "She really missed you, Scotty." 

The nickname sent a familiar warmth through him—one only she was allowed to invoke. 

He smirked. "Pretty sure your mom feels the same way about you, you know." 

Lizzy nodded, her grin turning wicked. "Oh, I know," she purred. "Which is great, because when she sees the bikini I bought a few months back? She’s gonna lose it." Her giggle was pure, unfiltered mischief.

"Oh, you have no idea!" Scott murmured, his lips curling into a wicked grin as the memory of her in that scandalous bikini flashed through his mind—before he instantly realized his mistake. His stomach dropped as he turned to face Lizzy, catching the way her delicate brows furrowed in confusion. Panic flared, and he scrambled to smooth things over before she could latch onto his slip-up. 

"I just mean—knowing Mom like we do? Yeah, she’s definitely gonna lose it when she sees you in that thing," he said quickly, barreling forward before she could dwell on his words. "But seriously, how bad is it? Like, give me the full disaster report." 

Lizzy’s laughter bubbled up, light and teasing. "Bad," she drawled, her eyes dancing with mischief. "It’s practically nothing, Scott. A micro-bikini—like, barely-there scraps of fabric. The cups are so small, if I so much as breathe wrong, my tits are making a break for freedom." She shifted on the couch, tucking her legs beneath her like an excited child about to spill a delicious secret. Leaning in, she dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "But you wanna know the best part?" 

Scott arched a brow, playing along. "Enlighten me." 

"I love it," she confessed, her voice hushed but brimming with delight. "It makes me feel—god, so fucking sexy. Like, irresistible." 

A slow, knowing smile curved his lips. "I don’t doubt it, Lizzy. But let’s be real—you don’t need a bikini to be sexy. You already are." 

Her cheeks flushed, but she rolled her eyes playfully. "Oh, please. You’re my best friend—you’re obligated to say stuff like that. Doesn’t count." She tilted her head, a teasing glint in her eyes. "Besides, how would you even know what I look like in it? You’ve never seen me wear it." 

If only you knew. He bit back the thought, keeping his expression carefully neutral. "Fair point," he conceded smoothly. 

Lizzy stretched lazily, one foot sliding to the floor as she lounged back against the cushions. "Maybe I’ll model it for you later," she mused, her tongue darting out between her teeth in that infuriatingly tempting way of hers. "If you behave." 

Scott chuckled, hoisting his bags with a smirk. "I’m always on my best behavior." 

As he turned to head upstairs, he could feel the weight of her gaze lingering—specifically, on his ass. Lizzy bit her lip, watching the way his jeans hugged every damn muscle as he climbed the steps. 

Jesus. Scott’s got an ass that should be illegal. 

The thought sent a thrill through her, and she grinned to herself, already plotting how to make good on that bikini promise.

The warm evening air was thick with the scent of chlorine and the faint hum of the jacuzzi’s jets as Scott lounged in the bubbling water, his muscles finally unwinding after the long drive home. His arms draped lazily over the edge, fingers idly tracing the smooth surface as the jets pulsed against his skin, sending ripples of heat through his body. Dinner had been perfect—his mother’s cooking always was—and the hours spent catching up with his parents had left him pleasantly drained. Now, with the house quiet and his parents off at some corporate celebration that would no doubt stretch into the early hours, he had the rare luxury of solitude. 

Well, almost solitude. 

Lizzy had been conspicuously absent, likely lost in one of her endless phone marathons with her girlfriends. Between boyfriends, as she often was, she filled the void with gossip and laughter that echoed down the hallways. Scott had resigned himself to a night of peaceful indulgence, which was precisely why he’d stripped off his swim trunks and let the water envelop him completely. Naked, the sensation was infinitely better—every jet a teasing caress against his bare skin, the heat sinking deep into his muscles. He leaned back, eyes closed, a slow smile curving his lips as he let the tension melt away. 

Then the sliding door whispered open. 

He lifted his head, blinking against the soft glow of the patio lights, and there she was—Lizzy, barefoot and luminous in a pale blue silk robe that clung to her curves like a second skin. The fabric was barely tied at her waist, the deep V of the neckline struggling to contain the lush swell of her breasts. They bounced with every step, the silk straining, and Scott felt an immediate, undeniable tightening low in his belly. 

"Hi, Scotty," she murmured, her voice honey-sweet as she paused at the edge of the jacuzzi, one hand resting on her hip. 

He took a slow sip of his beer, the cold bite of it doing nothing to temper the heat pooling inside him. "Hey, Lizzy. Thought you’d be glued to your phone all night." 

She rolled her eyes, but her pout was playful. "Patty ditched me the second her boyfriend called. Typical." A sigh, then a smirk as she tugged absently at the sash of her robe. "But then I saw you out here all by your lonesome, and well…" Her grin turned wicked. "Figured you could use some company." 

The way she said it—the way her fingers toyed with the knot at her waist—sent a jolt of anticipation straight through him. The water suddenly felt hotter, the jets more insistent. 

And he had a feeling the night was far from over.

"Well, I was hoping that might be the case," she murmured, her lips curling into a wicked little smirk as she let her foot hover just above the bubbling water. "I mean, it's not like you were exactly subtle about it, Scotty. The way you stretched out, all relaxed and careless—like you didn’t have a care in the world. And let’s be honest, I may have peeked through the window before coming out here." 

She arched a brow, her fingers tracing the edge of the jacuzzi as she studied him, her gaze flickering downward just long enough to make his skin prickle with anticipation. "So, what’s the problem?" she teased, tilting her head. "Afraid I’ll get an eyeful?" 

He swallowed hard, his pulse kicking up a notch as she finally lowered her foot into the water, the heat of it lapping at her skin. The way she moved—slow, deliberate, like she was savoring every second—made his throat go dry. 

"Honestly?" he managed, his voice rougher than he intended. "I was more worried about you getting an eyeful and running for the hills." 

Lizzy let out a low, throaty laugh as she sank deeper into the water, the tiny black bikini clinging to every curve, leaving so little to the imagination that it might as well not even be there. "Oh, Scotty," she purred, her fingers skimming the surface of the water as she leaned closer. "Who says I’d run?" 

Her nipples were still taut beneath the flimsy fabric, and he couldn’t help but wonder if it was from the heat of the water—or something else entirely. The way her breath hitched ever so slightly when their legs brushed under the surface told him everything he needed to know. 

This was definitely turning her on. 

And if the way his cock was thickening against his thigh was any indication, the feeling was very mutual. 

"So," she murmured, her fingers trailing lazily through the water, her eyes locked on his. "Now that we’ve established neither of us is exactly... covered... what’s next?" 

He exhaled sharply, his grip tightening on the edge of the jacuzzi. "That," he said, voice rough, "depends entirely on you." 

Lizzy’s smile deepened, slow and knowing. "Oh, I think we both know exactly where this is going."

"Oh, come on, don’t act so shocked—it’s not like I haven’t noticed!" Lizzy laughed, stepping into the bubbling water with effortless grace. "And honestly, what’s the fuss? It’s just skin, and it’s not like I’m some blushing virgin who’s never laid eyes on a cock before." She settled onto the seat opposite him, arching her back slightly to push her generous breasts forward, the straining fabric of the minuscule bikini top barely containing them. Scott couldn’t tear his gaze away, torn between the fear and the desperate hope that the flimsy material might finally surrender, letting those luscious curves spill free. 

"Yeah, but you’ve never seen mine," he countered, shifting slightly in the water, his voice dropping lower. "And with me… it’s not the same, Lizzy. You know that." 

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a teasing smirk. "Oh? Why’s that? You packing some legendary monster down there or something? Because if you are, I definitely want a look." 

He snorted, shaking his head. "Hardly. It’s different because… because it’s you and me. We’re friends." 

Lizzy rolled her eyes, her fingers idly skimming the surface of the water before she met his gaze again, her expression softening. "Scotty, listen to me. A dick is a dick—doesn’t matter who it’s attached to. And you? You’ve been my best friend since forever. There’s no one I trust more, no one I feel safer with. I hope you feel the same." The sincerity in her eyes was undeniable, and it hit him right in the chest. 

"I do," he admitted, his voice rough with emotion. "You know I do." 

"Good," she said, her grin returning as she pushed herself up, water cascading off her curves. "Then let’s make this fair." Without hesitation, she reached behind her back, fingers working the knot of her bikini top until it came loose. The fabric slid away, and her full, heavy breasts bounced free, swaying enticingly as she tossed the top aside. Then, with a playful wiggle, she shimmied out of the scrap of fabric that barely passed as bottoms, leaving them in a damp heap on the deck. Scott caught only a fleeting glimpse of her smooth, bare sex before she sank back into the water, stretching her arms along the edge, completely at ease. 

"There. Now we’re even," she purred, her eyes dancing with mischief. "Better?" 

"Jesus, Lizzy—" His words faltered as his attention locked onto her bare chest, those perfect, round breasts floating just beneath the water’s surface, their rosy peaks taut and begging for attention. He could’ve sworn he saw her nipples tighten even more, her areolas puckering slightly under his hungry stare. She was enjoying this—enjoying him—and damn if that didn’t send another jolt of heat straight to his groin.

"Oh, for heaven’s sake, Scotty! You’re behaving as if you’ve never laid eyes on a pair of bare breasts in your entire life!" she teased, her grin widening as she watched his reaction. "Well, perhaps not a pair quite like these, I’ll give you that," she added with a playful smirk, glancing down at her own voluptuous curves before cupping them in her hands, lifting them slightly to give him an even better view. "They are rather substantial, wouldn’t you agree?" she murmured, her tone dripping with mischief. Scott’s breath hitched as he watched, his cock already stirring beneath the water’s surface, the heat between them growing more palpable by the second. 

"Absolutely massive," he managed to choke out, his gaze flickering briefly to her face before dropping back down, utterly transfixed by the sight of her full, heavy breasts. "Honestly, the biggest I’ve ever seen—outside of magazines, at least." She burst into laughter at his admission, her amusement only making her more radiant, her eyes sparkling with delight. 

"Oh, your expression right now is priceless!" she giggled, finally releasing her breasts and settling back against the edge of the jacuzzi, stretching her arms lazily along the rim. "I’m sorry, Scotty, I just couldn’t help myself. I’ve always known you had a thing for these," she admitted, gesturing to her chest with a playful shrug. "And seeing you squirm was just too tempting. You’re not mad at me, are you?" she asked, her lips forming that irresistible pout he knew all too well. With great effort, he tore his gaze away from her magnificent cleavage to meet her eyes. 

"Not mad," he admitted, his voice rough with restraint. "Just… caught off guard, I suppose. Maybe even a little overwhelmed." 

"Overwhelmed?" she echoed, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur, her lips curling into a knowing smile. "Or maybe… turned on?" 

His pulse spiked at her boldness, and for a moment, he hesitated, his body betraying him as his cock thickened beneath the water. 

"Maybe," he conceded, the word slipping out before he could stop it. 

Her grin deepened, her satisfaction evident as she leaned forward slightly, her eyes flickering downward toward the water between them. "So, Scotty… are you hard right now?" she asked, her tone casual but laced with something far more provocative. When he didn’t answer immediately, she exhaled a soft, exasperated sigh. 

"Come on, we’ve always been able to talk about anything. Why should this be any different?" she pressed, her gaze locking onto his with unwavering intensity. "Answer me honestly. Are you hard?" 

He swallowed thickly, his heart hammering against his ribs. He had a sinking—or rather, a thrilling—feeling he knew exactly where this was headed. After a beat, he gave a small, reluctant nod. 

"Getting there," he admitted hoarsely. 

Her face lit up with triumph, her tongue darting out to tease the corner of her lips. "See? That wasn’t so difficult, was it?" she purred. "Besides, I’d be downright insulted if you weren’t getting hard right now, given the circumstances." She leaned back again, her eyes roaming over him with deliberate slowness—first his face, then the water obscuring his growing arousal, then back up again—before she finally spoke, her voice dropping to a whisper. 

"Since you’re being so open with me… and in the spirit of fairness… I suppose I should confess something too," she murmured, her expression shifting into something softer, more vulnerable. 

Scott’s breath caught. "What’s that?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"I'm dripping," she murmured, her gaze darkening with unmistakable hunger as she held his stare. "And trust me, it's not from the water. My pussy is soaked—just sitting here, watching you, imagining that thick cock of yours standing at attention... God, it's been ages since I've been this turned on." Her confession sent a jolt straight to his groin, his erection surging to full hardness in an instant, the pulse of his cock almost painful beneath the water. Lizzy rose with deliberate grace, her heavy breasts swaying tantalizingly with each step, her nipples puckered tight with arousal. She settled beside him, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her skin, one arm draped lazily over the edge of the tub while the other hand—bold, possessive—landed high on his thigh. Her tits hung heavy between them, swaying slightly as she leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. 

"And there's more," she breathed, her voice rough with need. "Something I've wanted for so damn long." She paused, letting the tension coil between them before dropping the words like a match to gasoline. "I want to be your fuck buddy, Scotty." His breath hitched, surprise flickering across his face. "No games, no drama—just pure, filthy fun whenever we need it. You know what I mean, don’t you?" 

His throat tightened. "Yeah, I know." 

"Good," she purred, her fingers trailing higher, skimming the rigid length of him before wrapping firmly around his shaft. "Because I think we’d be fucking perfect at it. No strings, no expectations—just this." Her grip tightened, stroking him slowly, her thumb swiping over the swollen head, smearing the slick precum beading there. "And judging by how hard you are, I’d say you’re more than ready." 

"Lizzy, this—this isn’t right," he protested weakly, even as his hips twitched into her touch. "We’ve known each other forever. You’re my neighbor, for Christ’s sake." 

She laughed, low and wicked, her thumb circling his slit. "And that’s exactly what makes it so fucking hot. Don’t tell me you haven’t imagined it—just once—pinning me against the wall, fucking me until neither of us can think straight." Her hand worked him faster, her breath coming quicker. "It’s just sex, Scotty. No one has to know." 

He groaned, his resolve crumbling as pleasure coiled tight in his gut. Her thumb flicked over his tip again, and he shuddered, his cock jerking in her grip. 

"Look at you," she teased, her grin sinful as she smeared his wetness over the flushed head. "Already leaking for me." 

He huffed a laugh, his voice rough. "What did you expect, with your hand on me like this?" His fingers dug into the edge of the tub, his body betraying him with every ragged breath.

"Well, are you just going to sit there staring, or are you going to put those hands to good use on my tits?" she purred, her lips curling into a devilish smirk, her eyes dark with hunger. "Here—let me help you out," she murmured, releasing his throbbing length from her grasp and rising gracefully from the water. The surface rippled as she stepped over him, her toned leg swinging over his thighs, her movements deliberate, teasing. She braced her hands on his shoulders, steadying herself as she lowered her body onto his lap, settling right between his knees and the aching hardness beneath. Without hesitation, her fingers found him again beneath the water, wrapping around his cock with a firm, possessive grip, stroking him with slow, deliberate pumps. 

Scott surrendered to the heat coursing through him, his hands lifting from the water to claim her full, heavy breasts, his fingers digging into the soft flesh with a hunger he could no longer deny. 

"That’s it," Lizzy moaned, her voice thick with pleasure as she worked his cock in her fist. "Squeeze them harder, Scotty—I love it when you manhandle my tits like this." 

He obeyed, kneading her breasts with rough, eager hands, eliciting a sharp cry of delight from her. Her grip on him tightened in response, her fingers stroking him faster, firmer. He lifted her dripping curves from the water, bending forward to capture one stiff nipple between his lips, sucking hard, swirling his tongue around the sensitive peak. Lizzy gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him against her as she arched into his mouth, her hips rocking instinctively against nothing, desperate for friction. He switched to her other breast, lavishing the same rough attention on it, making her writhe against him, her thighs clenching around his lap. 

"Fuck, I need you inside me—right fucking now," she panted, her voice ragged. Abruptly, she let go of his cock and shoved him back against the jacuzzi wall, her palms flat on his shoulders, pinning him in place. 

"Lizzy, hold on—" Scott tried, but she cut him off with a heated glare. 

"Don’t even start," she growled, her breath coming fast. "We both know you want this just as much as I do." Her grip tightened, nails digging into his skin just enough to make him groan. "So I’m going to ride you, and you’re going to let me, because there’s no way in hell you’re stopping me now." 

She was right—God, she was so right. His cock ached, pulsing with need, harder than he’d ever been. Every shred of resistance melted away under the weight of his own desire. He met her gaze, his voice rough when he finally spoke. 

"You’re right," he admitted, his hands sliding up her thighs. "I want you—badly." 

Lizzy’s answering smile was pure sin before she crushed her mouth to his in a searing kiss.

The warm jets of the jacuzzi pulsed around them, the water frothing and swirling as she arched her body, sliding her slick thighs higher along his. With a slow, deliberate movement, she lifted herself just enough to position her dripping pussy directly over the rigid length of his cock. Her fingers dipped beneath the bubbling surface, wrapping around his shaft with possessive urgency. She teased herself with him, dragging the swollen head through her slick folds, coating him in her arousal before finally aligning him with her entrance. 

With a breathless sigh, she sank down, her hips rolling forward as she took him inside in one smooth, greedy motion. The heat of her was overwhelming—so wet, so tight, her walls gripping him like a velvet vise, tighter than anything he’d ever known. Her hands braced against the jacuzzi’s edge, fingers curling as she let out a low, throaty moan, her body shuddering as she settled fully onto him. 

“Fuuuck,” she gasped, her head falling back, lips parting in pure pleasure. “God, you feel so good,” she purred, her hips already moving in slow, sinuous circles, grinding down to take him deeper. “You have no idea how much I’ve been craving this.” Her eyes fluttered open, locking onto his with dark, hungry intensity before she leaned back, planting her hands on his thighs for leverage. Then she began to ride him in earnest, her tight little cunt sliding up and down his length, each stroke sending waves of pleasure rippling through them both. 

Her breasts swayed with every movement, nipples stiff and begging for attention. Scott couldn’t resist—his hands found them, fingers pinching and rolling the sensitive peaks until she let out a sharp, delighted cry. Her inner muscles clenched around him, her rhythm growing more urgent, more desperate. 

“This isn’t gonna last long, Scotty,” she panted, her movements turning faster, harder. “I’m so fucking turned on right now—I just need to come. We can go slow later, but right now? I want to feel you inside me when I lose it.” Her pussy milked him with every stroke, the water sloshing wildly around them as she fucked him with reckless abandon. 

He groaned, still teasing her nipples, still lost in the way her body moved on top of him. “Uh, maybe we should—y’know—be careful?” he managed, though his grip on her tits betrayed how little he actually wanted to stop. 

She laughed breathlessly, her hips never slowing. “Pill, baby,” she reminded him, her voice husky with need. “Now quit talking and fuck me. I want to feel you come inside me—every last drop.” Her pace turned punishing, her body demanding his surrender just as much as hers.

With the weight of worry lifted from his mind, Scott’s hands found their way to Lizzy’s ample breasts, gripping them with a hunger that bordered on rough—so tight he feared he might leave marks. Lizzy’s response was immediate, a deep, guttural moan tearing from her throat as she slammed herself down onto him, her body arching with abandon. Her eyes were squeezed shut, lips parted as she gasped for air, her hips pistoning with a desperate rhythm that sent water sloshing wildly around them. The tension coiled inside her was palpable, her body trembling on the precipice, and Scott could feel his own release building, threatening to crash over him the moment she let go. 

One hand abandoned the soft swell of her breast, sliding down the slick plane of her stomach until his fingers pressed against the heat between her legs. His thumb found her clit, circling with deliberate pressure, and Lizzy’s reaction was electric—a sharp cry ripped from her lungs, loud enough to make him briefly wonder if the entire neighborhood could hear. But the thought was fleeting, drowned out by the way her hips jerked faster, her body writhing against his touch. 

“Yes—yes, fuck, yes!” she panted, her voice ragged as his thumb worked her relentlessly. “I’m so close, oh God, I’m gonna come—I’m gonna fucking come!” Her words were a desperate chant, teeth clenched as pleasure spiraled tighter inside her. The slick, scorching heat of her pussy clenched around him, and with one final flick of his thumb, she shattered. 

A strangled groan tore from her throat, her body seizing as the orgasm ripped through her, her hips bucking wildly, water splashing in chaotic waves. Her fingers dug into his thighs, nails biting into his skin as she clung to him, riding out the relentless waves of pleasure that shuddered through her. 

Scott could feel his own climax surging, his balls tightening as her frantic movements pushed him toward the edge. Then, with a sharp, breathless groan, he was there—his cock swelling inside her before erupting in thick, pulsing jets of cum. His teeth gritted as he spilled into her, each throb of his cock sending another hot rush deep inside her gripping walls. 

Lizzy’s eyes fluttered open, a wicked grin curving her lips as she felt him filling her. “That’s it,” she gasped, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Give it to me—every last drop. Fuck, I want to feel it all.” 

Her own climax had ebbed, but she wasn’t done—she sat up, pressing her hips down hard, milking him with slow, deliberate rolls of her body. His cock pulsed again and again, emptying into her, and she moaned softly, savoring the sensation. When the last shuddering spasm faded, she collapsed against him, her arms winding around his neck, her breasts crushed against his chest. 

For a long moment, they stayed like that—breathless, tangled, the water still lapping around them. Scott’s arms encircled her, holding her close as he tried to steady his ragged breathing, the aftershocks of pleasure still humming through his veins.

For several long, languid minutes, they remained entwined, their bodies still connected as Lizzy rested against him, her fingers idly tracing the curve of his hips. His cock, though softening, remained nestled inside her, and she could already feel the warm, sticky evidence of his release beginning to seep out between her thighs. Time stretched, slow and syrupy, until Scott finally lifted his head, his eyelids fluttering open to meet her gaze. A slow, satisfied smile curled her lips as she watched him. 

"Damn, you really let go, didn’t you?" she teased, her voice thick with amusement and lingering pleasure. 

His answering grin was lazy, his voice rough. "And you didn’t?" 

She exhaled a breathy laugh, shaking her head. "God, Scotty, you have no idea how much I needed that. Thank you," she murmured, leaning in to press a fleeting kiss against his mouth before pulling back before he could deepen it. 

His fingers toyed with the damp strands of her hair, his smirk playful. "Isn’t that the whole point of having a fuck buddy?" 

Her grin widened, a wicked spark in her eyes. "Exactly. And I think this arrangement is going to work out perfectly for us." 

His brow lifted. "You think so?" 

"Absolutely," she affirmed, shifting slightly against him, her thighs still bracketing his hips. "When I’m desperate for a good, hard fuck—I call you. And when you’re aching for someone to ride you until you can’t think straight—you call me. It’s only fair, right? A mutually beneficial deal." 

A shadow of seriousness flickered across his expression then, his grip tightening just slightly on her waist. "We have to be careful, Lizzy. What we just did—people wouldn’t exactly call it innocent. And if anyone found out, especially our parents…" He trailed off, the unspoken consequences hanging heavy between them. "This has to stay between us. No slips. No hints. Nothing. Got it?" 

She nodded, her own expression sobering as she met his gaze. "I get it, Scott. I promise—this stays with us. No one will ever know." 

"Good." His fingers relaxed, his smirk returning as he nudged her playfully. "Now, as much as I love you sitting on me, my legs are officially dead. Time to move." 

With a soft laugh, she braced her hands on his shoulders and lifted herself off him, the water rippling around them as she stood. A glance downward revealed the evidence of their passion—thick, milky strands swirling lazily in the warm water. Lizzy arched a brow, a smirk tugging at her lips. 

"Looks like we’ve got some cleaning to do tomorrow," she mused, her tone light. 

Scott chuckled, shaking his head. "Neither of us are winning any awards for subtlety tonight." 

Her grin turned wicked. "After what we just did? I don’t think subtlety was ever on the table." 

He huffed a laugh, his gaze warm as it met hers. "No, I guess not." And for a moment, they simply stood there, smiling at each other, the air between them thick with satisfaction and the unspoken promise of more to come.

"Wait," she murmured, stepping closer until she was right in front of him, her bare skin still damp from the jacuzzi. Before he could even react, she rose onto her toes, her arms winding around his neck like sinuous vines, pulling him down into a deep, hungry kiss. Her body molded against his, all soft curves and heated skin, her lips parting with a sigh as he instinctively wrapped his arms around her waist, drawing her flush against him. The firm swell of her breasts crushed against his chest, her nipples already pebbling into tight little buds beneath his touch. 

Christ, her mouth is even sweeter than I imagined, Scott thought, his pulse kicking up as her tongue slid against his, teasing, tasting, claiming. The kiss deepened, turning molten, and he felt himself hardening against her hip, a low groan rumbling in his chest. Lizzy only pressed closer, one hand tangling in his hair, her tongue delving deeper, as if she couldn’t get enough. 

When she finally pulled back, they were both panting, lips swollen, eyes dark with lingering heat. Scott stared at her, stunned. 

"Jesus fucking Christ," he breathed, voice rough. "Who the hell taught you to kiss like that?" 

Lizzy just smirked, her fingers tracing idle patterns along his jaw. "Ask me no questions, and I’ll tell you no lies," she teased, her hips rolling against his growing erection in a way that made his breath hitch. "But I can see you’re not exactly complaining." 

"No shit," he muttered, earning a throaty laugh from her. 

"Save that energy for next time," she murmured, her thumb brushing his lower lip. "I’ll make sure you don’t regret waiting." 

"Deal," he agreed, his voice already thick with anticipation. 

"Good. Now, let’s grab those beers," she said, lacing her fingers through his before leading him, still gloriously naked, across the deck and into the kitchen. 

--- 

The next morning, Scott wandered into the kitchen to find Lizzy already there, sipping coffee with the effortless ease of someone who hadn’t spent half the night riding him senseless in a bubbling jacuzzi. True to her word, she was the picture of composure—cool, collected, utterly unreadable. 

Their neighbor’s innocent question nearly made Scott choke on his orange juice. 

"So, what did you two get up to last night while we were gone?" she asked, her smile just a little too knowing. "With the place all to yourselves, I can only imagine the mischief." 

Scott’s gaze flicked to Lizzy, but she didn’t so much as blink. 

"Oh, nothing exciting," she said breezily, stirring her coffee. "No boyfriend, no dates—just me, my room, and a very long phone call with the girls." She turned to Scott then, her lips curving in that secret little smile that sent heat straight to his groin. "What about you, Scotty? Wild night?" 

He swallowed hard, forcing a casual shrug. "Nah. Just… slept." 

Lizzy’s eyes sparkled with mischief, but she said nothing, leaving him to wonder just how long they could keep this delicious little secret between them.

"Just chilled in the hot tub for a while, nothing too wild," he replied, keeping his voice as steady as possible despite the memories of last night flooding his mind. "Oh, and Mom—about the jacuzzi. I, uh, kinda made a mess in there. Spilled some soda, so I need to drain and clean it. I’ll handle it right after breakfast," he added, forcing an innocent smile. His mother simply nodded, her expression warm and trusting. 

"Thanks, sweetheart. It was due for a cleaning anyway," she said, taking another leisurely sip of her coffee. "Just don’t let your father catch wind of you having drinks out there. You know how he gets about that sort of thing," she warned, her tone light but firm. 

If only you knew the half of it, Scott thought, his pulse quickening as he risked a glance at Lizzy. She was watching him with a sly little grin, her eyes sparkling with mischief—as if to say, We pulled it off flawlessly. 

"No worries, Mom. I’ll keep it between us and have it sorted before Dad’s back," he assured her, exhaling slowly. 

"I’ll help!" Lizzy chimed in, her voice bright and cheerful. "I’ve got nothing planned today, so I’d be happy to pitch in." 

His mother beamed at her. "That’s so sweet of you, honey. I’m sure Scott appreciates the extra hands." She rose from the table, casting them both an affectionate smile before disappearing from the kitchen. 

The moment the sound of her footsteps faded, Lizzy let out a soft, knowing laugh. "Oh, I bet he appreciates more than just the help," she teased, her voice dripping with playful suggestion. 

"Lizzy—shut up," Scott hissed, his eyes darting toward the doorway where his mother had vanished. 

She rolled her eyes, pushing away from the table and gathering her dishes. "Relax, Scotty. We’re fine," she murmured, sauntering over to the sink. After setting her plate down, she turned, leaning back against the counter with her hands braced on the edge. "So, let’s go handle that jacuzzi, yeah?" Her lips curled into a wicked little smirk. "And then... maybe we can handle each other." 

Scott nearly dropped his own plate. "Again?" he blurted, half-laughing, half-stunned. "Jesus, are you some kind of nympho or what?" 

Lizzy tilted her head, her expression shifting into something unexpectedly serious. "I don’t know. Maybe," she admitted, her brow furrowing. "All I know is I love sex. Like, really love it. And I want it all the time. Does that make me one?" 

He set his dishes down carefully, studying her before folding his arms. "Do you feel satisfied afterward?" he asked, his tone more clinical than he intended. 

She nodded without hesitation. "Oh yeah. And I always come. Sometimes more than once." 

Scott exhaled, shaking his head. "Then no, by definition, you’re not a nymphomaniac." 

Her shoulders relaxed, a relieved smile tugging at her lips. "Then what am I?" 

He grinned. "Just a really, really horny teenage girl, I guess." 

Lizzy burst into laughter, swatting his arm. "You’re awful!" 

He shrugged, chuckling. "I dunno, I thought I was pretty damn good."

"Come on, handsome," she purred, her fingers curling around his as she tugged him toward the door, her hips swaying with every step. The promise in her eyes was unmistakable, sending a thrill straight through him as they stepped out onto the deck, the warm afternoon air wrapping around them like a secret. 

--- 

From that moment forward, Scott’s world shifted—expanded—in ways he never could’ve imagined. Lizzy, it turned out, had an appetite that bordered on voracious, seizing every possible moment to pull him into darkened corners, empty rooms, or any place where they could steal a few heated minutes together. But she was careful—meticulously so—never forgetting his warning about discretion, about keeping this fiery little secret just between them. Around their parents, she was the picture of innocence, all sweet smiles and polite conversation. But the second the coast was clear—the moment car tires crunched down the driveway—she was already reaching for him, her fingers dialing his number before the engine had even faded into the distance. 

And Scott? He wasn’t complaining. Not even a little. She was stunning, all smooth skin and wicked curves, and the way she moved beneath him—or on top of him—left him breathless every damn time. He loved being the one she craved, the one she used whenever the mood struck, and the fact that this was purely physical, no messy emotions tangled up in it, made it even better. They both understood the rules—this was just fun, just pleasure, nothing more. No promises, no expectations. Just two neighbors indulging in each other until one of them found someone else. 

Except… neither of them was looking. 

They never said it out loud, never put words to the unspoken agreement between them, but the truth was, neither wanted this to end. Scott was perfectly content with the way things were—with the way she was—and Lizzy seemed to feel the same. No need to complicate things with labels or feelings. It was simple. It was perfect. 

That afternoon, sprawled out beside the pool under the lazy summer sun, Scott let his eyes drift shut, the heat soaking into his skin. His dad was at work, his mom lost in whatever domestic task kept her occupied inside, leaving the two of them blissfully alone. Lizzy had worn that scandalous little bikini a handful of times since that first night, but only when her parents weren’t around. Today, though, she’d opted for something tamer—a blue two-piece with delicate ruffles that somehow made her look even more tempting, the fabric clinging to every curve in a way that had Scott’s pulse kicking up despite himself. 

He was half-asleep, lulled by the warmth and the quiet, when Lizzy’s voice cut through the haze, soft but deliberate. 

"Scotty," she murmured, and the way she said his name sent a shiver down his spine even before she finished the question. "Would you face-fuck me if I asked you to?" 

His head snapped up, blinking against the sunlight as he turned to stare at her. "Huh?"

"I said, would you face-fuck me if I asked you to?" she murmured again, slower this time, her voice dripping with mischief. Tilting her head toward him, the sunlight glinted off her dark sunglasses, hiding the hunger in her eyes—though he didn’t need to see them to know exactly what kind of look she was giving him. 

"Jesus, Lizzy—where the hell did that come from?" he choked out, blinking as if he hadn’t heard her right the first time. 

She stretched lazily, arching her back just enough to make the fabric of her bikini pull taut over her stiffening nipples. "Well…" she began, her lips curling into a wicked little smirk, "I was watching this filthy little video last night. Some desperate secretary trying to get her job back—so she sucked off her boss, and then he just… took control. Slammed his cock down her throat like she was nothing but his personal toy. And the way she moaned, the way she gagged around him—God, it was so fucking hot." Her breath hitched slightly as she spoke, her fingers absently tracing the edge of her bikini bottom. "I got so wet watching it, I had to touch myself. Came so hard I almost screamed the house down." 

Scott let out a low chuckle, shaking his head. "Yeah, that would’ve been a fun conversation with your parents." 

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t suppress the grin. "I bit my lip so hard I nearly drew blood. But that’s not the point. The point is—I want that. I want you to fuck my face like that, Scotty. I want to feel you lose control and just take what you want." Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, her nipples now fully peaked beneath the flimsy blue fabric. "So… will you? Will you face-fuck me until I can’t breathe?" 

He exhaled sharply, feigning hesitation just to watch her squirm. "I don’t know…" 

She propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts swaying enticingly as she gaped at him. "Wait—you’ve never done it before, have you?" The realization made her eyes widen behind her shades, her grin turning downright predatory. "Oh my God, you haven’t!" 

"Christ, Lizzy, keep your voice down," he muttered, glancing around before sinking back into the lounge. "No, okay? No, I haven’t. Happy now?" 

She bit her lip, but the excitement in her voice was undeniable. "That’s even better. We’ll figure it out together. And trust me—watching you learn how to wreck me with that cock? That’s gonna be so fucking hot." 

He turned his head, studying her flushed cheeks, the way her chest rose and fell a little too fast. "So… when were you thinking?" 

"The second we’re alone," she purred, lying back with a satisfied sigh. 

"You realize this usually ends with you covered in cum, right?" he pointed out, amused. 

She just smirked. "Oh, I’m counting on it."

“So, you’re really fine with me covering your face in my cum?” he murmured, his pulse quickening at the vivid image of his release splattering across Lizzy’s delicate features. The idea of giving her a facial had always been one of his deepest, dirtiest fantasies, and now, standing on the precipice of making it a reality, his excitement was almost overwhelming. His breath hitched when she turned her head toward him, her lips curling into a knowing smile as she answered. 

“God, yes,” she purred, her voice thick with desire. “There’s nothing hotter than feeling a man’s cum paint my skin—the heat of it, the way it slides down my cheeks, the way it coats my tongue when I lick it off…” She trailed off, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “And I can’t wait for it to be your load dripping down my chin.” Scott’s mind blanked for a moment, stunned by her raw, unfiltered hunger. He could only stare at her, his throat tight, before finally managing to speak again. 

“Well, if you’re that eager,” he said, reclining back onto the lounge chair, “then I guess the only question left is… when do you want this to happen?” 

Lizzy’s grin widened, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she tilted her face back toward the sun. “Tonight,” she announced, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “Your parents have plans—some dinner with one of your mom’s friends. They’ll be gone for hours.” Scott exhaled sharply, realizing just how thoroughly she’d planned this. She was always two steps ahead, and damn if that didn’t make her even sexier. 

“Tonight it is,” he agreed, his own smile spreading. 

--- 

Later, after dinner but before his parents left for the evening, Scott slipped into his bedroom and shut the door behind him. His pulse thrummed with anticipation as he settled at his desk and flipped open his laptop. With a few quick keystrokes, he searched for the exact video Lizzy had described—secretary gives blowjob to get her job back—and after skimming through a couple of results, he found it. 

As the video played, he understood exactly why it had ignited Lizzy’s fantasies. The actress wasn’t just going through the motions—she was into it, her moans genuine, her body arching with pleasure as she took every inch. Scott had seen plenty of face-fucking scenes before, but most of them felt performative, even cruel. The women in them endured rather than enjoyed, their expressions tight with discomfort. But this? This was different. This was hot. 

And now, thanks to Lizzy, he was about to experience the real thing.

But this video was different. By the time the credits rolled, Scott’s cock was throbbing so hard he could barely think straight. The urge to seek Lizzy out right then and there was almost unbearable, his body thrumming with anticipation. He found himself counting the minutes until his parents finally left, his impatience mounting with every passing second. And Lizzy? She must have been just as eager, because the moment their car disappeared down the street, her eager knocks rapped against his door before the engine’s hum had even faded. 

"Scotty! It’s me! They’re gone! Can I come in?" Her voice was breathless, practically vibrating with excitement, sending a fresh jolt of heat straight to his already aching cock. 

"Sure, Lizzy, come on in," he managed, swiveling in his chair just as the door burst open. 

And there she was—grinning, flushed, and barely dressed. The sight of her hit him like a punch to the gut. A pair of delicate pink lace thongs clung to her hips, barely there, and the cropped white tee she wore did nothing to hide the fact that she’d forgone a bra. Her full, heavy tits swayed enticingly beneath the thin fabric, the peaks of her nipples visibly taut, begging for attention. Scott’s mouth went dry. He’d always had a thing for women who went braless, the way their curves moved so freely, so shamelessly. And Lizzy? She was shameless in the best way possible, her smile wide and wicked, her eyes alight with mischief. 

"I thought they’d never leave!" she gasped, practically bouncing on the balls of her feet. "I’ve been thinking about this all damn day, Scotty. I’m so turned on I can barely even function!" 

"Yeah," he admitted roughly, shifting in his seat as his erection strained against his jeans. "I’ve been thinking about it too. A lot." 

Her gaze flicked downward, zeroing in on the unmistakable bulge in his pants, and when she looked back up, her smile turned downright sinful. "Oh, I can tell," she purred, before her attention snagged on the laptop still open on his desk. The porn site was still up, the video paused but unmistakable. Her eyes widened, and then—she squealed, clapping her hands together like a kid on Christmas morning. 

"You watched it!" she crowed, practically vibrating with glee. "I knew you would! I just knew it! So? Tell me, Scotty—was it as fucking hot as I said it was?" 

His throat tightened. "Yeah," he admitted, his voice rough. "It was. And you were right—she looked like she was loving every second of it." 

Lizzy dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding up his thighs, her touch burning through the denim. "I want you to do that to me," she whispered, her voice husky with need. "Just like in the video. Hard. Fast. And when you’re done—I want you to cover my face in it. Every last drop."

"Lizzy, sweetheart, are you absolutely certain this is what you want?" His voice was low, rough with desire, but still laced with concern. "I mean, I’ll give you exactly what you saw in that video—no holding back—but I need to know you’re ready for it. It was... a lot. Intense. Rough." His fingers curled over hers, warm and reassuring, his thumb brushing lightly against her knuckles. The way she beamed up at him, eyes shining with adoration, told him everything he needed to know. 

"Oh, Scotty, I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life," she breathed, her voice trembling with anticipation. "I want you to take me just like he did in that video—hard, fast, relentless. And when you’re done, I want to feel you explode all over me. Every last drop." 

A dark thrill shot through him at her words. "Then let’s not waste another second," he growled, sinking back into his chair, his body already thrumming with need. "Unzip me. Take me out. Now." 

Lizzy’s lips curved into a wicked grin, her eyes dancing with mischief as she playfully echoed the actress from the video. "Yes, boss," she purred, tongue darting out to tease the corner of her mouth before she reached for his fly. Her fingers worked quickly, tugging the zipper down, then slipping inside to wrap around his aching length. He was already fully hard, veins pulsing beneath her touch, and she let out a soft, appreciative hum as she freed him from his pants. 

No underwear—just as she’d hoped. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy in her grasp, and she wasted no time in stroking him firmly, her grip tight enough to make him hiss. With her other hand, she yanked his pants open wider, giving herself full access to his swollen shaft and the tight weight of his balls beneath. 

Then, without warning, she ducked her head, her tongue tracing a slow, torturous path from the base of his cock all the way to the leaking tip. She swirled her tongue around the head, teasing the slit before sealing her lips around him and sinking down, taking him deep. Her mouth was hot, wet, perfect—and when she hollowed her cheeks and sucked, he groaned, fingers tangling in her hair. 

She worked him with eager strokes, bobbing her head, her lips sliding up and down his shaft until he was trembling beneath her. Just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, she paused, glancing up at him through her lashes before swallowing him whole in one smooth motion. His cock hit the back of her throat, and she didn’t flinch—just held herself there, her throat flexing around him as she swallowed, milking him with nothing but sheer, sinful skill. 

When she finally pulled back, his cock glistened with her saliva, and she smirked up at him, her fingers still lazily pumping his length. "Surprised?" she teased, her voice husky. "Guess you didn’t know I had that in me, huh?"

"Oh, trust me, darling, I’m thrilled you can," he murmured, his grin widening as he watched her. His cock pulsed heavily in her grasp, thick and rigid, the veins standing out starkly beneath her fingers. He couldn’t recall the last time he’d been this achingly hard—every inch of him throbbed with need, desperate for more of her. 

"That night in the jacuzzi, I was dying to have you like this," she confessed, her voice low and teasing as she stroked him slowly, her fingers slick with his pre-cum. "But now? Now I get to show you exactly what I’ve been thinking about." 

His breath hitched as he chuckled, the sound rough with arousal. "Fuck, Lizzy… you’re spoiling me." 

She arched a brow, her lips curling into that wicked little smirk he adored. "Well?" she purred, echoing the line from the video—the one that had sent his pulse skyrocketing. "Are you just gonna sit there, or are you gonna take what you want?" 

That was all the invitation he needed. In an instant, his hand tangled in her hair, gripping tight as he yanked her forward, guiding her mouth back onto his cock. She gasped, her lips parting just in time to take him, her tongue already swirling around the head before he drove himself deep, forcing her down until her nose pressed against his stomach. 

The muffled moan that vibrated around his length sent a jolt straight to his core. He didn’t hold back—his hips jerked, fucking into her mouth with rough, relentless strokes, his grip in her hair keeping her exactly where he wanted her. The wet, filthy sounds of her gagging around him, of spit dripping down his shaft, only spurred him on. 

"Mmh—fuck, just like that," he growled, watching the way her lips stretched around him, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard between each thrust. Her hands clawed at his thighs, her nails biting into his skin as she fought to keep up, her throat working around him with every brutal push. 

The obscene chorus of her choked moans—each one punctuated by the slap of skin, the slick slide of his cock plunging in and out—filled the room. He could feel her struggling, her body tensing as he held her down, burying himself to the hilt until her breath hitched in ragged, desperate gasps. 

When he finally let her up, she surged back with a wet gasp, her lips swollen and glistening, a thin strand of spit still connecting her to him. Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her fingers trembling where they wrapped around his shaft, stroking him lazily. 

"Fuck," she panted, her voice wrecked, but her eyes were bright with satisfaction as she grinned up at him. "Guess I really showed you, huh?"

"Jesus Christ, Scotty," she panted, her breath ragged and uneven, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "This is fucking incredible! I can't get enough—do it again! Please, just—MMMPH!" Her words were abruptly cut off as Scott seized her hair with both hands this time, his fingers tangling tightly in the strands as he forced her mouth back down onto his rigid length. She tried to take control, to swirl her tongue around him, but he was relentless, driving her head up and down with such urgency that her lips couldn’t quite keep up. The obscene, wet sounds of her mouth working over him echoed around them, slick and desperate, only fueling his need. 

Scott was stunned by how fucking aroused he was—his cock was like steel, pulsing with every rough thrust into her throat, harder than he’d ever been in his life. The sight of Lizzy, her lips stretched around him, her cheeks hollowed as she struggled to keep up, sent another jolt of heat straight to his groin. His grip tightened in her hair, guiding her movements with brutal precision, his hips jerking upward to meet her every time she plunged down. Lizzy’s fingers dug into his thighs for balance, her nails biting into his skin as she surrendered completely to his rhythm. 

For Lizzy, it was almost too much—the sheer intensity of it, the way he dominated her so effortlessly, left her dizzy with lust. She’d never been face-fucked like this before, and the combination of helplessness and raw pleasure was overwhelming. Was it the way he controlled her, forcing her to take every inch, or the way his cock filled her mouth so perfectly, stretching her lips with each thrust? She didn’t know, didn’t care—all she knew was that she was soaked, her arousal dripping down her thighs, her body trembling with need. When he finally let go, she collapsed back, gasping, a thick strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the glistening tip of his cock. His balls were slick with her spit, his shaft twitching visibly with every heartbeat. 

She struggled to catch her breath, her chest heaving, her eyes dark with hunger. "Fuck yes," she finally managed, her voice husky and wrecked, a wild grin spreading across her face. "God, Scotty, that was—" She broke off, panting, her nipples hard peaks beneath her shirt, the fabric clinging to her damp skin. The air was thick with the scent of her arousal, heady and intoxicating. "I want you to come all over me," she breathed, her gaze locked on his, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Cover my face—I need it."

"Fuck yes, let’s do this," Scott growled, his voice thick with desire as he rose from the chair, towering over her. His fingers tangled in her hair, gripping tight as he yanked her up onto her knees, wasting no time before thrusting his cock back between her eager lips. The moment her mouth closed around him, he was already setting a punishing rhythm, slamming into her with the same relentless intensity as before. Lizzy’s palms slapped against his muscular thighs, her fingers digging in for dear life as he ruthlessly drove her face into his groin, his cock plunging deep into her throat. 

The obscene, wet sounds of her gagging and choking filled the air—GLK! GMPH! GLMPH!—each thrust forcing more spit to spill from her lips, slicking his balls as he used her mouth without mercy. Then, with a rough jerk, he shoved her head flush against him, burying his cock to the hilt down her throat, making her take every inch. Lizzy’s back arched sharply, her muffled cries vibrating around his shaft as her hands flailed against his legs, desperate for air. He held her there, suspended in that breathless, suffocating pleasure, before finally wrenching her away. 

Lizzy gasped, her lungs burning as she gulped in oxygen, her lips parted and glistening, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes as she blinked up at him, dazed and utterly wrecked. 

"Holy sh—" she barely managed before he seized her hair again, silencing her with another brutal thrust of his cock. MMMMMMMPH!! Her body jolted, her fingers clawing at his thighs as he resumed his ruthless pace, fucking her mouth like he owned it. 

God, he’s going to kill me like this, Lizzy thought deliriously, her mind hazy with pleasure. The lack of air, the way his thick shaft stretched her lips, the sheer helplessness of being used like this—it was overwhelming, intoxicating. And she never wanted it to stop. 

Scott could feel the pressure building, his balls tightening, that electric pulse of impending release coursing through him. This had gone beyond what he’d expected, far beyond just fun—it was primal, raw, and he was fucking addicted. Then came that unmistakable surge, the final warning before the storm. 

"Ready?" he rasped, his voice rough with need. 

Lizzy’s watery eyes locked onto his, her head bobbing as best it could while he still controlled her movements. 

"Use your hands when I let go," he commanded, his grip tightening in anticipation. 

She nodded again, breathless, eager, waiting for what was coming next.

Scott finally let go of her hair, his grip loosening as Lizzy pulled back, her lips sliding off his cock with a wet pop. She gasped, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to catch her breath, her throat raw from the relentless pace he’d set. Without missing a beat, her fingers wrapped around his slick, glistening length, stroking him with a desperate urgency, her palms sliding over his heated skin. Leaning in, she took the swollen head back into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip, teasing the slit as her hands worked the rest of him in tight, rhythmic pumps. 

Her breath was still ragged, her lungs burning, but she refused to let up—her lips sealed around him, sucking hard, her fingers tightening as she drove him closer to the edge. She glanced up through her lashes, her eyes glistening, pupils blown wide with need, her cheeks flushed. 

That was all the encouragement he needed. 

“Fuck—I’m close,” Scott gritted out, his voice rough, strained. Lizzy released him with a slick sound, her hands never stopping, her grip firm as she stroked him faster, her fingers gliding effortlessly over his slick flesh. 

“Do it,” she panted, her voice husky, her lips parted, waiting. “Cover me. I want it—all of it, Scotty. Give it to me.” 

And he did. 

His cock pulsed violently in her hands, thick ropes of cum erupting from him, splattering across her upturned face in hot, sticky streaks. She moaned as the first burst hit her skin, her tongue darting out to catch the next, her lashes fluttering as another landed over her eye, dripping down her cheek. But she didn’t stop—her hands kept working him, milking every last drop as his body shuddered, his release relentless. 

Scott’s head tipped back, a guttural groan tearing from his throat as pleasure ripped through him, wave after wave, his cock jerking in her grip. It was overwhelming, almost too much—his vision blurred at the edges, his muscles locking as he spilled himself onto her, his climax dragging on longer than he’d ever experienced. 

When he finally managed to look down, the sight of her nearly undid him all over again. 

Her face was a mess—his cum streaked across her skin, clinging to her lashes, tangled in her hair, dripping from her chin. And yet, she was grinning up at him, her tongue coated, her lips parted, still hungry for more. As the last tremors of his orgasm faded, she leaned in again, sealing her mouth around the head of his cock, sucking gently, coaxing out the final drops before pulling back with a satisfied hum.

Her lips remained wrapped around the swollen head of his cock, her tongue swirling lazily over the sensitive ridge as she let one hand drift lower, slipping beneath the soaked fabric of her panties. The moment her fingers found her clit, already swollen and aching, a shudder ran through her. She was so wet—her panties clinging to her skin, the slick heat between her thighs impossible to ignore. Two fingers slid into her effortlessly, the tight grip of her pussy welcoming them as she began to fuck herself in quick, desperate strokes. The heel of her palm ground against her clit with every thrust, and it didn’t take long—just a few frantic seconds—before she was coming undone. 

A muffled moan vibrated against Scott’s cock as her orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling violently. Her grip on his shaft tightened almost painfully, her fingers digging in as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her. He watched, mesmerized, as she rode it out, her face still streaked with his release, her lips sealed around him, sucking even as she shuddered through her climax. The sight alone was enough to keep him hard, his cock throbbing in her grasp despite the intensity of his own release just moments before. 

The peak was sharp, overwhelming, but over far too soon. As the last tremors faded, she finally released him, pulling back with a ragged gasp, her chest rising and falling rapidly. She sat back on her heels, her fingers still glistening, and for a long moment, she just stared up at him, catching her breath. Then, with a slow, wicked smirk, she dragged her fingers over her cum-smeared face, gathering every last drop before sliding them between her lips, sucking them clean with deliberate, obscene relish. 

"Mmm," she hummed, licking her lips, her eyes dark with satisfaction. "God, I love how you taste." Her tongue darted out, catching a stray drop at the corner of her mouth. "Especially yours, Scotty." She leaned forward again, her hand wrapping around his cock, squeezing just enough to coax out one last pearl of cum from the tip. Her tongue flicked out, lapping it up with a soft, satisfied sigh before pressing a slow, wet kiss to the head, her lips lingering just long enough to make him twitch. 

Finally, she let go, easing back onto her hands, her chest still heaving slightly. Her tits—full, heavy—swayed with each breath, the fabric of her bra barely containing them. Scott sank back into the chair, legs spread, his cock now softening but still thick, resting against his thigh. For a beat, they just stared at each other—then Lizzy giggled, a breathless, giddy sound, and before he knew it, they were both laughing, the tension dissolving into something warm and easy between them.

"Jesus Christ, that was fucking incredible!" Scott exhaled, his voice still thick with lingering arousal as their laughter subsided. 

Lizzy arched a brow, her body still sprawled back on her hands, her chest rising and falling with each breath. "Oh, sweetheart, 'incredible' doesn’t even begin to cover it," she purred, her lips curling into a wicked grin. "For a second there, I thought you were going to fuck my face straight into next week!" Her hair was a wild, tangled mess, strands clinging to her flushed skin, and she looked thoroughly ravished—which, of course, she had been. "And then you tried to turn my mouth into your personal fucking cum fountain!" she added with a breathless laugh, licking her lips as if savoring the memory. 

Scott shook his head in disbelief, his cock still tingling from the sheer force of his release. "I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard in my entire fucking life," he admitted, his voice rough. "And you—Jesus, Lizzy, the way you came apart? That was something else." His gaze darkened as he remembered the way her body had trembled beneath him, her pleasure so intense it had been almost violent. 

"Oh, trust me, I noticed," she teased, flashing him a sinful smirk. 

"So?" He reached down, brushing his fingers along her jaw. "Did I live up to expectations? Or did I just ruin you for anyone else?" 

Lizzy didn’t hesitate. She surged forward, planting her hands on his knees, her eyes gleaming with mischief and satisfaction. "Are you kidding me? That was fucking perfect, Scotty. And I’m already counting down the seconds until we do it again." She pressed a quick, playful kiss to his lips before pulling back, her grin turning downright filthy. "Thank you." 

He chuckled, running a hand through his hair. "Right back at you, gorgeous." 

She wobbled slightly as she stood, her legs still unsteady from the aftershocks of pleasure. "Guess I should go hose myself off," she mused, raking her fingers through her tousled hair before dragging them down over her soaked panties with a smirk. "And for the record? These are a lost cause." She pinched the drenched fabric away from her skin, giving him a pointed look. 

Scott smirked, adjusting his pants as he rose. "Yeah, I should probably clean up too. Though, to be fair, you did most of the work for me already." 

Lizzy shot him a wink over her shoulder as she sauntered toward the door. "See you later, fuck-buddy," she tossed back, sticking her tongue out playfully before slipping out into the hall. 

The moment the door clicked shut, Scott exhaled, shaking his head in disbelief. "This," he muttered to himself, heading toward the bathroom with a slow, satisfied grin, "is going to be one hell of a summer." 

He could already feel the anticipation coiling low in his gut. 

One hell of a summer indeed.

Scott’s newfound arrangement with Lizzy—his childhood friend turned insatiable lover—had flung open the doors to every carnal fantasy he’d ever harbored but never dared explore. Before her, he’d struggled to find a girl willing to indulge his desires, but Lizzy? She was a revelation. Over the past few weeks, she’d thrown herself into every twisted, delicious experiment he could dream up, proving time and again that her appetite matched his own. It had all begun with a reckless quickie in the bubbling heat of the jacuzzi, followed by a night where she’d let him take her mouth with a ferocity that left them both breathless. Since then, they’d been insatiable, fucking at every opportunity, each encounter a fresh adventure, a new way to lose themselves in pleasure. 

The only misstep had been the spanking. One evening, she’d asked him to try it, curious if the sting of his palm would spark something in her. But the moment his hand connected with her soft flesh, the mood shattered. She’d winced, more from discomfort than arousal, and the guilt that twisted in his gut was instant. They’d laughed it off afterward, agreeing it wasn’t for them, and moved on without looking back. 

Then there was the morning she’d slipped into his room, the house empty save for the two of them. He’d been lost in sleep when she crept in, her fingers already slick with lube, wrapping around his cock with a firm, practiced grip. The sensation of her hand working him—tight, relentless—had woken him with a gasp. She’d smirked down at him, watching as his hips jerked helplessly into her touch, his cock throbbing under her ministrations. When he came, it was explosive, the first hot burst landing high on his own chest, the rest flooding her mouth as she swallowed him down greedily. Not a drop was wasted—she licked him clean afterward, her tongue tracing the sticky trails on his skin, her dark eyes locked on his the entire time. 

Lizzy wasn’t just adventurous—she was voracious. Maybe not a nympho, but damn close, always ready, always eager, always finding new ways to drive him wild. And Scott? He was addicted. She was the best he’d ever had, hands down, and the thought of summer ending—of this electric, reckless thing between them fading—was the last thing he wanted. Judging by the way she looked at him, the way she touched him, Lizzy felt exactly the same.

He had quickly learned that Lizzy’s appetite for pleasure went far beyond just facials and the rough, exhilarating thrill of face-fucking. There was something deeper, something primal that she craved—the feeling of being completely at his mercy, of surrendering control entirely. She wanted to be handled roughly, commanded, pushed to the edge where she had no say in what happened next. The way she had begged him to take her face the first time had given him a hint, but over the past two weeks, she had shown him—through every gasp, every moan, every time she arched beneath him—just how much she loved being dominated. 

One lazy afternoon, while watching another video from the same actress who had first sparked their shared fantasy, Scott found himself struck with inspiration. The way the woman in the video was used, the way she was bound and taken without hesitation—it sent a jolt of heat straight through him. As soon as the video ended, he grabbed his phone, fingers flying over the screen as he searched for exactly what he had in mind. A few clicks later, his order was placed, anticipation already coiling low in his stomach. The wait would be agonizing—a whole week—but that just meant more time to explore, more time to see just how far Lizzy would let him take her. 

The following evening, he sprawled across his bed, the glow of the TV casting flickering shadows over his bare arms. He hadn’t bothered with much—just his usual lazy-day uniform of gym shorts and a thin, sleeveless tee. His parents had plans, and the moment their car rolled out of the driveway, he knew she’d be there. 

And, of course, she was. 

The second the sound of the engine faded down the street, there was a soft knock at his door. A slow grin tugged at his lips. 

“Come in, Lizzy,” he called, amusement lacing his voice. 

The door creaked open, and there she stood, cheeks flushed, lips curved in that mischievous smile he knew so well. The same blue robe from that night in the jacuzzi clung to her curves, and his mind immediately raced with possibilities—what was beneath it? What was she hiding? 

“I take it you were expecting me,” she teased, stepping closer to the bed, hips swaying just enough to make his pulse jump. 

“Like clockwork,” he admitted, tilting his head to study her. “You’re nothing if not reliable.” 

She bit her lip, eyes dancing with playful challenge. “You don’t mind, do you, Scotty?” 

He scoffed, tossing the remote aside before folding his arms behind his head, stretching lazily. “What do you think?” 

Her grin widened. “I think you look forward to this just as much as I do. Maybe even more.” 

“Guilty,” he murmured, letting his gaze rake over her. Then, with deliberate slowness, he nodded toward the robe. “Now, are you going to show me what’s under there, or do I have to find out myself?”

“I picked up something special just for you a few days ago,” she murmured, her lips curving into a wicked grin. “One of the perks of working at the lingerie shop—aside from the endless temptation—is the discount. The second I laid eyes on this set, I knew I had to have it, and I knew exactly who I wanted to wear it for. I’ve been counting down the hours until I could show you.” Her eyes gleamed with anticipation, dark and playful. 

“Well, don’t keep me waiting,” Scott demanded, his voice rough with hunger. 

Lizzy sauntered to the foot of his bed, her hips swaying deliberately as she turned to face him. With agonizing slowness, she tugged at the sash of her robe, letting it slip free while she fixed him with that smoldering look—the one that never failed to make his pulse spike. She tilted her head down just enough to peer up at him through her lashes, knowing exactly how much it wrecked him. The sash slithered to the floor, and then, with a single fluid motion, she shrugged the robe off, letting it pool around her ankles. 

The lingerie was a masterpiece—black lace and delicate gold embroidery, the bra fastened with not one but two intricate clasps at the front. The sides were crisscrossed with slender straps, four in total, framing her curves in a way that made his mouth go dry. The matching panties were just as sinful, a thong with three delicate straps on each side instead of the usual plain band. She turned in a slow circle, giving him a full view, the fabric clinging to her like a second skin. When she faced him again, that same teasing smirk played on her lips, her gaze heavy with promise. 

“So?” she purred, her voice dripping with seduction. 

“Fucking breathtaking,” he growled, his eyes raking over her. “You look like every filthy fantasy I’ve ever had.” 

Her grin deepened. “Good. Now tell me—does it make you want to bend me over and take me right here?” 

He exhaled sharply, his cock already hardening at the thought. “Like you even need to ask.”

"God, you have no idea how much I need you right now," she murmured, her voice thick with desire, barely above a whisper. She closed the distance between them in a few deliberate strides, then climbed onto the bed, straddling him with deliberate slowness, letting him drink in the sight of her full, luscious breasts barely contained by the delicate fabric of her bra. He shifted beneath her, sinking into the mattress to give her full control, and the moment their bodies aligned, she cradled his face in her hands, sealing her lips to his in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. Her mouth was warm, yielding just enough to tease him with the flick of her tongue against his. The kiss grew hungrier, their tongues tangling as she tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him closer while his arms encircled her waist, pressing her flush against him. The firm swell of her breasts, still confined in that sinful bra, pressed insistently against his chest, and she could already feel the undeniable proof of his arousal beneath her, hardening with every passing second. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she ground against him, then let one hand trail down between their bodies, her fingers curling possessively over the rigid length straining against his shorts. The heat radiating from him was intoxicating, and when she gave him a firm squeeze, his breath hitched in response, a low groan escaping his lips. 

Their mouths remained locked together, lost in the slow, intoxicating rhythm of their kiss, until suddenly, Lizzy pulled back, lifting herself just enough to settle her lace-covered core directly over his throbbing erection. The damp heat of her arousal seeped through the thin fabric of her panties, sending a jolt of pleasure through him as she rocked against him, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps. Her dark, heavy-lidded gaze never left his as her fingers made quick work of the delicate clasps at the front of her bra, releasing the cups with a practiced flick. The fabric fell away, baring her full, heavy breasts to his hungry gaze, her nipples already stiff and begging for attention. With a slow, teasing smile, she let the bra slip from her fingers, then arched into her own touch as she cupped the weight of her breasts in her palms, lifting them slightly, offering them to him like a feast. Her fingers toyed with her own nipples, rolling and pinching until a soft, breathy moan escaped her parted lips, her expression one of pure, unadulterated need.

Scott’s hands shot up, impatiently brushing hers aside as he claimed her heavy, full breasts for himself, his fingers digging into the soft flesh with a possessive hunger. A breathy moan escaped her lips at the rough treatment, only encouraging him to tighten his grip further. He rolled her stiff nipples between his fingers, tugging and teasing until Lizzy arched against him, grinding her damp panties against the thick length of his cock straining beneath his shorts. Leaning forward, she let her voluptuous tits sway tantalizingly close to his face, her fingers gripping the headboard for balance as she offered herself to him. With a growl, he seized one plump breast, dragging it to his mouth and sealing his lips around the hardened peak, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. Lizzy whimpered, pressing herself deeper into his mouth, urging him on as he lavished attention on one nipple before switching to the other, each flick of his tongue sending waves of pleasure rippling through her body—and stoking the fire burning hotter between them. 

Unable to stand the teasing any longer, Lizzy abruptly sat up, her soaked panties grinding against his aching erection as she seized the hem of his shirt. With a sharp tug, she yanked it upward, barely giving him time to lift his torso before she tore it off completely, tossing it carelessly onto the floor beside her abandoned bra. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she hooked her fingers into the sides of her damp panties, lifting one knee and then the other, peeling the soaked fabric away before flinging them onto the growing heap of discarded clothes. Settling back onto his thighs, she wasted no time in dragging his gym shorts down over his hips, her fingers wrapping around his throbbing cock with a firm, possessive grip. 

"I want to taste you, Scotty," she murmured, her voice thick with desire as her hand stroked him with slow, deliberate pumps. 

"And I want to taste you, Lizzy," he growled in response, his words sending a wicked spark of excitement flashing in her eyes. A delighted laugh bubbled up from her throat as she scrambled off his thighs, standing beside the bed to yank his shorts the rest of the way down his legs. Her full breasts bounced enticingly with every movement, swaying as she tossed the shorts onto the pile before climbing back onto the bed, this time facing his feet. With a sinuous grace, she swung one shapely leg over him, settling into the perfect 69 position, her knees framing his head. 

Scott’s breath hitched as he was presented with an unobstructed view of her smooth, glistening pussy—so close he could practically taste her arousal. Her outer lips were already swollen, slick with her juices, the sight so intoxicating he could hardly believe she was real. It was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

Lizzy lowered herself onto Scott, her eager fingers wrapping around his throbbing length before taking him deep into her mouth without hesitation. The weight of her full, heavy breasts pressed deliciously against his stomach as she engulfed him, her lips sealing around his shaft as she took him all the way to the back of her throat. Her fingers worked in tandem, kneading and rolling his smooth, tight balls while her mouth moved with practiced rhythm—up and down, slow then fast, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before plunging him back into the wet heat of her throat. 

Scott’s hands found the lush curves of her ass, gripping firmly as he pulled her down toward his waiting mouth. His lips latched onto her swollen clit, sucking hard, and the vibration of her moan around his cock sent a jolt of pleasure straight through him. She rocked her hips against his face, grinding in desperate little circles as his tongue flicked over her sensitive bud before tracing the length of her slick, dripping slit. The taste of her arousal was intoxicating—sweet and musky—and he groaned against her as he buried his tongue inside her tight, clenching walls. Her thighs trembled around his head, her body tightening as she sucked him deeper, her fingers tightening around the base of his cock in rhythm with the pulsing of her own pleasure. 

Lizzy’s breath hitched, her voice muffled around him before she pulled back just enough to gasp, “Oh God—I’m gonna—NNGH—I’m gonna cum!” Her words dissolved into a desperate whimper as she slammed her mouth back down onto him, her movements growing frantic. Her nose brushed against his balls with every deep, urgent stroke, her moans vibrating against his skin. Scott could feel it—the way her hips jerked, the way her pussy clenched around nothing, the flood of her arousal coating his lips and chin. And then it hit her. 

A strangled cry tore from her throat as her body locked up, her hips grinding down against his face as her orgasm ripped through her. “MMMMPHHHH!” she screamed around his cock, her thighs shaking violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Scott held her firmly in place, his tongue relentless—plunging deep, then flicking mercilessly over her clit until she was gasping, her body convulsing with a second, even more powerful climax. Her hand tightened around his shaft, her head falling against his thigh as she rode out the aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged, whimpering pants. Her eyes squeezed shut, her face twisted in ecstasy as pleasure consumed her completely.

"NNNNNGGGGHHH!!" The guttural moan tore from her throat, her teeth clenched so tight her jaw ached, her fingers wrapped around Scott's cock with a vice-like grip that bordered on painful. He released her clit from the suction of his lips, and she gasped, the sound dissolving into breathy whimpers as his tongue traced slow, deliberate strokes along her slick folds. The aftershocks of her climax still pulsed through her, but he was gentle now, coaxing her down from the peak with the tender drag of his tongue. Gradually, her fingers loosened around his length, though she kept her hold on him, her grip no longer desperate but possessive. When the last tremors finally ebbed away, she was left panting, her skin glistening with a sheen of sweat, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. 

"Holy shit," she breathed, her cheek still pressed against the warm, firm muscle of his thigh, her exhales ghosting over his skin. "That was... fuck... I’ve never come that hard before." Her hand moved lazily along his cock, stroking him in slow, teasing pumps. He was still achingly hard, the veins standing out beneath her fingers, his body begging for release. Scott finally lifted his head from between her thighs, his lips glistening with her arousal, his grip on her ass softening as he let out a low chuckle. 

"Thought I was gonna need a snorkel for a second there," he teased, his voice rough with amusement as he licked his lips, savoring the taste of her. 

She laughed breathlessly, her fingers tightening just slightly around him. "Sorry, I just—when I get really into it, I can’t help it." Her thumb swiped over the swollen head of his cock, smearing the bead of pre-cum that had gathered there. 

"Good," he growled, his hands suddenly gripping her hips as he effortlessly flipped her onto her back, his body moving with predatory grace. Before she could even process the shift, he had her legs hooked over his arms, yanking her toward him in one swift motion, spreading her wide open. 

"Oh!" The gasp burst from her lips as she was pulled into position, her body arching instinctively. Her gaze locked onto his cock—hard, thick, and pulsing with need, the tip glistening with moisture. A thick drop of pre-cum escaped, landing just above her slit, and she shuddered at the sensation, her clit throbbing in anticipation. She was already wet again, her body craving what she knew was coming next. 

"Now," Scott growled, his voice dark with promise, "it’s my turn."

And just like that, he was there—positioned perfectly between her trembling thighs, spreading her wide with an effortless dominance that sent a shiver down her spine. One strong hand braced against the inside of her knee, holding her open for him, while the other wrapped around his aching length, guiding the swollen head to her slick entrance. The moment he pressed forward, she gasped—her body yielding instantly, already so wet for him that he slid in without resistance, just the thick tip stretching her before he paused, teasing her with that delicious pressure. Then, with a rough tug, he dragged her even closer, his arms hooking behind her knees as he leaned over her, palms planted firmly on the mattress beside her head. The angle forced her legs up, bent nearly to her chest, leaving her utterly exposed, utterly vulnerable—spread wide and pinned beneath him, powerless to stop what was coming. 

“Oh my God,” she breathed, her lips parting in a breathless smile even as her pulse hammered wildly. Excitement coiled tight in her belly, but beneath it, something darker flickered—a thrill of fear, sharp and electric, because she’d never been this helpless before, never been so completely at his mercy. And the way he was looking at her—those hungry, predatory eyes—sent her heart racing, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps. 

There was no mistaking the raw need in his gaze, no denying the promise burning there—she was about to be ruined, and all she could do was lie there, trembling beneath him, waiting for it. 

For a heartbeat, he just watched her, his chest rising and falling with the same ragged anticipation that thrummed through her veins. Then—without warning—he slammed into her, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. A sharp cry tore from her throat as her back arched, fingers digging into his arms, nails biting into his skin. He held there for a suspended moment, buried deep inside her, before pulling back and driving into her again, setting a relentless, punishing rhythm. His body hovered over hers, her legs draped over his forearms, her calves bouncing helplessly with every thrust. Her breasts swayed heavily with each jarring impact, the heat between them building to something almost unbearable—and beneath it all, she could feel the heavy slap of his balls against her ass, the obscene, rhythmic thud lost beneath the creaking protest of the bed as he fucked her with everything he had. 

“Oh—fuck—oh—God—!” she sobbed, her voice breaking with each deep, driving stroke. Her fingers tightened on his arms, urging him on, begging without words. “Harder—please—Scotty, fuck me—!”

Scott obeyed her silent plea, driving into her with a relentless intensity that left her breathless. His muscles strained, slick with sweat as he pounded into her with a ferocity neither of them had experienced before. The heat between them was unbearable, the friction almost too much, and he could feel the inevitable climax building inside him, his balls tightening in anticipation. Lizzy’s gaze locked onto his, her eyes dark with desire, lips parted in ragged gasps as he filled her again and again. Then, that smile—wide, wanton, utterly unguarded—spread across her face, and it was all the encouragement he needed. 

"I'm close," he ground out, his voice rough with need, his thrusts growing even more urgent. Beneath him, Lizzy could only whimper, her body trembling as she nodded frantically, urging him on. The pressure coiled tighter, and then—release. His head snapped back as pleasure tore through him, a deep, guttural groan escaping his lips as his cock pulsed violently inside her. He buried himself to the hilt, his hips jerking forward as the first hot jet of cum flooded her already-drenched pussy. Lizzy arched beneath him, crying out as she felt him spill into her, wave after wave of his release filling her to the brim. 

He fucked her through it, shallow, desperate thrusts prolonging the sensation until his body finally stilled, spent. His cock twitched one last time, emptying the last of his seed deep inside her before he finally let himself collapse slightly, panting. The heat of his cum seeped between them, thick and slick, trickling out around his softening length as they both struggled to catch their breath. 

Scott gazed down at her, his chest heaving, and couldn’t help but smirk at the mess they’d made. "Sheets are definitely ruined," he murmured, his voice rough with amusement. Lizzy laughed breathlessly beneath him, her cheeks flushed, eyes bright with satisfaction. He studied her for a long moment, his fingers tracing idle patterns along her thigh before he finally asked, his tone softer now, "You alright? I didn’t—I mean, that wasn’t too much?" 

Lizzy’s grin was immediate, her voice breathless but exhilarated. "Oh my God, Scotty, that was insane," she gasped. "I thought you were going to wreck me—in the best possible way. I’ve never been fucked like that before. I’m going to feel it tomorrow, but damn, it was worth every second." 

He chuckled, still cradling her legs in his arms, reluctant to let go just yet. "Guess I should probably let you move now, huh?" he teased, though the warmth in his voice betrayed just how much he’d enjoyed every second of it.

"Unless you're planning on sleeping just like this—which, honestly, sounds pretty tempting—then yeah, I suppose you should let me go," she teased, her laughter soft and breathless against his skin. Scott shifted, rising onto his knees as he reluctantly freed her legs, his cock sliding out of her with a slick, wet sound that made her shiver. The moment he withdrew, she clenched tight, trying to keep as much of his release inside her as possible, but some still escaped, trickling down the curve of her ass to soak into the already ruined sheets. Her legs fell limply to the mattress, knees bent, as he finally pushed himself off the bed, his body still humming with the aftershocks of their passion. 

"Hold on, let me grab you something to clean up with," he murmured, already striding toward the adjoining bathroom. Within moments, he returned, handing her a fresh washcloth, still warm from the water he must have run over it. She took it gratefully, pressing the soft fabric between her thighs with a sigh. 

"Thanks, Scotty," she murmured, flashing him a lazy, satisfied smile before pushing herself upright, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed. Her hair was a wild mess, tumbling over her shoulders in tangled waves, and she could already feel the delicious ache settling deep in her muscles. 

"Oh my God," she laughed, shifting slightly as a fresh wave of soreness made itself known. "I swear, I'm going to be waddling for days after that." 

Scott chuckled, dropping down beside her, still gloriously naked, his spent cock resting against his thigh, glistening faintly with the remnants of their shared pleasure. She glanced at him, her grin widening when he met her gaze, his own expression warm and just a little smug. 

"You should probably get dressed before the others come back," he suggested, draping an arm around her shoulders. She leaned into him, resting her head against his chest with a contented sigh. 

"I don’t want to," she admitted, her voice a playful whine. "I’d much rather stay right here and let you have your way with me all over again." 

He laughed, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. "Don’t worry, we’ve got all summer for that, Lizzy. Plenty of time." 

She sighed dramatically but finally pushed herself up, swaying slightly as she stood. "Yeah, I know," she admitted, bending to scoop up the discarded lingerie and robe from the floor. "But it’s still going to suck when summer ends and you have to leave." 

Turning back to him, she flashed him a wicked grin, her eyes dancing with mischief. "Though I have to say, I’m very curious about what else you’ve got in store for me before then." 

With that, she sauntered—well, as much as one could saunter when still trembling from an earth-shattering orgasm—toward the door, throwing him one last lingering look before disappearing into the hallway. 

Scott watched her go, shaking his head with a slow, knowing smile. 

If only you knew, Lizzy, he thought, his pulse kicking up just imagining the things he still had planned for her. If only you knew.

The package he’d been eagerly waiting for—the one containing the special little surprise for Lizzy—finally arrived after what felt like an agonizing week of anticipation. His pulse had been racing every time he checked the mailbox, paranoid his mother might beat him to it. She’d only noticed his sudden enthusiasm for fetching the mail, completely oblivious to the real reason behind his newfound diligence. The moment the discreetly labeled box was in his hands, he wasted no time, slipping it straight into his room and tucking it safely into his desk drawer before delivering the rest of the mail to his mom with practiced nonchalance. 

Back in the privacy of his room, door firmly shut, he pulled the drawer open with barely contained excitement. The packaging was sliced open in seconds, and when he finally held the sleek, well-crafted toy in his hands, a slow, wicked grin spread across his face. 

"Oh, this is perfect," he murmured to himself, turning it over in his fingers, admiring the smooth contours. "She’s gonna love this." The thought alone sent a thrill through him, imagining the way her body would react, the sounds she’d make. Carefully, he returned it to its box and stashed it away again, his patience already fraying as he waited for the right moment. 

That moment didn’t come until nearly another week later—but when it did, it was worth the wait. Their parents had left for the weekend, driving out of state to visit his mom’s old high school friend who wasn’t doing well. Early Saturday morning, the house was theirs, completely uninterrupted until late Sunday night. 

"You two will be fine here alone, right?" his mom had fretted in that way only mothers could, her brow furrowed with unnecessary concern. 

His dad had just chuckled, rolling his eyes. "For God’s sake, they’re adults. They can handle a weekend without us hovering." 

His mom had sighed, relenting with a smile before they finally climbed into the car and disappeared down the driveway. Lizzy and Scott stood on the porch, waving until the car vanished from sight. 

"So," Lizzy drawled, turning to him with a smirk, her eyes already dark with promise. "Your room or mine?" 

"Yours," Scott answered without hesitation, grinning. "Unless you want to explain to my parents why my bed frame is cracked in half." 

Lizzy burst into laughter at the memory, her cheeks flushing, and before he could say another word, she took off in a sprint toward her bedroom. Scott didn’t hesitate—he was right on her heels, already imagining all the ways he was going to put that new toy to very good use.

The morning had slipped away in a haze of tangled sheets and breathless laughter, their bodies still humming from the frantic, delicious energy they’d burned off in Lizzy’s bedroom. Now, freshly showered and ravenous, they lounged at the kitchen table, lazily picking at breakfast while discussing their separate plans for the day. Lizzy had a girls’ day out lined up—some shopping, maybe a coffee date—while Scott intended to meet up with his buddies, probably to waste time shooting the shit. Their schedules kept them occupied, the house empty for most of the afternoon, but as they talked, they realized the night ahead was gloriously, deliciously free. 

A slow, knowing smirk curled Lizzy’s lips as she twirled her fork between her fingers. "So, I guess tonight’s the night, huh?" she murmured, her voice dripping with playful mischief. 

Scott mirrored her grin, his gaze lingering just a little too long on the tempting dip of her waist, the way her shirt clung to her curves. "Seems like it," he agreed, his tone teasing, deliberately provoking. "Think we can manage to behave ourselves until then?" 

The day melted away faster than either of them expected, the sun dipping low by the time they found themselves alone again. Lizzy had developed a habit—one Scott adored—of parading around the house in next to nothing whenever they had the place to themselves. Sometimes, if she was feeling particularly bold, she’d forgo clothes entirely, her bare skin glowing in the golden evening light. Tonight, though, she’d opted for something just as tantalizing—a snug white halter top that strained against the generous swell of her breasts, paired with a sinfully short black skirt that rode dangerously low on her hips. 

It was a skirt her mother had expressly forbidden, one Lizzy had been ordered to return. But of course, she hadn’t. Instead, she’d stashed it away, waiting for moments like this—when the house was theirs, and rules didn’t apply. The fabric barely skimmed the lush curve of her ass, and beneath it? Nothing. Just smooth, bare skin. 

Scott’s gaze darkened as he watched her move, the sight of her like this—reckless, unrestrained—fitting perfectly into the plans he’d been nursing all day.

Dinner had been devoured, the plates now empty, and Lizzy was in the midst of tidying up, her movements efficient yet tantalizing as she wiped down the kitchen bar where they’d eaten. The dining table had been ignored—too formal, too distant—when the two of them could sit side by side at the bar, thighs brushing, fingers occasionally grazing as they reached for the same dish. Scott had slipped away unnoticed, retreating to his room to retrieve the little secret he’d stashed in his desk drawer. His pulse quickened as he palmed the smooth, sleek toy, tucking it into the deep pocket of his cargo shorts before sauntering back into the dining area. 

Lizzy was bent forward, her short skirt—that damned, deliciously forbidden skirt—riding up as she stretched to clear the last of the dishes. The fabric clung to her curves, barely concealing the smooth, bare flesh beneath. No panties, of course. She never wore them with this skirt, and the knowledge sent a rush of heat straight to Scott’s cock. He moved silently, stepping closer just as she dropped a fork, the metal clattering against the floor before settling between the bar and the stool. She shifted, pulling the stool aside to retrieve it, one hand braced against the seat for balance as she leaned down, her ass arched invitingly. 

Scott couldn’t resist. His hands found her hips, fingers digging in as he yanked her back against him, her round, perfect ass pressing into the growing bulge in his shorts. Lizzy gasped, twisting to glance over her shoulder, her lips curling into that wicked half-smile he loved. She tried to straighten, but he wasn’t having it, pushing her back down until her palms flattened against the stool, her body bent and utterly at his mercy. 

“Mmm, someone’s excited,” she teased, rolling her hips back against him, the friction making his cock throb. 

“Got a surprise for you,” he murmured, voice rough, his grip tightening. 

“Oh, I can feel it,” she purred, wriggling against him, still bent over, still helplessly exposed. 

“Not that,” he growled. “Give me your hands.” 

“My—what?” Confusion flickered across her face, but beneath it, arousal sparked, her breath hitching. 

“Your hands. Now.” His tone left no room for argument, and Lizzy felt a rush of wetness between her thighs, her pulse kicking up. 

“Yes, sir,” she breathed, obeying instantly, bringing her hands behind her back and offering them to him. The movement forced her deeper over the stool, her chest pressing into the seat, her face nearly buried against the cool leather. Pinned. Vulnerable. Exactly where he wanted her.

Scott released his grip on her hips, his fingers lingering just a moment longer against the curve of her waist before he reached into the deep pocket of his shorts. His fingers brushed against the cool, supple leather of the cuffs as he pulled them free, the weight of them heavy in his palm. With his other hand, he seized her wrist, his grip firm but not unkind, and she gasped softly as the smooth leather encircled her skin. The buckle clicked into place with a satisfying snap, snug against her delicate bones. Lizzy twisted slightly, peering over her shoulder to see what he was doing, and when realization dawned, her lips curled into a wicked grin. 

He didn’t waste time, grabbing her other wrist with a roughness that made her breath hitch, the movement jerking her forward on the stool. The second cuff slid around her wrist, the leather tightening with a practiced tug before he secured it just as firmly as the first. Then came the metallic whisper of the snap link, the steel loops on each cuff clinking together as he fastened them, binding her hands behind her back. The sound sent a shiver down her spine, her pulse quickening, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. She could feel the heat pooling between her thighs, her lips parting as excitement coiled tight in her belly. 

"Stand up," Scott ordered, his voice low and commanding. Lizzy obeyed, pushing herself up from the stool, her back straightening as she rose to her full height, her arms restrained behind her. The leather cuffs pressed into her skin, a delicious reminder of her helplessness. "Don’t turn around until I tell you to," he added, and she gave a small, eager nod, her body thrumming with anticipation. 

She heard the scrape of the stool’s legs against the floor as Scott dragged it closer, the creak of his weight settling onto it. The rustle of fabric followed—his shorts being pushed down, she imagined—and then his voice came again, rough with desire. "Turn around." 

Lizzy turned slowly, her breath catching in her throat at the sight before her. Scott sat there, his jeans undone, his cock resting against his thigh, already half-hard and waiting. Her gaze lingered on the thick length of him, the way it twitched slightly under her scrutiny, before she dragged her eyes up to meet his. The intensity in his stare made her heart race, her mouth going dry. 

"Get me hard," he demanded, his voice a dark promise. Lizzy swallowed, her lips parting as she nodded, her body already responding to his command. She could feel the wetness between her legs, the ache building as she prepared to obey.

"Yes, sir," she breathed, her voice husky with anticipation as she sank gracefully to her knees before him. The height of the bar stool positioned his cock and balls perfectly at eye level, so she didn’t even have to lean forward—just part her lips and take him into her mouth. Her tongue flicked out first, teasing the swollen head, swirling around the sensitive ridge as she tasted the first salty drop of his arousal. She sucked gently, her lips forming a tight seal as she worked the tip with slow, deliberate circles, savoring the way he pulsed against her tongue. Then, with a soft moan, she took him deeper, her mouth stretching to accommodate his growing length, her cheeks hollowing as she applied just the right amount of pressure. The heat of him, the way he thickened in her mouth, sent a rush of wetness between her thighs, her own arousal spiking with every inch she swallowed. 

Fuck, she knows exactly what she’s doing, Scott thought, his fingers tightening in the fabric of his jeans as he watched her. Her bound hands only made it hotter—helpless, eager, completely at his mercy. And then, without warning, she took him all the way, her throat opening around him as she swallowed him whole. A ragged groan tore from his lips, his hips jerking instinctively before he caught himself. He couldn’t resist anymore—his hands tangled in her hair, gripping tight as he guided her head, forcing her to take him even deeper. 

A muffled whimper vibrated against his cock as he held her there, her eyes watering but never breaking contact with his. Then, with deliberate slowness, he began to move her, dragging her mouth up and down his shaft in long, luxurious strokes. No frantic pace this time—just the slow, relentless glide of her lips, the slick heat of her tongue, the way her throat fluttered around him when he pushed deep. She moaned around him, her gaze locked on his, her breath coming in ragged little gasps whenever he gave her a moment to breathe. 

Finally, he released her, letting her pull back with a wet, obscene pop. She swayed slightly on her knees, her lips swollen and glistening, her chest rising and falling as she fought to catch her breath. A single strand of saliva still connected her to him, and Scott smirked, thoroughly pleased with the sight of her—flushed, panting, and utterly wrecked.

"On your feet," he commanded, his voice low and rough with desire. Lizzy obeyed instantly, rising gracefully, her body trembling slightly with anticipation. "Now turn around," he murmured, and she pivoted slowly, her back now to him as she faced the bar and the empty stool beside it. 

"Bend over the seat," he instructed, his gaze darkening as he watched her hesitate for just a fraction of a second. She glanced back at him, her lips parted, her breath quickening, before shifting her attention to the stool. With a slow nod, she stepped forward, her movements deliberate as she leaned down, draping herself over the leather seat. Her full breasts spilled over one side, swaying with the motion, while her ass arched high in the air, perfectly presented for him. 

Scott stood, his cock pulsing with need, the thick length of him swaying slightly as he closed the distance between them. The sight of her—bound, exposed, utterly at his mercy—sent a sharp thrill through him. Her short skirt had ridden up, revealing the smooth curve of her ass, the glistening heat of her pussy already slick and waiting. Her legs were parted just enough, an unspoken invitation, and he positioned himself behind her, his feet bracketing hers. Gripping his cock, he dragged the swollen head through her folds, teasing her before finally pushing inside, his hands tightening on her hips as he buried himself to the hilt. 

Lizzy gasped, a sharp cry tearing from her lips as he filled her completely in one relentless thrust. There was no pause, no moment to adjust—only the brutal, intoxicating rhythm of his hips slamming into her, driving her forward with each powerful stroke. She moaned, her body arching, her tits swaying wildly beneath her as he fucked her hard and fast. The sound of skin meeting skin, the wet slap of his balls against her clit, the lewd squelch of her pussy taking him over and over—it was obscene, intoxicating. 

Her halter top couldn’t contain her, the fabric giving way as one heavy breast, then the other, spilled free, bouncing with every thrust. Scott groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he watched her body ripple beneath him, her ass clenching with every deep, punishing stroke. Then, without warning, he released her hips, his hands moving to the snap link between her cuffs. He yanked her wrists back, pulling her up against him, forcing her to arch even more as he never once slowed the relentless pace of his hips.

Lizzy gasped sharply as Scott yanked her bound wrists back toward him, the sudden motion sending a jolt through her body just as he buried himself deep inside her again. His grip was unrelenting, keeping her arms taut behind her, the leather cuffs digging deliciously into her skin as he maintained the punishing rhythm of his thrusts. The pressure forced her shoulders to arch back, her chest pressing forward, her breath coming in ragged, uneven bursts. She tilted her head back, eyes squeezed shut, lost in the overwhelming sensations—the stretch of him inside her, the sharp tug on her restraints, the way every rough snap of his hips sent shockwaves of pleasure straight to her clit. It was almost too much, the discomfort twisting into something unbearably good, making her moan helplessly with each deep, relentless stroke. 

She had never felt so completely at someone else’s mercy, so utterly under his control, and the sheer thrill of it sent a rush of heat through her veins. This was surrender, total and absolute, and it was the most exhilarating thing she’d ever known. 

“Oh God—oh fuck, yes, yes, please!” she sobbed, her voice breaking as Scott drove into her harder, the stool creaking beneath them with the force of his movements. Her body jerked forward with each thrust, her breasts swaying wildly, her skin slick with sweat. The pleasure was building too fast, too intensely, spiraling out of control until she could barely think. “I’m—I’m gonna—oh God, I’m coming!” she wailed, her voice raw with desperation. And then it hit her—a brutal, all-consuming wave of ecstasy that tore through her like lightning. She screamed, her back arching violently, her thighs trembling as her pussy clenched around him in desperate, rhythmic pulses. Her vision blurred, her breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps as the pleasure consumed her, leaving her shaking, wrung out, barely able to stay upright. 

Scott groaned as her walls tightened around him, her climax drenching his cock in slick heat. But he didn’t slow down—if anything, he fucked her harder, his grip on the snap link tightening as he pulled her arms even higher, forcing her body into a deeper, more vulnerable arch. He could feel his own release coiling low in his gut, the pressure building with every thrust, every desperate clench of her around him. The sight of her—completely undone, still trembling from her orgasm—only drove him closer to the edge. 

And then she did something unexpected. Instead of collapsing beneath him, she pushed back, meeting his thrusts with a hunger that sent a fresh surge of lust through him. Her moans turned needy, greedy, her body moving with his now, no longer just taking what he gave but demanding more. The shift was intoxicating, the way she surrendered to the rhythm, her pleasure no longer passive but something she chased with every roll of her hips. 

He wasn’t going to last much longer.

"Come on, Lizzy, fuck me harder!" Scott growled, his fingers tightening around the snap link as he buried himself inside her again. Lizzy let out a throaty moan, arching her back to meet his thrusts with reckless abandon, her body desperate for the moment when he would finally lose control. She craved the thick, pulsing heat of him filling her, the way his cock would twitch and swell as he came—she needed it, needed him to explode inside her before the sheer intensity of their coupling overwhelmed her completely. 

And then it happened. Scott felt the telltale tightening in his balls, the heat coiling low in his gut, and then—fuck—his cock swelled even thicker inside her, his control shattering. His head snapped back, a guttural groan tearing from his throat as he slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as his release ripped through him. Lizzy cried out beneath him, her own climax crashing over her the second she felt him pulse inside her, hot and thick, his cock jerking as he emptied himself deep into her slick, clenching heat. 

He didn’t stop. Even as his orgasm wracked him, he pulled back and thrust again, his cock still spurting, still claiming her as her pussy fluttered around him, milking every last drop. A second thrust, slower this time, his body still trembling with the aftershocks, his grip on the snap link finally loosening. Lizzy’s arms dropped limply to her sides, her chest heaving, her full breasts swaying with each ragged breath as she collapsed forward, her lips parted in a silent gasp. 

Scott could barely stand. His legs shook beneath him, his skin slick with sweat, his breath coming in rough pants. He stayed pressed against her for a long moment, unwilling to pull out just yet, savoring the way her body still clung to him. Finally, with a slow exhale, he stepped back, his cock slipping free, and sank onto the stool behind him, his muscles spent. 

Lizzy lay sprawled across her own stool, her hair a tangled mess, her back rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. Her breasts hung heavy, swaying slightly with each inhale, her skin flushed and gleaming. 

Scott’s voice was rough when he spoke. "Get up. Come here." 

Lizzy turned her head just enough to glance at him over her shoulder before pushing herself up, her legs unsteady beneath her. She took a few shaky steps toward him, her bound hands doing nothing to hide the way her body still trembled with the echoes of pleasure. 

"Clean me up," he ordered, spreading his thighs. 

Lizzy’s gaze flicked down to his softening cock, still glistening with their combined release, before lifting her eyes to meet his. The corner of her mouth curled in a sly, knowing smirk as she replied.

"Yes, sir," she murmured, her voice husky and breathless as she sank gracefully to her knees before him, her wrists still secured behind her back. Her lips parted, warm and inviting, as she took his softening length into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him in slow, deliberate strokes. She savored the taste of him—the mingling of his release and her own arousal—as she dragged her lips up his shaft, her suction firm and thorough. When she reached the swollen head, she swallowed, then took him deep again, her nose brushing against his skin as she hollowed her cheeks and pulled another slow, luxurious glide upward. 

Releasing him with a soft pop, she dipped her head lower, her tongue flicking out to trace the sensitive skin of his balls, teasing them before drawing one, then the other, into the wet heat of her mouth. She lavished them with attention, her tongue working in slow, torturous circles before she finally let them slip free. Then, with a wicked little hum, she took him back between her lips, swallowing him down once more, her throat working around him as she cleaned every last trace of their pleasure. When she finally pulled away, she sat back on her heels, her lips glistening, her eyes wide and expectant. 

"Did I do good, Scotty?" she asked, her voice sweet and hopeful, a playful smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. 

"You did fucking amazing, Lizzy," he growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Now let’s get you out of those cuffs." He stood, tucking himself back into his shorts, while she rose to her feet, her full breasts swaying with the movement, her skirt still hitched high above her hips. Once he’d zipped up, she turned, presenting her bound wrists to him. He unhooked the snap link with practiced ease, then unbuckled the cuffs one by one, freeing her at last. 

She rubbed at the faint red marks on her wrists, wincing slightly—tomorrow, she’d definitely feel the aftermath—but right now, she was too exhilarated to care. Turning back to him, she arched a brow, curiosity dancing in her eyes. 

"Where the hell did you come up with that idea? And where did you even get those?" she asked, nodding toward the leather restraints still in his hands. 

He smirked, his gaze dark with mischief. "Found them online," he admitted, "and if you think about it hard enough, you’ll figure out exactly where I got the inspiration." 

She frowned for a moment, then her expression shifted—eyes widening, lips parting in sudden realization. "Oh my god," she breathed, a slow, wicked grin spreading across her face. "You got it from the same place I got the idea for you to face-fuck me, didn’t you?" 

He chuckled, nodding. "That woman makes some seriously hot fucking videos," he said, his voice low and approving. "The second I saw this one, I knew I had to try it with you—especially since I know how much you love it rough." 

Her breath hitched at his words, her pupils dilating just enough to betray her excitement. "You’re not wrong," she murmured, her smile turning downright sinful.

"You caught on to that, didn’t you?" she murmured, her voice soft and breathy as she tilted her head down slightly, peering up at him through her lashes. A hint of vulnerability flickered in her eyes. "Does that... does that make me a bad person, Scotty?" 

"Not even close," he assured her, his voice warm and reassuring as he pulled her into his arms. He held her tight, his hands splayed across her back, feeling the heat of her skin beneath his fingers. She melted into him, returning the embrace with equal fervor. "All it means is that you enjoy things a little rough, that’s all," he murmured, easing her back just enough to meet her gaze, his lips curling into a knowing smile. 

Her answering grin was slow, wicked, and utterly unrepentant. "That was so fucking hot," she breathed, her voice husky with lingering desire. "The second you locked those cuffs around my wrists, I thought I was going to come right then and there. God, Scotty, I’ve dreamed about being tied up like that, completely at your mercy. And you—" She exhaled sharply, shaking her head in disbelief. "You made it better than I ever imagined." 

She pressed herself against him again, burying her face in his chest as his arms encircled her, holding her close. For a long moment, they just stood there, wrapped in each other, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex and satisfaction. 

Then, pulling back just enough to look up at him, her eyes gleamed with mischief. "So," she purred, tracing a teasing finger down his chest. "What’s your secret fantasy? And don’t even think about saying you don’t have one—I know you do. Every man does." 

Scott chuckled, shaking his head at her persistence. "Yeah, I’ve got one," he admitted, his voice low and rough. "Though, between you and me, we’ve pretty much checked off most of my list over the last couple of months." His grin turned wolfish. "But there’s still one left—one we haven’t gotten to yet." 

Her breath hitched, her fingers tightening against him. "Tell me," she demanded, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Come on, Scotty, tell me. What is it?" 

"All in good time," he teased, pressing a kiss to her forehead before stepping back. "Right now, we both need a shower. And you—" He reached out, brushing his thumb over the faint red marks circling her wrists. "You’re going to need some of that muscle cream unless you want to wake up tomorrow feeling like you went ten rounds with a wrestler." 

She winced playfully, rolling her shoulders with exaggerated drama. "Oh, I’m already sore," she admitted, but her grin was pure wicked delight. "Totally worth it, though." 

Then, a slow, suggestive smile curled her lips as an idea struck her. "Hey," she murmured, stepping closer, her fingers trailing down his arm. "You wanna help me out in the shower? Wash my back for me? Maybe... rub some of that cream in after?" She bit her lip, her tongue darting out between her teeth in that way that always drove him wild. 

Scott’s laugh was dark, promising. "Oh, absolutely," he agreed, pushing off the stool and taking her hand. 

She giggled, tugging him eagerly down the hall toward the bathroom, her hips swaying with every step. "This," she declared, shooting him a look over her shoulder, "is going to be fun."

Lizzy stirred awake the next morning, her muscles protesting with every slight movement—her arms and shoulders ached with a delicious, lingering soreness that made her wince even as a slow, satisfied grin spread across her lips. Memories of the night before flooded back, each one sending a fresh wave of heat through her body. Scott, ever the attentive lover, spent the day pampering her, his hands working gently over her tender skin as he smoothed more of that cooling athletic cream into her shoulders. By the time their parents dragged themselves home late Sunday night, weary from their trip, Lizzy’s sluggish movements went unnoticed—lost in the haze of their own exhaustion. 

The weeks that followed slipped by in a blur of lazy summer days and feverish nights. Their bedroom escapades settled into a comfortable rhythm, though not without their shared indulgences. They’d taken to curling up together, watching the same sultry films that had first inspired their more adventurous exploits—those tantalizing videos from the woman who’d introduced them to the thrill of bondage and the raw pleasure of face-fucking. They reenacted scenes with breathless enthusiasm, each performance adding a new layer of excitement to their already electric dynamic. And when they revisited those leather cuffs, the rush was just as intoxicating as the first time—maybe even more so, now that they knew exactly what to expect. 

Neither of them felt the need to seek out anyone else. Their arrangement was more than enough—mutually satisfying, thrillingly uncomplicated. But beneath the surface, the inevitable loomed. Summer wouldn’t last forever, and soon Scott would be packing his bags for college. They didn’t dwell on it, though. Instead, they made a silent pact to savor every stolen moment, every heated encounter, pushing the future aside for as long as they could. 

Then came that sweltering afternoon in early August—sun-drenched and lazy, the air thick with the scent of chlorine and sunscreen. His father was at the office, his mother lost in the hum of household chores, leaving the pool blissfully deserted. They’d been lounging for hours, drifting between the water’s cool embrace and the warmth of their chaises, Scott half-dozing beneath the sun’s golden glow when Lizzy—ever the provocateur—dropped her latest bombshell without so much as a warning. 

“Scott,” she murmured, her voice lazy but deliberate, “would you fuck me in my ass if I asked you to?” 

His head snapped up, sunglasses lifting as he blinked at her, caught completely off guard. “Say what?” 

She didn’t move, didn’t even open her eyes behind her shades, her face still tilted toward the sky as if she’d asked nothing more scandalous than whether he wanted another drink. “I said, would you fuck me in my ass if I asked you to. You know—anal sex?” 

He exhaled sharply, stunned. “Yeah, I know what anal sex is,” he managed, still reeling. “Where the hell did that come from?”

She shifted slightly on the chaise lounge, turning her head to meet his gaze, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. "I’ve been curious about it for ages," she admitted, her voice low and husky. "Ever since I stumbled across it in one of those films we’ve been watching. But I never found someone I trusted enough—or wanted enough—to try it with." She paused, letting her words linger between them, her eyes locked onto his. "Until you." 

His brow furrowed slightly, concern flickering in his expression. "Lizzy, the first time… it’s not going to be easy," he warned, his voice rough with sincerity. "It’s going to fucking hurt." 

But she only laughed softly, tilting her face back toward the sun, her skin glowing under its warmth. "Not as much as you’d think," she murmured, a secretive edge to her voice. "I’ve been… preparing." 

That caught his attention. His head snapped toward her, eyes narrowing. "Preparing how?" he demanded, a teasing but possessive edge creeping into his tone. "You got some secret guy I don’t know about?" 

She giggled, the sound light and wicked. "No, silly. Just a little something hidden under my mattress." Her fingers traced idle patterns on her stomach as she continued, her grin widening. "A dildo. And a set of plugs—three, actually. Been working my way up, stretching myself for the real thing." She glanced at him sideways, mischief dancing in her eyes. "In fact… I’ve got one in right now." 

His eyebrows shot up. "You’re fucking serious?" 

"Dead serious," she purred. "Middle size. Still working my way toward the biggest, but I’m getting there." 

He exhaled sharply, shaking his head in amused disbelief before letting it fall back against the lounger, his sunglasses sliding back into place. "Christ, Lizzy. You’re full of surprises." 

She turned onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow to study him. "So? Is that a yes?" Her voice was playful, but beneath it, there was a challenge. "I mean, come on. It’s your secret fantasy, isn’t it? Taking the girl next door—filling up every last inch of her?" 

His head whipped toward her, shock flashing across his face before he could school his expression. "How the hell did you—?" 

She smirked, triumphant. "Because we’ve done everything else," she pointed out, ticking off their exploits on her fingers. "Spanking. Bondage. Face-fucking. What’s left?" 

He let out a slow breath, his lips quirking into a reluctant smile. "Guess you’re right. We have covered a lot of ground." 

"So?" she pressed, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Yes?" 

His grin matched hers now, dark and promising. "Yeah. It’s a yes." He closed his eyes again, basking in the sun. "Just tell me when." 

Lizzy settled back, satisfaction curling through her as she turned her face toward the light, her smile slow and secret. Soon.

The days dragged on, each one stretching longer than the last, until Lizzy was practically vibrating with anticipation. The thought of Scott filling her, stretching her in that forbidden way, had consumed her every waking moment since their sun-drenched conversation by the pool. She’d touch herself at night, imagining the slow, deliberate push of him inside her, the way her body would yield to his. 

Finally, the stars aligned—his father was away on business, his mother off for an evening of cocktails and laughter with her friends. The moment her car vanished around the corner, Lizzy was on the hunt, her pulse thrumming with need. She found him sprawled lazily across the couch, the glow of the TV flickering over his relaxed form. Without hesitation, she climbed onto him, her fingers gripping the back of the couch as she loomed over him with a wicked, knowing grin. 

“When,” she declared, the word dripping with intent. 

Scott blinked up at her, confusion knitting his brow. “When… what?” 

She rolled her eyes playfully, her grin widening. “When, as in now’s the time for you to make good on your promise. You told me to say the word, so here I am—saying it. When.” 

His gaze raked over her, taking in the barely-there pink panties, the snug white tank top straining over her full breasts, the way her nipples pebbled visibly beneath the thin fabric. The pigtails framing her face only added to the sinful allure, a look he’d grown addicted to. He reached up, dragging a teasing finger over one taut peak, relishing the shiver it drew from her. 

“You’re dead serious,” he murmured, more statement than question. 

“Fuck yes, I am,” she breathed, her voice thick with want. “I need you inside me—right fucking now.” 

A slow smirk curled his lips. “Might help if you got me ready first.” He flicked his nail lightly over her nipple, grinning when she gasped. 

“Oh, I’ve got plans for that,” she purred, sliding off him and tugging him to his feet. “But not here. My room.” 

She led him down the hall, her grip firm on his hand, and pushed him onto her bed before sinking to her knees between his legs. Her fingers made quick work of his jeans, freeing his cock just as her gaze caught on the bottle of lube and neatly folded towel waiting on the nightstand. She’d thought of everything. 

Then her mouth was on him, hot and wet and relentless, and all coherent thought fled his mind as he braced himself on his hands, watching her with hooded eyes.

She didn’t waste a single second, taking him deep into her mouth before he was even fully hard, her lips sealing around him as she sucked with a hunger that bordered on desperation. She wanted him ready—needed him ready—so she poured every ounce of skill into working his cock, her tongue swirling, her mouth tight and wet around him. One hand cupped his balls, fingers kneading and teasing, while the other braced against his thigh as she bobbed her head, her lips sliding up and down his length with slick, eager strokes. And god, was he responding—hardening faster than she’d ever seen, thick and heavy in her mouth, pulsing against her tongue. She could feel his excitement, the way his breath hitched, the way his hips twitched beneath her. When she finally pulled back with a wet, obscene sound, his cock was fully erect, glistening with her saliva, and she couldn’t help but smirk as she gave him a few slow, deliberate pumps with her hand. 

"Guess I’m either that good," she teased, her voice low and breathy, "or you’re just that desperate to get inside me." 

He let out a rough laugh, his fingers tangling in her pigtails. "Oh, it’s definitely both," he admitted, his voice thick. 

She dragged her tongue up the underside of his shaft, slow and deliberate, before rising to her feet, letting his cock spring free from her grip. "Then let’s not waste any more time," she purred, her fingers curling around the hem of her tank top. In one smooth motion, she tugged it up and over her head, letting it fall carelessly to the floor. Her panties followed just as quickly, sliding down her thighs and pooling at her feet before she stepped out of them, leaving her completely bare before him. Her nipples were already stiff peaks, her skin flushed with anticipation, and the scent of her arousal hung thick in the air between them. 

"Your turn," she demanded, planting her hands on her hips, her gaze raking over him. 

Scott didn’t need to be told twice. He stood, stripping out of his clothes in quick, impatient movements, tossing them aside without a second thought. When he turned back to her, his cock stood proudly between them, thick and flushed, the tip glistening with a bead of precum. Lizzy’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she reached out, wrapping her fingers around him, giving him a slow, teasing stroke. 

"Mmm, you really are excited," she murmured, leaning in to swipe her tongue over the slickness at his tip before sealing her lips around him, sucking gently. The taste of him—salty, musky—made her hum in approval as she pulled back, her fingers still working him lazily. "Now, let’s get you exactly where you belong."

"Mmm, you taste incredible," she murmured, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she gazed up at Scott. Her fingers stretched toward the nightstand, snagging the bottle of lube, and she flicked the cap open with practiced ease. A thick, glistening dollop of the slick liquid pooled onto the crown of his shaft, and she wasted no time in working it down his length with slow, deliberate strokes. The cool slide of her fingers against his heated skin sent delicious tremors through him, and within moments, his cock was sheathed in a glossy, slippery sheen. 

"I bet I could make you come just like this," she mused, her voice low and teasing as she tightened her grip around him, watching the way his breath hitched in response. 

"Oh, I don’t doubt that for a second," he admitted, his voice rough with anticipation as he watched her hand glide over him. 

"Good to know," she purred, flashing him a knowing smirk before her expression softened into something more urgent. "But I think you’re more than ready now." 

"No argument here," Scott replied, his gaze darkening as it flicked down to her. "But what about you? Are you ready?" 

"Absolutely," she breathed, releasing him with one last lingering stroke before twisting onto her hands and knees. The mattress dipped beneath her as she arched her back, knees planted at the edge of the bed, legs spreading wide in shameless invitation. Her ass swayed enticingly, a silent plea for him to take what he wanted, and she peered back at him over her shoulder, eyes gleaming with mischief. 

"Wait—one more thing," Scott murmured, snatching the lube again. A generous squeeze of the slick liquid landed directly on her tight little hole, and his fingers wasted no time in massaging it in, circling the rim before pressing just inside. Lizzy gasped, her muscles clenching around his invading digit, and he smirked at the way her body reacted. 

"Okay, okay—now I’m ready!" she panted, squirming as his finger delved a fraction deeper. 

With a low chuckle, Scott set the bottle aside and positioned himself behind her. His cock was rigid, aching, beads of precum glistening at the tip. He guided himself to her entrance, letting a few drops of his own slickness fall onto her stretched hole before nudging the broad head against her. The contact drew a breathy moan from Lizzy, and she rocked back against him, impatient. 

"You sure?" he murmured, his voice thick with restraint. 

"God, yes," she whimpered, fingers twisting into the sheets as she braced herself. "Just—fuck me already."

Scott pressed his hips forward, the swollen head of his cock pressing insistently against her tight entrance. Lizzy let out a low, shuddering groan as he began to breach her, the thick tip stretching her inch by torturous inch. He moved with deliberate slowness, his muscles taut with restraint as he worked his way inside her, feeling the way her body yielded to him, opening up in reluctant surrender. With one final, firm push, the head popped past her tight ring, and Lizzy gasped sharply, her fingers twisting into the sheets as she arched beneath him. Scott held himself perfectly still, letting her adjust to the thick intrusion, the heat of her body clenching around him in delicious resistance. 

"Oh fuck—you’re huge," she panted, her voice trembling as she squeezed her thighs together, her knuckles white where she gripped the bedding. "Way bigger than that damn plug—Jesus Christ!" 

"Yeah, but that little toy did its job," Scott murmured, his own breath uneven as he fought the urge to thrust deeper. "First time’s usually a hell of a lot rougher without it." 

Lizzy let out a breathless laugh, her body trembling beneath him. "It hurts—but fuck, it’s the good kind of hurt," she admitted, rolling her hips slightly, testing the stretch. "More—just go slow, okay?" She glanced back at him over her shoulder, her eyes dark with need. 

"Got it," he promised, his hands tightening possessively on her hips. "Here we go." 

Lizzy turned her face forward again, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts as she braced herself. Scott pushed forward, his cock sinking deeper into the tight, clenching heat of her ass, inch by relentless inch. She was so tight—tighter than anything he’d ever felt before—and the sheer pressure of her around him made his vision blur at the edges. He gritted his teeth, forcing himself to maintain control, to take it slow, even as every instinct screamed at him to bury himself to the hilt and fuck her senseless. 

A strangled moan tore from Lizzy’s throat as he pressed deeper, her body quivering beneath him. Scott paused, letting her adjust, letting her catch her breath before he pushed again, sinking another inch inside her. More than halfway now. He gripped her hips harder, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he slid even deeper, the slick drag of her around him maddening. 

"Fuck—fuck!" Lizzy cried out, her voice breaking as he filled her completely. "Oh my God—it’s so much—I can’t—" She squeezed her eyes shut, her entire body trembling, her fingers twisting the sheets into knots. 

"Almost there," Scott growled, his own restraint fraying. "Just a little more—then you’ll have all of me." 

"Then give it to me," she demanded, her voice ragged with need. She arched her back, pressing her ass against him, taking him even deeper. "I want it—all of it—now." Her hips rolled impatiently, urging him on, and with one final, slow thrust, he buried himself to the root, her body stretching impossibly tight around him.

Scott didn’t hesitate, seizing her hips and pulling her back against him in one rough, possessive motion, burying every last inch of his cock deep inside her tight little ass. Lizzy arched, her head snapping back as a sharp cry tore from her lips, the slap of his balls against her slick pussy sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He held her there, his cock stretching her impossibly wide, filling her completely until she could feel every throbbing inch of him. 

"Oh, fuck—yes! Scotty, please, don’t stop—fuck me, fuck my ass with that thick cock!" she panted, her voice breaking as she writhed beneath him, desperate for more. 

With a low growl, Scott began to move, dragging his cock out of her in a slow, torturous slide until only the swollen tip remained inside. Then, with a sharp snap of his hips, he plunged back in, harder this time, deeper, making her gasp as he bottomed out inside her. The rhythm was deliberate at first, each thrust measured, each withdrawal agonizingly slow—just enough to let her feel every inch of him before he buried himself inside her again. 

But Lizzy wasn’t having it. "Faster—harder, Scotty, I can take it—I want it!" she begged, her fingers twisting into the sheets as she arched her back, pressing her ass against him, demanding more. 

He obliged, his thrusts growing rougher, more urgent, his grip on her hips tightening as he fucked into her with increasing speed. The slick, filthy sound of their bodies colliding filled the room, his cock glistening with lube as it pistoned in and out of her tight hole. Lizzy moaned, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she dropped her chest to the bed, her fingers slipping between her thighs to rub at her swollen clit. She was drenched, her pussy aching, her fingers sliding effortlessly through her own wetness as she worked herself in time with his thrusts. 

Scott groaned, his rhythm faltering as her ass clenched around him, the tight heat almost too much to bear. "Fuck, Lizzy—I’m close," he warned, his voice rough with need. 

"Yes—yes, cum in me, fill me up!" she cried, her own climax building as she rubbed herself faster, her body trembling beneath him. 

And then he was gone, lost in the sensation of her tight ass milking his cock as he came hard, his hips jerking erratically as he emptied himself inside her. Lizzy whimpered, her own orgasm crashing over her as she clenched around him, her fingers working her clit until she was shaking, her cries muffled against the sheets. 

For a moment, neither of them moved, both panting, their bodies slick with sweat. Then, with a satisfied groan, Scott leaned over her, pressing a kiss to the back of her neck. "Fuck, Lizzy," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. "You feel incredible." 

She turned her head, flashing him a wicked grin. "You better believe it."

"Please, Scotty, don't hold back!" she whimpered, her fingers dancing desperately over her swollen clit, her body trembling with need. "I want to feel every last drop of you inside me—fill my ass with your hot cum, baby. I need it, I need to feel you explode deep inside me!" Her breath came in ragged gasps as her own climax coiled tighter, knowing the moment his thick cock pulsed and released inside her would send her spiraling over the edge. 

Scott couldn’t resist her pleading any longer. A deep, guttural groan tore from his throat as his cock erupted, slamming into her with one final, punishing thrust. His hips jerked as the first thick ropes of cum surged into her tight passage, his fingers digging into her hips as he held himself buried to the hilt, watching in primal satisfaction as his cock twitched and pulsed within her. 

Lizzy’s cry of pleasure was raw and unrestrained, her body arching against him as she twisted the sheets in her fist, her other hand working her clit in frantic circles. The sensation of his cock throbbing inside her, pumping her full of his release, was too much—her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, wracking her body with violent shudders. She clenched around him, her inner walls milking every last drop from him as she gasped, her vision swimming with pleasure. 

Scott felt her convulse around him, her tight heat gripping him even as his own climax began to ebb. His balls, now drained, ached with the aftershocks of their intense coupling, her ass still stretched around him, filled with his seed. He stayed buried inside her, unwilling to pull away until the last tremors of her pleasure had subsided—until her breathing slowed from frantic pants to exhausted sighs. 

When his softening cock finally slipped free, a trickle of cum escaped, gliding down the curve of her ass. Lizzy clenched instinctively, keeping the rest inside as she collapsed onto her side, her body spent. Scott sank onto the bed beside her, his arm thrown over his face as he fought to steady his breathing. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the aftermath of their raw, unbridled passion. Neither of them spoke—words weren’t necessary. They lay there, tangled in the aftermath, their bodies still humming from the intensity of what they’d just shared.

"Fuck, Lizzy... Jesus Christ," Scott panted, his chest still rising and falling rapidly as he turned his head to look at her, his voice rough with satisfaction. "That was... fucking incredible." Lizzy blinked her eyes open lazily, her lips curling into a slow, sated smile as she met his gaze. 

"Oh, you have no idea," she purred, her voice breathless and teasing. "If you could’ve felt what I just felt..." She let out a soft, giddy laugh, her fingers tracing idle circles on his sweat-slicked skin. 

His grin widened, curiosity and pride flickering in his eyes. "So? Did it live up to all those filthy fantasies of yours?" 

Lizzy bit her lip, her smile turning downright sinful. "Are you serious? I came so hard I think I blacked out for a second," she admitted with a breathy laugh. She shifted closer, draping an arm over his chest and hooking a leg possessively over his thighs. He lifted his arm, letting her nestle against him, her head resting on his chest as he wrapped his arm around her, holding her tight. "But what about you, huh? Was it everything you dreamed of?" 

"Fuck yes," he groaned, his fingers tracing idle patterns along her back. "And in case you missed it—which I highly doubt—I came so hard I saw stars." 

"Oh, I definitely noticed," she murmured, dragging a fingertip around his nipple, watching as it hardened under her touch. "Feeling you pulse inside me, filling me up... God, Scott, it was perfect." 

He chuckled, his voice low and rough. "You’re fucking tight, you know that? I barely lasted as long as I did." His expression softened slightly, concern flickering in his eyes. "Did it hurt too much?" 

She exhaled, rolling her shoulders with a satisfied stretch. "Yeah, it hurt. And I’ll definitely be feeling it tomorrow," she admitted, but her grin never wavered. "But like I said—the good kind of hurt." Her fingers pinched his nipple playfully, making him jerk with a surprised laugh. "And I already want to do it again." 

"Jesus, woman," he huffed, retaliating by tweaking her own nipple, earning a sharp gasp and a slap to his wrist. She laughed, pushing herself up to hover over him, her eyes locking onto his with a warmth that made his chest tighten. 

"I love you, Scott," she murmured, her voice soft but unshakable. "Best friend. Best fuck." 

His laughter was warm, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. "Right back at you, Lizzy." She leaned in, pressing a quick, tender kiss to his lips before sliding off the bed, stretching with feline grace as she scooped her discarded clothes from the floor. 

"I need a shower," she declared, pausing at the door to glance back at him over her shoulder, her smirk playful. "You gonna be here when I’m done?" 

"Wouldn’t miss it," he promised, sitting up on the edge of the bed. "I’ll clean up too, then maybe hit the jacuzzi. Wanna join?" 

Her laughter was wicked as she stepped into the bathroom. "Oh, I plan to do way more than just join." 

Scott grinned as the door clicked shut behind her, shaking his head before grabbing his own clothes and heading out to his room, already looking forward to round two.

The summer seemed to slip through their fingers like warm sand, the final month vanishing in the blink of an eye. They seized every possible moment, indulging in each other’s bodies with a hunger that never waned—exploring every inch of the house, the backyard, even the pool one reckless afternoon when their parents were out. That particular escapade had been on their list for ages, and the thrill of finally doing it, the water sloshing around them as they moved together, only made the memory sweeter. The leather cuffs saw plenty of action too, especially the time Lizzy took him deep inside her ass again, her moans muffled against the pillows as he filled her. With each encounter, the sharp sting of pain faded, replaced by a pleasure so intense it left them both breathless. Lizzy had even taken to wearing that damn plug—the one with the sparkling gemstone at the base—so often it became part of her. The first time Scott caught sight of it, glinting between her cheeks as she bent over for him, he’d burst out laughing before dragging her to bed. It had been a summer of heat and laughter and stolen moments, and neither of them wanted it to end. 

But all good things must, and soon enough, the dreaded day arrived. Scott’s bags were packed, his dorm room waiting, and Lizzy stood in his doorway, her expression stormy. She’d timed it perfectly—Dad already gone, Mom distracted in the kitchen—because she needed this moment alone with him. Needed to feel his arms around her one last time before the inevitable goodbye later that afternoon. 

"Come here," he murmured, opening his arms, and she didn’t hesitate. She crashed into him, her fingers digging into his back like she could anchor him there forever. He cradled her head against his chest, breathing in the scent of her shampoo, memorizing the way her body fit against his. Lizzy wasn’t one for tears, but the tension in her shoulders told him everything. When he finally pulled back, cupping her face, her lower lip jutted out in that stubborn pout he knew so well. 

"It’s not forever," he reminded her, thumb brushing her cheek. "Thanksgiving’s just a few months away. Then Christmas. And before you know it, I’ll be back for spring break." 

She huffed, crossing her arms. "Yeah, but it won’t be the same. This summer was… perfect. And now it’s over." 

He smirked, nudging her chin up. "Next summer will be even better. And who knows? By the time I come home, you might have some poor guy wrapped around your finger."

"So, even if I find someone else, you’ll still be my dirty little secret, right?" she murmured, her dark eyes searching his with an intensity that made his pulse quicken. "And if you meet some girl at college… you’ll still want me like this?" 

He chuckled, the sound low and warm, as he reached out to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "I don’t see any reason why that should change," he admitted, watching the way her lips curled into a slow, satisfied smile. "But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We’ll figure it out when—if—it happens. For now, all we’ve got to do is survive until Thanksgiving." 

"Three whole months," she sighed, her fingers tracing idle patterns against his chest as she tilted her face up to his. "That’s forever." 

"It’ll fly by," he promised, his arms already opening for her. "Now come here." She didn’t hesitate, launching herself into his embrace, her body molding against his as if she belonged there. His hands slid down her back, pulling her even closer, and for a moment, neither of them moved, just breathing each other in. 

"Love you," she whispered against his shoulder, the words soft but fierce. 

"Love you too," he murmured back, then gave her a playful smack on the ass, grinning when she yelped and jumped away, laughter bubbling between them as she darted out of the room. 

--- 

By the time he had everything packed and loaded into his car, the reality of leaving had settled in. His mother and Lizzy followed him outside, lingering by the driver’s side as he prepared to leave. His mom went first, pulling him into a tight hug and pressing a kiss to his cheek. 

"I hope this summer was everything you wanted, sweetheart," she said, her smile warm but knowing. "We loved having you home, and I know Lizzy especially did." She glanced over at the girl in question, who nodded enthusiastically, though there was a wicked little smirk playing at the corners of her lips. 

"Oh, you have no idea," Lizzy quipped under her breath, just loud enough for him to hear. 

His mom laughed, shaking her head before giving him one last kiss. "Drive safe, and call me the second you get there. I’ll see you in November, honey." 

"I will. Love you," he promised, watching as she headed back toward the house. 

Then it was just Lizzy, stepping into his space, her arms winding around his neck as he pulled her flush against him. She lingered a beat longer than necessary before pulling back, her eyes bright with mischief. 

"You didn’t forget the cuffs, did you?" he teased, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. 

"Tucked away in the very back of my closet," she assured him, her grin turning downright sinful. "Just waiting for you to put them to good use again." 

"Love you, Lizzy," he said, stealing one last embrace before reluctantly letting her go. 

"Love you more," she shot back, stepping away as he climbed into the car. 

With the engine humming to life, he rolled down the window, drinking in the sight of her one last time before pulling away.

"November can’t come soon enough, my gorgeous little fuck buddy," he teased, his grin wicked and playful as it sent Lizzy into a fit of laughter, her cheeks flushing with the promise of what was to come. With a smooth shift into reverse, he backed the car out of the driveway, the engine purring as he rolled away, leaving her standing there, watching until the very last glimpse of his taillights vanished around the corner. Only then did she finally turn, her lips still curved in that secretive, knowing smile, and made her way back inside, already counting down the days until she’d feel his hands on her again.


Part 2 – The Older Neighbor

Scott’s mind wandered relentlessly during those first few weeks back at college after summer break—and who could blame him? The memories of Lizzy, his next-door neighbor, were impossible to shake. At her bold suggestion, they’d become something far more thrilling than just friends, spending those sun-drenched months tangled in each other, exploring every heated, reckless impulse. At nineteen, Lizzy was a force of nature, her hunger for pleasure as boundless as her willingness to push boundaries. She craved the rough, the raw, the unrestrained—face-fucked until she gasped, marked by his release, her body arching beneath him like a wild thing. The thought of Thanksgiving break, those ten glorious days back home, was the only thing keeping him sane. He already knew they’d be tearing into each other the second they got the chance—though they’d have to be careful not to get caught by their parents, a risk that only added to the thrill. 

Their connection hadn’t faded since he’d left. Texts flew back and forth daily, calls stretched late into the night, and the photos—God, the photos. Lizzy’s teasing nudes had him aching, and when she demanded a few of his own, he obliged without hesitation. There had been nights, desperate and restless, where their words turned filthy, their fingers flying over screens, but it was never enough. Just a temporary fix, a poor substitute for the real thing. Both of them were vibrating with anticipation, counting down the seconds until they could collide again. 

Then, finally, November arrived. Scott barely waited for his last class to end before throwing his things into his bag and hitting the road. The drive across the state felt endless, every mile stretching his patience thinner. But the moment he pulled up, Lizzy was there, dragging him upstairs before he could even catch his breath. Her parents were gone—her father at work, her mother shopping—and with only an hour before anyone returned, she wasted no time. Clothes hit the floor, skin met skin, and by the time they collapsed onto her bed, they were both slick with sweat, limbs tangled, lungs burning. 

Silence settled over them, broken only by their ragged breathing. Scott turned his head, lips curling into a lazy smirk as he finally found his voice.

"Well, hello there, Lizzy," he murmured, his voice thick with amusement as she burst into laughter beside him. She shifted, rolling her body against his, her arms winding around him in a tight embrace before pressing her lips to his in a fleeting but heated kiss. 

"God, Scotty, I’m sorry," she breathed, her fingers tracing idle patterns over his bare chest. "But it’s been so fucking long since I’ve seen you—I’ve been going out of my mind wanting you. I couldn’t wait another second." Her dark eyes locked onto his, burning with need. "I had to drag you up here and ride you into the mattress before I lost it completely." 

He chuckled, his fingers brushing along the curve of her cheek, lingering on the warmth of her skin. "Three months is a long damn time," he agreed, his voice rough. 

"Too long," she purred, her grin wicked as she propped herself up on one elbow. "And now that you’re here? I plan on taking full advantage of every single second we have." Her teeth caught her lower lip, teasing. "That is, if you’re still up for it?" 

"Christ, Lizzy, of course I am," he groaned, but then a flicker of doubt crossed his mind. "But—wait. You don’t have a boyfriend by now?" 

She shook her head, her hair spilling over her shoulders. "Nope. I’ve gone on a few dates, but nothing stuck. Right now, the only man I want is you." Her voice softened, but there was a fierce determination in her words. "I know this thing between us won’t last forever. One day, we’ll both find someone else, fall in love, and this little arrangement of ours will be over. But until then?" She smirked. "I’m more than happy with the way things are." 

His brows lifted. "Wait—so you haven’t been with anyone since—?" 

"Since the last time you fucked me," she finished, her gaze searching his, equal parts hopeful and nervous. "What about you?" 

A slow, satisfied smile curved his lips. "Haven’t touched anyone else since you." 

Her grin was blinding as she threw herself against him, pressing a kiss to his cheek. "I love you, Scotty." 

He laughed, wrapping an arm around her. "Love you too, Lizzy." Then, with a reluctant sigh, he added, "But we should probably get dressed before my mom walks in and gets an eyeful." 

"Right, right," she agreed, springing up from the bed with a playful bounce. He followed, pulling his clothes back on before heading outside to grab his bags from the car. As he unpacked in his room, a slow, satisfied grin spread across his face. 

This is going to be one hell of a break.

The first day back home passed by in a dull blur, much to Lizzy’s growing frustration. Their nosy neighbor had decided to stick around all day, robbing them of any chance to sneak off together. While Scott was only mildly irritated by the inconvenience, Lizzy was practically vibrating with pent-up need. 

Mid-afternoon found him sprawled across his bed, lazily flipping through channels, when his phone buzzed with a message from her—all caps, no subtlety. "IF I DON’T GET YOU INSIDE ME SOON, I SWEAR TO GOD I’LL LOSE MY MIND!" He couldn’t help but smirk as he typed back, "Easy, tiger. We’ll get our chance—just hold on a little longer." Her reply was a single, petulant frowny face, which only made him chuckle harder. 

But fate wasn’t on their side. That night came and went without relief, and by midday the next day, it seemed like the universe was conspiring against them. His mother had originally planned a shopping trip with a friend, but life had other ideas. His grandmother had been in a bad car accident, forcing his parents to rush across the country to be with her. 

Instead of the house being blissfully empty, his mother informed him that Mrs. Jenkins—their sweet, attentive neighbor—would be stopping by to check in on him. Lizzy, already wound tight with frustration, nearly lost it. By early afternoon, she announced she was heading out with friends, needing to escape before she combusted. Scott thought it was a smart move—distraction was exactly what she needed to keep from climbing the walls. 

And honestly? He wasn’t exactly disappointed. The idea of spending the afternoon with Marianne Jenkins was more than a little appealing. He’d always liked her—there was something effortlessly magnetic about her. She and Lizzy could’ve been twins, if not for the decade and a half between them. Same striking features, same effortless charm—though Marianne carried herself with the kind of confidence that only came with experience. Her hair was shorter, just brushing her shoulders, and motherhood had softened her curves in the most delicious way. 

Not that she needed any excuses. Even in her early forties, she was a knockout—fuller in all the right places, her breasts just a shade more generous than Lizzy’s (a perk of childbirth, he assumed). But it wasn’t just her body—it was the way she moved, the way she laughed, the way she made every man in the neighborhood do a double-take when she walked by. Yeah, spending the afternoon with her? That wasn’t just a consolation prize. That was a goddamn treat.

The afternoon stretched lazily, the hum of the ceiling fan the only sound in Scott’s room as he sipped his soda, scrolling through headlines on his laptop. The quiet was abruptly broken when Marianne appeared in the doorway, her silhouette framed by the soft light behind her. The sundress she wore clung to her curves, the thin straps barely holding up the floral fabric that skimmed just above her knees, leaving plenty of smooth, sun-kissed thigh on display. His gaze lingered, tracing the way the dress swayed with her movements, the soft jiggle of her full breasts beneath the thin material sending a jolt straight to his groin.

Christ, is she not wearing a bra? The thought hit him like a punch to the gut, his pulse kicking up as she stepped closer.

“Hey there, sweetheart,” she murmured, her voice honeyed but laced with something hesitant. She lingered in the doorway, hands tucked behind her back, shifting her weight in a way that made the dress whisper against her skin. There was a nervous energy about her, an uncharacteristic tension that made Scott’s curiosity spike.

“Mrs. Jenkins,” he greeted, flashing her an easy smile as he snapped his laptop shut. “Everything okay?”

She hesitated, her fingers twisting behind her back. “Are you busy? I can come back if now’s not a good time.” Her cheeks were flushed, the pink creeping down her neck in a way that made his stomach tighten. “I just… I need to ask you something. A couple things, actually. If that’s all right.”

“Not busy at all,” he assured her, gesturing to the now-closed laptop. “Just killing time. What’s on your mind?”

Is she blushing? The realization sent a thrill through him, his mind racing as he watched her bite her lip, the flush deepening.

She took a breath, her chest rising with it, the neckline of her dress dipping just enough to tease. “I found something in Lizzy’s closet the other day,” she admitted, and Scott’s heart lurched. Lizzy’s mom was practically family—she had free rein in their house.

“I was looking for a pair of shoes,” she continued, her voice dropping to a near whisper. “We wear the same size, and she wasn’t home, so I went looking myself. I wasn’t snooping—I swear I wasn’t—but I needed them, and then I…” She trailed off, her fingers tightening around whatever she was hiding behind her back.

And then she revealed it.

The black leather cuffs—the same ones he’d fastened around Lizzy’s wrists last summer, binding her to the bedposts while she whimpered beneath him.

Fuck.

He schooled his expression, forcing his voice to stay even. “Okay… so, what’s the question?”

She chewed her lip, her gaze flickering between him and the cuffs. “Are these… what I think they are?” Her voice was barely audible, like she was afraid of the answer.

His mouth went dry. “What do you think they are?” he countered, buying himself a second to think—to figure out how the hell to navigate this.

"I... I think they might be..." She hesitated, her breath catching in her throat before she finally managed to whisper the words. "I think they're some kind of restraints—for bondage, maybe?" Her voice trembled slightly, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and something far more heated. "Am I right, Scott?" 

His pulse kicked up as he met her gaze, his own voice lowering to match hers. "Yeah," he admitted carefully, weighing each word before it left his lips. "That’s exactly what they are." He kept his tone neutral, his expression steady, but inside, his mind was racing—how much did she know? How much had Lizzy told her? 

A slow, knowing smile curved her lips, though her eyes remained wide, almost innocent in their curiosity. "That’s what I thought," she murmured, her fingers tightening around the cuffs. "But I wasn’t sure. I figured you’d know, so... I had to ask." There was something in the way she looked at him then—something secretive, something hungry—that sent a jolt straight to his gut. 

"You mentioned more than one question," he reminded her, shifting slightly in his chair, his body already reacting to the unspoken tension thickening the air between them. "What else did you want to ask me?" 

Her breath hitched, her gaze flickering away for a heartbeat before she forced herself to meet his eyes again. This time, there was no mistaking the heat in them. "Would you... show me?" she breathed, the words so soft they barely reached him. "How they work, I mean." 

His brain short-circuited for a second, his mouth going dry. "How?" he managed, his voice rough. "I can’t exactly demonstrate on myself." 

She bit her lip, her fingers twisting nervously before she finally whispered, "I was thinking... you could use them. On me." 

The air between them crackled with electricity. His cock twitched, already hardening at the implication, and it took every ounce of self-control not to react visibly. But then he noticed—the way her nipples had pebbled beneath the thin fabric of her dress, the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the faint, intoxicating scent of her arousal drifting between them. 

Holy shit. 

His grip tightened on the arms of his chair as the realization slammed into him—this wasn’t just curiosity. She wanted this. Needed it. And the way she was looking at him now, all shyness melting into something far more daring, told him everything. 

"Mrs. Jenkins," he said slowly, his voice dropping to a husky murmur, "do you have any idea what you’re asking for?" 

She didn’t hesitate. "Yes," she whispered, her eyes dark with desire. "God, yes. I want this so badly, Scott. You have no idea." Her hands trembled where they rested at her thighs, the cuffs swaying slightly from her fingers, an unspoken invitation. 

And just like that, any hope of walking away unscathed vanished.

"It’s been...so long since a man’s hands have been on me," she murmured, her voice trembling with need, barely louder than a breath. "My husband—God, he’s always buried in work, always distracted. I don’t know when it started or why, but he hasn’t touched me...not in a way that matters...not in years." She swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling as she steadied herself, her fingers twisting nervously in front of her. 

"I still love him—I do. And I want to believe he still loves me...somewhere deep down. But I can’t—I can’t keep living like this, Scott. I’m a woman. I have needs, and he...he just doesn’t see me anymore." Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, her voice breaking as she stepped closer, her fingers brushing against his arm. "I know you’re her son. I know this is...wrong. But I trust you. I care about you. And I—God, Scott, please. Please, will you do this for me?" 

The raw desperation in her voice shattered something inside him. Without thinking, he rose from his chair and pulled her into his arms, her body molding against his. She clung to him, her fingers digging into his back, her full breasts pressing against his chest, warm and heavy. The scent of her—vanilla and something darker, muskier—flooded his senses, and he felt himself harden even more. 

When she finally pulled back, her hands lingered on his waist, the leather cuffs swinging lightly from her grip. She looked up at him, her gaze pleading, her lips parted. "Will you?" she whispered. 

His throat tightened. "Mrs. Jenkins...are you absolutely sure?" he asked, his voice rough. "Once we start...there’s no going back. This changes everything." 

She didn’t hesitate. "Yes," she breathed, her eyes locked onto his. "I want you to put these on me." She lifted the cuffs slightly, her pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. "And then...I want you to...take me. Use me." A shaky inhale. "I want you to fuck me, Scott." The words spilled out, raw and needy, her cheeks flushed with desire. 

He studied her—the curve of her lips, the way her body trembled with anticipation, the way her eyes darkened with hunger. She was older, yes. His mother’s age. But she was also breathtaking, and he’d wanted her for longer than he cared to admit. He’d had Lizzy. Why not her? 

A slow, knowing smile curved his lips as he cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing over her skin. "Okay," he murmured. "I’ll do it."

Her lips curled into a radiant smile, lighting up her face as she gazed at him with unmistakable gratitude. She pressed his hand more firmly against her cheek, savoring the warmth of his touch before tilting her head to brush her lips against his palm in a slow, lingering kiss. "Oh, Scott... thank you, darling, thank you," she murmured, her voice thick with emotion as she looked up at him through her lashes. "You really are such a sweet boy, aren’t you?" 

"Anything for you," he replied, forcing his tone to stay light, though his pulse was already racing. He took a deliberate step back, pivoting his chair to face her before sinking into it. His cock was swelling fast, straining against the fabric of his shorts, and he prayed the bulge wasn’t as obvious as it felt. But the way her eyes flickered downward, lingering for just a second too long, told him she’d noticed—and liked what she saw. 

"Hand them over," he demanded, extending his palm. Marianne’s breath hitched as she obeyed, her fingers trembling slightly as she passed him the restraints. The weight of them in his grasp sent a thrill through him, the promise of what was to come making his blood burn hotter. 

He unfastened the snap link with practiced ease, setting it and one cuff aside on the desk. "Turn around," he instructed, his voice dropping into a deeper, rougher register. Without hesitation, she obeyed, presenting her back to him, the curve of her shoulders tense with anticipation. "Now, give me your hands." 

She nodded, arms shifting behind her, and he didn’t miss the sharp intake of breath when he seized her wrist, wrapping the leather snugly around it before buckling it tight. His own arousal pulsed in time with the quickening of her breath, his cock aching as he worked. 

Part of him wanted to go slow, to treat her with care—but that wasn’t what she’d asked for. She wanted to be taken, to feel powerless, and he was more than willing to oblige. The second cuff followed, cinched just as firmly, before he linked them together with a decisive click. Her breathing grew uneven as he adjusted the restraints, testing their hold with a sharp tug that made her gasp, her lips parting in a silent plea. 

"They’re so tight," she whispered, the words trembling with excitement. 

"Good," he growled, giving the cuffs another deliberate pull, reminding her just how helpless she was. The sound she made—soft, needy—sent another jolt of heat straight to his cock. "Now turn around," he ordered, and she did, her eyes dark with desire as she faced him once more.

His gaze was immediately drawn to the way her nipples stood taut and eager beneath the thin material of her sundress, the peaks straining against the fabric in a way that made his pulse quicken. But it was the raw hunger etched across her face that truly captured his attention—her lips parted, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps, her dark eyes heavy-lidded with unmistakable need. She shifted restlessly, her bound hands twisting behind her, the movement making her full breasts sway enticingly, the sight alone enough to send a fresh surge of heat straight to his groin. 

"God, Mrs. Jenkins," he murmured, his voice rough with appreciation as he let his eyes roam over her voluptuous curves. "You’ve got the most incredible tits I’ve ever seen. Just perfect—full, heavy, exactly the way I like them." 

Her breath hitched at his words, a soft, needy sound escaping her as he reached out, his palms finally claiming the weight of her breasts. The moment his fingers closed around them, she gasped, her body arching instinctively into his touch, a low moan slipping past her lips despite her obvious effort to hold it back. He kneaded the soft flesh, working his thumbs over the stiff peaks hidden beneath the fabric, relishing the way she trembled under his hands. 

With deliberate slowness, he tugged the straps of her sundress down her shoulders, letting the fabric pool at her waist, baring her to his hungry gaze. Her eyes flew open, wide and dark with arousal, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she watched him drink in the sight of her. The resemblance to Lizzy was undeniable—same lush curves, same intoxicating fullness—but there was something undeniably more about Mrs. Jenkins, the way time had softened her, made her even more irresistible. 

"Fuck, you’re gorgeous," he growled, squeezing her bare breasts possessively, his fingers digging into the pliant flesh. 

She cried out, her hips jerking forward as if seeking contact, the restraints only heightening her desperation. The scent of her arousal was thick in the air now, heady and unmistakable, and he knew without a doubt just how wet she was for him. But he wasn’t done yet. 

He lifted her breasts in his hands, testing their weight, rolling her nipples between his fingers until she gasped, her body jolting at the sensation. 

"Ah!" Her teeth sank into her lower lip, her breath coming in ragged pants as he leaned in, capturing one stiff peak between his lips. He sucked hard, swirling his tongue around the sensitive bud while his fingers worked the other, pinching and teasing until she was writhing, her moans filling the room. 

When he switched to her other nipple, her back arched, her restrained hands pulling uselessly against the cuffs as pleasure wracked her body. The sounds she made—low, throaty, completely unrestrained—sent a fresh jolt of lust straight through him. She was his now, completely at his mercy, and he had every intention of taking full advantage.

"Ohhh, God... yes!" she whimpered, arching her back as pleasure coursed through her, her head tilting back, her lashes fluttering shut. "It’s been... so long since I’ve felt a man’s hands on me like this," she panted, her voice trembling with need. "Please—don’t stop, don’t you dare stop!" she begged, her gaze dropping to him as his mouth worked hungrily over her nipple. He finally pulled away with a wet pop, his dark eyes locking onto hers as his fingers kneaded her full, heavy breasts possessively. 

"Oh, sweetheart, I’m not stopping," he growled, his voice thick with dominance, his grip tightening just enough to make her gasp. "You’re mine now—every inch of you. And I’ll take what I want, when I want it. And you? You’ll obey. Every. Single. Word. Won’t you, Mrs. Jenkins?" he demanded, his fingers digging in just enough to remind her who was in control. 

"Yes! God, yes, I will!" she cried, her breath hitching as his touch sent sparks of pleasure through her. 

"Yes, what?" Scott pressed, his grip turning punishing, his thumbs brushing roughly over her stiffened peaks, drawing another sharp gasp from her lips. 

"Yes... sir," she breathed, her voice husky, her eyes heavy-lidded with surrender. 

"Say it properly," he commanded, his voice dropping lower, rougher. "Tell me you’re mine. That you’ll do anything I tell you." 

She shuddered, a wicked little smile flickering across her lips before she inhaled sharply, her chest rising as she surrendered completely. "I’m yours, sir. I’ll do anything you say," she whispered, and the raw hunger in her voice sent a jolt straight to his cock, making it throb against his thigh. 

Christ, she’s a natural. Either that, or she’s been waiting for this for a long damn time, Scott thought, his fingers still working her pliant flesh, relishing the way she strained against the cuffs, not to escape—but to press closer, to feel more. Her moans grew louder as he pinched her nipples sharply, her teeth sinking into her lower lip as he tugged, her body trembling under his touch. 

After a few delicious moments, he finally released her, leaning back in the chair with deliberate slowness, spreading his legs wide. His fingers trailed down to his zipper, his gaze locked onto hers as he dragged it down, watching the way her lips parted, her breath quickening. Surprise flickered in her eyes—then heat, pure and undeniable, as he reached into his shorts and freed his cock, already thick and heavy with need. He pushed the fabric aside, letting his smooth, tight balls spill free, putting every inch of himself on shameless display. 

Her stare was rapt, her mouth slightly open, her chest rising and falling rapidly as desire took hold. 

"You know what I want next, don’t you?" he murmured, his voice rough with anticipation. 

Her gaze flicked from his cock back to his face, hesitation warring with hunger—but only for a second. Then she nodded, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as she stared back down at him. 

"Say it," he ordered, his fingers flexing against his thighs. 

Her breath hitched before she whispered, "You... you want me to suck your cock." 

"That’s right," he purred, satisfaction curling through him. "Now get that pretty mouth on me. Make me hard enough to fuck you senseless."

Her gaze never left his throbbing length as she moved closer, sinking first to one knee, then the other. The restraints made it awkward, but she steadied herself, refusing to let them hinder her. Shuffling forward on her knees, she closed the distance between them, her breath hitching as she leaned in. Her lips parted, warm and inviting, as she took the swollen tip of him into her mouth. Tentatively, her tongue traced the sensitive ridge beneath the head, her suction light and teasing—like someone rediscovering a long-forgotten skill. 

Gradually, her movements grew bolder, her mouth gliding up and down his shaft with increasing pressure, her tongue swirling with newfound confidence. Within moments, she was lost in the rhythm, taking him deep, her lips sealing around him as she worked him with the same fervor as a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. 

"Mmm—God—mmm," she hummed around him, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure straight to his core. His cock pulsed in her mouth, rigid and aching, and for a fleeting second, he considered gripping her hair and thrusting into that willing heat. But no—he wanted to savor this, to draw it out. There would be time for that later, when she was even more desperate for him. 

For now, he simply watched, mesmerized, as she worshiped him with her mouth, her cheeks hollowing with each deep pull. If he let her continue like this, she wouldn’t stop until he spilled down her throat—and something told him she’d take every last drop without hesitation. 

Another thing to test another time, he mused darkly. But right now, he had other plans. 

"Enough," he commanded, his voice rough with restraint. 

She whimpered in protest but obeyed, dragging her lips up his length in one slow, torturous glide before finally releasing him with a wet pop. Her breath came in uneven gasps as she lifted her gaze to meet his, her lips swollen, her eyes dark with need. 

"On your feet," he ordered, and she rose unsteadily, her full breasts—pebbled nipples begging for attention—now level with his face. He let his eyes linger on them for a long moment before locking onto her heated stare. 

"Tell me," he murmured, his voice low and demanding. "Are you ready for me?" 

She swallowed hard, her voice trembling. "Yes, sir. So ready." 

"Prove it," he challenged. "How badly do you want this?" 

Her breath hitched. "More than anything, sir." 

His fingers twitched with the urge to touch her, to confirm just how desperate she was. "Show me how much." 

A shiver ran through her as she confessed, "I’m dripping, sir. I—I don’t think I’ve ever been this wet before." Her lips curled into that same fleeting, wicked smile, and it took everything in him not to take her right then and there.

"Go to the bed," he commanded, his voice low and firm. She turned obediently, her bare feet padding softly across the floor until she reached the edge of the mattress, pausing there as if awaiting further instruction. 

"Now, climb onto it—on your knees," he ordered, watching as she lifted one leg and then the other, settling onto the bed with her knees pressed into the soft surface, her toes curling over the edge. The position left her vulnerable, her body poised for whatever he had in mind. 

"Wider," he murmured, and she obeyed instantly, parting her thighs further, the heat between them impossible to ignore. Scott rose from the chair, his erection jutting proudly from his body, swaying slightly with each step as he closed the distance between them. He positioned himself between her calves, gripping them firmly to spread her even more, forcing her to open herself completely for him. 

"Bend over," he instructed, his voice rough with desire. When she hesitated, just for a fraction of a second, he pressed his palm between her shoulder blades, applying just enough pressure to guide her down. 

"Oh!" she gasped, her breath hitching as she folded at the waist, her heavy breasts pressing into the mattress, her cheek resting against the fabric. The shift in balance left her helpless, her weight tipping forward, and she knew he had her exactly where he wanted her—utterly at his mercy. The thought sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, her pulse quickening. 

Scott stepped closer, his cock brushing against the curve of her ass before he reached down, gathering the fabric of her skirt in his hands and dragging it up over her hips. His breath caught when he discovered she wore nothing beneath—just smooth, bare skin, her delicate folds glistening with arousal. 

Christ, she’s waxed, he thought, his cock twitching at the sight. Her pussy was slick, her outer lips already glazed with her own wetness, a single bead forming at the edge as if begging for his touch. The scent of her was intoxicating, rich and musky, flooding his senses and making his erection ache. He wrapped his fingers around himself, stroking once before pressing forward, the swollen head of his cock gliding effortlessly between her slick folds. 

"Oooh!" she cried out, her voice trembling as his tip teased her, sliding through her wetness with maddening precision. "God, yes," she whispered, her hips shifting restlessly, desperate for more. Her arousal coated him in seconds, her body so ready that every stroke sent a jolt of pleasure through them both. She arched her back, pressing herself against him, her bound hands twisting in the cuffs as she fought the urge to reach for him. 

Scott couldn’t hold back any longer. With a low growl, he lined himself up, the head of his cock poised at her entrance before he thrust forward, sliding deep in one smooth stroke, her tight heat welcoming him greedily. She was so wet, so ready, that he buried more than half of himself inside her in a single motion, her moan of pleasure echoing in the room.

"Ohhhh, GOD—Scott!" Marianne’s voice shattered into a breathless cry as he filled her completely, her body arching beneath him, every muscle tightening in delicious shock. The restraints dug into her wrists as she twisted against them, her fingers curling into helpless fists, her face pressed into the mattress with a wild, euphoric grin. "Fuck, yessss—just like that!" she hissed, her teeth clenched, her inner walls fluttering around him in a greedy, rhythmic squeeze, as if her body couldn’t decide whether to pull him deeper or milk him dry right then and there. 

Scott groaned, his grip tightening on her hips, his own body trembling with the effort of holding back. She was so tight—far tighter than he’d expected, especially for a woman who’d had children. The way her slick, velvety walls clenched around him, pulsing with every shallow breath she took, was enough to make his vision blur at the edges. Lizzy had been tight, sure, but Marianne? She was close. And when she flexed around him again, harder this time, her muscles gripping him like a vice, he nearly lost it right then, his cock jerking inside her in helpless response. 

"Nnngh—fuck!" she whimpered, her voice breaking as he bottomed out inside her, his balls pressing firmly against her swollen clit, sending electric jolts of pleasure radiating through her entire body. She clenched down once more, harder, hungrier, and the choked, desperate moan that tore from her throat was enough to make his hips stutter. For a long, breathless moment, he stayed buried deep, letting her adjust, letting her feel him—every thick, throbbing inch. 

Then he moved. 

Slow at first—agonizingly slow—dragging himself almost all the way out before sinking back in with a deep, deliberate thrust that made her gasp. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, guiding her back onto him, matching his rhythm, her ass rising to meet every push. The sight of her—her body yielding, her back arched, her skin flushed—was almost too much. He picked up the pace, his strokes growing longer, harder, his hips snapping forward with enough force to make her cry out, her body jolting beneath him. 

"Yes—oh God, yes!" Marianne panted, her voice ragged, her thighs trembling as she fought to push back against him, to take him even deeper. The cuffs held her wrists tight, leaving her utterly at his mercy, and the sheer helplessness of it only made her hotter, her moans turning into breathless, pleading whimpers. "Fuck me—harder, Scott, please—" 

He obliged, his thrusts turning rougher, more urgent, his cock pistoning in and out of her with a wet, filthy sound that only spurred him on. Her ass bounced with every impact, the slap of skin against skin filling the room, her body writhing beneath him, her pleasure mounting with every deep, relentless stroke. 

She was close. 

And so was he.

"Fuck—oh God, I'm coming! I'm coming, baby, right now!" she cried out, her voice breaking as the first waves of her climax crashed over her. Her teeth clenched, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as pleasure detonated deep within her core, sending shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through every inch of her. Her hips arched back instinctively, her inner walls pulsing around his cock in tight, rhythmic spasms, milking him as her body trembled beneath the force of her release. Scott didn’t let up, driving into her with relentless strokes, each thrust coaxing another shudder from her as she rode out the aftershocks.

It wasn’t as wild or unrestrained as Lizzy’s orgasms, but there was something raw and desperate in the way Marianne came—like she’d been starved for this kind of pleasure for far too long. And Scott reveled in it, in the knowledge that he was the one making her feel this way again, that he was the one unraveling the neighborhood’s most coveted MILF beneath him.

Then he decided to push her further.

His fingers closed around the snap link of the cuffs, yanking her arms back sharply, forcing her shoulders to arch and her chest to lift. The sudden shift made her gasp, her eyes flying open in surprise as her body was stretched taut, her wrists pulled higher above her back. The new angle only intensified the friction, and Scott wasted no time in taking advantage—pounding into her faster, harder, his hips slamming against her ass with every deep, punishing thrust.

The effect was instant.

"Oh God—oh fuck—oh God!" Marianne wailed, her voice cracking as another orgasm tore through her, even more overwhelming than the first. Her pussy clenched around him like a vice, her inner walls fluttering wildly as pleasure surged through her in relentless waves. Scott could feel her juices gushing around his cock, hot and slick, her body writhing beneath him as she came apart. Every snap of his hips sent his balls slapping against her swollen clit, each impact only driving her higher, pushing her deeper into the throes of ecstasy.

She was a mess—moaning, trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she surrendered completely to the sensation. When it finally ebbed, leaving her limp and shuddering, Scott buried himself to the hilt inside her, letting her catch her breath while he savored the way her body still quivered around him.

"Oh my God," she panted, her lips parted, her lashes fluttering as she struggled to speak. "That was... fucking incredible." The raw, unfiltered satisfaction in her voice made Scott grin—he’d never heard a woman her age curse like that, and damn if it wasn’t the hottest thing he’d ever heard.

"Oh, sweetheart, we're far from finished," he murmured, his voice thick with desire as he released the snap link, letting her bound hands drop back against the curve of her spine. His palm landed sharply against the plush swell of her ass—a stinging, possessive smack—before he withdrew, his cock sliding free from her slick heat with a lewd, wet sound. "Up," he commanded, his voice rough as he shoved his shorts down his thighs, kicking them aside along with his shoes. The woman—his neighbor, this stunning, flushed MILF—shuddered as she struggled to rise, her legs trembling from the aftershocks of her climax, her hands useless behind her. But she managed, swaying slightly as she stood, her sundress fluttering back into place as she stepped aside, her breath still uneven. 

Scott stretched out on the bed, reclining with lazy confidence, his hands laced behind his head, his cock—hard, glistening with her arousal—resting against his stomach. Mrs. Jenkins couldn't tear her gaze away, her lips parting slightly as she stared, transfixed by the sight of him, so thick, so ready for her. 

"Ride me," he ordered, his voice a low growl. 

A slow, wicked smile curled at the corner of her mouth. "Yes, sir," she breathed, the words dripping with obedience and something darker, something eager. She climbed onto the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress, her balance unsteady with her wrists still cuffed behind her. But she didn’t falter—instead, she swung one leg over him, straddling his hips, her warm, soaked folds parting as she lowered herself onto his shaft, her body taking him in with a soft, shuddering moan. 

Scott couldn’t see beneath the gauzy fabric of her dress, so he reached down impatiently, gathering the skirt and shoving it up, tucking it into the bodice bunched at her waist. And there she was—his neighbor, this gorgeous, wanton woman, her pussy on full display, her pubic hair a wild, untamed blonde thatch, trimmed but lush, so different from the neat landing strip he’d imagined. 

"Fuck, you’re stunning," he groaned, his hands rising to cup her full breasts, squeezing the soft weight of them, his thumbs brushing over her stiffened nipples. "So fucking sexy." 

She sighed, her lashes fluttering at his touch, her smile warm and pleased. "Thank you, Scott," she murmured, her voice husky. "You have no idea how much I needed to hear that." 

"Then show me," he challenged, his grip tightening just enough to make her gasp, her grin turning downright sinful.

"Oh, yes, sir," she breathed, her voice trembling with need as she began to sway her hips in a slow, deliberate rhythm, her slick folds gliding effortlessly along the rigid length of him. The delicious friction sent shivers up her spine, her bound hands only heightening the sensation of helpless pleasure. A soft moan escaped her lips as she lost herself in the motion, her body moving with practiced ease, relishing every inch of his thick arousal rubbing against her swollen clit. Scott’s hands were relentless, kneading the soft, heavy weight of her breasts, his fingers teasing and pinching her stiffened peaks until she gasped, her breath hitching. 

When she opened her eyes again, they were dark with hunger, her gaze locking onto his with an intensity that made his pulse race. "I need you inside me," she murmured, the words rough with desire, her voice barely above a whisper but laced with unmistakable urgency. 

"Then take what you want," he challenged, his grip on her nipples tightening just enough to draw another sharp inhale from her. She bit her lip, her hips rolling in small, teasing circles before she shifted forward, guiding the broad tip of him right where she wanted it—nestled between her parted folds, poised at the entrance of her aching heat. With a slow, deliberate arch of her back, she held herself above him, her core muscles taut as she positioned herself perfectly. Then, in one smooth, confident motion, she sank down, swallowing him deep, her body stretching to accommodate every inch as she seated herself fully with a breathy sigh of satisfaction. 

"God, yes," she moaned, her head tipping back as she savored the delicious stretch, her inner walls fluttering around him in greedy pulses. Her hips began a slow, sinuous grind, circling against him as if memorizing every ridge and vein, her body moving with a practiced rhythm that left him stunned. 

Scott had expected hesitation, but there was none—only raw, unfiltered hunger. The way she took control, the way her body moved with such instinctive expertise, sent a jolt of arousal straight through him. He had underestimated her, that much was clear. Beneath that polished exterior was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted—and exactly how to take it. His hands slid from her breasts to grip her thighs, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he watched her ride him with a confidence that left him breathless. 

"You feel incredible," she purred, her voice thick with pleasure, the vulgarity of her words sending a fresh wave of heat through him. He’d never heard her speak like this before—so bold, so filthy—and it was intoxicating. The way she moaned about his cock, the way her body clenched around him as she picked up the pace, driving herself harder against him, only fueled his own desperate need. 

Her movements grew more urgent, her hips rolling in tight, deliberate strokes, each downward thrust pressing her clit firmly against him. The friction was relentless, the pleasure building until she couldn’t hold back any longer. With a sharp cry, her body tensed, her inner walls convulsing around him as her third climax crashed over her, her nails digging into her own palms behind her back as she surrendered to the wave of ecstasy.

"OH GOD—YES!" she cried out, arching her back as her head fell back, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders while her body trembled with the force of her climax. Her pussy clenched around him in tight, rhythmic pulses, gripping his cock with an almost desperate hunger as pleasure surged through her in relentless waves. Scott’s fingers dug into the soft flesh of her thighs, anchoring himself as she rode him with wild abandon, her hips pistoning faster now, her slick walls milking him with every deep, frantic thrust. 

He could feel it building—that undeniable pressure coiling at the base of his spine, his balls tightening as her relentless movements pushed him closer and closer to the edge. The sight of her—her flushed skin, the way her breasts bounced with every motion, the sinful sounds of her wet pussy taking him—was almost too much. 

"I'm close," he growled, his voice rough with need, and her eyes snapped open, locking onto his with fierce intensity. 

"Don’t hold back," she demanded, her voice a husky whisper as she clenched around him even tighter, her inner muscles working him mercilessly. "Give it to me—every last drop. I want to feel you come inside me, Scott. Fill me up, I need it—all of it!" 

That was it. The dam broke. With a deep, guttural groan, his hips jerked upward as his cock pulsed violently inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her tight, greedy channel. She gasped, her body shuddering as she milked him through his release, her pussy squeezing rhythmically to coax out every last drop. 

"Mmm, that’s it," she purred, rocking her hips just enough to keep him buried deep as his cock twitched inside her, still spurting. She loved the way it felt—the heat of him, the way his body tensed beneath her, the sheer power of his release. 

When the last tremors finally subsided, Scott collapsed back, chest heaving, his fingers still gripping her thighs. She stayed seated on him, watching with a satisfied smirk as he struggled to catch his breath. 

"Jesus Christ, Mrs. Jenkins," he panted, blinking up at her in awe. "That was… fucking incredible." 

She laughed, low and throaty, rolling her hips just enough to make him groan again. "Surprised?" she teased, her voice dripping with mischief. "And now you’re all mine—every last drop." 

"Oh, I have a feeling this is just the beginning," he murmured, his hands sliding up to her waist possessively. 

She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. "You’d better believe it," she whispered before pulling back with a smirk. "But right now, we should probably clean up before Lizzy walks in on us." 

Scott chuckled, nodding in agreement as she finally shifted off him, her body still humming with satisfaction.

"Oh, absolutely," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction as she rose onto her knees, her slick heat sliding off his cock with a deliciously obscene sound. She swung one leg gracefully over him, her bare skin brushing against his as she stood beside the bed, her chest still rising and falling with the remnants of pleasure. Scott followed, pushing himself up to stand beside her, his body humming from their intense encounter. 

"Turn around," he instructed, his fingers itching to free her from the restraints. She obeyed, presenting her back to him, the cuffs glinting against her wrists. He leaned in, his breath warm against her skin as he unhooked the snap link with practiced ease, letting the metal restraints fall onto the rumpled sheets one by one. Marianne turned to face him, rubbing her wrists with a satisfied sigh, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief as she met his gaze. 

"What you did with those cuffs," she purred, her lips curling into a wicked smile, "was incredibly hot." She let her skirt drop back into place, the fabric whispering against her thighs as it settled over her damp flesh. "I've never experienced anything like that before—and let me tell you, it was quite the introduction." 

Scott bent to retrieve his shorts, stepping into them as she adjusted her dress, tugging the straps back over her shoulders with effortless grace. But then she paused, tilting her head with a knowing glint in her eye. 

"Is that how you used them on Lizzy?" 

The question hit him like a punch to the gut. His hands stilled mid-motion, his entire body locking up as if struck by lightning. Blood drained from his face, his ears roaring with the sudden rush of panic. For a terrifying second, he thought he might collapse right there. 

But Marianne only laughed, the sound rich and unbothered, before reaching out to touch his arm reassuringly. 

"Relax, Scott," she murmured, her fingers warm against his skin. "I've suspected for a while now." Her smirk deepened, her confidence unshaken. "If I wasn't sure, do you really think I would’ve come to you and asked you to use them on me too?" She arched a brow, enjoying the upper hand. "I know you and Lizzy have been sleeping together. And from what I can tell, it’s been going on since spring break, hasn’t it?" 

Scott swallowed hard, his fingers fumbling with the zipper of his shorts before he finally managed to fasten them. He exhaled shakily, moving to sink into the nearby chair, his legs suddenly unsteady. 

"Well... yeah," he admitted, running a hand through his hair. Mrs. Jenkins settled onto the edge of the bed, her knees pressed together, her hands resting primly in her lap—though the spark in her eyes was anything but innocent. 

"How did you know?" he asked, still struggling to regain his composure. 

She smiled, slow and knowing. "A woman behaves differently around a man she's sleeping with," she explained, her voice smooth with amusement. "Little things—things a man wouldn’t notice unless he was looking for them. But a woman? She picks up on it immediately. The way Lizzy’s face lights up when you walk into a room. The way her voice softens when she speaks to you. Even the way her nipples tighten whenever you're near." 

Scott blinked, stunned. "And you noticed all of that with Lizzy?" 

She nodded, her smile widening. "Oh, sweetheart. I notice everything."

"So, when did the whole bondage thing start?" she murmured, her voice laced with playful intrigue, her dark eyes gleaming with undisguised interest. Scott hesitated, caught off guard by her directness, his pulse quickening as he searched for the right words. 

"About a month into summer break," he admitted, his voice a little rough around the edges. 

A slow, knowing smile curled her lips. "And whose idea was it? Yours or hers?" 

"Mine," he confessed, rubbing the back of his neck. "Got the idea from... well, a video I saw." The admission made heat creep up his neck, but she only laughed, the sound warm and rich, like honey. 

"Scott, sweetheart, every young man watches porn," she teased, her fingers brushing his arm lightly. "And honestly, given everything else we’ve just done, I think we're way past judging you for that, don’t you?" 

He exhaled, his shoulders relaxing slightly. "Yeah, I guess so." 

"So, did you use them on her the same way?" she pressed, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. 

"Sort of," he admitted, a smirk tugging at his lips. "Except I had her bent over one of the kitchen bar stools instead of the bed." 

Her eyebrows arched, amusement dancing in her gaze. "The kitchen? My, my, you two are adventurous." She tilted her head, studying him. "Did she mind? Was it too much for her?" 

"She felt it the next day," Scott admitted, a wicked grin spreading across his face. "You will too." 

She laughed softly, her expression softening. "Oh, I don’t doubt it. But trust me, it was worth every second." 

He swallowed, suddenly unsure of where this was going. "So... what now?" 

She rose gracefully from the bed, smoothing her skirt down over her hips with deliberate, sensual movements. "Now, I go take care of a few things before dinner, and you go about your day," she said, her tone casual, but her eyes held something deeper. 

"That’s not what I meant," he said, standing abruptly. 

She closed the distance between them in a heartbeat, her body nearly brushing against his. "I know, honey," she murmured, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw before slipping into his hair. Then, without warning, she pulled him down into a kiss—soft, open-mouthed, her tongue teasing his in a fleeting but electric dance that sent a jolt straight to his groin. 

When she pulled away, her lips still parted, she whispered, "Thank you, Scott." Her fingers lingered at the nape of his neck for a heartbeat longer before she turned, scooping up the cuffs from the bed. "I’ll put these back where they belong," she said, fastening them with a quiet click before sauntering out, leaving him standing there, pulse racing, his body still humming from her touch. 

For a long moment, he just stood there, stunned, before sinking back into his chair, trying—and failing—to steady his breathing.

"Jesus Christ," he muttered under his breath, his mind still reeling from the whirlwind of events that had just unfolded. His pulse hadn’t quite settled, and his thoughts were a tangled mess of disbelief and lingering arousal. 

---- 

When Lizzy finally walked through the door a few hours later, Scott could practically feel the frustration radiating off her—her pent-up sexual energy practically crackling in the air between them. Marianne, meanwhile, was the picture of composure, her serene expression giving nothing away. She might as well have been sipping tea in a garden for all the tension she showed, despite the fact that she not only knew about Lizzy and Scott’s arrangement but had just had him herself. Scott, on the other hand, couldn’t stop stealing glances at Mrs. Jenkins, seeing her in an entirely new, thrilling light. 

After dinner, Scott found himself sprawled on the living room couch with Lizzy, the glow of the TV casting flickering shadows across the room. Marianne glided in, still in that same sundress from earlier, though now he could just make out the faint outline of a strapless bra beneath the thin fabric. Her handbag was slung over her arm, a silent announcement that she was heading out—something Lizzy clearly picked up on too, judging by the way her posture shifted. Then Marianne spoke, and Lizzy’s entire demeanor lit up like fireworks. 

"My husband’s away on business, and I’ve got nothing better to do, so I thought I’d meet up with a girlfriend for a drink or two," she said casually, smoothing her dress with effortless grace. "Besides, this gives you two some time alone." Her gaze lingered on Scott just a beat too long, a secret flicker of amusement in her eyes before she turned and vanished out the door. 

The second the sound of the car faded down the driveway, Lizzy was on him like a storm, her hands gripping his face as she crashed her lips against his, her body already writhing in his lap. She was a frenzy of need, tearing at her own clothes before clawing at his shorts, her desperation making her movements almost frantic. 

It was the kind of fast, feverish coupling that left them both breathless, their bodies slick with sweat, hearts pounding in unison. Lizzy stayed perched on his lap, her arms looped around his neck, her forehead resting against his shoulder as his cock slowly softened inside her, still buried deep in her wet heat. 

"Oh my God," she gasped, lifting her head with a dazed, satisfied smile. "I needed that." 

"No kidding?" Scott teased, his fingers tracing idle circles on her bare hip. 

She giggled, pressing a playful kiss to his cheek. "You’re awful," she murmured, pulling back just enough to study his face. "Don’t even try to tell me you weren’t just as desperate as I was." Her grin turned wicked. "Unless… you’ve got someone else taking care of you when I’m not around?" She stuck her tongue out between her teeth, teasing him with the very truth she had no idea about. 

If only you knew, he thought, biting back a smirk. 

"What do you think?" he countered, pinching her nipple lightly and making her yelp as she jerked in his lap.

"Oh my God, we should probably clean up before Marianne gets back!" Lizzy gasped, reluctantly peeling herself off his lap, her thighs still slick with their shared pleasure. "Imagine if she walked in and saw us like this—what a disaster that would be!" she added, hastily scooping her discarded clothes from the floor, her cheeks flushed with post-coital urgency. Scott opened his mouth, ready to confess everything, but she was already darting down the hallway toward her room before he could get a single word out. Left alone, he rose from the couch, running his fingers over the fabric to check for any telltale stains—finding none, he gathered his own clothes and made his way to his room, eager to wash away the lingering evidence of their frantic encounter. 

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the kitchen windows as Scott sat at the bar, nursing a steaming cup of coffee while scrolling through the news on his laptop. The house was quiet—Lizzy had already left to meet her friends, and Marianne’s husband was long gone for work. It was just the two of them now, the air thick with unspoken tension. 

"Morning, sweetheart," Marianne purred as she glided into the room, her voice dripping with honeyed warmth. She wore another sundress, this one a deep violet adorned with delicate floral patterns, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that made his pulse quicken. And just like yesterday, she’d forgone a bra—her full breasts swaying tantalizingly beneath the thin material as she moved toward him, her nipples faintly visible beneath the soft cotton. 

"Morning," he replied, his lips curling into a slow, knowing smile. 

She slipped behind the counter, her fingers brushing against the cabinet as she retrieved a coffee mug, the motion effortless and graceful. Pouring herself a cup, she turned to face him, leaning forward with her elbows resting on the counter, her cleavage pressing against the edge as she cradled the mug just beneath her lips. Her gaze locked onto his, dark and teasing. 

"So," she murmured, her voice laced with amusement, "did you and Lizzy manage to… reconnect last night?" A wicked grin played at the corners of her mouth. "Knowing her, I’d bet she was all over you the second my car left the driveway." 

Scott chuckled, shaking his head. "Almost. She at least waited until you were out of sight before she jumped me." 

Marianne laughed, the sound rich and throaty, before taking a slow sip of her coffee. "Did you tell her?" she asked, her eyes never leaving his. 

"No," he admitted, swirling the dark liquid in his cup. "She was in and out before I could even think straight." 

"I know," Scott sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. "I hate keeping it from her. But I will tell her—she deserves to know." 

"She does," Marianne agreed softly, her expression thoughtful. "How do you think she’ll take it? Think she’ll lose it?" 

Scott smirked. "Nah. What’s really gonna shock her is finding out I’ve got enough stamina to handle both of you."

"We really need to be careful—if your parents or my husband ever found out about this little arrangement of ours, we’d both be homeless before we could blink," she murmured, her voice laced with a mix of amusement and urgency. 

Scott exhaled sharply, the mere idea of his parents discovering their secret sending a cold shiver down his spine. "Yeah, that would really suck," he admitted, his fingers tightening around his coffee cup as if it could ground him. 

Marianne tilted her head, her dark eyes studying him with playful curiosity. "So, if you don’t think she’ll freak out, how do you think she’ll take it?" she pressed, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. "Come on, I want details. How do you think she’ll react?" 

A slow, wicked grin spread across Scott’s face as he leaned in slightly. "Honestly? The idea of you and me tangled up in the same sheets is going to drive her absolutely wild. She’s got a lot of you in her, whether she realizes it or not." 

Marianne’s smile deepened, her fingers tracing the rim of her coffee cup. "Well, her mother is my best friend. I’ve been around long enough to drop a few… pointers over the years. Guess she actually listened for once," she mused, taking another slow sip, her gaze never leaving his. 

Scott’s eyes darkened as he let his gaze roam over her, lingering on the way the sunlight caught the curve of her neck. "And let’s just say there’s a whole lot about you I never even imagined existed," he murmured, his voice rough with appreciation. 

She let out a breathy laugh, rolling her eyes with mock exasperation. "Oh, please. You and my husband—both completely clueless." Her smirk turned downright sinful as she leaned forward, resting her palms on the counter. "But something tells me that’s about to change… at least where you’re concerned." 

Setting her cup down, she straightened up, her body language shifting into something far more deliberate. "We’ve got the house to ourselves for the next few hours," she purred, her voice dripping with promise. "So why don’t you take me to your room and fuck me until I can’t remember my own name?" That innocent-yet-devilish smile she gave him was enough to make his cock jerk eagerly against the fabric of his shorts. 

Scott didn’t hesitate. "Fuck yes," he growled, snapping his laptop shut and rising from his stool in one smooth motion. As he rounded the bar, she met him halfway, her fingers intertwining with his as she led him toward the bedroom. His eyes locked onto the hypnotic sway of her ass, each step making his pulse pound harder, his arousal growing impossibly thicker. 

The second they crossed the threshold of his room, Marianne spun to face him, her arms looping around his neck as she pulled him down into a searing kiss. Her tongue slid against his with slow, deliberate strokes, her full breasts crushed against his chest, her hips rocking into him with unmistakable intent. Scott’s hands roamed down the curve of her spine before gripping her ass firmly, kneading the soft flesh as he yanked her flush against him. A throaty moan escaped her lips as she ground against his hardening length, her fingers slipping between them to tease the rigid outline of his cock through his shorts. Every touch, every breath, every shift of her body against his was pure, intoxicating fire.

Her fingers danced over the thick length of him through the fabric, teasing him with just enough pressure to make him ache for more before she finally, skillfully, unzipped his shorts. The moment her warm hand slipped inside, wrapping around his rigid erection, he let out a sharp breath. She squeezed him firmly, her grip just tight enough to make his hips jerk forward involuntarily. Meanwhile, her lips traced a slow, torturous path from his cheek down to the sensitive curve of his neck, then back up to his ear. The tip of her tongue flicked against his skin, tracing a wet, sinuous line before swirling around the shell of his ear—then plunging deep inside. 

A shudder ripped through him, and a low, involuntary groan escaped his lips. No one had ever done this to him before, and the sensation of her tongue exploring the delicate contours of his ear sent electric jolts straight down his spine, making his cock pulse in her grasp. She tightened her fingers around him in response, stroking him in time with the wicked circles she traced against his ear. Then, with a soft, wet sound, she sucked his earlobe between her lips, tugging gently, and he nearly lost his balance. His fingers dug into the lush curves of her ass, pulling her harder against him, and she moaned against his skin, her breath coming faster, hotter, against his ear. 

“Fuck,” he gasped, his voice rough as her tongue dipped inside again, sending another wave of sensation crashing through him. His whole body trembled as she turned his head slightly, shifting her attention to his other ear, repeating the same slow, torturous exploration. The moment her tongue slipped inside, he jerked again, his muscles tightening with pleasure. 

“You like that, don’t you?” she murmured, her voice a husky whisper against his skin, her tongue flicking teasingly. He could only manage a shaky nod, his grip on her ass tightening even more. She chuckled, the sound low and knowing, vibrating against his ear. “Never had a woman do this to you before, have you, sweetheart?” 

“N-no,” he admitted, his voice thick, his fingers kneading the soft flesh of her backside as she continued her relentless assault on his senses. 

“Oh, baby,” she purred, her lips brushing the shell of his ear, “you have no idea what’s coming next.” Another slow, wet stroke of her tongue made him shudder violently. “I’m just getting started.”

Her fingers curled into the fabric of his t-shirt, tugging it upward with a desperate urgency, unwilling to relinquish her grip on his throbbing length even for a second. He understood her silent plea instantly, his hands abandoning the delicious curve of her ass to help her, peeling the shirt off in one swift motion before letting it crumple carelessly to the floor. His palms settled on her shoulders as she bent over him, her tongue tracing a slow, torturous path down the column of his neck, over the hard planes of his chest, her lips never straying far from his skin even as she worked the button of his shorts free. 

Just as the fabric gave way, her mouth found his nipple, sealing around it with a greedy suction that made him gasp. His shorts pooled at his ankles, and he kicked them aside, his body trembling under the dual assault of her lips on his nipple and her fingers wrapped firmly around his cock. A second gasp tore from his throat when her other hand drifted up his torso, fingers finding his neglected nipple, pinching it sharply before tugging—just enough to make him groan. She sucked harder, her rhythm on his cock relentless, each stroke sending fire through his veins. 

Finally, she released his nipple with a wet pop, her lips trailing lower, leaving a path of searing kisses down his chest, over the taut muscles of his stomach, her destination unmistakable. She sank to her knees before him, her free hand gliding down his body until her fingers cradled his balls, squeezing them with just the right amount of pressure. Tipping his cock toward her mouth, she flicked her tongue over the swollen head, catching the bead of precum that had gathered there before swirling her tongue around it greedily. 

"Mmm, you taste so good," she murmured, her voice thick with desire as she gazed up at him, her hand still working him in slow, deliberate strokes. Then, without warning, she took him deeper, her lips parting to swallow him whole, her tongue sliding beneath the sensitive ridge of his head before she hollowed her cheeks and sucked him down in one achingly slow motion. Scott’s breath hitched as she took him to the hilt, her throat flexing around him before she pulled back just as torturously, only to repeat the motion—each descent a little more deliberate, a little more hungry. When she reached the tip again, she lingered, her lips sealed tight as she sucked hard, drawing another groan from him before she plunged back down, her rhythm relentless, her mouth pure sin.

She took him deep into her throat with agonizing slowness, savoring every inch of him as her lips stretched around his girth, her tongue swirling in torturous circles while her fingers kneaded and teased his tightening balls. Scott could feel the pressure building, his control unraveling with each sinful bob of her head—if she kept this up, he’d be spilling himself down her throat in no time, and from the wicked glint in her eyes when she glanced up at him, that was exactly what she wanted. But just as he teetered on the edge, she pulled back, releasing him with a wet pop, her fingers still lazily stroking his slick length as she gazed up at him with dark, hungry eyes. 

“I could make you come like this, so easily,” she murmured, her voice thick with lust, her lips glistening from his arousal. “But that’s not what I’m after right now.” She squeezed him firmly, her thumb brushing over the swollen head, smearing precum in slow, teasing circles. “No, what I want is you buried so deep inside me that I feel you in my throat. I want your cock stretching me, filling me, your balls slapping against my ass when you fuck me hard.” Her breath hitched, her fingers tightening around him as she leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “And when you come, I want it inside me—every last hot, thick drop. I want to feel you pulse, feel you claim me. Does that sound good, baby?” 

A shiver ran down his spine at her words, at the filthy promise in her voice. “Fuck yes,” he growled, his hands already gripping her hips, pulling her closer. 

She smirked, her tongue darting out to wet her lips before she took him into her mouth once more, sucking him deep, then pulling back with a sinful moan. Twice more she did this—just enough to leave him aching—before finally releasing him and rising to her feet. Her fingers curled around his throbbing length, guiding him toward her as she pressed her body flush against his, her other hand tangling in his hair as she dragged his mouth down to hers. “Then take me,” she whispered against his lips, her breath hot, her voice trembling with need. “And don’t hold back.”

"Now, darling, I'm going to take you," she murmured, her breath hot against his ear before darting her tongue inside, sending a delicious shiver down his spine. With a firm but sensual grip, she guided him toward the bed, spinning him gently until the backs of his knees met the edge. A light push on his shoulders urged him down, and he obeyed, sinking onto the mattress as she positioned herself before him, her gaze locked onto his with smoldering intent. 

Her fingers traced the delicate straps of her sundress, sliding them down her shoulders with agonizing slowness, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she watched his reaction. The bodice followed, inch by tantalizing inch, until her full, luscious breasts spilled free, her nipples stiff and begging for attention, the tight crinkles of her areolas betraying just how turned on she was. The dress pooled at her hips before she let it slither down her legs, stepping out of it with effortless grace, leaving her gloriously bare before him. 

Scott’s breath hitched—no panties this time. Just smooth, creamy skin and the intoxicating sight of her body, still so damn perfect despite the years and motherhood. Her stomach was taut, her curves soft yet defined, her hips flaring just right to frame the apex of her thighs. And those tits—god, they were magnificent, heavy and full, barely yielding to gravity, swaying slightly as she moved. 

With a slow, deliberate gesture, she beckoned him to lie back, and he obeyed, scooting fully onto the bed, his head sinking into the pillows as he drank in the sight of her. 

Then she was climbing over him, her breasts swaying hypnotically as she straddled his hips, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of him. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, guiding it upward, the tip gliding through her slick folds, coating him in her arousal before she lined him up with her entrance. 

With a breathy moan, she sank down, taking him in one deep, relentless stroke, her pussy gripping him like a velvet vise. Her eyes fluttered shut as she seated herself fully, her hands braced on the bed beside his shoulders, her body rising slightly before she rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles, her inner muscles clenching around him with every movement.

"Oh, fuck... yes... just like that," she moaned breathlessly, her dark eyes fluttering open to lock onto his with an intensity that sent shivers down his spine. Her fingers slid beneath the heavy weight of her breasts, lifting them with a possessive grip, her thumbs rolling over her stiffened nipples in slow, deliberate circles. Arching her back slightly, she began rocking against him, her hips rolling in smooth, rhythmic strokes—forward, then back—while her upper body remained tantalizingly still, her hands never leaving her own flesh. The way she watched him as she moved, her lips parted in pleasure, her fingers teasing her own nipples, was almost too much to bear. His hands found hers, covering them, pressing them deeper into her soft curves as he matched her rhythm. A low, throaty moan escaped her, her hips stuttering for just a moment before she picked up the pace, her inner walls clenching around him in teasing pulses. He knew this game—she was drawing it out, savoring every second, making him ache for release while denying him the satisfaction. 

The slick, rhythmic sounds of her body taking his filled the air, a lewd symphony of wet skin and desperate breaths. She moved with increasing urgency, her thighs trembling as she rode him harder, faster, her pace building into something relentless. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard tapping the wall in time with her movements, each thrust driving him deeper into her tight, dripping heat. 

Then, suddenly, she stilled—just long enough to lift herself off him, twisting her body with effortless grace until she faced the opposite direction. His breath caught at the sight of her—the perfect curve of her ass, the glistening pink folds of her pussy, all on display as she guided him back inside her with a single, smooth motion. Bracing her hands against the mattress, she arched her back, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles before picking up speed. The slap of skin against skin echoed through the room as she rode him in reverse, her body moving with a hunger that matched his own. Over her shoulder, she shot him a look—pure, unfiltered desire, her lips curling into a wicked smirk before she turned away again, her rhythm never faltering. 

But he could feel it—the tightening in his balls, the familiar pressure building too quickly. He barely managed to choke out the warning before she froze, her body still wrapped tightly around him. 

"Don’t you dare," she purred, twisting back around without letting him slip free, her movements fluid, practiced. He groaned at the sheer skill of it, at the way she controlled every inch of this dance between them. Later, he’d tell her just how fucking incredible she was. But for now, she was far from done with him.

"Oh, sweetheart, I’m not quite ready for you to finish just yet," she murmured, her lips brushing against his as she clenched around him, her inner muscles tightening possessively around his cock. Her voice was a husky promise, dripping with anticipation. "Soon, baby, so soon," she whispered, the words curling around him like smoke, "but not this very second." Cupping his face in her hands, she captured his mouth with hers, her tongue slipping past his lips, teasing, coaxing his to follow. When he surrendered to her, she sealed her lips around his tongue, sucking it deep into her mouth with a slow, deliberate pull that made him groan. His cock twitched inside her, and she felt it—knew it—because she released his tongue with a breathy laugh, her eyes dancing with mischief. 

"You love that, don’t you?" she teased, her gaze heavy-lidded as she looked down at him. "Oh, darling, you’re still so new to all of this," she purred, her fingers tracing his jaw. "I have so much to teach you, so many delicious things to show you. But right now?" She leaned in, her breath warm against his lips. "Right now, I want you buried so deep inside me that you forget your own name. I want to feel you come undone, to wring every last drop from you until you’re empty and shaking. I’m going to take everything you have." 

With a fluid motion, she rolled onto her back, dragging him with her, his cock still snug inside her as she moved. One hand tangled in his hair, pulling him down to her, while her legs locked around his waist, her heels pressing into the curve of his ass, urging him deeper. Scott obeyed without hesitation, driving into her with a rough thrust, his arms wrapping around her, crushing her against him. Her thighs tightened, her body moving in perfect sync with his, heels digging in with each powerful stroke. One arm curled around his neck, the other splayed across his back, her nails biting lightly into his skin as he pounded into her, his balls slapping against her with every deep, relentless push. 

Beneath him, she arched, her lips parting in a breathless gasp as he fucked her harder, faster—exactly how she craved it. Her legs squeezed him tighter, her mouth finding his ear, her tongue tracing the shell before plunging inside, hot and wet. He shuddered, his hips snapping forward with renewed force when she sucked his earlobe between her teeth, nipping just enough to make him groan. She could feel it—the tension coiling in him, the way his rhythm faltered just slightly. It wouldn’t be long now. Not long at all.

"Oh, God, yes—fuck me harder, baby!" she moaned into his ear, her breath hot and ragged as his powerful thrusts rocked the bed beneath them. Scott’s hands slid possessively down her body, fingers digging into the lush curves of her ass, gripping her tight enough to make her whimper. The sharp pressure sent a jolt of pleasure through her, and she arched against him, her lips finding his earlobe, sucking hungrily before teasing the shell of his ear with the slick, wicked flick of her tongue. 

Scott was lost in her, consumed by the way she moved beneath him, the way she coaxed every ounce of desire from his body. She had unraveled him in ways he hadn’t known existed, and now he was nothing but raw need—pounding into her with a ferocity that bordered on primal. Every thrust was desperate, every snap of his hips a demand, his cock buried deep inside her tight, wet heat. He couldn’t think, couldn’t stop, not when she had him wound so tight, not when she was pulling every last shred of control from his grasp. 

And she knew it. Oh, she knew exactly what she was doing. She had orchestrated this moment, played him like a finely tuned instrument, and now, as his fingers dug into her flesh and his cock pistoned into her with relentless force, she knew the final crescendo was near. 

"Cum inside me, sweetheart," she purred against his ear, her voice dripping with sinful promise. "I want to feel you lose it—every last drop. Fill me up, baby. Let me feel you explode inside me." 

That was all it took. Scott’s rhythm shattered into frantic, erratic thrusts, his cock swelling before he came with a guttural groan, his release surging into her in thick, pulsing waves. She gasped as she felt him spill inside her, his shaft twitching as he emptied himself, his body shuddering against hers. The sensation was enough to tip her over the edge, her own climax crashing through her with blinding intensity. She cried out, her nails raking down his back as she clenched around him, her legs locking around his waist, holding him deep as they rode out the storm together. Teeth sinking into his shoulder, she clung to him, lost in the exquisite pleasure of their shared release while he continued to thrust, milking every last drop of ecstasy from them both.

At last, after what felt like an endless, breathless eternity, the relentless rhythm of his hips began to slow, his powerful thrusts easing as the final waves of his climax subsided. His cock, still buried deep inside her, pulsed weakly, the last remnants of his release spilling into her. Marianne felt her own pleasure ebbing away, the intensity fading almost as swiftly as it had overtaken her, leaving behind only the delicious aftershocks of sensation. 

They were both left panting, their bodies slick with sweat, still tangled together in the aftermath. Scott’s fingers, which had been digging into the soft flesh of her ass, finally relaxed their grip, though he remained pressed against her, his weight heavy and warm. With one final, deep push, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock twitching as the last drops of cum spilled from him. Marianne sighed, her legs finally loosening their tight hold around his waist, her feet sliding down to rest flat against the mattress as her knees fell open, leaving him sprawled between her thighs. 

For long, languid moments, they simply lay there, their chests rising and falling in unsteady harmony, the air thick with the scent of sex and exertion. Slowly, Scott shifted, rolling off her with a groan, his softening cock slipping free from her still-clenching heat. She adjusted her leg to give him space, then turned onto her side, draping one smooth limb over his hips as she nestled against him, her arm curling possessively across his chest. He lifted his arm, inviting her closer, and she rested her head against his heartbeat, their bodies still humming with the echoes of pleasure. 

Silence stretched between them, comfortable and warm, until Scott finally broke it with a breathless chuckle. 

"Wow," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction as he stared up at the ceiling, a lazy grin tugging at his lips. "That was... intense." 

His mother’s friend laughed, the sound low and throaty, her fingers tracing idle circles around his nipple. "Now that’s what I call a proper fucking," she purred, the crude word sending a fresh thrill through him despite the exhaustion weighing his limbs. 

He turned his head to glance down at her, amusement dancing in his eyes. "Speaking of which... whatever happened to me fucking you silly?" he teased, recalling her earlier promise. 

She smirked, her fingertip still teasing his sensitive skin. "Change of plans," she admitted, her voice dripping with mischief. "Once I got you in here, things just... escalated. Turns out, two years of pent-up desire has a way of taking over." 

His brows shot up in disbelief. "Two years?" he repeated, stunned. "You’re telling me your husband hasn’t touched you in two years?" 

She lifted her head just enough to meet his gaze, her expression unreadable. "Two years since he fucked me," she corrected, her voice edged with something bitter. "It’s been a hell of a lot longer since he made love to me. There’s a difference, you know." 

Scott exhaled sharply, still processing her words as she settled back against his chest. "Yeah," he murmured, his fingers absently stroking her shoulder. "I know." The weight of what she’d confessed lingered between them, heavy and unspoken, as they lay tangled together in the quiet aftermath.

"But you know what? It doesn’t matter anymore," she murmured, her voice a sultry blend of teasing and sincerity. Her gaze lifted to meet his, lips curling into a slow, knowing smile. "Isn’t the modern term for this arrangement 'fuck buddy'?" she asked, catching him off guard with the bluntness of her words. "That’s what you kids say these days, right? When you have someone you can summon purely for the raw, uncomplicated pleasure of being fucked—no strings, no messy emotions?" 

"Yeah, that’s the term," he admitted, his mind immediately flashing to Lizzy. The weight of what he needed to tell her settled heavily in his chest. 

"So, Scott," she murmured, her eyes wide and hopeful as she studied his face. "Will you be mine? My fuck buddy?" 

For a moment, he just looked at her—really looked at her—before pressing a tender kiss to her forehead. "Yeah," he murmured against her skin. "I’ll be yours." 

The smile that spread across her lips was radiant, and she nestled back against his chest, her body warm and pliant against his. They stayed like that, tangled together in the quiet aftermath, until she finally broke the silence with a reluctant sigh. 

"We should probably get moving before Lizzy gets back," she murmured, though every inch of her seemed to resist pulling away from him. "As much as I’d love to stay here and let you hold me, I doubt she’d appreciate walking in on us like this—fresh from fucking and still smelling of each other." 

He barked out a laugh, sitting up and resting his forearms on his knees. "No, probably not the best first impression," he agreed, watching as she slid off the bed. 

She bent to retrieve her sundress, the movement making his breath catch as the curves of her body shifted so effortlessly. She stepped into the fabric, pulling it up over her hips before adjusting the neckline to cup her full breasts, the straps sliding into place over her shoulders. Then she leaned down, her lips brushing his in a kiss so soft it was almost chaste—except for the teasing flick of her tongue that left him aching for more. 

"Thank you, Scott," she whispered, her smile reaching her eyes in a way that made his chest tighten. This time, the heat in her gaze wasn’t just hunger—it was something deeper, something tender. 

"Anytime," he replied, his voice rough. 

Her next words were barely audible, but they hit him like a punch to the gut. "I love you, Scott." 

His throat tightened. "I love you too." 

With that, she turned and walked away, leaving him sprawled back on the bed, hands laced behind his head as his thoughts spun wildly. But amidst the chaos, one truth rose above the rest, sharp and undeniable. 

He had to tell Lizzy. And it had to be now.

It had been roughly an hour since Lizzy returned home, and Scott was in the middle of changing into his swim trunks, preparing to slip into the bubbling warmth of the jacuzzi. The sound of the front door opening, followed by the rustling of shopping bags, signaled Lizzy’s arrival—evidently, she’d indulged in a bit of retail therapy while she was out. He was just fastening his deck shoes when Lizzy appeared in his doorway, her expression dark with unease. 

"Scotty, we need to talk," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper as she glanced nervously over her shoulder, ensuring their neighbor wasn’t within earshot. 

"Of course, Lizzy. What’s going on?" he asked, straightening up after securing his shoes. She stepped inside, sinking into the desk chair with an air of distress clinging to her like a second skin. 

"I—I think someone found the cuffs," she breathed, her voice trembling. "I was just putting away my shopping, and when I bent down to move a shoebox, there they were—right on top of everything else in my closet! I know I didn’t leave them like that, Scotty. They were buried under old clothes, hidden. Unless you took them out, that means… someone else did. Oh God, what if it was Mrs. Jenkins? What are we going to do?" Her fingers twisted anxiously in her lap, her fear palpable. 

Now’s the moment, Scott thought, steeling himself. 

"Lizzy, breathe. It’s not as bad as you’re imagining," he assured her, reaching for her hand. Her fingers were ice-cold and shaking, and guilt twisted in his chest. 

"But what if my mom knows?" she pressed, her voice cracking. "I didn’t tell her—I wouldn’t—but what if she figured it out? What if she already knows? Then what?" 

"Then nothing," Scott said firmly, but Lizzy cut him off before he could continue. 

"Nothing? Scotty, she’ll lose her mind if she finds out! You know how she is!" Her grip on his hand tightened, her nails digging in slightly as if clinging to him for stability. 

Scott exhaled slowly, meeting her wide, panicked eyes with steady resolve. "She won’t freak out, Lizzy, because she doesn’t know. But Mrs. Jenkins… well, that’s a different story." 

Lizzy’s face went slack with shock. "What? How? How the hell does she know?" 

"Because I told her," Scott admitted, watching as the color drained from Lizzy’s face. Her hands fell away from his as if burned, and she slumped back in the chair, utterly stunned. For a long moment, she just stared at him, lips parted in disbelief, before finally finding her voice again. 

"Why?" she choked out, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears. "Why would you do that, Scotty?"

"Because she came to me with them, Lizzy. She was rummaging through your closet—said she was hunting for a pair of shoes to borrow—when she uncovered them. She had no clue what they were, so she brought them straight to me, asking for an explanation," he said, his voice steady but tinged with amusement at the memory. 

Lizzy exhaled sharply, her fingers tightening around the edge of the chair. "Okay, but how did that turn into you spilling everything about us?" she demanded, her voice low but urgent. "You could’ve just told her what they were and played dumb! Let me handle the fallout. Why would you tell her, Scotty?" 

Scott hesitated, running a hand through his hair before meeting her gaze. "Well... after I explained what they were, she..." He swallowed, the corner of his mouth twitching. "She asked me to demonstrate. On her." 

Lizzy’s jaw dropped, her eyes widening so dramatically Scott half-expected them to pop right out of her head. A sharp gasp escaped her lips, her fingers flying to cover her mouth. "Oh my God. You’re joking," she breathed, her voice muffled behind her palm. "She seriously asked you to—to use them on her?" 

"Yeah," he admitted with a slow nod, watching her reaction closely. 

Her hand fell into her lap, her fingers curling into the fabric of her skirt. "And did you?" she pressed, leaning forward, her gaze locked onto his. "Did you actually do it?" 

A lazy smirk tugged at his lips. "Yeah. I did." 

Lizzy’s lips parted in stunned silence before a slow, wicked grin spread across her face. "No. No." She exhaled a disbelieving laugh, her fingers pressing against her lips again as realization dawned. "Scotty," she whispered, her voice husky with disbelief and something else—something giddy. "Tell me you didn’t... the way we—" She cut herself off, her eyes sparkling with mischief. 

He didn’t answer right away, letting the tension stretch between them, watching her squirm with anticipation. 

"Scotty." She practically vibrated with excitement, her voice dropping to a scandalized whisper. "Did you fuck my mom’s best friend?" 

His smirk deepened, and he gave her the slightest nod. "Yup." 

Lizzy threw herself back in the chair with a delighted shriek, her laughter bubbling over. "Oh my God!" she gasped between giggles, her cheeks flushed. "You slept with Mrs. Jenkins? That is so hot!" She leaned forward again, her elbows on her knees, eyes gleaming with curiosity. "So? How was she?" she demanded breathlessly, her grin downright devilish. "Tell me everything."

"Oh, Lizzy, you have no idea," Scott murmured, his body finally relaxing now that the worst of the confession was behind him. He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a husky whisper as he recounted every delicious detail—how their neighbor had taken him to bed the day before, and then, just that morning, when Lizzy had slipped out to meet her friends, the way Mrs. Jenkins had practically devoured him right there in the kitchen. Lizzy listened, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling just a little faster than before. Scott couldn’t help but notice the way her nipples had tightened beneath her shirt, pressing against the fabric in a way that made his pulse quicken. 

Lizzy let out a breathy laugh, her grin wicked. "Damn, so our sweet little neighbor is just as insatiable as I am, huh?" 

Scott smirked. "Oh, baby, she’s a starving woman who hasn’t had a decent meal in years," he drawled, watching the way Lizzy’s eyes darkened with intrigue. "But that’s not even the best part." 

Her eyebrow arched. "There’s more?" she breathed, shaking her head in disbelief. "What else could there possibly be?" 

His grin widened. "She asked me to be her regular fuck buddy." 

Lizzy burst into laughter, clapping her hands together before collapsing back against the chair. "No fucking way!" she gasped, then immediately leaned forward again, her fingers gripping the edge of the seat. "And you said yes, right? Jesus, after everything you just told me, you’d have to be out of your damn mind to turn her down!" 

"I said yes," Scott confirmed, stretching lazily before standing, his body thrumming with satisfaction. 

Lizzy exhaled dramatically, sinking back into the cushions. "So, what, now I have to share you with my mom’s best friend?" she teased, though there was no real irritation in her voice—just a spark of something far more dangerous. 

"Guess so," he replied, stepping closer, his voice dropping to a low, suggestive murmur. "Unless, of course, you’d rather we all play together." 

Lizzy blinked up at him, confusion flickering across her face. "A what?" 

"A threesome," he clarified, watching as realization—and sheer, unbridled excitement—flooded her expression. 

"Oh my God," she gasped, springing up from the chair so fast it nearly toppled over. "Yes! The three of us, tangled up in bed, fucking until we can’t even think—hell yes, that would be amazing!" 

Scott chuckled, pulling her into a tight embrace. "Glad you’re not mad," he murmured against her hair. 

She hugged him back, then suddenly wriggled free, her eyes alight with mischief. "I have to go talk to her!" she announced, and before he could respond, she was already darting toward the door. 

Scott shook his head, laughing to himself as he watched her go. "Well," he muttered under his breath, grinning. "That went better than expected."

Scott lingered in his room, giving the two women in his life some much-needed space to chat—though his curiosity burned like a slow, insistent flame. After what felt like an eternity—though his watch insisted it had only been an hour—he finally gave in, stepping out into the hallway with the casual air of a man who wasn’t at all desperate to know what they’d been discussing. 

The living room was empty, which surprised him. He’d half-expected to find them sprawled across the couch, deep in conversation—or something far more interesting. But then he caught the sound of their laughter, warm and bright, drifting from the kitchen. His pulse kicked up a notch as he turned the corner. 

There they were—Marianne perched at the small kitchen table, her fingers curled around a steaming mug of coffee, while Lizzy sat across from her, a soda can glistening with condensation in front of her. They looked like old friends, the kind who shared secrets and inside jokes, their laughter easy and unguarded. Marianne spotted him first, her dark eyes lighting up with amusement—and something else, something heated—before her lips curved into a grin that made his stomach tighten. Lizzy, oblivious to his presence, was still mid-laugh, her shoulders shaking with mirth. 

"Well, look who finally decided to join us," Marianne purred, her voice dripping with playful mischief. "Hey there, Stud Muffin. How’s it hanging?" 

The nickname sent both women into another fit of laughter, and Scott couldn’t help but smirk as he strolled past them, his fingers brushing the cool metal of the fridge handle. He grabbed a soda, the can slick in his palm, and popped the tab with a satisfying hiss. It had been ages since he’d seen Marianne like this—carefree, radiant, her laughter rich and unguarded. And knowing he’d played a part in that? Fuck, it felt good. 

"So," he drawled, leaning against the counter as he took a slow sip, his gaze flickering between them. "You two been talking about me, huh? Should I be nervous… or should I be very nervous?" 

Lizzy’s grin turned wicked as she leaned forward, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Be afraid, Scott. Be very afraid." 

Another burst of laughter filled the kitchen, and Scott chuckled, shaking his head as he pushed off the counter and sauntered over to the table. He dropped into the empty chair between them—Marianne on his left, Lizzy on his right—and let himself bask in the warmth of their shared amusement. Whatever they’d been plotting, he had a feeling he was going to enjoy every second of it.

“Scott, Lizzy and I have had the most wonderful, open conversation about everything—absolutely everything,” Mrs. Jenkins murmured, her gaze shifting between the two of them with a warmth that made Scott’s pulse quicken. “And I want you both to know that there’s no reason for any concern, none at all.” She exhaled softly, her fingers tightening ever so slightly around his hand. “Of course, there will always be people who judge, who think what we’re doing is wrong or inappropriate. But their opinions don’t matter—not when this makes us happy. And God knows,” she added with a breathy laugh, her eyes locked onto his, “I haven’t felt this alive, this joyful, in years. And it’s all because of you, Scott.” 

Her voice dropped lower, huskier, as she leaned in slightly, her thumbs tracing slow circles over his knuckles. “I don’t even know how to begin thanking you for what you’ve given me these past two days. You’ve awakened something inside me I thought was gone forever. You’ve made me feel desired again—like a woman who’s still sexy, still worth wanting.” A flush crept up her neck as she bit her lip, her lashes fluttering. “And I can’t even begin to describe how good that feels.” 

Scott swallowed hard, heat flooding his cheeks. Part of it was the raw honesty in her words, the way she looked at him like he’d hung the moon. The other part? Hearing her—his prim, proper neighbor—talk like this, so openly, so hungrily, still sent a jolt of electricity straight through him. He’d get used to it, eventually. But right now? It was intoxicating. 

“I’m really glad, Mrs. Jenkins,” he murmured, his fingers curling over hers. “And I’m even happier it was me who got to be the one to… well, remind you how incredible you are.” He grinned, boyish and a little bashful. “I’ve wanted you for so long—I just never thought it’d actually happen.” 

Her answering smile was slow, wicked, her eyes darkening with promise. “And now I want you just as much, Scott,” she purred before leaning in to press a soft, lingering kiss to his lips. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught Lizzy’s smirk, her amused snort breaking the moment. 

“Ugh, if you two are gonna start getting all gooey and lovey-dovey, I’m out,” Lizzy teased, hopping up from her chair with a dramatic sigh. 

Mrs. Jenkins laughed, shaking her head as she stood, smoothing her skirt with effortless grace. “I think this calls for a celebration,” she declared, her voice rich with excitement. “How about I take my two favorite people out to dinner? Anywhere you’d like.” 

“Hell yes!” Lizzy cheered, clapping her hands together. 

Scott pushed back from the table, nodding. “Sounds perfect to me. So, where are we headed?” 

Mrs. Jenkins’ eyes sparkled with mischief. “I was thinking we could make an evening of it—drive down to the beach, maybe dine at the Gull Reef Club. If that suits you both?” 

Lizzy’s enthusiastic nod was immediate, but Scott hesitated, brow furrowing slightly. “Isn’t that place kind of… expensive?” 

Mrs. Jenkins waved a dismissive hand, her smile indulgent. “Darling, after everything you’ve given me? The least I can do is treat you to a proper meal.” Her gaze flickered between them, playful and warm. “Besides, I think we all deserve a little indulgence tonight.”

"Absolutely, darling, and you deserve nothing less than the best!" she purred, her lips curling into a wicked smile as her eyes locked onto his. "And let’s not forget—my dear husband’s lavish allowance is footing the bill tonight. Not that he’s aware of it yet, mind you," she added with a playful wink, her fingers tapping lightly against the edge of the table. "But his credit card will do just fine. Honestly, it’s the least he can manage, considering how little he does for me—or to me, for that matter." A husky laugh escaped her as she shooed them toward the hallway. "Now, chop-chop, you two! If we want to beat the dinner crowd, we’d better move. Go on, get dressed—and don’t dawdle!" 

Lizzy tilted her head, mischief dancing in her gaze. "Wait, what about your husband? Isn’t he joining us?" 

Marianne’s expression darkened for just a fraction of a second before she smoothed it over with a dismissive wave. "Oh, we had a little chat earlier while you two were... occupied. He won’t be home until late, so no, he won’t be gracing us with his presence tonight." The edge in her voice was unmistakable, a quiet storm beneath the surface. "Now, go," she insisted, fluttering her hands at them like she was chasing off birds. Scott and Lizzy exchanged a glance before heading down the hall, their footsteps light against the hardwood. Marianne watched them disappear, a slow, secretive smile curving her lips as she murmured to herself, "Oh yes, this is only the beginning... and it’s going to be extraordinary." 

--- 

The evening unfolded like a dream—the drive to the beach, the decadent meal, the lingering glances over candlelight—all of it stretching into four deliciously indulgent hours. By the time they returned home, just past nine, the air between them was thick with unspoken promises, their bodies humming with exhaustion and exhilaration in equal measure. 

Marianne stretched languidly as they stepped inside, her voice dripping with playful suggestion. "Well, what a marvelous day it’s been," she sighed, her eyes flicking toward Scott with deliberate heat while Lizzy dissolved into giggles beside him. "But right now, my poor backside is positively begging for a bed. Come here, both of you—give me a proper send-off before I turn in." She held out her arms, and Lizzy practically launched herself into them, squeezing tight before stepping aside for Scott. 

When it was his turn, Marianne didn’t hold back. She pressed her lips to his in a slow, lingering kiss before pulling him close, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, "Thank you." 

His reply was just as hushed, just as intimate. "Anytime." 

She pulled away with a smirk, already turning toward the hallway. "Off to bed I go," she announced, pausing just long enough to toss one last wicked glance over her shoulder. "Oh, and don’t forget—Lizzy’s curfew is midnight. So unless you want to waste precious time standing around, I suggest you make it count." 

The moment her bedroom door clicked shut, Lizzy turned to Scott, her teeth catching her lower lip in a way that sent heat straight to his groin. 

"So," she murmured, stepping closer. "Your room, or should we christen the master bedroom tonight?"

"The bedroom," he murmured, his lips curling into a slow, knowing grin as his gaze lingered on her. "I think my mattress deserves a break after all the attention it’s gotten." Lizzy burst into laughter, swatting his arm playfully. 

"You’re awful!" she teased, her eyes sparkling with mischief even as she tried to scold him. 

"Just honest," he countered, nudging her back with a smirk. "That poor mattress has had more action in the last forty-eight hours than you did in three months last year." 

"No way," she gasped, biting down on her fingertip with exaggerated innocence. "I might’ve lost count, but I definitely wasn’t that deprived." Her grin was wicked, daring him to argue. 

"Enough talking," Scott growled, his voice dropping low as she grabbed his hand, pulling him urgently down the hallway toward her room. 

The moment they crossed the threshold, Lizzy spun him around, her arms looping around his neck as she crushed her mouth against his. The kiss was deep, hungry—her tongue sliding between his lips, teasing his own into a heated dance. His hands roamed down her back, fingers digging possessively into the curve of her ass, kneading the firm flesh as she pressed her hips forward. She could already feel him thickening against her, the evidence of his desire impossible to ignore. 

With a slow, deliberate stroke, her hand trailed down his chest, over the taut muscles of his stomach, until her fingers curled around the hard length of him. She palmed him firmly, then flipped her wrist, squeezing just enough to draw a rough groan from his throat. His grip on her tightened in response, his cock pressing insistently against her as the kiss grew even more fevered. 

When she finally pulled away, both of them were panting, lips swollen from the intensity. She didn’t let him recover—instead, she traced a line of soft, open-mouthed kisses along his jaw, up to his ear. The tip of her tongue flicked teasingly around the shell before dipping inside, making him jolt with a sharp inhale. She giggled against his skin, then pushed deeper, swirling her tongue in a way that had his fingers digging into her ass hard enough to leave marks. 

"You like that?" she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. 

"Someone’s been getting lessons from Mrs. Jenkins," he accused, though the husky edge in his voice betrayed how much he enjoyed it. 

"Mmm, we had a little chat earlier," Lizzy admitted, nipping at his earlobe. "She says she knows all kinds of ways to drive a man wild."

"Oh, I’m sure she has plenty to share," Scott growled, his hands gripping her ass firmly as he lifted her effortlessly, spinning her around before depositing her onto the bed with a playful bounce. The mattress groaned beneath her, already well-acquainted with their antics. "But right now, we’ve got our own business to attend to—and time’s ticking," he murmured, his voice thick with urgency as he bent down, fingers hooking into the waistband of her shorts. With one swift tug, he peeled them down her hips, over her thighs, and past her ankles, tossing them carelessly onto the floor. Lizzy giggled as the fabric slid away, her laughter turning breathless when he did the same to her panties, leaving her bare. She kicked her shoes off with a clatter, then sat up, pulling her t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion, adding it to the growing heap of discarded clothes. As she reached behind her to unhook her bra, Scott mirrored her movements, yanking his own shirt off and letting it fall before shucking his shorts in one impatient motion. His cock, already fully hard, bobbed between them as he stepped out of the last of his clothes, his gaze locking onto her naked form—cross-legged on the bed, her skin flushed with anticipation. He toed off his shoes and climbed onto the mattress, the heat between them palpable as he moved closer. 

Lizzy reclined onto the pillows, her body arching slightly as Scott positioned himself over her, his hands spreading her thighs apart with deliberate intent. She gazed up at him, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she looped her arms around his neck, pulling him down until their bodies aligned. 

"Feels like this is gonna be one of those fast and furious moments," she teased, her voice a husky whisper before a moan escaped her lips as Scott settled his weight onto her, the rigid length of his cock pressing insistently against her slick heat. She was already soaked, her body aching for him, craving the stretch of him inside her. Her arms tightened around his shoulders as she lifted her legs, locking them around his waist, pulling him even closer. 

"Like you said—time’s not exactly on our side," he murmured, grinding his cock against her, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through her. 

"Then quit teasing and fuck me," she demanded, her tongue darting out to trace the shell of his ear before slipping inside, making him shudder. "Shove that thick, hard cock into my tight little pussy and take me." The image of her neighbor flickered in her mind just as Scott’s cock pressed harder, the head breaching her entrance with delicious ease. A moan tore from her throat as he thrust deep, filling her in one smooth stroke. Her heels dug into his ass, urging him deeper, faster—no patience left between them.

Oh, she’s absolutely dripping for me, Scott thought, his cock gliding effortlessly into her slick, eager heat. The way she dug her heels into his ass, urging him deeper, sent a jolt of raw desire straight through him. He didn’t hesitate—pulling back just enough to savor the friction before slamming forward again, burying himself to the hilt inside her tight, drenched pussy. A breathy moan escaped her lips as she arched beneath him, her arms locking around his neck, her tongue teasing the shell of his ear before slipping inside. The sensation made him jerk involuntarily, driving his cock even deeper into her, and she gasped as he bottomed out, the thick head of his shaft pressing against her most sensitive spot. 

His arms tightened around her, crushing her soft, voluptuous curves against his chest as he began to move. Long, deep strokes, each one deliberate and powerful, his balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. Lizzy’s breath hitched in his ear, her fingers tangling in his hair as she urged him on, her heels pressing insistently into the small of his back. The bed groaned beneath them, the rhythmic creaking a testament to their frantic pace—but neither cared. The only other soul in the house was sweet, unassuming Mrs. Jenkins, and right now, she was the last thing on their minds. 

Meanwhile, down the hall, Mrs. Jenkins paused mid-brushstroke, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as the unmistakable sound of the bed’s protest reached her ears. Well, well… they certainly didn’t waste any time, she mused, running the brush through her silver-streaked hair. Naked as always—she never could stand the confines of nightclothes—she felt an unexpected warmth pooling between her thighs as the rhythmic creaking continued. Her smile deepened, her own body responding to the unspoken passion just a few doors away. 

Back in Lizzy’s room, Scott and Lizzy were lost in each other, their bodies moving in perfect, desperate harmony. His face was pressed into the mattress beside her, his breath hot and ragged against her skin as he pistoned into her, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through them both. Lizzy’s head lolled against his shoulder, her climax already coiling tight in her belly, promising to be explosive. She wanted him right there with her, needed him to teeter on the edge just as she was. So she did the only thing she could think of—she latched her lips onto the base of his neck and sucked, hard, her teeth grazing his skin as she poured every ounce of her hunger into the act.

A deep, muffled groan escaped Scott’s lips as he buried his face into the mattress, his hips pistoning with a relentless rhythm. The slick, wet sounds of their bodies colliding filled the air, his balls smacking against her with each powerful thrust. Lizzy’s legs locked around him like a vice, her heels digging into the curve of his ass, spurring him on with every desperate push. The telltale heat coiled low in his groin, a throbbing urgency that promised his release was imminent—and from the way his body trembled, it wasn’t going to be gentle. 

“Fuck—Lizzy, I’m close,” he growled against her ear, his voice rough with need. His thrusts became erratic, losing their measured rhythm as pleasure overtook him. 

“Yes,” she hissed, her breath hot against his skin. “Do it, Scott. Give it to me—I want to feel you come inside me.” Her teeth sank into the muscle of his shoulder, not enough to break skin but enough to leave a possessive mark, a brand of their passion. 

That was all it took. His control shattered, and with a ragged groan, his cock pulsed violently, spilling hot, thick ropes of cum deep into her. He drove into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as his body shuddered with the force of his climax. 

Lizzy’s own release crashed over her the moment she felt him erupt inside her, her cry of pleasure echoing through the room. Her fingers clawed at his back, her legs tightening around him as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through her. She could feel every pulse of his cock, every last drop he gave her, and it only made her orgasm more intense, more consuming. 

Meanwhile, down the hall, Marianne lay sprawled across her bed, her fingers working furiously between her thighs. The sounds of Lizzy’s cries, the unmistakable rhythm of Scott’s thrusts—it was all too much. The moment she heard Lizzy’s climax, she knew exactly what was happening, and that knowledge sent her spiraling over the edge. Her back arched off the bed as pleasure ripped through her, her fingers mimicking the deep, relentless strokes she imagined Scott was giving Lizzy. It was one of the hardest orgasms she’d had in a long time—almost as intense as the first time Scott had taken her. When it finally subsided, she was left breathless, her body trembling in the aftermath.

The waves of pleasure gradually ebbed away, leaving Scott and Lizzy in a blissful, breathless haze. His thrusts slowed to a languid rhythm until, with one final deep push, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as it emptied the last of his seed into her welcoming warmth. Lizzy’s fingers, which had been tangled in his hair like a desperate lifeline, finally loosened their grip, and her legs slid from around his waist, her feet coming to rest flat against the mattress. She kept her thighs raised, still savoring the lingering aftershocks as she struggled to steady her breathing. The full weight of Scott’s body pressed down on her, making each inhale a challenge, and she playfully smacked his shoulder to get his attention. 

“I can’t breathe, you big oaf!” she gasped, her voice ragged with exertion. 

Scott immediately propped himself up on his elbows, his chest heaving just as much as hers. “Shit, sorry, Lizzy,” he panted, gazing down at her with a dazed grin. “That… that really took it out of me.” 

A mischievous smirk curled her lips as she met his eyes. “Yeah, and put it all into me,” she teased, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his damp skin. “Damn, you came like a fucking freight train.” 

He chuckled, brushing a sweaty lock of hair from her forehead. “Well, you weren’t exactly helping me keep my cool,” he murmured, his thumb grazing her lower lip. “And I’m pretty sure you left a few souvenirs on me.” 

Lizzy’s gaze flicked to his neck and shoulder, and her eyes widened in mock horror. “Oh… oops,” she giggled, pressing her fingertips to her lips. The hickey she’d sucked into his skin was already a deep, angry red, promising to darken into a bruise by morning. The bite mark beside it was even more pronounced, the indents of her teeth stark against his flushed flesh. 

“That bad, huh?” he asked, arching a brow. 

She nodded, biting her lip in a mix of amusement and sheepishness. “Sorry, Scotty. I might’ve gotten a little carried away.” Her fingers ghosted over the marks, her touch feather-light. 

Scott’s grin turned wolfish as he leaned in close. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. Just remember—when it’s my turn to leave a mark on you, I’m not holding back.” 

Her breath hitched, her eyes widening in playful alarm. “You wouldn’t dare!” 

“Oh, I would,” he murmured, his voice a low, teasing promise. “And I will. I’ll give you a hickey so big, NASA’s gonna spot it from orbit.” 

Laughter bubbled between them, warm and intimate, before Scott dipped his head to capture her lips in a slow, tender kiss. Lizzy melted into it, her fingers threading into his hair as their tongues brushed in a lazy dance. When he finally pulled away, his breath was soft against her mouth. 

“Love you, Lizzy,” he whispered. 

She smiled, her heart swelling. “Love you too, Scotty.” Then, with a playful shove, she added, “Now get off me before I drown in you. And for the love of God, clean yourself up before you drip everywhere.” 

His laughter followed her as she wriggled free, the promise of more lingering in the air between them.

"Oh, absolutely," Scott murmured with a lazy grin, his softening length slipping free from her slick heat as he shifted back onto his knees. He rose from the tangled sheets with a satisfied stretch, gathering his discarded clothes before padding barefoot down the hallway, his bare skin still humming from their shared pleasure. 

In the dim glow of her own bedroom, Mrs. Jenkins lay sprawled across the mattress, her chest rising and falling in uneven rhythms as she tried to steady her breathing. The aftershocks of her climax still pulsed through her, leaving her limbs deliciously heavy. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips as she stared at the ceiling, her voice a husky murmur to the empty room. 

"Well, at least we're all going to sleep very well tonight," she chuckled, the sound low and throaty. Her fingers trailed absently over her own skin, already imagining the heat of Scott’s touch when it was her turn—and that moment couldn’t come soon enough. Tomorrow couldn’t arrive fast enough. 

--- 

The next morning, the kitchen was bathed in soft sunlight when Lizzy wandered in, her tousled hair and sleep-warmed skin giving away exactly how well she’d spent her night. The thin fabric of her pink shorts clung to every curve, and the oversized white tee did nothing to hide the way her full breasts swayed with each step—no bra in sight. Not that Marianne was one to judge. 

Seated at the table with her coffee, the older woman was just as casually indecent, her gray lounge pants slung low on her hips, the cropped tee barely skimming the underside of her own ample chest, leaving a tantalizing strip of toned stomach exposed. Lizzy froze mid-step, her gaze raking over the unexpected sight. 

"Wow," she breathed, a smirk tugging at her lips. "Look at you, all sexy and relaxed. What’s the occasion?" 

Marianne took a slow sip of coffee, her eyes dancing with amusement. "Things are just... different now, sweetheart," she purred, setting the mug down with deliberate grace. "I finally feel like I can let loose—be me—as long as my husband isn’t lurking around, of course." 

Lizzy poured herself a steaming cup, sliding into the chair beside her with a knowing grin. "You seem happier," she observed, her fingers curling around the warm ceramic. 

"Much," Marianne agreed, her hand covering Lizzy’s with a gentle squeeze. "And I have you and Scott to thank for that." 

Lizzy laughed softly, shaking her head. "Oh, trust me, that was all Scott." 

As if summoned, the man himself rounded the corner, his tank top clinging to his broad shoulders, his lounge pants slung low enough to hint at the firm lines beneath. He scrubbed a hand through his sleep-mussed hair, stifling a yawn. 

"Morning, ladies," he rumbled, his voice still rough from sleep. 

Marianne’s eyes flicked to the vivid bruise blooming along his neck, the unmistakable imprint of teeth marking his shoulder. A slow, wicked grin spread across her lips as she lifted her mug to hide it. 

"Well, someone had a very good night," she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "Your mother’s going to lose her mind when she sees that hickey. Might want to keep those bite marks under wraps, sweetheart."

"I've got this under control," Scott murmured, his fingers curling around the warm mug as he poured himself a steaming cup of coffee. The rich aroma filled the air, mingling with the playful tension in the room. "It's not like I'm some inexperienced virgin hiding in my room," he added with a smirk, sauntering over to the table and dropping into a chair with effortless confidence. 

Lizzy let out a soft, knowing laugh, her eyes dancing with mischief as she nudged Marianne beside her. "Oh, we definitely know you're not a virgin," she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. Marianne joined in, her laughter warm and throaty, the sound curling around them like smoke. 

"So," Marianne purred, leaning forward slightly, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug. "What are you two wild things planning today?" 

Scott shrugged, taking a slow sip of his coffee, savoring the heat as it slid down his throat. "No real plans," he admitted, his voice casual but edged with something deeper. "Figured I'd just... see where the day takes me." 

Lizzy arched a brow, her grin turning wicked. "Or who takes you," she corrected, her tone playful yet loaded with promise. 

Marianne shot her a look, though her lips curled into a slow, predatory smile. "You had your fun last night, sweetheart," she murmured, her gaze shifting to Scott, dark and hungry. "Now it's my turn." The way she said it—soft, deliberate—sent a shiver down his spine. 

Scott exhaled a laugh, shaking his head. "Jesus, you two are gonna kill me," he groaned, though his grin never faltered. "I need some recovery time, you know. I'm not just some toy you can wind up whenever you feel like it." 

Marianne feigned shock, her hand fluttering to her chest in mock offense. "Aren't you?" she gasped, her eyes glinting with mischief. 

Lizzy mirrored her expression perfectly, biting her lip to stifle a giggle. "Aren't you?" she echoed, batting her lashes. 

Scott rolled his eyes, pushing back from the table with an exaggerated sigh. "You're both terrible," he muttered, though the amusement in his voice was undeniable. He grabbed his mug and turned, heading for the hallway, his bare feet padding softly against the floor. 

Marianne watched him go, her gaze lingering appreciatively on the taut curve of his ass beneath those loose lounge pants. "He’s got a very nice backside, doesn’t he?" she mused, her voice low and appreciative. 

Lizzy nodded, her own eyes following him with undisguised admiration. "Oh yeah," she agreed, smirking. "And let’s not forget what’s attached to it." 

Marianne took a slow sip of her coffee, her lips curving into a secretive smile. "No, we certainly shouldn’t forget that," she murmured, her voice rich with satisfaction. 

"Just... save a little for me, okay?" Lizzy teased, nudging her with her elbow. 

Marianne chuckled, setting her mug down with deliberate slowness. "No promises, darling," she replied, her tone dripping with playful menace. 

--- 

Scott managed to survive the morning and most of the afternoon without either of them pouncing on him—something he initially found relieving, though by midday, the lack of attention had started to feel... dull. He’d expected one of them—probably both—to pounce the second he stepped out of his room, but apparently, they’d taken his half-hearted protests about recovery time seriously. 

Not that he needed much recovery. At his age, stamina wasn’t an issue, and neither was the speed at which he bounced back. By lunch, he was more than ready for round two—or three, or four. The only question was... who would be the one to claim him next? 

The answer came sooner than expected. He was sprawled at his desk, idly scrolling through his laptop when Lizzy’s voice rang out from the front of the house, sweet and teasing—and unmistakably his cue.

"Later, boys!" Lizzy's voice rang out, bright and playful, followed by the distinct click of the front door shutting behind her. The house fell into a charged silence, broken only by the soft creak of footsteps approaching his room. And then there she was—Mrs. Jenkins—framed in the doorway like some kind of sinful vision, her body poured into those scandalously short black shorts that clung to her hips like a second skin. The pink top she wore was practically painted on, the thin straps barely holding up the deep neckline that plunged between her ample breasts, leaving nothing to the imagination. The fabric strained against her nipples, hard and eager, betraying the fact she'd skipped a bra entirely. 

"Hello, darling," she murmured, her voice dripping with honeyed mischief as she leaned against the doorframe, hands tucked coyly behind her back. There was something almost girlish in her demeanor, a playful energy that made his pulse kick up a notch. It had been too long since he'd seen her this carefree, this alive, and the sight warmed him in ways he hadn’t expected. 

Scott reclined in his chair, arms draped lazily over the rests, rocking back with a knowing smirk. "Guess you won the coin toss," he teased, watching the way her lips curled in response. 

"Oh, no, sweetheart," she purred, her voice dropping into that low, throaty register that sent heat straight to his groin. "This isn’t luck. This is scheduling. I had you yesterday morning, Lizzy had you last night—fair’s fair." 

His gaze flicked to her hidden hands, curiosity sparking. "And what exactly are you planning, Mrs. Jenkins?" 

Her grin turned downright wicked as she finally revealed what she’d been concealing—a pair of sleek bondage cuffs dangling from her fingers, swaying temptingly between them. 

Scott chuckled, his cock already thickening at the implication. "So we’re going full dom tonight, huh?" 

"Mmm," she hummed, nodding slowly, her eyes dark with promise. "Unless you’ve got objections?" 

"None at all," he drawled, shifting in his seat as arousal coiled low in his belly. "But I’m gonna need specifics. You want me to tie you up and rail you senseless like last time? Or are we mixing it up?" 

She bit her lip, considering, before stepping closer. "Actually," she murmured, "I’ve been thinking about that mouth of yours. How good it felt last time. Only this time…" She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "I don’t want you to hold back." 

His brows shot up. "Who says I held back?" 

Her laugh was low, knowing. "Oh, sweetheart. I always know."

"Because Lizzy spilled all the delicious details about how you took her face like a wild man—and from what she described, you were definitely holding back with me," she murmured, her voice dripping with sinful promise. "I know why you did it, darling, and I adore you for being so considerate. But tonight, I don’t want gentle. I don’t want careful. I want you to forget I’m your sweet neighbor and treat me like I’m just some busty, desperate bar slut you dragged home for a rough night." 

She rose from her spot with slow, deliberate grace, her heavy breasts swaying hypnotically beneath the thin fabric of her top as she prowled toward him. Leaning down, she braced her hands on the arms of his chair, her cleavage spilling dangerously close to his face, the heat of her body radiating between them. "Can you do that for me, Scott?" she purred, her voice thick with need. 

His cock twitched violently in response, thickening against the confines of his shorts as arousal surged through him. He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. "I—I think so, Mrs... uh—" he stammered, catching himself before the formal title slipped out. 

Her grin was wicked as she straightened slightly, her fingers trailing teasingly up the inside of his thigh. "Marianne," she corrected, her tone low and velvety. "After everything we’ve done, I think we’re well past last names, don’t you?" Her touch inched higher, her nails scraping lightly over his clothed erection. "So tell me, Scott—can you give me what I really want? Can you use me like the filthy, cock-hungry whore I am?" 

A shudder ran through him as he met her gaze, desire burning hot in his veins. "Yes, Marianne," he growled, his voice rough with hunger. 

"Good boy," she cooed, straightening fully and offering him the cuffs with a playful flick of her wrist. "Then let’s not waste another second." 

He took them from her, his fingers working deftly to unbuckle the restraints, separating them with a sharp click. His eyes never left hers as he issued the command, his voice dropping into something darker, more dominant. "Strip." 

A thrill shot through her at the order, her pulse kicking up as she echoed him breathlessly. "Strip. Yes, sir." Without hesitation, she grabbed the hem of her top and peeled it off in one smooth motion, her heavy tits bouncing free, her nipples already stiff and begging for attention. The shirt landed in a careless heap on the bed before her hands moved to her shorts, unzipping them with deliberate slowness before stepping out of the fabric, revealing the bare, glistening heat between her thighs. 

Scott’s breath caught at the sight—no panties, no hesitation, just her lush body on full display, her chest rising and falling with each eager breath. He took his time drinking her in, letting the hunger build between them, his gaze raking over every sinful curve. "Fuck, you’re gorgeous," he muttered, his fingers tightening around the cuffs as anticipation coiled low in his gut. 

She arched a brow, biting her lip as she swayed slightly, letting him see every inch of her. "Then what are you waiting for?"

She was breathtaking—a vision of mature sensuality, every inch the kind of woman who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to take it. The thought of her husband foolishly neglecting her only made Scott’s desire burn hotter, his cock swelling even more beneath his shorts as his gaze lingered on her. And she was watching him too, her dark eyes flickering with amusement as she noticed the unmistakable bulge straining against the fabric. A slow, knowing smirk curled her lips, just enough to make his pulse quicken. 

"Come closer," he commanded, his voice rough with need. Marianne obeyed without hesitation, closing the distance between them with deliberate steps. 

"Turn around. Give me your hands," he ordered, and she complied, pivoting gracefully to present her back to him, wrists poised behind her. The moment his fingers closed around her arm, fastening the leather cuff snugly around her wrist, she let out a sharp gasp—part surprise, part thrill. He secured the other wrist just as firmly, the metallic click of the cuffs locking into place sending a shiver down her spine. Trapped. Helpless. Exactly how she wanted to be. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, anticipation coiling low in her belly, her pussy already slick with arousal. 

"Turn back around. Face me." 

"Yes, sir," she murmured, turning to meet his gaze, her breath hitching as her eyes dropped to the thick outline of his erection straining against his shorts. Scott didn’t make her wait—he unzipped his pants, freeing his cock in one smooth motion, his heavy balls resting just beneath. His shaft was rigid, the flushed head glistening faintly, and Marianne’s mouth watered at the sight. She couldn’t tear her eyes away, her lips parting as her breathing grew ragged. When his hand wrapped around his length, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke, she whimpered softly, her thighs clenching. 

"Do you want this, Marianne?" he taunted, his grip tightening just enough to make her ache. "Do you want my cock?" 

"God, yes, sir," she breathed, her voice thick with need. 

"Where?" he demanded, stroking himself again, watching her pupils dilate with hunger. 

"In my mouth," she whispered, lifting her gaze to his, her cheeks flushed. "Please, I need your cock in my mouth." 

"How much?" he pressed, his voice dropping lower, rougher. "Tell me how badly you want it." 

"So fucking badly," she moaned, squirming as heat pooled between her legs. "I can’t stand it, sir. Please—" 

"Beg," he growled, his fist moving in slow, torturous pumps. "Beg me to let you suck it." 

"Please, sir," she gasped, arching against the cuffs, her full breasts swaying with every desperate movement. "Please, let me taste you. Let me suck your cock—I need it so much." Her voice was raw with need, her body trembling with the effort of holding back. She was his—completely, shamelessly his—and the knowledge sent a surge of possessive heat straight to his groin.

"Permission granted," he murmured, his voice thick with desire as he finally released his grip on his aching length. Without hesitation, she sank to her knees before him, her lips parting hungrily, hovering just inches from his throbbing cock. She teased him first, letting her warm breath ghost over the swollen head before finally taking him into her mouth, her lips sealing around him with a sinful pressure that made his breath hitch. Her tongue swirled expertly along the sensitive underside, tracing every ridge and vein as she began to move, sliding her mouth up and down his shaft with slow, deliberate strokes. Each time she reached the tip, she lingered, sucking just a little harder before plunging back down, taking him deeper until her nose pressed against the coarse hair at his base. She held him there, her throat flexing around him as she swallowed him whole, her tongue still working him relentlessly. 

Just as she started to pull back, his hands tangled in her hair, gripping tight as he forced her head back down, burying himself to the hilt once more. A muffled cry escaped her lips, vibrating deliciously around his cock as he held her in place, her body arching against the restraints. She struggled for breath, her wrists straining against the cuffs, but he didn’t relent—not until he was satisfied with the way her throat fluttered around him. When he finally released her, she jerked back with a gasp, her lips glistening, a silvery thread of saliva still connecting her to him. Her chest heaved, her eyes damp with unshed tears as she stared up at him, her expression a mix of submission and desperate need. 

"Back on your knees," he commanded, his voice rough. She obeyed instantly, her mouth closing around the swollen head once more. But this time, he didn’t give her control—his fingers twisted in her hair again, guiding her movements, forcing her to take him faster, harder, her lips stretched tight around him as he fucked her mouth with deep, relentless thrusts. The wet, obscene sounds of her gagging and sucking filled the air, her body trembling beneath his dominance, her arousal undeniable as she surrendered completely to his will.

"MMPH! MMMPH! MMMPH!" The desperate, muffled cries spilled from her lips, vibrating around his cock in that same breathless, high-pitched whimper that only seemed to spur him on. Her voice, tight with need, echoed in rhythm with the relentless thrusts of his hips, each one driving his cock deeper into her mouth, her throat, until she could barely think past the overwhelming fullness. Scott didn’t hold back—he took exactly what he wanted, gripping her hair so tightly she could feel the sharp tug at her scalp, forcing her head down again and again with a wild, almost feral intensity. There was no mercy, no pause—just the brutal, intoxicating rhythm of his cock plunging between her lips, barely giving her a second to gasp for air before he filled her mouth again. 

Her lips clung to him desperately, sealing around his shaft as best she could, but the wet, obscene sounds of her mouth being used—slurping, sucking, the slick slide of flesh—filled the room, thick with arousal. Every movement was punctuated by her choked moans, the way her throat convulsed around him, the way her body trembled with the effort to take him deeper. Then, without warning, he shoved her head down hard, burying his cock so deep in her throat that her eyes watered instantly, her gag reflex kicking in as she struggled to breathe around him. 

Marianne’s eyes flew open, wide and glazed with a mix of pleasure and panic, as his cock stretched her throat impossibly wide. She could feel every inch of him, the heat, the weight, the way he dominated her mouth so completely that even the smallest breath was a struggle. Her wrists strained against the cuffs, her back arching as if she could somehow escape the overwhelming sensation—but she didn’t want to escape. No, the way he held her there, forcing her to take him, only made her pulse race harder, her body thrumming with desperate need. 

When she managed to flick her gaze up at him through tear-blurred lashes, she found him watching her—his expression dark, possessive, utterly captivated by the sight of her struggling around his cock. He kept her there for what felt like an eternity, letting her squirm, letting her choke, before finally—finally—releasing his grip. She yanked her head back with a ragged gasp, her chest heaving as she gulped down air, her lips swollen, her chin slick with spit. 

A thick, glistening strand of saliva still connected her mouth to his cock, stretching obscenely before finally breaking, splattering against her flushed skin. More drool dripped from the corners of her lips, trailing down her chin, marking her as thoroughly used. Her breasts rose and fell with each desperate breath, her body trembling from the sheer intensity of it all—yet she didn’t look away. She met his gaze, panting, wrecked, and utterly, shamelessly his.

"Oh, fuck!" she moaned, her voice trembling with need as she gazed up at him through tear-filled eyes, a wicked grin curling her lips. "Yes, sir—just like that! Harder! I want you to fucking ruin me," she panted, her breath hitching between words as she struggled to form coherent sentences. "Shove that thick cock down my throat—make me choke on it!" The words spilled from her lips in a desperate plea before she lunged forward again, swallowing his length in one eager motion, her spit-slicked lips stretched obscenely around him. Scott tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her head with ruthless precision, driving his cock in and out of her mouth with a rhythm that left her dizzy, her body trembling with the sheer force of his dominance. The air was thick with the scent of her arousal, intoxicating and raw, proof of how much she craved this. He could feel it—the way her body responded, the way she surrendered completely, and it only fueled his hunger for more. After a few brutal thrusts, he finally released her, letting her fall back onto her heels, her chest heaving as she gasped for air. Tears streaked her flushed cheeks, her lips parted and glistening, a perfect portrait of blissful submission. 

And she was grinning. That wicked, satisfied smile sent a surge of heat straight through him, igniting something primal deep in his gut. She was enjoying this just as much as he was—maybe even more. 

"On your feet," he growled, and Marianne scrambled to obey, her legs shaky but eager. Scott rose with her, stripping off his shorts and shirt in quick, impatient motions before settling back into the chair, his cock standing rigid and flushed against his stomach, veins pulsing with need. Marianne’s gaze locked onto it, her breath hitching as she imagined how it would feel buried inside her, stretching her, filling her completely. 

"Now," he commanded, his voice rough with desire. Without hesitation, she swung one leg over his lap, sinking down until his cock pressed firmly against her slick folds. She was already dripping, her swollen lips glistening with arousal, and she couldn’t resist grinding against him, coating his length in her wetness. The angle was tricky with her wrists bound behind her back, but the chair’s open arms gave her just enough freedom to maneuver, her thighs flexing as she positioned herself perfectly over him. 

"Take it," he ordered, his voice dark with promise. Marianne’s lips curved into a slow, sinful smile as she met his gaze, her eyes heavy-lidded with lust. "Gladly."

"Yes, sir," she breathed, her lips curling into a wicked half-smile, her voice thick with desire. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she arched forward, then dipped down in one fluid motion, guiding him deep inside her. The slick heat of her pussy welcomed him effortlessly, swallowing his cock whole in one smooth, intoxicating glide. 

"Ahhh—fuck!" she cried out, her body shuddering as he stretched her, filled her, the sheer intensity of his thick length pushing her toward the edge already. Every inch of him throbbed inside her, igniting a fire that burned through her veins. 

Scott groaned, his grip tightening on her waist as he watched her take him so completely, so greedily. Her cunt was scorching hot, impossibly tight, drenched in her arousal—clenching around him like molten silk. The moment she bottomed out, seated fully on his lap, she clenched her inner muscles around his cock, a deliberate, possessive squeeze that made him hiss through his teeth. 

Then she began to move. 

Her hips rolled in slow, sinuous waves, her pussy gliding along his shaft with delicious friction, each stroke dragging a moan from her lips. Scott’s hands found her breasts, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, pinching and twisting her nipples until she gasped, her body jerking in response. And just like that, her walls clenched around him again, tighter this time, as if she couldn’t help but react to his touch. 

The rhythm of her hips grew more urgent, more desperate, her slick heat gripping him with every rise and fall. She could feel it building—that familiar, relentless pressure coiling low in her belly. 

"I’m close—so close," she panted, her head falling back, her breath coming in ragged bursts. The pleasure was cresting, tightening like a vice, and she knew she was seconds away from unraveling. 

"Need a little more?" Scott murmured, his thumb finding her swollen clit in one deft stroke. 

The effect was immediate. 

"Oh—OH GOD!" Her scream ripped through the air as her orgasm detonated, sending shockwaves of pleasure tearing through her body. Her hips bucked wildly, her cunt fluttering around his cock in frantic pulses as she ground down onto him, chasing the sensation. Every nerve was alight, every muscle taut as she rode out the waves, her cries muffled only by the sheer force of her climax. 

Scott didn’t let up, his thumb circling her clit relentlessly, dragging out every last shuddering aftershock until she was trembling, her body slick with sweat, her breath coming in shallow gasps. 

When it finally ebbed, she slumped forward, boneless and spent, her hair a tangled mess, her lips parted as she struggled to catch her breath. The aftershocks still tingled through her, leaving her weak, her thighs quivering where they bracketed his hips. 

She had never come so hard in her life.

"Now it's your turn," Scott murmured, his voice thick with desire as Marianne wobbled to her feet, her legs still trembling from the aftershocks of her climax. Standing before him, she barely had time to steady herself before his strong hands settled on her shoulders, pressing her down until her knees met the floor. The unspoken command was clear, and she obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips eagerly to welcome his rigid length into the warmth of her mouth. Her lips sealed around him, her suction tight and relentless as she worked him with practiced skill. She took him deep, her throat relaxing to accommodate every inch before drawing back slowly, leaving just the swollen tip between her lips, only to plunge down again, swallowing him whole with each descent. 

Scott didn’t need to guide her this time—he simply stood there, hands resting on his hips, his breath hitching as he watched her lavish attention on his cock with an expertise that bordered on sinful. Christ, what an idiot her ex must be, he thought, his jaw tightening as her tongue swirled around him, her mouth a slick, intoxicating paradise. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the air, her rhythm deliberate, coaxing him closer and closer to the edge. It didn’t take long before the telltale pressure built low in his balls, his cock swelling even thicker as his release loomed dangerously near. 

Marianne sensed it too, her lips tightening around him, her suction growing more urgent. But this time, Scott took control, gripping the back of her head just long enough to pull her off before wrapping his fist around his shaft, stroking himself fast and rough. His cock pulsed in his hand, and she knew exactly what he intended. Her eyes darkened with hunger as she tilted her face up, her tongue darting out in anticipation. 

"Yes, Scott—please," she begged, her voice breathless. "Cover me. I want to feel it, every drop. Paint my face with it, baby—give it to me!" 

That was all the encouragement he needed. With a guttural groan, his cock jerked violently, thick ropes of cum erupting from the tip, splattering across her cheeks, her lips, her chin. The first burst landed hot and sticky on her skin, and she gasped, her mouth parting wider to catch the next jet as it arced toward her. His seed hit her tongue, thick and salty, and she moaned around it, swallowing greedily as more spilled over her. His hand worked him ruthlessly, milking every last spurt until her face was glazed, her skin glistening with his release. 

When the final tremors subsided, his cock still twitching in his grip, Marianne didn’t hesitate. She leaned in, sealing her lips around the sensitive head and sucking gently but firmly, coaxing out the last remnants of his pleasure. Her tongue swirled, cleaning him with slow, deliberate strokes before she finally pulled away with a soft, wet sound, her lips swollen and slick. She gazed up at him, her expression sated, her face a mess—and utterly, deliciously satisfied.

"Baby, I need my hands," she murmured, her voice thick with desire as she gazed up at him, her skin still glistening with the remnants of his release. Scott didn’t bother with the cuffs—instead, he leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear as he deftly unhooked the snap link, leaving the restraints dangling from her wrists but finally freeing her fingers. He straightened up, his dark eyes burning as he watched her. Slowly, deliberately, Marianne dragged her fingertips across her sticky cheeks, gathering every last drop before pressing them to her parted lips. Her tongue darted out, curling around her fingers as she licked them clean, savoring the taste of him. Again and again, she repeated the motion, swallowing with a soft, satisfied hum until her face was spotless. The entire time, her eyes never left his—dark pools of hunger and satisfaction, holding him captive until the very last drop was gone. Finally, she tilted her head, a slow, sinful smile curving her lips. 

"Did I do okay, baby?" she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed satisfaction. 

Scott exhaled sharply, his pulse still racing. "Okay? Fuck, Marianne—that was beyond incredible." 

A pleased laugh escaped her as she rose to her feet, her body swaying with effortless confidence. "Good," she murmured, stepping closer. "That’s exactly what I wanted to hear." She discarded the cuffs onto the desk, her wrists flushed from the earlier struggle, before turning back to him. Without hesitation, she closed the distance between them, her arms winding around his neck as she crushed her mouth to his. Her tongue slid against his, teasing, tasting, claiming him with a kiss so deep it left his head spinning. When she finally pulled away, Scott was breathless, his cock already stirring again beneath his jeans. 

Marianne giggled at the telltale twitch. "A few more kisses like that, and I bet I could have you hard all over again," she teased, her fingers tracing idle patterns along his chest. 

"Probably," he admitted, grinning. 

"I’ll keep that in mind," she promised, stepping back with a playful wink. "But right now, I need to clean up—your cum somehow ended up in my hair. And, shockingly, in my stomach." 

Scott groaned, his gaze darkening. "That was so fucking hot, the way you licked it all up, swallowed every drop." 

Her smile turned wicked. "You liked watching me scoop your cum off my face and lick it clean?" 

"Liked it?" He let out a rough laugh. "Fuck, Marianne, I loved it." 

"Good," she murmured, her voice low and promising. "I’ll remember that." She turned then, sauntering toward the bed to gather her clothes, making no move to dress. Instead, she tossed them over her arm, her bare skin still flushed from their encounter. "I’m going to shower," she announced, glancing back at him. "You might want to do the same before Lizzy gets home—you smell like you’ve been thoroughly claimed." 

"Just some wild, insatiable woman I picked up at a bar," he shot back, grinning when she laughed. 

Marianne stepped close again, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his lips before pulling back just enough to meet his eyes. Her fingers traced the line of his jaw, tender and possessive. "Thank you, Scott," she whispered, her voice thick with unspoken promises. Then, with one last lingering look, she turned and walked away, leaving him aching for more.

"You're more than welcome, Scott—your words, the way you looked at me... it meant everything," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction as her lips curled into that knowing smile. She turned on her heel then, the sway of her hips hypnotic as she strode out of his room, leaving him standing there, dazed, his skin still humming from her touch. He exhaled sharply, running a hand through his hair as he tried to process the sheer intensity of what had just happened between them. Finally, shaking his head in disbelief, he headed to the bathroom, stripping off his clothes as steam began to fog the mirror, the hot water doing little to wash away the memory of her. 

--- 

The rest of his break passed in a haze of sweat, tangled limbs, and desperate, breathless moans. Marianne and Lizzy had taken full advantage of every spare moment, pushing him to his limits—and beyond. He could hardly believe the woman Marianne had become, shedding her prim exterior like a second skin, revealing a wild, insatiable creature beneath. The cuffs had seen more action in those last few days than he ever could have imagined, and the way both women responded—arching into his touch, begging for more—only fueled his hunger. By the time his break was nearly over, he was already fantasizing about what might be waiting for him when he returned for the holidays. A fresh collection of toys, perhaps, tucked away in one of their closets, ready to be put to very good use. 

Marianne’s husband, though—that was another story. Scott barely caught glimpses of him, just fleeting shadows in the early mornings or late evenings, always rushing off to work or buried in some project. The man was practically a ghost in his own home, and Scott couldn’t help but think what a damn fool he was. How could anyone ignore a woman like Marianne? She was everything—the most intoxicating, skilled lover he’d ever known, and he was certain, deep in his bones, that no one else would ever compare. Lizzy came damn close, but Marianne... she was in a league of her own. 

Adjusting to college life again had been a struggle, to say the least. His mind kept drifting back to them—the way Marianne’s body moved beneath his, the sinful sounds Lizzy made when she came—and then there were the photos. God, the photos. Nude, teasing, downright filthy images flooding his phone at all hours, making it nearly impossible to focus on anything else. But eventually, somehow, he managed to rein in his wandering thoughts, burying himself in textbooks and lectures. Still, the countdown to winter break played on a loop in his head, each day dragging until— 

A letter arrived. 

*My Dearest Scott, 

I hope college has been treating you well—or at least, that Lizzy and I haven’t completely ruined your ability to concentrate. Though, if we have... I can’t say I’m sorry.

I wanted to carve out a moment just for you, Scott, to share some news that’s turned everything here at home upside down—in the best possible way, I think. My husband and I finally sat down and had one of those long, raw conversations about our marriage, about us, and he dropped a bombshell—he’s been seeing someone else. Some young, supposedly exciting woman, at least in his words. Oh, if only he knew the truth, right? All those late nights he claimed were spent working? Turns out, he was tangled up in her sheets instead. After hours of talking—some tears, some harsh truths—we both agreed it’s time to go our separate ways. I’ll spare you the messy details now, but trust me, I’ll give you the full story when you’re back home—after we’ve properly welcomed you, of course. By the time you walk through that door for Christmas break, he’ll be gone. And in his place? Two very eager women who can’t wait to celebrate the holidays with you—in every way imaginable. 

Honestly, Scott, I’ve never felt lighter. This is exactly what I needed, and I plan on showing you just how happy I am the second you step off that train. Life’s taking me in a thrilling new direction—one that includes you, Lizzy, and me exploring all the possibilities. So don’t you worry about me. I’m more than fine. 

Oh, and I’ve got a little Christmas surprise tucked away for you. Something I know you’ll appreciate. 

See you soon, darling. 

Marianne.* 

Scott leaned back in his chair, the letter slipping from his fingers into his lap as the words sank in. Holy shit. A slow, disbelieving grin spread across his face, his pulse kicking up as the reality of what she’d written hit him. He let out a breathless laugh, running a hand through his hair as his mind raced with the possibilities. The more he turned it over in his head, the wider his smile grew, anticipation coiling low in his gut. 

This is going to be the best damn Christmas break of my life. 

Folding the letter carefully, he tucked it back into the envelope and slipped it into his pocket, his fingers brushing against the paper like a promise. Turning back to his textbook, he couldn’t wipe the grin off his face—not that he wanted to.


Part 3 – Threesome

Scott’s drive home from college for Christmas break stretched long and solitary, the miles between his campus and his family’s house carving out hours of quiet reflection. Eight months of memories—wild, intoxicating, and utterly unexpected—flooded his mind as the road hummed beneath his tires. 

It had all begun during Spring Break. Lizzy, his gorgeous, bold neighbor, had cornered him in the bubbling heat of her jacuzzi one night while his parents were out. The way her body had pressed against him, the way her lips had whispered filthy promises into his ear—she’d asked him to be her fuck buddy, and he’d been helpless to resist. At nineteen, she was everything he’d ever fantasized about: curves that defied gravity, a mouth made for sin, and an appetite that left him breathless. She craved roughness, begged for it—hands gripping her wrists, his cock slamming down her throat until she choked on it. Their spring break had dissolved into a haze of sweat and tangled limbs, every surface of the house christened with their lust. And when summer rolled around, Lizzy only got more inventive, introducing him to pleasures he hadn’t even known existed. 

Then came Thanksgiving. Marianne—Lizzy’s mother’s best friend, a woman with the same sinful smirk but a body softened by time and motherhood—had confronted him about the leather cuffs she’d discovered in Lizzy’s closet. He’d braced for outrage, but instead, she’d demanded he use them on her. The resemblance between them was uncanny, Marianne just a more voluptuous, experienced version of Lizzy. At first, he’d been cautious, but Marianne had quickly shattered that restraint, moaning for him to treat her just as ruthlessly as he did her younger counterpart. The revelation that she knew about him and Lizzy—and approved—had sent his pulse skyrocketing. By the end of the weekend, he was splitting his time between them, their hunger for him insatiable. 

The day after, Marianne had insisted he tell Lizzy everything. To his shock—and immense relief—Lizzy hadn’t just accepted it; she’d been thrilled. The rest of his break had been a dizzying back-and-forth, their shared obsession with him turning every moment into something filthy and forbidden. 

And now, just before Christmas, Marianne’s letter had arrived. Her husband had left her—confessed to an affair and walked out for good. Scott didn’t know whether to be furious on her behalf or secretly elated at the thought of having her all to himself. But the real tease had been her promise of a special surprise waiting for him. Knowing her, it could be anything—something decadent, something depraved, something that would leave him wrecked. The anticipation coiled low in his gut, tightening with every mile that brought him closer to home. Whatever it was, he was already hard just thinking about it.

The moment Scott’s car rolled to a stop in Marianne’s driveway—now entirely hers since her husband had officially vacated the premises—Lizzy burst through the front door like a force of nature. Her bare feet pounded against the pavement as she sprinted toward him, her unrestrained breasts swaying deliciously beneath the thin fabric of her snug white tee. The absence of a bra was impossible to ignore, and the deliberate tease sent a jolt of heat straight through him. Her hair was pulled up into those irresistible pigtails he adored, tied with flirty pink ribbons that matched the tiny shorts clinging to her hips. 

A slow, knowing grin spread across Scott’s face as he stepped out of the car. Oh yeah, this break is going to be very interesting. Before he could even shut the door, Lizzy launched herself at him, her arms locking around his neck as she pressed every inch of her body flush against his. The hunger in her embrace was palpable—she nearly crushed her lips to his before remembering they were still in full view of the neighborhood. Instead, she settled for lingering close, her breath warm against his skin. 

“God, Scotty, I missed you,” she murmured, squeezing him tighter before pulling back just enough to gaze up at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. 

“Missed you too,” he replied, brushing a kiss against her cheek, savoring the way her skin warmed beneath his lips. 

Lizzy didn’t let go, her fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of his neck as she leaned in conspiratorially. “Marianne’s inside,” she whispered, her voice dripping with playful possessiveness. “She’s been counting down the days just like me—but I won the toss, so she’ll have to wait.” 

Scott arched a brow, amused. “You seriously flipped a coin for me?” 

“Uh-huh,” she giggled, sticking out the tip of her tongue in that irresistible way that never failed to make his pulse spike. “But don’t get too excited—today’s off-limits for the main event.” Her grin turned wicked as she gave her ass a teasing slap. “This is still on the table, though. Just not yet.” 

Scott groaned, hefting his bags from the trunk as Lizzy looped her arm through his, guiding him toward the house. “You’re really not gonna tell me what you’ve got planned?” 

She shot him a devilish smirk. “Nope. You’ll just have to be patient.”

Marianne stood by the door as they entered, her sundress clinging to her curves—the very same one she’d worn when she’d surprised him with those tantalizing bondage cuffs. Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile as she watched him set his bags down, her eyes darkening with anticipation. Before he could straighten, she closed the distance between them, her mouth capturing his in a brief but heated kiss. Then her arms wound around him, pulling him close, her body warm and pliant against his. 

"Welcome back, Scott," she murmured against his ear, her breath tickling his skin. "God, we missed you." She pressed another kiss to his cheek before stepping back, her fingers lacing with his, holding on as if she couldn’t bear to let go just yet. 

His pulse kicked up at the way she looked at him—like he was something to savor. "I missed you both too," he admitted, his gaze raking over her. "And damn, you look incredible. Happier, too." 

Marianne’s smile deepened, her eyes sparkling with something wild and untamed—a look he’d only ever seen in the throes of passion. Now, here it was, bright and unguarded, and it sent a thrill straight through him. 

"I am happier," she confessed, squeezing his hands. "Like I can finally breathe again." 

"Good," he said, meaning it. "That’s really fucking good." 

She tugged him toward the kitchen, Lizzy immediately claiming his other hand, her fingers twining with his possessively. "You must be starving after that drive," Marianne said, her voice low and teasing. "Let’s get you fed before Lizzy devours you instead." 

Lizzy giggled, bouncing beside him. "Oh, this is gonna be the best Christmas ever!" 

--- 

Later, after lunch had been cleared away and the dishes were done, they lingered at the table, the conversation easy, the air thick with unspoken promises. Scott had never felt this kind of closeness before—this electric, intoxicating pull between them. And from the way Marianne’s fingers traced idle patterns on the table, the way Lizzy kept biting her lip, he knew they felt it too. 

Marianne sighed, stretching before rising from her seat. "As much as I’d love to stay here all afternoon, I’ve got a few things to take care of," she said, her gaze flicking between him and Lizzy with unmistakable mischief. "Besides, I think Lizzy has a very special treat planned for you." 

Scott smirked. "Yeah, she mentioned winning the toss." 

Marianne laughed, the sound rich and throaty. "She told you that, huh? Well, it’s true—we flipped for who got you first, and lucky her." She stepped closer, her hand resting on his shoulder, her nails grazing his skin just enough to make him shiver. "Hope you don’t mind being fought over." 

He leaned back in his chair, grinning up at her. "Two gorgeous women competing to ride me first? Yeah, I think I’ll survive." 

Marianne’s lips curved as she bent to kiss him, slow and deliberate. "Good. Then I’ll leave you to it." With a final, lingering look, she turned, calling over her shoulder as she walked away, "Play nice, you two. And try not to wreck the furniture."

"Don’t move, I’ll be back before you know it!" Lizzy exclaimed, leaping up from her seat with an eager bounce, her bare feet padding swiftly down the hallway toward her bedroom. She returned in no time at all, her cheeks flushed with anticipation, her lips curled into a mischievous grin that told Scott she had something deliciously wicked in store. The thin fabric of her shirt clung to her body, and he couldn’t help but notice the way her nipples had hardened into tight little peaks, betraying her arousal even before she spoke a word. He swiveled his chair to face her as she positioned herself in front of him, her hands tucked coyly behind her back, hiding whatever surprise she had in store. The way she looked down at him—eyes gleaming, lips parted—was positively feline, like she already had him exactly where she wanted him. 

"Shut those gorgeous eyes of yours and hold out your hands for me," she commanded, her voice laced with playful authority. Scott complied without hesitation, his palms upturned, waiting. The weight of something smooth and supple dropped into his grasp, followed by the faint, unmistakable click of metal. When he opened his eyes, he found himself staring at not one, but two pairs of sleek leather cuffs, their buckles gleaming under the light, connected in a way that made his pulse quicken. 

"Two pairs?" he murmured, brow furrowing slightly as he glanced up at her. But Lizzy only grinned wider, her excitement practically radiating off her. 

"Oh, you’ll see," she purred before darting into the kitchen with the energy of a woman on a mission. She rifled through a cabinet, yanked out a crisp tablecloth, and hurried back, spreading it across the floor with a flourish. 

"You know that other video I told you about? The one from the same girl who made the first bondage clip we watched?" Lizzy began, smoothing out the fabric with her palms before turning to face him, her chest rising and falling with barely contained excitement. "Well, it gave me an idea—but I decided to make it even better." With a slow, deliberate motion, she gripped the hem of her shirt and tugged it over her head, letting it fall carelessly to the side. Her full, heavy breasts swayed enticingly as she moved, the sight alone enough to make Scott’s mouth go dry. 

"In the video, the girl was sprawled out on the table, facedown, wearing nothing but a tiny lace thong and these killer black heels," Lizzy continued, her fingers now hooking into the waistband of her pink athletic shorts. She shimmied out of them, revealing a matching pair of delicate pink lace panties that left very little to the imagination. "And she was holding onto the backs of her shoes while she got absolutely wrecked from behind. So fucking hot," she sighed, her voice dropping into a husky whisper. "But I thought—why stop there? Why not take it further?" She paused, letting the implication hang in the air between them, her eyes dark with desire. 

"So instead of holding onto your heels…" Scott murmured, the realization dawning on him. 

"Exactly," Lizzy breathed, her grin turning positively sinful. "You cuff me instead. Wrists to ankles. No escape, no control—just pure, delicious surrender." She bit her lip, watching his reaction with undisguised hunger. "Don’t you think that’s so much hotter? No way to push back, no way to stop it… just taking whatever you decide to give me." 

"You’d be completely at my mercy," Scott pointed out, his voice roughening at the thought. 

Lizzy nodded, her gaze flickering with something deeper—something raw and wanting. "Exactly," she whispered. "And that’s the whole point."

"That’s the whole point, Scotty!" she murmured, her voice thick with anticipation. "I’d be at your mercy—utterly powerless, completely yours to command. You could take my mouth as roughly and deeply as you wanted, yank my hair, shove yourself down my throat—and I’d be completely unable to stop you!" Her breath hitched, the sound of her arousal unmistakable, her chest rising and falling faster as the fantasy took hold. 

"You really trust me that completely, Lizzy?" His voice was low, probing, watching the way her pupils dilated at the thought. 

She swallowed, her whisper barely audible. "With everything, Scotty. There’s no one else I’d ever give this kind of control to. I know you love me. I know you’d never cross that line. You’re the only man I’d ever surrender to like this." 

A slow, wicked grin spread across his face. "Then let’s not waste any more time." 

"Perfect!" she beamed, practically vibrating with excitement. She spun on her heel, darting around the table before hoisting herself onto it, her full, unbound breasts jiggling enticingly with every movement. Scott didn’t miss the way her nipples had tightened into stiff peaks, the areolas puckered with arousal just from imagining what was coming. His own body responded instantly, his cock thickening against the fabric of his shorts, the idea of Lizzy bound and spread out beneath him—utterly at his mercy—sending a rush of heat straight to his groin. And of course, she noticed. 

"Is that what I think it is, Scotty?" she teased, propping herself up on her elbows and giving him a knowing smirk. Her legs were lifted, ankles crossed behind her, swaying playfully as she eyed the unmistakable bulge tenting his shorts. 

"What do you think?" he shot back, enjoying the way her gaze darkened with hunger. 

"I think I’m really going to enjoy this," she purred, her voice dropping to something huskier as she openly admired the growing outline of his erection. As usual, he wasn’t wearing underwear, so the thick shape of him was clearly visible beneath the fabric. He rounded the table, stepping behind her, and she obligingly parted her knees wider, giving him full access. The sight was intoxicating—the lush curve of her ass, the delicate pink lace of her thong vanishing between those perfect, rounded cheeks, only making him harder. 

Fuck, she has an incredible ass, he thought, fingers deftly unhooking the cuffs before setting them down between her splayed thighs.

"Spread those legs for me, baby," he commanded, his voice low and thick with arousal. Lizzy obeyed instantly, letting her legs fall open while keeping her feet suspended in the air. As Scott secured the first cuff around her delicate ankle, he couldn't help but notice the soft pink polish adorning her toes—a sweet, feminine contrast to the raw dominance of the moment. The second cuff followed, the leather biting snugly into her skin, and he heard the sharp intake of her breath as she twisted slightly to watch him, her eyes dark with anticipation. 

"Hands behind your back now," he murmured, and Lizzy arched her back, pressing her full, heavy breasts against the table as she offered her wrists to him. The sight of her flesh spilling out from beneath her, the soft curves straining against gravity, sent a fresh pulse of heat through him. He worked quickly, fastening the cuffs around her slender wrists with practiced ease, the leather creaking as he tightened them just enough to make her gasp. Then, with deliberate precision, he attached the snap link to her left wrist, his fingers grazing her skin before he took hold of her ankle, bending her leg back toward her ass. The click of the metal clasp locking into place was obscenely loud in the quiet room. 

He repeated the motion on her right side, and in moments, Lizzy was bound completely—wrists tethered to ankles, her body stretched taut in the most delicious way. Her breath came faster now, shallow and uneven, and the scent of her arousal curled in the air between them, thick and intoxicating. Scott stepped back, drinking in the sight of her—the way the restraints pulled her shoulders back, the slight lift of her thighs from the table, the way her ass flexed, round and plump, every time she shifted. 

It wasn't painful, he knew—just enough to keep her deliciously helpless, just enough to make her squirm. And squirm she did, her muscles tensing, her ass clenching in a way that made his cock throb against the confines of his shorts. He circled the table slowly, savoring every second, until he stood before her, his erection now level with her parted lips. 

Lizzy's gaze flickered down, lingering on the undeniable bulge straining against the fabric, before lifting to meet his eyes. Her lips were slightly parted, her breath coming in quick, eager little pants. There was desire there, yes—but also that faint, thrilling edge of nerves, the kind that only made the moment hotter. 

This was exactly where she wanted to be. 

And God, was he going to enjoy giving it to her.

Scott’s fingers curled into the hem of his t-shirt, dragging the fabric up and over his head in one smooth motion, letting it fall carelessly to the floor beside him. Lizzy’s gaze followed every movement, her breath hitching as he undid the button of his shorts, the zipper sliding down with a slow, deliberate hiss. His cock, already half-hard, sprang free as the fabric pooled around his ankles, and he kicked them aside along with his discarded shirt. His boat shoes followed, leaving him gloriously bare before her, his body taut with anticipation. The heat of his growing erection hovered just inches from her parted lips, and when she flicked her gaze up to meet his, he took a deliberate step forward, closing the distance until the tip of his cock brushed against her waiting mouth. 

Lizzy didn’t hesitate. Her tongue darted out, gliding beneath the weight of his shaft, lifting it with a teasing flick before her lips sealed around him, warm and wet. She sucked hard, drawing him deeper, her mouth a tight, slick haven as she took him in inch by inch. Scott let out a low groan, his hips shifting forward to give her what she wanted—all of him. He watched, mesmerized, as she hollowed her cheeks, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles around his length, coaxing him to full hardness. The sensation was electric, her mouth working him relentlessly until he was rigid, pulsing against her tongue, every nerve alight with pleasure. 

A muffled moan vibrated against his cock as Lizzy’s eyes fluttered open, locking onto his before she began to move. Her lips slid up and down his shaft with a slow, sensual rhythm, her tongue tracing every ridge and vein, leaving him slick with her spit. The wet sounds of her mouth on him filled the air, his cock glistening under her ministrations, so hard now it ached. Her pace quickened, her head bobbing with increasing urgency, until finally, she paused, her gaze lifting to his once more—questioning, hungry. 

He didn’t make her wait. His fingers tangled in her ponytails, gripping tight at the roots as he pulled her forward, driving his cock deep into the heat of her mouth. A slow, relentless thrust buried him to the hilt, her nose pressed flush against his abdomen as she took him all the way down her throat. The sensation was overwhelming—her throat constricting around him, her breath hot and ragged against his skin—and he held her there, savoring the tight, wet surrender of her mouth before he began to move again.

"MMMFFPHHH!!!" Lizzy's muffled cry vibrated around his thick length as he forced himself deeper, his fingers tightening in her pigtails like twin anchors keeping her exactly where he wanted her. The metal cuffs clinked softly as she instinctively tugged against them, her wrists flexing uselessly while her tongue worked feverishly along the sensitive ridge beneath his shaft. Each desperate gasp she managed around his cock sent delicious tremors through him, her throat fluttering wildly as she struggled for air. Her spine curved beautifully as she choked around him, her body's involuntary reaction only spurring him on—until finally, with a groan, he loosened his grip on her hair. 

She reeled back, his cock slipping free with an obscenely wet sound, a glistening strand of saliva still connecting her swollen lips to the underside of his erection. Her chest heaved as she gulped in ragged breaths, her eyes shining with unshed tears, her face flushed and gorgeous in her desperation. 

"Oh fuck, yes!" she panted, her voice hoarse but alight with excitement, her lips curling into that wicked, knowing smile he loved. "God, just like that—don’t stop, Scotty, please don’t stop! I want it, I need it—shove that fucking cock down my throat again!" Her plea dissolved into another muffled moan as he seized her pigtails once more, yanking her forward, forcing her mouth open wide to take him back in. 

This time, he didn’t hold back. 

He fucked her mouth with ruthless precision, his hips driving forward in time with the sharp tugs of her hair, her head bobbing helplessly as he took full control. The slick, filthy sounds of her gagging around him, of spit-slick skin sliding in and out of her stretched lips, filled the room. She whimpered around him, high and needy, her body writhing against the cuffs as if she could somehow break free—not to escape, but to touch herself, to chase the pleasure coiling tight between her thighs. 

"MMPH! MMPH! MMPH!" Each thrust forced the air from her lungs, her cries punctuating every brutal push deeper. She was soaked, her arousal dripping shamelessly down her thighs, her hips rocking uselessly against empty air. 

Then—just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore—he dragged her down hard, burying himself to the hilt, her nose pressed flush against his abdomen. 

"GLLKK—!" The choked sound she made was pure sin, her throat convulsing around him as she fought for air, her eyes locked onto his with a mix of defiance and dizzying need. He held her there, letting her squirm, letting her feel every inch of him, until finally—mercifully—he released her again. 

She tore herself away with a gasp, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips parted and glistening. And still, even as she struggled to breathe, she grinned up at him, wild and exhilarated, her entire body trembling with want.

"Oh, Scotty, yes—fuck my face like the filthy little whore I am for you!" Lizzy panted, her breath ragged, strands of saliva glistening as they trailed from her swollen lips. "I need to taste you, need to feel you explode inside me—your cock pulsing, your cum flooding my throat until I choke on it!" Her gaze dropped hungrily to his cock, slick and gleaming under the dim light, twitching with every heartbeat as it stood thick and ready for her. God, it was perfect—the way it curved, the way it filled her mouth so completely—she craved it, needed it buried deep again, needed to feel that primal rhythm as he claimed her throat. 

Scott’s fingers tangled in her pigtails once more, and she parted her lips eagerly, her tongue already flicking out in anticipation as he dragged her down onto him. A deep, muffled moan vibrated around his cock as he plunged back inside, setting a relentless pace that had her writhing against the restraints. The cuffs bit into her wrists as she fought the instinct to reach for him, to touch herself—but she was helpless, and that only made her wetter. The obscene, wet sounds of her mouth working around him filled the room, each thrust sending sparks of pleasure through him as he neared the edge. 

"Fuck, Lizzy—I'm close," he growled, his voice rough with need, his grip tightening in her hair. She whimpered in response, her tongue swirling faster, desperate to push him over. And then—oh, God—she felt it, the telltale tension in his body, the way his cock swelled even thicker against her tongue. 

"It's—ah, fuck—it's coming!" His hips jerked forward as the first hot pulse shot straight down her throat, thick and heavy, and Lizzy moaned around him, her body trembling as she swallowed greedily. He didn’t let up, fucking her mouth through it, forcing her to take every last drop as his cock twitched violently, spilling again and again. She was gasping, her throat working around him, her cuffs straining as pleasure and desperation warred inside her. He held her there, buried to the hilt, his fingers clenched in her hair as he emptied himself completely, groaning at the sheer, mindless bliss of it.

Lizzy’s eyes flew open, wide and wild, as he forced her head down, driving his cock deeper into her throat. She could feel every pulse, every throb of his length against her tongue as he emptied himself into her mouth, hot and thick. His cock jerked relentlessly, spurt after spurt of his cum flooding her throat, overwhelming her. She swallowed desperately, her throat working to keep up, but there was just too much—his release spilled past her lips, trickling down her chin in sticky rivulets, pooling on the floor beneath her. 

Scott’s gaze darkened as he watched her struggle, the sight of his seed escaping her lips only fueling his pleasure, making his climax even more intense. His fingers tightened in her pigtails, yanking her head back just enough to hear her choked gasp before he thrust forward again, holding her in place as another wave of his orgasm crashed through him. Her back arched beautifully, her body trembling beneath his control, until finally, mercifully, he eased his grip, allowing her to pull back just enough to breathe. His cock twitched one last time, the final drops of his release spilling onto her waiting tongue before he stepped back, chest heaving, his own breath ragged. 

Lizzy gasped for air, her lips slick with a messy mixture of spit and cum, tears streaking her flushed cheeks. But despite the intensity, she grinned up at him, her eyes alight with satisfaction. 

"Fuck, that was incredible," she panted, her voice hoarse. "I swear, you were trying to drown me in that load." 

Scott smirked, still catching his breath, but his cock remained stubbornly hard, twitching with unspent need. Lizzy noticed immediately, her hips shifting restlessly against the restraints. 

"Don’t you dare stop now," she demanded, her voice thick with desperation. "Get me out of these fucking cuffs, flip me over, and shove that cock into me—I need you to fuck me, Scott. Right. Fucking. Now." 

A low growl rumbled in his chest as he unhooked her ankle restraints, leaving her wrists bound but freeing her legs. The moment she was loose, Lizzy rolled onto her back, thighs falling open in blatant invitation. Her tits heaved with each breath, nipples tight and begging for his touch. Scott gripped her hips, dragging her to the edge of the table, her fingers curling around his length to guide him to her slick entrance. She hooked her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass as she pulled him forward—and with one brutal thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt. 

Lizzy cried out, her back arching off the table as he filled her completely, her body clenching around him in desperate welcome.

"God, Scotty, I need to come—fuck me hard, fuck me fast, make me lose my mind!" Lizzy panted, her heels digging into the firm muscles of his ass, urging him deeper. The desperation in her voice sent a thrill down Scott’s spine, sparking an idea. 

"Hands—give them to me," he growled, his voice rough with lust. Lizzy obeyed instantly, lifting her bound wrists toward him. Without pulling out of her slick, tight heat, Scott swiftly clicked the dangling cuffs together, locking her hands in place above her head. A wicked grin spread across his face as she matched his expression, her lips parting in anticipation. 

"Now I’m really going to wreck you," he promised, his fingers sliding beneath her arms to claim her full, heavy breasts. He squeezed them roughly, the pressure just shy of pain, and Lizzy gasped, her back arching off the table. Then he started fucking her in earnest—deep, relentless strokes that drove the breath from her lungs, his grip on her tits giving him the leverage to pound into her harder. 

Lizzy could only cling to him with her legs, her thighs locked around his waist as he pistoned into her. With her wrists bound and his arms trapping hers beneath him, she was completely at his mercy. She surrendered, letting her arms stretch above her head, her fingers curling into fists as pleasure coiled tighter inside her. Every thrust jolted her clit, sending sparks of sensation through her core, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer. 

"Yes—fuck, yes! Just like that, Scotty, don’t stop!" she begged, her heels pressing into his ass, urging him faster. The table groaned beneath them, the force of his hips slamming into her making the whole thing shudder. Sweat glistened on his skin, his muscles taut with exertion, and Lizzy could feel her climax barreling toward her, unstoppable. 

"I’m—oh God, I’m coming!" she cried out, her voice breaking as pleasure detonated inside her, white-hot and all-consuming. Her legs clamped around him, her body shaking violently as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through her. She threw her head back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream, and the sight of her unraveling pushed Scott even closer to the edge. 

Then he felt it—her pussy clenching around him, fluttering in tight, rhythmic spasms. And to his shock, another orgasm surged through him, building impossibly fast, his balls tightening with the force of it. Before Lizzy’s climax had even begun to fade, his own overtook him. His cock pulsed inside her, pumping her full of his release, more than he thought possible. A guttural groan tore from his throat as he squeezed her tits even harder, and the added pressure sent Lizzy spiraling into a second climax just as intense as the first. She screamed his name, her body convulsing beneath him, lost in the sheer, overwhelming pleasure of it all.

"OH FUCK, YESSSSS!" she wailed, her voice trembling with ecstasy as she felt his thick length throbbing deep inside her, filling her with every pulse of his release. Her thighs clamped around his hips like a vise, desperate to keep him buried within her as he emptied himself completely into her slick, quivering depths. Scott’s head snapped back, his jaw clenching as another wave of pleasure crashed over him, his fingers tightening reflexively around her breasts as his body shuddered with the sheer intensity of it. 

For what felt like an eternity, they clung to each other, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths ragged and uneven as the aftershocks of their climaxes rippled through them. Slowly, reality seeped back in—Scott loosened his grip on her swollen, aching tits, his gaze dropping to the flushed, tender flesh now marked by his rough handling. Lizzy’s legs finally relaxed, sliding limply off his waist to dangle over the edge of the table, her arms still stretched above her head as she panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly. When she finally blinked her eyes open, her lips curled into a lazy, satisfied grin as she met his gaze. 

"Jesus Christ," she breathed, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I really fucking needed that." 

A low chuckle rumbled in Scott’s chest as he smirked down at her, still nestled inside her, unwilling to pull away just yet. "Yeah, I think we both did," he admitted, his thumb brushing lightly over one of the reddened marks on her breasts. "Shit, Lizzy… I might’ve gone a little overboard here. You’re gonna be bruised for days." 

Her grin only widened as she lifted her hands toward him, fingers flexing in silent demand. He took them immediately, lacing their fingers together as she laughed breathlessly. "Oh, please. Like I give a damn," she purred, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "After the way you just wrecked me? I’ll wear these bruises proudly. Besides," she added with a wicked little smirk, "it’s not like anyone else is gonna see them. Just you… and Marianne." 

Scott’s brow furrowed in confusion. "Marianne?" he echoed. "Why the hell would she—?" 

Lizzy just winked, cutting him off with a playful squeeze of his hands. "You’ll find out," she teased, then nodded toward the cuffs still linking her wrists. "Now, how about freeing me so I can go wash up?" 

With a reluctant sigh, Scott unhooked the snap links, stepping back as his cock slid free from her well-fucked pussy. Lizzy pushed herself up from the table, her legs wobbling slightly as she stood, and Scott instinctively reached out to steady her. She laughed, swatting his hand away playfully before running her fingers along his jaw. "I’m fine, you animal," she murmured, her voice warm with affection. "Just a little shaky from the way you just ruined me." Her thumb brushed his bottom lip, her eyes soft. "Love you, Scotty."

"I love you too, Lizzy," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. She pressed a fleeting kiss to his lips before turning away, the delicate jingle of the cuffs still fastened around her wrists and ankles accompanying her retreat. Scott watched her go, admiring the sway of her hips until she disappeared down the hallway. With a lazy grin, he turned back to the table, gathering the crumpled tablecloth in his hands. The fabric still carried the faint scent of their passion, and he couldn’t help but chuckle as he carried it to the laundry room, tossing it into the washer with a satisfied sigh. 

As he made his way to his own room, his body still humming from their intense encounter, he couldn’t suppress the grin stretching across his face. "This is gonna be one hell of a great vacation!" he muttered to himself, the promise of more pleasure simmering beneath his skin. 

--- 

The rest of the day unfolded exactly as Scott had anticipated—blissfully, deliciously predictable. Marianne Jenkins returned from her errands, arms laden with takeout containers of fragrant Chinese food, and the three of them settled into one of the most relaxed, laughter-filled dinners they’d ever shared. The air between them crackled with newfound intimacy, a closeness none of them had experienced before. 

Lizzy, ever the temptress, had chosen a low-cut white top with delicate spaghetti straps—no bra, of course—and the faint beginnings of bruises bloomed across the swell of her breasts, a testament to their earlier escapade. Marianne’s sharp eyes caught sight of them almost immediately, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she leaned forward. 

"So, I see you two had a very... productive afternoon while I was gone," she teased, nodding toward the marks on Lizzy’s chest. "Was it everything you hoped for, Lizzy?" 

Lizzy’s grin was downright wicked, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she shot Scott a fleeting glance. "That and so much more," she purred. "I’ll give you all the juicy details later." 

Marianne’s answering smile was slow, predatory. "Oh, I can’t wait to hear all about it, sweetie. But first—" She turned her gaze to Scott, her voice dropping into a husky murmur. "—as soon as we’re done here, I’m taking Scott to my room and having my way with him. Unless, of course, you have any objections?" 

Scott barely had time to swallow his mouthful of food before replying, his grin matching hers. "None whatsoever." 

--- 

Two hours later, Scott stumbled into his room, gloriously naked, his clothes clutched haphazardly in one hand. His chest heaved as he fought to catch his breath, his body still thrumming from the relentless, intoxicating ride Marianne had just taken him on. When he’d left her, she’d been sprawled across her bed in a tangle of sweat-damp sheets, her limbs loose and sated, her skin glistening with the evidence of their passion—and that smug, satisfied smile still playing on her lips. 

He shut the door behind him with a soft click, leaning against it as he exhaled a breathless laugh. "I’ve created a monster," he muttered, shaking his head in amused disbelief. 

Then, with the last of his energy, he pushed off the door and headed for the shower, knowing full well he’d need every second of sleep he could get. Because if today was any indication, this vacation was far from over.

Scott ambled downstairs just past eight the next morning, his bare feet padding softly against the hardwood as he entered the dining area. Lizzy and Marianne were already there, plates nearly cleared, the scent of coffee and toast lingering in the air. He’d thrown on his favorite black lounge pants and a snug, sleeveless tee, his muscles still loose from sleep. Marianne caught sight of him first, her lips curling into a knowing smile over the rim of her coffee cup. Lizzy, her back to him, twisted in her chair, her eyes lighting up the moment she saw him. 

"Well, well, look who finally decided to join the land of the living," Marianne teased, her voice rich with amusement. 

Lizzy’s grin was downright wicked as she chimed in, "Morning, tiger. Sleep okay? Or were you too busy dreaming about yesterday?" Her tone was playful, but the glint in her eyes told him she already knew the answer. 

Scott chuckled, shaking his head as he made his way to the coffee maker, pouring himself a steaming cup. "Good morning to you too," he said, taking a slow sip, the warmth spreading through him. "You two seem awfully… energized. Any particular reason?" He arched a brow, his own smirk tugging at his lips. 

Marianne leaned back in her chair, her fingers tracing the edge of her mug. "Oh, I don’t know. Maybe because someone rocked my world last night?" Her gaze was heavy with satisfaction, and Scott didn’t miss the way her tongue flicked over her bottom lip. 

Lizzy, meanwhile, practically vibrated with excitement. "Or maybe because someone finally made all my dirtiest fantasies come true—and then some." She sighed dramatically, stretching her arms above her head, the movement pulling her shirt tight across her chest. 

Scott laughed, sinking into a chair between them. "Could be," he agreed, his voice low and teasing. "So, what’s the plan today? Or should I brace myself for another round of surprises?" 

Lizzy clapped her hands together, practically bouncing in her seat. "Shopping first! Then lunch. And after that…" She trailed off, shooting him a look that promised nothing short of sinful delights. "Let’s just say you’ll want to be well-rested." 

Scott exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. "Yeah, I had a feeling." 

Marianne reached across the table, her fingers brushing over his. "Oh, sweetheart, you have no idea." Her voice was a purr, the kind that sent heat straight to his groin. 

Lizzy pushed back from the table, her grin widening. "Damn right he doesn’t." She winked at him before grabbing her purse. "Better nap while you can, stud." 

Scott shook his head, chuckling as he watched them prepare to leave. "Yeah, yeah. Go have your fun. Just don’t wear me out too much." 

Marianne’s laughter followed her out of the room. "No promises."

"Come on, Marianne, let’s not waste another second!" Lizzy practically purred, her eyes glinting with mischief as she shot Scott a knowing grin. "The quicker we get back, the sooner we can... well, you know what I mean," she teased, her voice dripping with playful promise. With that, she swept out of the kitchen, her coffee cup abandoned in the sink, her hips swaying just enough to make sure Scott was watching as she disappeared down the hall to change. 

Scott exhaled slowly, his gaze lingering on the empty doorway before shifting back to Marianne, who still sat at the table, her lips curled in that soft, secretive smile he’d grown to adore. 

"Things are... different now, aren’t they?" he murmured, his voice low and rough with the weight of everything unspoken between them. 

Marianne’s fingers brushed lightly over his knuckles, her touch warm and reassuring. "Oh, baby," she sighed, her eyes locking onto his with unwavering certainty. "Different doesn’t even begin to cover it. And honestly? I wouldn’t have it any other way." 

Scott swallowed hard, his hand covering hers, squeezing gently. "Are you happy?" he asked, needing to hear it, needing to know. 

The way her smile deepened, the way her whole face lit up—it was answer enough before she even spoke. "Happier than I ever thought possible," she confessed, her voice thick with emotion. "I know the world might judge us. Hell, they’d probably call me every name in the book if they knew what we were doing behind closed doors. But I don’t give a damn. This is my life, my choice. And I’ve never felt more alive." 

For a moment, the playful spark in her eyes dimmed, replaced by something heavier. "But Scott... you do understand the risks, don’t you? If anyone found out—" 

"I know," he cut in, his grip on her hand tightening. "Lizzy and I have talked about it. We’re careful. No one’s going to find out. This stays between us—always." 

Marianne exhaled, relief softening her features as she leaned in to press a quick, grateful kiss to his lips. "Thank you," she whispered, pulling away just as quickly, her fingers lingering against his jaw. "Now, I’d better go before Lizzy starts yelling for me." 

With that, she rose, her coffee cup joining Lizzy’s in the sink, her hips swaying just as enticingly as she walked away. Scott couldn’t help but watch, admiring the way her jeans hugged every delicious curve, his mind already racing with anticipation for what the night might bring. 

Alone again, he took a slow sip of his coffee, his pulse kicking up at the thought of whatever wicked, wonderful plans his two insatiable lovers had in store. One thing was certain—he wasn’t getting any rest today. And he couldn’t fucking wait.

One of the undeniable perks of residing in a place where the sun kissed the earth nearly all year long was the luxury of slipping into the pool or jacuzzi whenever the mood struck—even in the heart of December. And that was precisely where Scott found himself when Marianne Jenkins and Lizzy finally arrived home. He lounged in the bubbling warmth of the jacuzzi, arms draped lazily over the edge, head tipped back, eyes shut. The jets pulsed against his skin, sending ripples of pleasure through his muscles. The afternoon sun bathed everything in golden light, which meant he was still clad in swim trunks—though had it been nightfall, he would’ve already shed them entirely. Their tall privacy fence gave him confidence that prying eyes wouldn’t catch much, but he wasn’t reckless enough to test that theory in broad daylight. 

"There you are!" Lizzy’s voice rang out from the kitchen doorway, bright and teasing. Scott cracked one eye open, lifting his head just enough to catch sight of her leaning against the frame, a wicked gleam in her gaze. "Don’t move a muscle," she purred, flashing him a grin before vanishing back inside, the door clicking shut behind her. 

A slow, knowing smile spread across Scott’s lips as he exhaled, anticipation coiling low in his stomach. "Let the games begin," he murmured to himself, the words dripping with promise. 

True to her word, barely ten minutes passed before the kitchen door swung open again. Lizzy and Marianne stepped out, both wrapped in sleek, short robes that shimmered under the sunlight—satin, maybe, or something just as sinful. The fabric clung to their curves, stopping just high enough to tease the tops of their thighs, the sleeves loose and flowing to their forearms. Lizzy’s was a deep, midnight black, while Marianne’s was a pristine white, both cinched at the waist with delicate sashes that begged to be tugged free. Barefoot, they padded toward him with the grace of predators circling prey, their smiles mischievous, their eyes alight with shared secrets. Scott’s gaze dropped shamelessly to the way their full breasts moved beneath the thin fabric, each step making them sway hypnotically. He swallowed hard, wondering—hoping—if they wore anything beneath those robes. 

"Hi, honey," Marianne cooed, stopping just at the edge of the jacuzzi, her voice dripping with honeyed warmth. She tilted her head, one hand settling on her hip, her knee cocked forward in a pose that was pure temptation. Lizzy mirrored her stance, lips curved in a smirk. "Care for some company?" 

Scott’s pulse kicked up a notch as his eyes flickered between them, heat pooling low in his gut. "I’d love nothing more," he replied, voice rough with want. 

Without hesitation, their fingers found the half-tied bows at their waists, tugging just once. The sashes unraveled like promises being kept, the robes parting in slow surrender before slipping from their shoulders in a whisper of fabric. The robes pooled at their feet, forgotten, and Scott’s breath caught in his throat at the sight before him—utterly bare, utterly breathtaking. His mouth went dry.

Lizzy’s secret—the scandalously tiny black bikini she’d been hiding from her mother—was nothing compared to the sight of Marianne in a matching white one. The fabric clung to Marianne’s curves, hugging the soft fullness of her hips and waist, a contrast to Lizzy’s leaner frame. But age had only added to Marianne’s allure, her voluptuous figure even more intoxicating than her daughter’s, her breasts fuller, heavier, swaying with every breath. The moment the robes pooled at their feet, they struck that same teasing pose—hands on hips, one knee playfully bent, lips curved in wicked grins. The marks Scott had left on Lizzy’s tits the night before were still vivid, dark against her skin, and the sight sent a jolt of heat straight to his cock. He was already hardening, pulse quickening at the promise of what was to come. 

Marianne’s voice was honeyed, teasing. “Well, sweetheart? Do I measure up?” She arched a brow, her grin deepening as she let her gaze drift over him, knowing exactly what she was doing. 

Scott swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry. “Jesus, Marianne. You’re fucking gorgeous.” His eyes flicked between them, unable to decide which one was more breathtaking. “Hell, you might even outshine Lizzy.” 

Lizzy gasped, feigning offense, but the spark in her eyes gave her away. 

“What?” Scott laughed, shrugging. “Her tits are bigger. Facts are facts.” He reached out, skimming his fingers over Lizzy’s hip before trailing them up Marianne’s side. “But you’re both so goddamn sexy, I don’t know where to look first.” 

Marianne’s laugh was low, throaty. “Flatterer.” 

Lizzy smirked. “Damn right.” 

Scott leaned back, spreading his arms along the edge of the jacuzzi. “So? You two just gonna stand there, or are you getting in?” 

Marianne didn’t hesitate. She stepped into the bubbling water, the heat of it lapping at her skin as she moved toward him, settling beside him with a sigh. Lizzy followed, slipping in on his other side, pressing close. The jets pulsed against them, the water swirling around their bodies as they sank deeper, letting the warmth seep into their muscles. 

“Fuck, that’s good,” Lizzy murmured, tipping her head back, eyes fluttering shut. 

Marianne hummed in agreement, stretching lazily. “I should’ve used this thing more often.” She turned her head, catching Scott’s gaze. “But something tells me I’ll be making up for lost time.” 

Scott raised a brow. “Oh? What makes you say that?” 

Her fingers trailed through the water, skimming up his thigh, her touch deliberate. “Call it… intuition.” Her smile was pure sin, and when Lizzy’s hand mirrored the movement on his other leg, his cock jerked in response, aching and eager. The game was just beginning.

"So, who came out on top this round?" he murmured, his gaze flickering between Marianne and Lizzy with a slow, heated intensity. The two women exchanged a glance, their laughter soft and conspiratorial before Marianne finally spoke, her voice dripping with playful mischief. 

"Oh, sweetheart, there wasn’t a toss this time," she purred, her fingers still tracing lazy, teasing circles along his thigh, her touch igniting sparks beneath his skin. Lizzy mirrored her movements, her own hand gliding in slow, deliberate strokes, making his breath hitch. Marianne’s smile deepened, wicked and knowing. 

"You remember that little surprise I hinted at in my letter, don’t you? The one where I told you my husband and I were through?" she asked, her voice a low, sultry whisper. 

Scott swallowed hard, his pulse kicking up a notch. "Yeah, I remember," he managed, his voice rough with anticipation. 

"Well, darling," she continued, her nails grazing his skin just enough to make him twitch, "the surprise is that after we’re done here, the three of us are heading to my bedroom—where Lizzy and I are going to let you take us both, together." 

His mind blanked for a second, the sheer magnitude of what she was suggesting slamming into him like a freight train. His cock surged in response, thickening almost painfully inside his trunks, the fabric suddenly too tight, too restrictive. 

"I think you called it a ménage à trois, didn’t you, Scotty?" Lizzy teased, her grin wicked as she squeezed his thigh, her fingers inching higher. 

His throat went dry. "Yeah, I did," he rasped, still struggling to process it. "You’re serious? Both of you? At the same time? A fucking threesome?" The words tumbled out in a rush, disbelief and raw hunger tangling together. 

Lizzy’s laughter was bright, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Oh, we’re dead serious." 

Marianne’s hand slid higher, her palm pressing firmly against the rigid outline of his cock, her fingers curling possessively around him. "Mmm, I can see just how much you love the idea," she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. The way her lips parted, the way her breath hitched—she was just as turned on as he was. 

"Let me feel!" Lizzy demanded, her hand replacing Marianne’s, her fingers wrapping around his length with a firm, eager grip. Marianne shifted her touch lower, cupping his balls with a slow, deliberate squeeze, her thumb brushing over the sensitive skin there. 

"Jesus, Marianne," Lizzy gasped, her fingers tightening around him. "He’s rock hard. Guess he really, really likes the thought of fucking us both, huh?" 

Marianne’s gaze locked onto his, dark and hungry. "I think we should get rid of this bathing suit, don’t you, Lizzy?" she suggested, her voice a sinful whisper, her fingers still working him with slow, torturous strokes.

"Oh, absolutely!" Lizzy purred, her voice dripping with anticipation. Together, they took hold of the edges of his swim trunks, their fingers brushing against his heated skin as Scott arched his hips slightly, allowing them to peel the fabric away. They worked the material down with deliberate slowness, careful not to catch his rock-hard length in the process, sliding it past his thighs until it pooled around his knees. Their hands returned to him almost instantly, both wrapping around his pulsing erection, one palm layered over the other, their fingers interlacing as they began a slow, synchronized rhythm, stroking him with practiced ease beneath the bubbling water. 

They shifted to face him fully, their bodies angled just so, offering Scott an intoxicating view of their lush curves barely contained by their skimpy bikini tops. The taut peaks of their nipples strained against the fabric, stiff as tiny pebbles, betraying their arousal just as much as the flushed warmth of their skin. 

Scott let out a low chuckle, his voice rough with desire. "Seems a little one-sided, don’t you think?" His gaze flickered between them, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. "Here I am, completely exposed, while you two are still all wrapped up in these tiny scraps of fabric. Doesn’t seem fair, does it?" 

Marianne’s fingers tightened around him, her thumb swiping over the sensitive head, coaxing a bead of precum that she smeared in slow circles. "Well, darling, our hands are a bit occupied at the moment," she murmured, her voice thick with amusement. "If you’ve got a problem with that, you’ll just have to take matters into your own hands." 

Lizzy’s grip shifted lower, her fingers tracing the smooth, shaven skin of his balls before giving them a firm, teasing squeeze. "Yeah, Scotty," she teased, her breath hitching as she watched his reaction. "Don’t you want to see what’s underneath all this?" 

"Fuck yes," he growled, his hands moving with purpose. One palm slid toward Marianne, the other toward Lizzy, fingers hooking under the flimsy fabric of their bikini tops and pushing them aside, baring their swollen, aching nipples to the warm, humid air. His palms cupped the weight of Marianne’s breast in one hand, Lizzy’s in the other, kneading the soft flesh before rolling their stiff peaks between his fingers, tugging just enough to make them gasp. 

Marianne’s head tipped back, a breathy moan escaping her lips as her grip on his cock tightened reflexively. Lizzy wasn’t far behind, her own fingers working him harder, her rhythm growing more urgent as pleasure rippled through her. 

Scott watched them both, satisfaction curling low in his gut. If they hadn’t been soaked before, they certainly were now.

"Good doesn’t even begin to cover it!" Lizzy gasped, her lips parting as her fingers worked his balls with a firm, rhythmic pressure, matching the way Scott’s hands kneaded her ample breast. "Christ, if I don’t feel him inside me soon, I swear I’ll lose my damn mind," she panted, her breath hitching as desire coiled tighter in her belly. "I’m this close to just climbing onto him right here and taking what I want—fuck the consequences!" 

Marianne’s voice was thick with arousal, her own need making her words unsteady. "As much as I’d love that, sweetheart, we can’t—not out here, at least." 

Scott’s grin was wicked as he glanced between them. "Then I’d say it’s time we took this show indoors, wouldn’t you?" 

"Absolutely," Marianne agreed, reluctantly releasing his cock to adjust her bikini top, her fingers lingering just a little too long over the damp fabric. Lizzy followed suit, her touch lingering as well, as if she couldn’t bear to stop touching him even for a second. Scott yanked up his trunks, the loose strings dangling—no point in tying them when they’d be gone again in moments. 

The three of them rose from the water, droplets sliding down their heated skin as they grabbed towels, barely bothering to dry off before Lizzy seized Scott’s hand with a playful tug. "Come on, stud muffin," she teased, her grin wide and wicked as she pulled him toward the house. "No time to waste!" Marianne trailed behind, her smile just as eager, her hips swaying with every step. 

Lizzy led them straight to Marianne’s bedroom, her grip on Scott’s hand unrelenting as she dragged him inside. The second the door clicked shut behind them, she whirled around, her arms looping around his neck as she crushed her mouth to his. Her lips were soft, hungry, her tongue sliding against his with a desperate urgency that sent a jolt straight to his cock. Scott groaned into the kiss, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her flush against him so she could feel every hard, aching inch of him. Lizzy moaned, rocking her hips against his, her body begging for more. 

Marianne leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed beneath her full breasts, watching with amusement. "Save some for me, would you?" she murmured, her smirk knowing. 

Lizzy broke the kiss just enough to smirk back. "Oh, trust me, there’s plenty to share." She glanced up at Scott, her eyes dark with promise. "Isn’t that right, Scotty?" 

His hands tightened on her ass as he grinned. "Guess we’re about to find out." 

Marianne stepped forward, her fingers brushing Lizzy’s shoulder, drawing her attention. Lizzy turned, her breath still uneven, her body humming with anticipation. The night was far from over.

"Don’t hog him all to yourself, sweetheart," Marianne murmured, her voice a sultry whisper as she flashed Lizzy a knowing smile. Lizzy exhaled a reluctant sigh but obeyed, peeling herself away from Scott’s embrace, her fingers lingering just a second too long against his skin before she finally let go. Scott mirrored her movement, his grip loosening on the curve of her ass as she stepped back, her body swaying with the loss of contact. 

Marianne wasted no time, stepping smoothly into the space Lizzy had vacated, her movements deliberate, unhurried—like she had all the time in the world to savor him. She slid her arms around his neck, her fingers tangling lightly in the damp strands of his hair as she locked eyes with him, her lips curving into a slow, seductive smile. Then, without another word, she closed the distance between them, her mouth meeting his in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened, her tongue teasing against his, coaxing him into a rhythm that was all heat and hunger. 

Scott’s arms encircled her waist, pulling her flush against him, his hands drifting lower until they found the lush swell of her ass, squeezing possessively just like he had with Lizzy. Marianne sighed into his mouth, the sound vibrating between them, her fingers tightening in his hair as she felt the unmistakable twitch of his cock against her thigh. 

The kiss stretched on, slow and intoxicating, their bodies pressed so close there wasn’t an inch of space between them. When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing a little harder, their lips still hovering close, sharing the same air. Marianne’s dark eyes gleamed as she gazed up at him, her voice dropping to a husky murmur. 

"Missed me, Scott?" she teased, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw. 

"Like you wouldn’t believe," he shot back, his own grin matching hers. 

"Good," she purred, her fingers still tangled in his hair. "Because we’ve got plans for you today." 

"Oh yeah?" Scott arched a brow, his hands still kneading the soft flesh of her ass. "What could possibly top this?" 

Marianne’s smile turned wicked. "Take a look at the bed." 

Scott turned his head, his gaze landing on the sleek black leather cuffs resting against the rumpled sheets. His cock pulsed in immediate response, heat coiling low in his gut. When he glanced back at Lizzy, she was practically vibrating with excitement, her nipples pebbled tight beneath the flimsy fabric of her bikini top, her grin wide enough to rival Marianne’s. 

"Well?" Marianne murmured, tilting her head. "What do you think?" 

Scott let out a rough chuckle. "You already know the answer to that." His voice dropped, taking on a commanding edge. "Now step back, Marianne." 

She obeyed instantly, slipping out of his arms to stand beside Lizzy, their bodies close, their anticipation palpable. 

"Now," Scott ordered, his gaze raking over them, "lose the bikinis." 

They moved in unison, fingers working at the ties, fabric sliding down their bodies in slow, deliberate motions until they stood bare before him, their skin flushed, their nipples stiff with arousal, the scent of their desire thick in the air. 

Scott reached for the cuffs, the leather cool against his fingers as he turned back to them. 

"Come here, Lizzy," he commanded. 

Lizzy’s breath hitched, her lips parting on a soft, eager gasp. "Yes, sir," she whispered, stepping forward, her dark eyes burning with need.

"Turn around," he commanded, his voice low and authoritative, sending a shiver down Lizzy's spine. She obeyed without hesitation, presenting her back to him, her wrists already tingling in anticipation. With practiced ease, he secured the leather cuffs around her delicate skin, the buckle snapping shut with a sound that made her gasp. A sharp tug downward forced her shoulders back, her full breasts bouncing enticingly, the weight of them swaying with the motion. Between her thighs, she could feel the slick evidence of her arousal, her pussy already clenching with need. 

"Come here, Marianne," Scott murmured, his fingers curling around the second set of cuffs, the leather cool against his palm. 

"Yes, sir," Marianne breathed, her pulse fluttering wildly as she stepped forward, turning her back to him in eager submission. The cuffs tightened around her wrists, the pressure deliciously firm, and when he yanked them down, she couldn't suppress the shudder that wracked her body. Her breasts jiggled, the soft flesh trembling just as Lizzy's had, the sensation sending a fresh wave of heat between her thighs. 

"Now turn around and face me, both of you," he ordered, his voice thick with command. 

They obeyed instantly, their bound arms forcing their chests forward, their nipples stiff and aching. Scott drank in the sight of them—their curves lush and inviting, their skin flushed with arousal, their breath hitching in anticipation. He could see the way their areolas tightened, the way their bodies trembled with every ragged inhale. His cock throbbed painfully against the confines of his suit, demanding attention. 

"Drop to your knees," he growled. 

They sank down in unison, their eyes locked on him with naked hunger as he peeled off his bathing suit, his thick length springing free. He let them stare, relishing the way their lips parted, the way Lizzy's breath came in shallow, desperate gasps. The air was thick with the scent of their arousal, the musk heady and intoxicating. They knew what was coming—what they both craved—and the anticipation alone had them dripping. 

"Who's first?" Scott teased, his fingers curling around the base of his cock, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. 

"Me! Me, please!" Lizzy begged, her voice trembling with raw need. "Scotty, I need you to face-fuck me first—I can't wait another second!" 

"How badly do you need it, Lizzy?" he murmured, his thumb swiping over the swollen head of his cock, coaxing a glistening bead of precum to the surface. Her eyes locked onto it, her lips parting in a silent gasp. The scent of her arousal grew stronger, filling the room, and when she finally looked up at him, her dark eyes were wild with desperation. 

"Bad," she whispered, her voice trembling. "So fucking bad. I've never wanted anything more in my life." Her gaze dropped again, fixated on the drop of precum gleaming at his tip, her tongue darting out unconsciously as if she could already taste him.

Scott stepped closer, his thick arousal hovering just a breath away from Lizzy’s parted lips. She didn’t hesitate—her tongue darted out, lapping up the salty bead of precum from his tip, savoring it before swallowing with a soft moan. But before she could even catch her breath, he surged forward, filling her mouth with his hard length. A startled gasp escaped her as she welcomed him in, her lips sealing tight around his shaft, her tongue already swirling along the velvety underside. 

Her eyes, wide and glazed with pleasure, locked onto his as he pushed deeper, stretching her mouth open further. The head of his cock nudged the back of her throat, and she choked reflexively, her body jerking back—but Scott’s grip in her pigtails was unyielding. He hauled her forward, forcing himself deeper, making her gag again, her eyes watering even as they sparkled with exhilaration. 

Then, without mercy, he set a punishing rhythm, driving into her with deep, relentless thrusts. His fingers twisted in her hair, controlling every movement, dragging her mouth up and down his slick length. Lizzy whimpered around him, her muffled cries of pleasure vibrating against his cock as she struggled against the cuffs binding her wrists behind her back. Spit glistened along his shaft, dripping from her swollen lips, streaking down her chin and splattering onto her heaving chest. 

From where she knelt, Marianne watched, transfixed, her own pulse hammering as she took in the raw intensity of the scene. The way Scott dominated Lizzy—so rough, so unrelenting—sent a jolt of arousal straight between her thighs. Was this what she looked like when he used her like this? The thought alone made her nipples tighten, her pussy clenching in anticipation. 

And when it was her turn… would he be just as ruthless? The idea sent a shiver down her spine, her breath hitching as she imagined his cock filling her mouth just as deeply, just as mercilessly.

"MMPH! GLK! UHHH! GLK!" Lizzy’s muffled cries filled the air as Scott relentlessly pistoned his cock in and out of her mouth, each deep, punishing thrust making her eyes water uncontrollably. Tears streaked down her flushed cheeks, but she never stopped looking up at him, her gaze locked onto his with a mix of desperation and exhilaration. Even as he controlled her movements, gripping her pigtails like reins and forcing her head down onto his length, she managed a jerky nod—her silent plea for more. 

Scott suddenly wrenched her forward, burying himself to the hilt, and held her there, her lips pressed flush against his pelvis. The sensation of being stretched, filled, utterly claimed, sent sparks of pleasure through her despite the overwhelming intensity. When he finally released her, she lurched back with a wet gasp, her mouth falling open as a glistening strand of saliva connected his slick cock to her swollen lips. She panted, chest heaving, her breath ragged and uneven, but the moment she caught his eye again, her lips curved into a dazed, blissful smile. 

"Fuck—MMMPH!" Her words were cut off as Scott seized her pigtails again, dragging her back onto him without mercy. His cock plunged past her lips, and she moaned around him, the vibrations only spurring him on. He fucked her mouth with brutal precision, each thrust deeper, harder, faster—until she was nothing but a whimpering, drooling mess beneath him, her body trembling with the effort to keep up. 

Oh God… The older woman’s breath hitched as she watched, her pulse thundering in her ears. That’s going to be me soon. Her nipples tightened beneath her blouse, and heat pooled between her thighs as she imagined Scott’s hands tangled in her hair, his cock stretching her lips, his dominance reducing her to this same shuddering, gasping wreck. 

When Scott finally pulled Lizzy free, she collapsed back, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her lips parted and slick. Tears still clung to her lashes, but her expression was pure satisfaction—like she’d just been thoroughly used, and she loved it. 

Then Scott turned. His cock, glistening with spit, bobbed inches from Marianne’s face, the thick veins pulsing under her hungry gaze. She swallowed hard, her mouth already watering. 

"Your turn, Marianne," he murmured, voice rough with command. 

She didn’t hesitate. "Yes, sir," she breathed, tilting her head up just as his fingers twisted into her hair, yanking her forward. The moment his cock breached her lips, she moaned—deep, wanton, needy—and let him take control.

"MMMPPHHH!" Marianne's muffled cry escaped around the thick, unyielding length filling her mouth, her lips stretched wide as Scott dragged her forward, forcing her to take him deeper. The heat of his cock seared against her tongue, the taste of him flooding her senses as he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt. The swollen head hit the back of her throat with a brutal pressure, making her gag reflexively—just as Lizzy had moments before. But unlike a novice, Marianne steadied herself, nostrils flaring as she sucked in sharp, desperate breaths through her nose, her body trembling but obedient beneath his grip. His cock pulsed against her tongue, thick and demanding, before he finally withdrew—only to slam back in, setting a relentless rhythm. 

His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her up and down his shaft with rough, possessive tugs, her lips sealed tight around him as spit pooled in her mouth, spilling past her swollen lips in thick, glistening strands. It dripped down her chin, slicking her skin before trailing lower, painting her breasts in shimmering streaks. 

Lizzy watched, still catching her breath, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she took in the sight of Scott dominating Marianne just as he had her. The same thought flickered through her mind—Is this what he looked like when he was using me?—before a fresh wave of heat coiled low in her belly. Marianne’s arms were bound behind her, the cuffs biting into her wrists as Scott dragged her head back and forth, his hips snapping forward in sharp, punishing thrusts. God, that’s so fucking hot. 

Marianne’s eyes watered, tears streaking down her flushed cheeks as she fought to keep up, her throat working around him with every brutal plunge. When she managed to lift her gaze to Scott’s, she caught a flicker of hesitation—was he pushing her too hard? But she wasn’t about to let him stop. With a sly wink, she silently urged him on, and his grin returned, dark and satisfied, before he resumed his ruthless pace. 

"GLK! GLK! GLLLKK!" The obscene, wet sounds of her struggle filled the room, her moans muffled by the thick cock stuffing her mouth. Then, with a final, brutal shove, Scott buried himself to the root, holding her there, her nose pressed against his pelvis as she gagged and writhed, her body jerking against the restraints. For agonizing, exquisite seconds, he kept her pinned, her throat convulsing around him before he finally—finally—released her. 

She collapsed back, gasping, her lips swollen and slick, her breath coming in ragged, desperate gulps. Saliva glistened on her chin, her chest heaving as she fought to steady herself. When she finally looked up at Scott, all she could manage was a breathless, "Holy shit!" 

Scott chuckled, his grin wicked as he glanced between the two women—Lizzy on her knees, still flushed and panting, and Marianne sprawled back, recovering. "Seems to be the theme tonight," he mused, his voice rough with satisfaction. 

Lizzy smirked, licking her lips. "Well," she said, voice husky, "it’s not like we can think of anything better."

"Oh my God, yes—absolutely!" Marianne gasped, her chest still rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to regain her breath. She shifted onto her knees, her dark eyes locking onto Scott’s with a knowing, sultry smile playing at her lips. "But I have a feeling you’re far from finished with us, aren’t you, Scott?" she murmured, her voice thick with anticipation. 

Scott’s grin was slow, predatory, as he gazed down at her. "Not even close, sweetheart," he drawled, his voice rough with desire. "On your feet, both of you." His command was firm, and the two bound women obeyed, rising unsteadily to their feet, their bodies still humming from the intensity of what had just happened. 

Moving behind them, Scott positioned himself between them, his hands gripping the snap links that secured their cuffs. With a gentle but insistent push, he guided them toward the massive bed, stopping only when the backs of their knees brushed against the edge of the mattress. Releasing their restraints, he took a deliberate step back, letting his gaze linger appreciatively over the curves of their bodies. Marianne and Lizzy both had the kind of backsides that demanded attention—full, round, and utterly tempting—and Scott wasn’t about to let the moment pass without savoring the sight. 

"Kneel on the bed," he instructed, his voice low and commanding. "Right at the edge." Without hesitation, both women climbed onto the mattress, settling onto their knees as they inched forward until their thighs pressed against the side of the bed, their legs dangling off. 

"Now spread your legs," Scott ordered, and they obeyed instantly, parting their thighs with eager anticipation. By now, they knew exactly what was coming—and the thought alone sent a thrill of excitement coursing through them. Scott moved first to Marianne, stepping between her open legs, and the sharp hitch in her breath told him she knew she was about to be taken first this time. 

His hands settled possessively on her body—one gripping the curve of her hip, the other pressing firmly between her shoulder blades. With a single, forceful motion, he bent her forward, her upper body collapsing onto the mattress with a muffled thud. 

"Oh—!" Marianne gasped as her chest and face hit the soft surface, her full breasts flattening beneath her weight. She barely had time to turn her head to the side, sucking in a desperate breath, before Scott buried himself inside her with one deep, relentless thrust. 

"Fuck—!" The cry tore from her throat as he filled her completely, his cock stretching her, claiming her. His grip on her hips tightened as he pulled her back against him, driving in even deeper, and for a heartbeat, he held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him. Then he began to move—hard, fast, each stroke sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body as he fucked her with ruthless precision.

"OH GOD! OH GOD! OH GOD!" Marianne's cries filled the room, her voice ragged with pleasure as Scott drove into her with relentless force, his thick, pulsing cock plunging deep into her slick, trembling heat. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, pulling her back against him with every powerful thrust, their bodies colliding in a rhythm that sent shockwaves through her. The wet, rhythmic slaps of skin against skin echoed around them, punctuated by the sharp jolt of his balls slapping against her swollen clit with each brutal stroke. 

His grip tightened on the metal links binding her wrists, yanking them upward until her back arched sharply, forcing her shoulders to bow inward. The rough treatment sent a thrill through her—he was pushing her harder than ever before, and the way her breath hitched, the way her moans fractured into desperate whimpers, made it clear she was utterly lost in the sensation. 

Christ, how did I get this lucky? Scott thought, his gaze flickering to Lizzy, who watched with parted lips and wide, hungry eyes. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, her arousal so palpable that he knew the slightest touch would send her spiraling over the edge. 

"I'm—I'm close—oh fuck—I'm gonna—" Marianne's words dissolved into a broken moan as her body tensed, her inner walls fluttering around him. He didn't let up, driving into her harder, pulling the cuffs taut until she was gasping, her voice rising in a crescendo of pleasure. 

"YES! YES! FUCK, I'M—I'M CUMMING!" Her scream tore through the air as her orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing around him, her pussy clamping down in rhythmic pulses. Her thighs trembled violently, her back arching even more as he held her in place, forcing her to take every last second of the overwhelming pleasure. 

Lizzy bit her lip, her own arousal spiking as she watched Marianne unravel, her neighbor's face twisted in ecstasy, her cries raw and unfiltered. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat between Lizzy's legs, her thighs slick with anticipation. 

Before she could even catch her breath, Scott slowed, his grip on the cuffs loosening just enough to let Marianne collapse forward, her arms dropping limply onto the bed. He stayed buried inside her for a long, breathless moment before pulling out, his cock glistening with her arousal. 

Then his dark, predatory gaze locked onto Lizzy. 

She shivered as he moved behind her, the heat of his body pressing close. The swollen head of his cock teased the curve of her ass before sliding lower, nudging between her thighs. 

"Are you ready, Lizzy?" His voice was rough, thick with need. 

She nodded frantically, her pulse hammering— 

"OH!" 

In one sharp motion, he bent her forward, his hand pressing hard between her shoulder blades. Her torso hit the mattress with a jolt, and before she could even gasp, he wrenched the cuffs upward, forcing her back into a sharp, exquisite arch.

"OH GOD—YES!" Lizzy’s scream ripped through the air as Scott hauled her nearly off the mattress, her shoulders screaming in protest, her back arching under the brutal pull of the cuffs. The thick head of his cock dragged through her slick folds, teasing for just a heartbeat before he buried himself inside her with one punishing thrust. A ragged whimper tore from her throat as he stretched her wide, filling her completely, the sheer force of it stealing her breath. 

"FUCK—!" Lizzy’s moan was guttural, primal, as Scott’s cock plunged deep, her wet heat clamping around him in desperate welcome. He didn’t give her a second to adjust—just started fucking her with the same relentless rhythm he’d used on Marianne, long, deep strokes that had her trembling beneath him. His grip on the cuffs never loosened, yanking her arms higher with every thrust, forcing her to take him harder, rougher, exactly the way she craved. He knew how much she loved it when he pushed her—when he made her feel every inch of his dominance. 

Marianne lay sprawled across the bed, her body still humming from her own climax, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. She watched, transfixed, as Scott hammered into Lizzy with brutal efficiency, the younger woman’s moans growing louder, more desperate. Lizzy’s face was turned away, but the way her body jerked with each thrust, the way her fingers twisted in the sheets—Marianne didn’t need to see her expression to know she was unraveling. 

And then Lizzy turned her head, their eyes locking. 

Marianne’s breath hitched. Lizzy’s lips were parted, her cheeks flushed, her pupils blown wide with pleasure—and pain. Just a flicker of it, just enough to make Marianne’s own core clench in response. Lizzy grinned, wild and wicked, before her eyes squeezed shut, her back bowing as Scott drove into her again, harder, deeper. 

"Yes—Scotty—fuck, yes!" Lizzy’s voice was raw, wrecked, her words tumbling out between gasps. "Don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop! Make me come—make me come on your cock!" 

Scott obliged, his hips slamming into her with bruising force, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Lizzy’s thighs trembled, her breath coming in sharp, broken pants, her body tightening around him as her climax coiled tighter, closer— 

And then it shattered. 

"NNNGGHH—FUCK!" Lizzy’s scream was ragged, her body convulsing as pleasure ripped through her, her pussy clamping down on Scott’s cock in desperate, pulsing waves. He didn’t slow, didn’t stop—just kept fucking her through it, his own release building, the heat coiling low in his gut. 

A wicked thought flickered through his mind. 

"Get up," he growled at Marianne, his voice rough with need. "Come here." 

She obeyed, pushing herself up on shaky limbs, her body still humming from her own orgasm. She stepped off the bed, her legs unsteady, her breath catching as she moved toward him—toward whatever he had planned next.

"Turn around," Scott commanded, his voice rough with desire. Marianne obeyed, her body still trembling from the intensity of their earlier play. His fingers brushed against her wrists as he deftly unclasped the snap link, freeing her arms at last. A soft, relieved moan escaped her lips as she finally brought her arms forward, rolling her shoulders to ease the delicious ache that lingered from being restrained. She kneaded the soreness away, savoring the sweet burn of muscles that had been stretched and tested. 

Meanwhile, Scott’s powerful thrusts into Lizzy had slowed to a languid rhythm, his cock still buried deep inside her as she floated down from the dizzying heights of her climax. He paused completely, letting her feel every inch of him as he reached for the snap link securing her wrists. With a click, her arms were free, falling limply to the bed as she let out a breathy groan, her expression mirroring Marianne’s—a mix of pleasure and the satisfying strain of exertion. 

Scott stepped back, his cock sliding out of her with a slick, obscene sound that made Lizzy shiver. She wasted no time, sitting up and bringing her arms forward, rubbing at her own shoulders with a wince that quickly melted into a sated smile. 

Then Scott moved to the bed, reclining back on his elbows, his body taut and waiting. His cock stood proudly between his thighs, glistening with Lizzy’s arousal, still thick and demanding. He spread his legs wider, his gaze dark with anticipation as he smirked up at them. 

"Now," he growled, his voice thick with need, "it’s your turn to make me come." 

Lizzy and Marianne exchanged a glance, their lips curling into identical, wicked grins. 

"Yes, sir!" they chorused, their voices dripping with eager obedience. 

In an instant, they were on their knees between his thighs, their mouths hungry and skilled. Marianne wasted no time, wrapping her fingers around his shaft before guiding the swollen head past her lips. She moaned around him, her tongue swirling as she worked him with her hand, her movements practiced and relentless. 

Lizzy, ever the eager participant, dove lower, her lips parting as she took his heavy balls into her mouth, sucking them with a wet, greedy pressure that made Scott groan. Marianne, spurred on by the sight, pushed deeper, her throat opening for him as she swallowed him down until his cock hit the back of her mouth. A soft gag escaped her, but she didn’t pull away—instead, she adjusted, breathing steadily through her nose as she took him deeper. 

"Remember, Marianne," Lizzy murmured, her voice muffled around his sac, "breathe through your nose." 

Marianne nodded, her lips stretched around him, her eyes fluttering shut as she lost herself in the rhythm. 

Scott arched a brow, his voice rough with amusement. "So, what—you gave her lessons on how to deep-throat a cock?" 

Lizzy lifted her head just enough to meet his gaze, her lips glistening. 

"Yep!" she replied, her grin wicked before she dove back down, her tongue swirling around his balls as Marianne continued to take him deeper, her throat working around him in a way that made his hips jerk. 

The room filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure—wet, desperate, and utterly unrestrained.

Scott reclined on the bed, utterly lost in the sinful pleasure of it all, his body humming with anticipation as his two eager lovers lavished attention on his aching cock and tight, heavy balls. Minutes stretched deliciously, each one more intoxicating than the last, as Marianne and Lizzy took turns worshipping him with their mouths. Marianne, after expertly deep-throating him until his cock hit the back of her throat, finally pulled back with a slick, wet sound, trading places with Lizzy—who dove onto his shaft with the same hungry enthusiasm while Marianne turned her attention lower, her lips wrapping around his sensitive sac, drawing both testicles into the warm, wet heat of her mouth. 

She was just as skilled as Lizzy, her tongue swirling, her lips working in perfect rhythm, and when she glanced up at him through her lashes, her eyes glinted with mischief, a playful wink making his stomach tighten with lust. Scott couldn’t help but laugh, the sound turning into a deep, guttural moan as both women intensified their efforts—Lizzy bobbing on his cock with relentless suction, her tongue tracing the thick vein along the underside, her fingers gripping the base firmly, pumping in time with her mouth. 

"Fuck, if you keep that up, I’m gonna blow," he warned, his voice rough with need. 

Lizzy pulled off just enough to smirk up at him, her lips glistening. "Isn’t that the whole point?" she teased before sinking back down, taking him deep. 

Marianne released his balls with a soft, wet sound, lifting her head slightly. "We should share, Lizzy," she purred, her fingers still kneading his sac. "Let’s make him come while we both have our mouths on him." 

"Deal," Lizzy agreed, angling his cock toward Marianne, who eagerly caught the head between her lips, sliding down his length with slow, deliberate strokes, her suction so intense it made his toes curl. After a few glorious pumps, she pulled off with an obscene pop, letting Lizzy reclaim him, the two falling into a rhythm—Lizzy working his shaft with her hand while Marianne massaged his balls, their mouths trading off in a dizzying, wet dance of pleasure. 

Holy hell, I’ve died and gone to fucking heaven, Scott thought, his head spinning as he watched them, their lips, their tongues, their hands—all of it overwhelming in the best possible way. 

Then he felt it—the telltale tightening in his balls, the electric surge of pleasure coiling low in his gut, his cock swelling even thicker in Marianne’s mouth as she took him deep again. His orgasm was coming, and it was going to be massive.

"Oh, he's close!" Mrs. Jenkins gasped, pulling her lips from Scott’s throbbing length just long enough to murmur the words before diving back down, her mouth working him with practiced ease. After a few more tantalizing sucks, she relinquished her prize to Lizzy, who eagerly claimed it, sealing her lips around him in a tight, wet embrace. Her head bobbed hungrily, her tongue swirling along the sensitive ridge beneath his shaft as she stroked him in firm, relentless motions. Then, with a wicked little moan, she released him just to tease the swollen tip with the flat of her tongue, circling it slowly, deliberately. 

Marianne didn’t hesitate—she leaned in, her fingers wrapping just below the crown of his cock, her grip perfectly synchronized with Lizzy’s as their cheeks brushed, their breaths mingling. Together, they worked him with an intoxicating rhythm, their tongues flicking, their hands pumping—until Scott’s entire body tensed, his muscles locking as pleasure coiled tight in his core. 

"I—I’m gonna—" he choked out, the words barely formed before his release tore through him. His cock jerked violently, ropes of thick, hot cum erupting into the air, splattering across Lizzy and Marianne’s flushed faces. They gasped, laughing breathlessly as his seed painted their skin, their fingers still stroking him, their tongues still teasing the hypersensitive underside of his cockhead. Scott groaned through clenched teeth, his hips bucking helplessly as wave after wave of ecstasy wracked him, his climax more intense than anything he could recall. 

When the last shuddering pulse finally subsided, a final, delicate strand of cum dripped back onto his glistening tip—only for Lizzy to swoop in, her lips sealing around him to claim it with a satisfied hum. Both women then turned their attention to cleaning him, their tongues gliding over his spent flesh in slow, worshipful strokes, lapping up every last trace. 

"Fucking hell," Scott panted, his chest heaving as he struggled to regain his breath. 

Lizzy smirked, her face still streaked with his release. "That’s becoming your catchphrase," she teased, licking her lips. 

Marianne, ever the composed seductress, dragged her fingers along her cheek, gathering his spend before slipping them between her lips with a slow, deliberate suck. Her eyes locked onto Scott’s, dark with satisfaction as she savored the taste, the sight of her indulgence sending another jolt of heat straight to his groin. Lizzy followed suit, her tongue darting out to clean her fingers with a playful flick, until both women were pristine once more. 

Then they hovered over him, their satisfied smiles curling as they took in the sight of him—utterly wrecked, sprawled across the bed, completely at their mercy.

Marianne swung one leg over him, her thighs pressing against his hips as she settled onto his still-thickening length, her warmth enveloping him in a slow, delicious slide. She leaned down, her lush breasts brushing against his chest, the soft weight of them making his breath hitch. Her fingers tangled in his hair as she captured his mouth in a deep, hungry kiss, her tongue teasing his with slow, deliberate strokes. When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, her eyes dark with promise as she whispered against his mouth, 

"Merry Christmas, Scott." 

Her grin was sinful, full of wicked intent. 

"This was the present you mentioned in your letter?" he asked, his voice rough with lingering desire. 

Marianne nodded, her smile widening. "Yes, and I hope you enjoyed it—because this is just the start." 

His gaze flickered past her to Lizzy, who stood watching them with the same devious curve to her lips. 

"I have a feeling it's going to be a very long and very enjoyable night," he murmured, meeting Marianne’s eyes again. 

"I think so too," she agreed, stealing another quick, biting kiss before pushing herself up from the bed. "Right now, I need a shower and some hot water on my shoulders—they're going to ache tomorrow." She unbuckled the leather cuffs from her wrists, letting them drop onto the rumpled sheets. Lizzy followed suit, tossing hers beside Marianne’s with a playful smirk. 

"Yeah, you're probably right," Scott admitted, sitting up as he watched them. 

"First showers, then dinner, then Round Two—sound good?" Lizzy asked, her voice dripping with anticipation. 

"Perfect!" Marianne chimed in, clapping her hands together. "Now off to the showers, both of you!" She shooed them toward the door with a laugh. "We’ve got a busy night ahead—no time to waste!" 

As they disappeared down the hall, Marianne turned toward her own bathroom, humming under her breath as she twisted the faucet, the rush of water filling the silence. Steam curled in the air as she stepped beneath the spray, the heat soothing her skin, already imagining what was yet to come. 

"This is going to be a night we'll all remember for the rest of our lives," she murmured to herself, the words lost beneath the water’s steady rhythm. The leather cuffs still lay abandoned on the bed, a silent promise of more to come. 

And it truly was. 

--- 

Scott lingered in the doorway of Mrs. Jenkins’ bedroom, his gaze sweeping over the familiar space. The room hadn’t changed—the same heavy drapes, the same plush rug beneath his feet, the same scent of lavender and something richer, something uniquely her. Memories rushed back, vivid and intoxicating—most of them good, tangled up in laughter and whispered confessions, in skin against skin. 

Only a few shadows lingered—Marianne’s ex-husband, the way he’d treated her, the neglect that had carved hollows beneath her eyes before Scott had ever known her. He didn’t hate the man, though. No, he was almost grateful. If that bastard hadn’t been so self-absorbed, so blind to what he had, Marianne never would have turned to Scott for the warmth and desire she’d craved. And Scott? He never would have known the depth of what they shared now.

And what an extraordinary woman she had been! Scott often mused whether Marianne’s ex-husband ever truly grasped the magnitude of his mistake—letting go of a woman like her. But honestly, the thought barely registered. That man’s foolishness had been Scott’s blessing. Stepping further into the room, he made his way to her dresser, his fingers brushing the smooth wood before he crouched down and pulled open the bottom drawer. There, nestled in the far corner like a well-kept secret, was the familiar wooden box. He lifted it carefully, setting it atop the dresser with a quiet reverence before lifting the lid. 

Inside lay two pairs of black leather cuffs, their surfaces softened by years of use, the chrome snap links connecting them dulled from countless nights of passion. Time had worn away the shine, but the memories they held remained as vivid as ever. Just the sight of them sent him spiraling back—to that unforgettable Christmas break during college, when he had first bound both Marianne and Lizzy with these very cuffs. The first of many intoxicating nights that would linger in his mind for decades. Thirty-five Christmases had passed since then, and yet, every single year, his thoughts inevitably circled back to that evening. Now, as he traced the worn leather with his fingertips, the memory washed over him once more. 

A slow, knowing smile curved his lips. 

Their arrangement—the three of them tangled in pleasure—had lasted nearly two years. Lizzy had been the first to move on, meeting someone who swept her off her feet in a way none of them had anticipated. She confessed later, her voice trembling, that telling Scott it was over had been one of the most painful things she’d ever done. But they had both known it was inevitable. Lizzy married, built a family, found happiness. And though they never spoke of their past again, there were no regrets—only the quiet acknowledgment of what had been. 

Marianne, their older, more experienced neighbor, found love again six months later. When she tried to broach the subject of ending things between them, Scott had silenced her with a gentle press of his finger to her lips. I know, Marianne. And it’s okay. Simple words, but enough. She married the man, and he turned out to be everything her ex wasn’t—kind, devoted, passionate. They shared nearly three decades together before fate cruelly snatched him away. Scott was certain Marianne’s own passing five years later wasn’t from illness—it was from a heart that simply couldn’t bear the loneliness. 

As for Scott? He never married. Perhaps the right woman never crossed his path—or perhaps she had, twice over, and that was enough. He lived a life rich with pleasure, but love? That was a fire he only let burn so many times. 

His fingers lingered on the wooden box for a moment longer before he shut the lid and tucked it beneath his arm. At the doorway, he paused, casting one last glance over his shoulder. The room held so much—laughter, heat, whispered promises. And now, it held silence. 

But the memories? Those would always remain.

His voice was barely more than a breath, thick with emotion as it trembled in the quiet of the empty room. "I love you, Marianne," he murmured, the words heavy with years of longing and unspoken devotion. A solitary tear traced a slow, bittersweet path down his weathered cheek, catching the dim light before it fell. His chest ached with the weight of it all, but he swallowed hard and turned away, stepping through the hollow silence of the house that had once been filled with laughter, passion, and whispered promises.

The front door closed behind him with a soft, final click, sealing away the memories like ghosts in the walls. Outside, the crisp air stung his face as he passed the weathered "FOR SALE" sign, its bold letters a stark reminder of endings. His fingers tightened around the car keys, the familiar weight grounding him as he slid into the driver’s seat. The engine rumbled to life beneath him, a steady hum that drowned out the quiet ache in his chest.

He eased the car backward, the gravel crunching beneath the tires just as it had countless times before—only this time, there was no eager face waiting in the window, no warm light spilling onto the porch to welcome him home. His grip on the wheel tightened as he paused, letting his gaze linger on the house one last time. The windows stared back, empty and dark, holding secrets he would carry with him forever.

Then, with a slow exhale, he pressed the accelerator and drove away, leaving behind the only place that had ever truly felt like home.


Halloween Party Surprise

Josh couldn’t help but feel a rush of satisfaction as he surveyed the crowded living room of Mary and Kevin’s house—his house, at least for tonight. This was his first Halloween bash since tossing his graduation cap into the air last June, and damn, it felt good to see the place packed just like old times. His parties had always been legendary, the kind people whispered about in the halls of his high school, and he’d been secretly terrified that once they all moved on, no one would bother showing up anymore. But here they were, a sea of familiar faces—some new, some old—all decked out in wild costumes, laughing, flirting, the air thick with that electric energy only a great party could conjure.

Kevin and Mary, his parents’ closest friends, had left him to it, slipping out earlier in the evening to some grown-up costume affair of their own. Mary, worried as ever, had left a note on the kitchen counter—sweet, predictable, and so her. Dinner first, then the party, home by midnight. And, of course, the obligatory no alcohol warning, even though she knew damn well he’d never be that stupid. But she had to say it. That’s what moms did. The rest of the note was pure warmth, though—her hoping the night went well, that everyone had fun. She was the best, really. Her husband was cool too, solid and steady, but there was something about his mom—a connection that ran deeper, unspoken but undeniable. He knew she felt it too, even if they never put it into words.

Two hours in, and the party was humming along perfectly. Josh weaved through the crowd, his rented Musketeer costume—expensive as hell but worth every penny—fitting him like a second skin. He’d gone all out, down to the last detail, and the effort showed. More than a few people had already told him he looked like Charlie Sheen in that old Three Musketeers flick, and he wasn’t about to argue. The compliments were nice, sure, but what really mattered was the vibe—the way the room pulsed with laughter, the way eyes lingered just a little too long, the way the night stretched out ahead of them, full of promise.

Everything was exactly as it should be.

As Josh navigated the sea of costumed bodies, his gaze snagged on a vision of powdered elegance near the hallway—a girl who stood apart from the revelry, her presence a quiet storm of allure. The dim light caught the delicate lace of her Marie Antoinette gown, the creamy fabric whispering against her curves as she leaned against the wall. The towering wig, the intricate mask—it all framed the only part of her face he could see: those full, tempting lips, curved into a knowing smirk as she watched him approach. His pulse kicked up a notch.

Who the hell is she? The question burned through him. He didn’t recognize her—not that it mattered. What he did recognize was the way his body reacted to her, the way his blood heated just from the tease of her hidden figure beneath all that silk and lace. And then it hit him—their costumes were a perfect match. A slow grin spread across his face as he closed the distance between them. With a flourish, he swept off his hat, bending into a deep, gallant bow.

"Good evening, Mademoiselle," he murmured, voice low and playful, his eyes flicking up to hers as he held the pose.

Her response was a graceful curtsy, lips quirking in silent amusement. No words, just that simmering, unspoken challenge. The moment he straightened and settled his hat back into place, she moved—fast, decisive. Her hands slid up to cradle his face, fingers tangling in his hair as she dragged his mouth down to hers.

And God, the kiss—

It wasn’t just a kiss. It was a fucking claim. Her tongue swept into his mouth, hot and demanding, and Josh groaned against her, his arms locking around her waist to haul her flush against him. The layers of fabric between them did nothing to dull the heat, the way his cock throbbed to life, straining against his breeches. Every slide of her lips, every teasing nip, sent sparks straight to his groin. He lost himself in it, in her, until she finally pulled back, leaving him breathless and aching.

"Wow," he managed, voice rough. "That was—"

Her wicked little smile cut him off. Then she was tugging him down again, her lips brushing his ear.

"Take me to your bedroom," she murmured, her breath hot against his ear, her voice a husky whisper that sent another shiver down his spine. Before he could even process the words, the teasing flick of her tongue against the shell of his ear made his entire body tense with electric pleasure. Without giving him a second to recover, she seized his hand, her fingers lacing tightly with his, and pulled him away from the crowd, guiding him swiftly down the dimly lit hallway. She pushed open the door to his room—his room—as if she already knew exactly where it was, tugging him inside before shutting the door behind them with a soft click. The darkness wrapped around them, thick and intimate, as she turned to face him, her masked eyes gleaming in the faint light.

Josh barely had time to form the question—how did she know this was his room?—before her lips crashed against his again, silencing him with another one of those devastating, mind-melting kisses. Her tongue plunged into his mouth, hot and insistent, claiming him with a hunger that left him dizzy. One of her hands roamed down his body, fingers tracing the outline of his growing hardness through his pants before gripping him firmly, her touch sending sparks of pleasure straight to his core. He groaned into her mouth, his hands sliding down to grasp at her hips, but the layers of her dress thwarted him, the fabric too voluminous to give him the satisfaction of feeling her skin.

When she finally broke the kiss, Josh was panting, his cock aching and straining against the confines of his pants, so hard it was almost painful. Whatever question he’d been about to ask had evaporated, replaced by the single, all-consuming thought of her touch, her mouth, and what she was going to do next.

She answered him without words, sinking gracefully to her knees before him, her fingers working deftly at the fastenings of his period-appropriate trousers. There was a brief struggle—these weren’t modern pants, after all—but she was determined, her fingers nimble as she finally freed him, pushing the fabric down to his knees. Then, without hesitation, she reached inside his boxers, her warm fingers wrapping around his throbbing length, squeezing just enough to make him groan.

Her eyes flicked up to meet his, that same wicked smile playing on her lips as she stroked him slowly, deliberately, her grip firm and perfect. When she finally pulled him free, her gaze dropped, admiring him for a moment before her hand resumed its rhythmic motion, coaxing a glistening bead of precum from the tip. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to capture it, savoring it before swallowing.

Josh had never seen a girl do that before—every other girl he’d been with had recoiled at the thought—but the sight of her taking him in, claiming him so completely, sent a fresh wave of heat through him.

Today, it seemed, was full of firsts.

With no preamble, she lifted his rigid length and bent forward, her warm breath ghosting over his sac before her tongue—broad and wet—dragged languidly up from the base of his balls, tracing the sensitive underside of his cock in one torturously slow stroke. Josh’s entire body tensed, a shudder rippling through him as she chuckled low in her throat, clearly enjoying his reaction. She repeated the motion again, then once more, each deliberate lick sending sparks of pleasure straight to his core. Then, without warning, she parted her lips and took both of his balls into her mouth, sucking them in with a practiced ease that had Josh groaning aloud. Her tongue worked them expertly, rolling and teasing, the pressure just enough to make his toes curl but never crossing into pain.

Fuck, she knows exactly what she’s doing, Josh thought, his mind hazy with pleasure as she lavished attention on his most sensitive spots. When she finally released his balls, her tongue glided back up his shaft, but this time, instead of retreating, she sealed her lips around the swollen head of his cock and sucked—hard.

“Jesus Christ!” he gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily as her tongue flicked and swirled around the tip, her hand stroking him in tandem. She glanced up through her lashes, her lips stretched around him in a wicked smirk before she took him deeper, sinking down inch by inch until his entire length disappeared into the heat of her mouth. Josh could only stare, transfixed, as she swallowed him whole, her throat flexing around him without so much as a flinch. Her tongue pressed against the underside of his cock as she hollowed her cheeks, pulling him impossibly deeper, her nose brushing his abdomen.

“Fucking hell,” he choked out, watching in disbelief as she held him there, buried to the hilt, her fingers now kneading his balls with a rhythm that matched the slow, deliberate bob of her head. When she finally withdrew, it was with the same maddening control, her lips dragging along his shaft until only the head remained between them. Then, with one last teasing swirl of her tongue, she took him in again, sucking with a hunger that left him breathless.

Her mouth moved with a rhythm that was both intoxicating and relentless, sliding up and down his throbbing length with practiced ease. One hand worked his balls with a firm but tender grip, rolling and tugging just enough to send sparks of pleasure shooting through him. With each descent, she took him deep, her lips sealing around him in a tight, wet embrace, her tongue tracing the underside of his shaft as she pulled back.

She reached behind him, fingers pressing into the firm muscle of his thigh, drawing him closer, urging him deeper into the heat of her mouth. The pace shifted—sometimes quick and urgent, other times agonizingly slow, each deliberate stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. When she slowed, the suction intensified, her lips creating a vacuum that made his knees tremble, her skill unlike anything he’d ever experienced before. His cock glistened under the dim light, slick with her saliva, and he knew—he wouldn’t last much longer.

"Fuck, I’m close," he gasped, voice rough with need. She glanced up at him, mischief dancing in her eyes before she gave a knowing nod, her lips curling around him as she doubled down, determined to push him over the edge.

"Alright then," he chuckled, breathless, his fingers itching to tangle in her hair—but the wig stopped him. Instead, he gripped his own hips, knuckles white with restraint as she worked him with renewed fervor, her mouth a relentless, wet paradise.

It didn’t take long. The telltale tightening in his balls, the electric jolts of pleasure—his orgasm was barreling toward him, unstoppable. And somehow, she knew. Her lips clamped down harder, her rhythm unyielding, as if she could sense the exact moment his control shattered.

"Christ, she’s reading my body like a fucking book," he thought, dazed, before all coherent thought dissolved into pure sensation. His cock pulsed, swelling, and she responded instantly, her movements growing more urgent, her suction unrelenting.

"Oh fuck—oh fuck, this is gonna be huge," he groaned, his hips twitching as he fought the urge to thrust deeper. She didn’t let up, her mouth a slick, demanding pressure, and then—

He came with a ragged cry, his release surging into her mouth in thick, hot spurts. She held him tight, hands gripping his hips, keeping him buried deep as he pulsed again and again, filling her mouth with every last drop. She swallowed greedily, but a trickle escaped, pearling at the corner of her lips before spilling down her chin, glistening in the dim light.

"Fuuuuuck!" Josh gasped, his voice ragged and thick with pleasure as the most mind-blowing climax of his life surged through him, his cock twitching violently as she expertly milked every last drop from him. Her lips remained sealed tight around his throbbing length, refusing to let even a single drop escape, her mouth a warm, wet vice around his pulsing shaft. His knees nearly buckled beneath him, the sheer force of his release threatening to send him crashing to the floor—it was that intense, that overwhelming.

As the tidal wave of his orgasm finally began to ebb, the frantic throbbing of his cock slowing to a gentle pulse, she took him even deeper, her throat swallowing around him as she sucked with deliberate, greedy pressure. Then, with agonizing slowness, she dragged her lips up his slick length, her tongue swirling against him, coaxing out every last remnant of his release. When only the swollen head remained between her lips, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, stroking firmly to wring out the final drops, letting them pool on her waiting tongue before sealing her mouth over him once more.

With a final, teasing flick of her tongue against his sensitive tip, she released him, pressing two soft, lingering kisses to the flushed crown before finally letting him slip free. Sitting back on her heels, she tilted her head up, parting her lips to reveal the proof—not a single drop wasted, every last bit of him swallowed down.

"Holy fucking hell," Josh panted, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath. "That was... unreal."

Her lips curved into a knowing smirk as she lifted a hand for him to help her up. Once on her feet, she smoothed down the fabric of her dress, adjusting the wig that had shifted slightly during their heated encounter. Then, without warning, she reached up, pulling his face down to hers, her lips meeting his in a slow, tender kiss. Just as he started to respond, she broke away, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, "Best party favor ever."

With a playful wink and a final peck on his cheek, she was gone—slipping out the door before he could even process what had just happened.

"Wait—shit!" Josh fumbled with his pants, his fingers clumsy as he yanked them up and struggled with the fastenings. By the time he managed to stumble out into the living room, she had vanished without a trace. He searched the entire house, his pulse still racing, but she was nowhere to be found.

Just like that, she was gone.

No name. No face—thanks to the mask, the wig, the costume.

And yet, he knew one thing for certain: he'd just had the most incredible, earth-shattering blowjob of his life... and he had no idea who the hell she even was.

"Fuck me," Josh muttered under his breath, raking his fingers through his tousled hair before roughly shoving his hat back into place. With a resigned sigh, he turned on his heel and melted back into the thrum of the party—what other choice did he really have?

The morning light streamed through the kitchen windows as Josh shuffled in, still half-asleep. His bare feet padded against the cool tile, and he blinked in surprise to find Mary—his mom’s closest friend—perched at the table, cradling a steaming mug of coffee between her slender fingers. Her lips curved into a warm smile the moment he stepped into the room.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," she cooed, her voice dripping with affectionate amusement.

Josh managed a groggy grin. "Morning, Aunt Mary," he mumbled, making a beeline for the fridge. He grabbed the carton of orange juice, the condensation cool against his fingertips, then snagged a glass from the cabinet. The liquid splashed into the glass as he poured. "So," he ventured, sliding into the chair across from her, "how was your party?"

Mary sighed, setting her mug down with deliberate care. "It was... fine," she admitted, her manicured nails tapping lightly against the ceramic. "Though it definitely could’ve been better."

Josh arched a brow, taking a slow sip of juice. "What happened?"

She exhaled sharply, folding her arms over her chest. The movement made the silk of her robe whisper against her skin. "Kevin was supposed to meet me there," she began, her tone edged with something bitter. "I had his costume ready and everything. But of course, work kept him late—again." Her fingers tightened around her elbows. "Halfway through, he calls to say he’s not coming. Not exactly a shock, considering how often he’s been pulling this shit lately."

Josh winced sympathetically, watching as she forced a smile back onto her lips.

"But," she continued, her eyes glinting with mischief, "I knew where the real fun was happening. So I ditched that sad little gathering and went somewhere far more exciting." She took another sip of coffee, her grin widening.

Josh chuckled. "That’s awesome, Aunt Mary. Where’d you end up?"

She tilted her head, her gaze locking onto his with deliberate playfulness. "Right here, sweetheart. Your party."

His glass froze halfway to his lips. "Wait—what? But I didn’t see you."

"Oh, you saw me," she purred, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Trust me, you definitely saw me." She leaned forward slightly, her smile turning downright sinful. "And let me tell you, Josh... you throw one hell of a party."

With a playful flick of her lashes, she winked at him, and Josh’s jaw practically hit the floor. His eyes widened in stunned disbelief as the truth slammed into him with the force of a freight train.

Mary. His mother’s best friend. The woman who had just given him the most mind-blowing, toe-curling, unforgettable blowjob of his entire life.

She chuckled at his shell-shocked expression, setting her coffee cup down with deliberate slowness before leaning back in her chair, arms crossing beneath her ample chest.

“What’s the matter, sweetheart?” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “Didn’t think this ‘old lady’ had skills like that?” Her lips curved into a wicked smirk. “Bet you didn’t realize just how good I could be, did you?”

Josh could only manage a dumbfounded shake of his head, his brain still struggling to catch up with reality. Words? Impossible.

“Back in college,” she continued, her tone laced with pride, “they called me the Cocksucking Queen.” She arched a brow, watching the way his pupils dilated at the confession. “That’s actually how Kevin and I got together, you know. Met him at a party, both of us a little tipsy. He heard the rumors, asked if they were true… and I showed him.” A slow, satisfied smile curled her lips. “And he’s been mine ever since.”

Then she leaned forward, elbows resting on the table, fingers interlacing as she fixed him with a gaze so heated it sent a shiver down his spine. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, thick with promise.

“But, Josh…” She licked her lips, her eyes darkening. “Sucking cock isn’t the only thing I excel at.” The way she said it—low, deliberate—made his pulse kick up. “If you’re curious to find out what else I can do… all you have to do is knock on my door.”

With that, she rose gracefully, scooping up her coffee cup and sauntering to the sink. Josh finally found his voice, though it came out hoarse.

“But—what about—”

She didn’t even let him finish.

“Kevin?” She turned, leaning back against the counter with effortless confidence. “Oh, honey, don’t waste a single thought on him.” A dismissive wave of her hand. “He’s out golfing with his buddies, and you know how that goes—straight to the clubhouse afterward for drinks. He won’t be home for hours.” The implication hung in the air, heavy and intoxicating.

Then, with one last smoldering look, she turned and walked away, hips swaying with every step as she disappeared down the hall.

Josh sat there, heart pounding, blood roaring in his ears.

It took him all of thirty seconds to make up his mind.

He drained the last of his juice in one gulp, tossed the glass into the sink beside hers, and strode down the hallway—straight to her door.

His knuckles rapped against the wood before he could second-guess himself.


Freshman's Big Secret

Colleen’s fingers trembled slightly as she snatched up her phone, her thumb swiping across the screen with impatient urgency. The glow of the display illuminated her sharp green eyes as she pulled up Ian’s contact—her best friend’s son, the one who had somehow ended up in her lecture hall, blurring lines she had never intended to cross. Her pulse quickened as she typed, her message short but loaded with unspoken tension. I need to see you. NOW. She hesitated only a second before adding, Is your roommate there?

His reply came almost instantly, the vibration of her phone sending a jolt through her. No, he’s gone for the day. What’s going on? She exhaled sharply, her mind racing. I’ll explain when I get there. Be there in five. She didn’t wait for another response. Snatching her purse from the desk, she stormed out of her dorm, the door clicking shut behind her with finality. The quad stretched before her, the crisp air doing nothing to cool the heat simmering beneath her skin. Her heels struck the pavement with purpose, her strides long and quick, fueled by the restless energy coiling inside her.

Anyone watching would have seen the warning signs—the set of her jaw, the fire in her emerald gaze, the way her auburn hair swung like a banner of defiance with every step. Professor Colleen O’Connor was not a woman to be trifled with, not when that stormy temper of hers was brewing. She had a reputation, after all—beloved by students for her sharp wit and infectious passion in the classroom, but feared when provoked. And right now, she was very provoked.

Her body was a contradiction—slim yet curved, delicate yet commanding. The freckles dusting her nose and cheeks gave her a youthful charm, but her eyes held a knowing intensity that could unravel a man with a single glance. She might not have been blessed with ample cleavage, but what she lacked there, she more than made up for elsewhere. Her ass was legendary—tight, round, impossible to ignore. A fact she was well aware of, and one she wielded with quiet confidence.

At forty-five, Colleen lived fiercely—whether grading papers or tangled in the sheets, she gave herself over completely. Passion was her compass, and right now, it was steering her straight toward trouble. She hated losing control, hated the way anger could claw its way to the surface, but today, the battle was already half-lost.

Ian had been the complication she hadn’t seen coming. Two years after high school, he’d finally enrolled—here, of all places. She’d hoped—prayed—he’d choose anywhere else. But fate had a cruel sense of humor. The first semester had been uneventful, a fragile peace she’d clung to. But peace, she knew, was always temporary. And hers was about to shatter.

But that fragile peace had shattered now, hadn’t it? The more Colleen replayed Nancy’s words in her mind, the hotter the fury burned inside her, a wildfire threatening to consume every shred of her self-control. As she reached Ian’s dorm, she forced herself to pause, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts. She squeezed her eyes shut, willing herself to stay composed—to not storm in there and tear into him the second he opened that damn door. A few deep breaths later, she steadied herself, then marched the final distance to his room, her heels clicking with deliberate precision. She raised her hand to knock—gentle, controlled, when what she really wanted was to slam her fist against the wood until it splintered. The door swung open almost instantly, as if he’d been waiting for her.

“Hey, Colleen,” Ian greeted her, that infuriatingly easy grin of his lighting up his face. “You made good time.” God, he was infuriatingly handsome—sun-kissed brown hair, the kind of sculpted jawline that belonged on a damn magazine cover, and the broad-shouldered build of a guy who spent too much time on the football field. He was everything she wasn’t—calm, unshakable, always so damn chill. It was a trait she secretly envied, though she’d sooner die than admit it. “Come on in,” he said, stepping aside to let her pass. She swept past him without a word, her silence a storm warning. Ian, of course, picked up on it immediately—he always did—but his easygoing expression didn’t waver.

“Want a beer?” he asked, already moving toward the mini-fridge, popping it open with one hand.

“No, I don’t want a beer,” she snapped, the words sharper than she’d intended. She exhaled through her nose, forcing herself to rein it in. Ian just shrugged, grabbing one for himself before sinking into the chair by his desk. The crack of the can opening was loud in the tense silence.

“So,” he said, taking a slow sip, his eyes never leaving hers. “You gonna tell me what’s got you all worked up?”

She inhaled deeply, fingers curling into her palms. When she spoke, her voice was measured, deliberate. “Ian, do you have any idea what kind of reputation I have at this school?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “I’ve worked hard for it. I’ve earned respect. And I will not let anything—or anyone—jeopardize that.”

“Yeah, I know,” he said, unfazed. “And you should be proud, Col.” That damn nickname—the one he’d called her since he was a kid, the one that always made something in her chest tighten.

She gritted her teeth. “Do you have any idea what kind of reputation you have?” she demanded, her control fraying at the edges. “And do you have the slightest clue how much damage your little… escapades are doing to mine?”

The moment the words left her lips, she saw it—the flicker of understanding in his eyes. The way his relaxed posture stiffened just a fraction. Oh, he knew exactly what this was about now. And he knew—just as well as she did—that he was in deep, deep trouble.

"Why don't you take a seat on the bed before you give yourself an aneurysm?" he suggested, nodding toward the mattress behind her with that infuriatingly casual ease of his. She hesitated for a heartbeat, her jaw tight, before finally relenting and sinking onto the edge of the bed, her purse dropping beside her with a soft thud.

"Now answer me, Ian," she demanded, her voice low and controlled, but laced with steel. He took another lazy sip of his beer, the condensation dripping over his fingers, before finally meeting her gaze.

"Well, I can take a wild guess about what kind of reputation I’ve got," he admitted, shrugging as if it were the most trivial thing in the world. "But honestly? I haven’t been keeping score. I came here for two things—to get my degree and to enjoy myself while doing it. And so far, I’d say I’m nailing both. My GPA’s sitting at a solid 3.2, so I’m not exactly slacking in the academic department. And as for the other part..." His lips quirked into that cocky half-smile she wanted to smack right off his face. "I like to think I’m excelling there too."

Her fingers dug into the duvet beneath her. "And you don’t give a damn what kind of reputation you’re building while you’re out there enjoying yourself? Or how it’s affecting mine?"

"Nope," he said, popping the p with infuriating nonchalance. "And honestly, Colleen, I don’t see how my reputation has anything to do with yours."

She inhaled sharply, her chest rising with the effort to keep her temper in check. "Nancy came to me today," she began, her voice dangerously calm. "She told me all about the campus’s newest legend—some freshman they’ve nicknamed ‘Studly Widecock.’"

Ian’s lips twitched, and she saw the amusement flicker in his eyes before he schooled his expression.

"She said this stud," Colleen continued, her emerald eyes flashing, "has already worked his way through half the women on campus in just one semester. Apparently, he’s got a reputation for fucking anything that moves—and he’s been doing it religiously since day one." She crossed her arms tightly over her chest, one knee draping over the other as her foot bounced impatiently. "Care to take a guess who this legend might be?"

Oh, she’s absolutely livid, Ian thought, biting back a grin. He was in deep shit, and he knew it.

"Yeah," he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. "I’ve got a pretty good idea."

"You should," she snapped, her control finally snapping. "Because it’s you, you absolute asshole!" The words exploded out of her before she could stop them, her cheeks flushing with fury.

"Colleen," Ian said, his voice edged with a quiet frustration that simmered beneath the surface, "if all you're here to do is scream at me and hurl insults, then we're done. You can turn around and march that perfect little ass of yours right back to your room." He exhaled sharply, his patience wearing thin. "I'm not some kid you can scold anymore—just because you're friends with my mom doesn't mean you get to talk to me like I'm some misbehaving brat." His gaze locked onto hers, unyielding. "So here's the deal—either we have an actual conversation like two adults, or you can keep shouting and consider this argument yours. Your call."

For a moment, she bristled, her fingers tightening against the duvet, but then—reluctantly—she had to admit he had a point. Closing her eyes, she drew in a slow breath, willing the anger to settle before she spoke again.

"Ian, I'm sorry," she murmured, her voice softer now as she unfolded her arms and let her hands rest against her thighs, fingers pressing into the fabric of her skirt. "This whole thing... it's just gotten under my skin."

His expression shifted, the irritation giving way to something more sincere. "I get that," he admitted, his tone gentler now. "And I am sorry if I've caused you any trouble—truly. But I still don't see how my reputation has anything to do with yours. You're gonna have to spell it out for me."

She let out a sharp, humorless laugh. "It's not complicated, Ian. You're my best friend's son. Everyone here knows that. And because of that, people assume we're cut from the same cloth." Her voice wavered slightly, frustration creeping back in. "So now, thanks to you, half the campus thinks I'm some insatiable slut who'll spread her legs for anything with a pulse!" Her hands clenched into fists against her thighs. "I've spent years being careful, making sure no one could ever say that about me—and now, in one semester, you've undone all of it."

Understanding dawned in his eyes, and suddenly, the weight of her anger made sense. Setting his beer down, he pushed off the desk and crossed the room, lowering himself onto his haunches in front of her. His hands enveloped hers, warm and steady.

"Colleen," he murmured, his voice rough with sincerity, "I'm sorry. I never wanted any of this to touch you." His thumbs traced slow circles over her knuckles. "If I could fix it, I would. But the truth is... it's not even my fault."

She blinked, confusion flickering across her face. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, I'm not the one chasing after them," he said, holding her gaze. "They're coming to me."

Her lips parted in disbelief. "What?"

"They're coming to me," Ian repeated, his fingers still laced with hers, warm and steady. His voice was low, almost conspiratorial, as if sharing a secret. "Last fall, when I first got here, I dated one girl. Just one. And let's just say... things between us were... intense." He smirked, the memory playing behind his eyes. "She must have been more than satisfied, because next thing I knew, her roommate was sliding into my DMs. Then her friend. Then her friend’s friend." He shrugged, the motion casual, but there was no hiding the smugness in his tone. "It kind of spiraled from there. So, Col, honestly? It’s not me. It’s them."

Her fingers twitched, then yanked free from his grasp. "You expect me to believe that every woman on this campus is lining up to get railed by you?" she snapped, her voice sharp with disbelief. "Is that seriously your defense?"

"Dead serious," he said, still crouched in front of her, his hands now resting on his thighs. He lifted one hand, dragging a slow X over his heart. "Cross my heart and hope to die."

Colleen scoffed, rolling her eyes. "Bullshit!" The word burst from her lips like a gunshot. "What the hell is so special about you, huh? Are you some kind of sex god? Do you have some magic dick that makes women lose their damn minds?" Her cheeks flushed, her pulse hammering under her skin as she glared at him.

A slow, knowing grin curled at the corner of his mouth. "Well... let’s just say the nickname isn’t exactly an exaggeration."

Her breath hitched. "Meaning what?"

"Meaning," he said, voice dropping to a husky murmur, "it’s pretty damn accurate."

The implication hung between them, thick and heavy. It took a second for the meaning to fully register, but when it did, her eyes flew wide. Her gaze flicked downward, then back up, her lips parting in stunned silence.

"You mean...?" she whispered, gesturing vaguely toward his lap.

"Exactly," he confirmed, nodding once, that infuriating smirk still in place.

"No fucking way," she breathed, her eyes darting down again before snapping back to his face. "There’s no way you’re packing enough to make women lose their shit over you. No way."

His grin widened. "Actually, yeah. I am."

"Bull. Shit." She folded her arms, her foot tapping impatiently. "Prove it."

Ian blinked. "What?"

"You heard me. Prove it. Show me this legendary dick of yours," she demanded, her chin lifting in challenge.

"Show you my dick," he repeated slowly, as if testing the words. "You’re serious?"

"Dead serious," she shot back, leaning in. "If you’re not full of shit, then whip it out. Let’s see what all the fuss is about. And don’t act like it’s some big deal—I’ve seen a dick before, Ian."

For a long moment, he just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Then, with a sigh, he pushed to his feet, towering over her. "Alright. If you insist."

Her breath caught as his fingers moved to the button of his jeans, popping it open with deliberate slowness. The zipper hissed as he dragged it down, and then—with one smooth motion—he shoved the denim past his hips, letting them pool at his knees.

No boxers.

And there it was.

Colleen’s mouth fell open. Her pulse roared in her ears.

Because holy. Fucking. Hell.

He wasn’t lying.

Her breath hitched in her throat as her gaze locked onto the sheer enormity of him—thick, heavy, and undeniably real. Even in its relaxed state, Ian’s cock dwarfed anything she’d ever encountered before, and she wasn’t exactly inexperienced. The length alone was impressive, but the girth? That was something else entirely. Most men she’d been with didn’t measure up even when fully hard, and here he was, soft and still dominating the space between them. Smooth, bare skin stretched taut over every inch, not a single hair to obscure the view, leaving nothing to the imagination.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, fingers flying to her lips as if to stifle the shock. “This—this can’t be real. There’s no way. Is that… is that actually you?” Her eyes darted between his face and the thick, heavy weight hanging so close she could practically feel the heat radiating off it.

Ian’s smirk deepened, his voice dripping with amusement. “What do you think?”

She swallowed hard, still staring. “I think it’s fake. It has to be. Right?”

His chuckle was low, dark. “Why don’t you find out for yourself?”

Hesitation flickered through her, but curiosity won out. Slowly, she reached out, her fingers trembling slightly as they brushed against warm, velvety skin. The moment her hand closed around him, her breath caught all over again. The weight was staggering, the sheer thickness making her fingers strain just to hold him. She couldn’t even fully wrap her hand around him—how was that possible?

“Oh my God,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “It’s real.”

And then it moved.

A pulse of heat surged beneath her palm, the thick shaft swelling, expanding, filling out even more impossibly in her grasp. Her eyes widened as she felt him hardening, growing heavier, longer, thicker with every heartbeat.

“It’s—it’s getting bigger!” she blurted, her grip tightening instinctively as she looked up at him, bewildered. “And harder. Like… way harder.”

Ian’s grin was downright sinful. “Told you,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Happens every time a woman gets her hands on me like that.”

She couldn’t tear her eyes away now, watching in stunned fascination as his cock transformed in her grasp, surging to full, throbbing hardness faster than she’d ever seen. By the time he was fully erect, her fingers barely made a dent in his girth, her hand dwarfed by the sheer size of him.

Slowly, almost without thinking, she began to stroke him, her palm gliding up and down the thick, veined length. The heat, the weight, the way he pulsed against her touch—it was overwhelming.

“Jesus,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “You weren’t kidding.”

His low laugh sent a shiver down her spine. “Never do.”

Her breath caught in her throat as she gazed up at him, her fingers still wrapped around his thick, throbbing length. "Just how... how big does it get?" she murmured, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and hunger. Her eyes flickered down again, unable to resist the magnetic pull of his cock, and she couldn’t help but notice how his balls hung heavy beneath, fuller than any she’d ever seen. A wicked thought crossed her mind—did that mean he’d spill more when he finally came? The idea alone sent a rush of heat between her thighs.

"Just over seven inches long," he replied, his voice rough with amusement, "and about eight inches around."

Colleen’s mouth fell open in shock, her fingers tightening reflexively around him. "You’re joking!" she gasped, her pulse racing. "That’s—that’s insane! That’s more than double the girth of a normal cock!" Her mind reeled at the sheer impossibility of it. Without thinking, she pressed her slender wrist against his shaft, comparing the two. "Fuck, it’s nearly as thick as my wrist!" she breathed, her voice laced with disbelief. Her hand kept moving, stroking him slowly, almost absentmindedly, and she could feel his cock twitch in response. "How do you even know that? Did you, like, measure it yourself or something?"

A smirk tugged at his lips. "One of my dates did," he admitted, his tone dripping with dark amusement. "She asked the same thing, and when I told her I didn’t know, she went straight to her dresser, pulled out a tape measure, and took the damn measurements herself."

Colleen exhaled shakily, her fingers still working his length, her grip slick with the heat of him. "Oh my God," she whispered, her voice thick with awe. "This thing is fucking unreal." She couldn’t tear her eyes away, mesmerized by the sheer size, the way his cock pulsed in her hand, thick and heavy and demanding. "Now I get it," she murmured, her lips parting slightly. "Now I understand why all those girls kept coming back for you."

Ian’s gaze darkened as he watched her, his mother’s best friend, her fingers wrapped around him, her eyes glazed with need. "Guess so," he rumbled, his voice low and rough.

But Colleen wasn’t just looking anymore. The longer she touched him, the more her body responded—her pussy clenching, her breath coming faster, her skin flushing with heat. A hunger she hadn’t expected surged through her, sharp and undeniable. Before she could second-guess herself, she made her decision.

"I want it in my mouth," she declared, her voice husky with desire.

And then she was leaning forward, her tongue darting out to trace the thick vein running along the underside of his shaft, from the heavy swell of his balls all the way to the swollen, leaking tip. The taste of him—musky, salty, utterly male—sent a shudder through her. Without hesitation, she opened her mouth as wide as she could and took the head of his cock between her lips, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge.

But he was too big. Even straining, she could barely fit more than a couple of inches inside, her lips stretched tight around his girth. A moan escaped her as she sucked greedily, her free hand pumping the base of his shaft, her pussy throbbing in time with each stroke. The first drop of his precum hit her tongue, salty and thick, and she swallowed it down with a whimper, her body trembling with want.

She was drowning in him, lost in the sheer, overwhelming size of him, and she never wanted to come up for air.

Ian’s breath hitched as he gazed down at the stunning older woman between his legs, her lips stretched obscenely around his thick length. He couldn’t help but marvel at how much of him she’d managed to take—most women struggled just to fit the swollen head past their lips, but here she was, swallowing down not just the tip but a solid couple of inches of his shaft as well. A deep, guttural moan rumbled from his chest when her fingers found his heavy balls, kneading them with expert pressure, her mouth working in slow, deliberate strokes along the sensitive ridge of his cock.

"Fuck, Colleen," he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure, even as a flicker of hesitation crept in. "Not that I’m complaining, but—you’re my mom’s best friend. Should we really be doing this?"

She pulled off just long enough to smirk up at him, her hand still pumping his slick length. "Your secret’s safe with me," she purred, her gaze dropping back to the thick, glistening cock in her grip. A bead of precum welled at the tip, and she couldn’t resist leaning in to lap it up with a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue. The taste of him—salty, musky, intoxicating—made her shiver, and Ian’s hips jerked in response.

"Yeah, well," he muttered, his voice rough with arousal, "it’s not exactly like I can control how much I’m enjoying this."

Colleen chuckled darkly, her fingers tightening around his shaft. "Good," she murmured before diving back down, sealing her lips around the swollen head and sucking hard. A fresh flood of precum spilled onto her tongue, and she moaned around him, her own arousal spiking as she felt her panties grow damp. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers, tugging just enough to draw another shudder from him.

Her jaw ached from the strain, her lips stretched impossibly wide, saliva slicking his length as she worked him with relentless hunger. Ian finally surrendered, his head tipping back, his fingers tangling in her hair as he let himself drown in the sensation.

Christ, she’s incredible, he thought, his mind hazy with pleasure. If she sucks like this, I can only imagine how she fucks.

Meanwhile, Colleen’s thoughts spiraled just as wildly, her pussy clenching at the sheer size of him. God, this cock is massive, she mused between greedy swallows. I need to know what it feels like buried inside me.

The mere idea of that young, hard cock plunging deep inside her sent a delicious shiver through her body, her skin tingling with anticipation. Unable to resist, she let her fingers trail away from his heavy sac, slipping beneath the waistband of her jeans to find the swollen, needy bud of her clit. As she worked her lips along his length, her fingers circled the sensitive nub, pressing and stroking in time with the rhythm of her mouth. Ian’s breath caught when he glanced down, his cock twitching at the sight of her pleasuring herself while she sucked him off.

Colleen’s moans vibrated around his shaft as her fingers moved faster, her hips rocking slightly against her own touch. The pleasure built so quickly, so intensely, that her climax crashed over her before she could even brace for it. Her thighs clenched, her back arched, and her mouth tightened around him as she muffled her cries against his flesh—"MMMMPH! MMMMPH! MMMMMMMMPH!"—her entire body trembling under the force of her release. The orgasm tore through her, hot and relentless, leaving her gasping and shuddering, her lips finally parting from his slick cock as she collapsed back onto the bed.

Her chest heaved as she struggled to catch her breath, her elbows propping her up while her mouth hung open, panting. The air was thick with the scent of her arousal, and Ian could see the dampness spreading between her thighs, her jeans clinging to her skin. His cock stood rigid before her, glistening with her saliva, a bead of precum trembling at the tip. His gaze flickered between her flushed face and the hard peaks of her nipples pressing against her shirt, the fabric doing little to hide her excitement.

For a long, charged moment, they simply stared at each other—his expression a mix of shock and raw hunger, hers burning with unspoken need. Then, before he could gather his thoughts, she broke the silence, her voice husky with desire.

"I want you to fuck me, Ian!"

His pulse stuttered. "What? Wait—what?" He couldn’t believe what he was hearing—not just the words, but the fact that they mirrored his own desperate thoughts.

She didn’t give him time to process it. In one fluid motion, she pushed herself up from the bed, fingers working quickly at the button of her jeans. Shoes were kicked aside, denim shoved down her thighs, and then she was bending over, peeling the soaked fabric away from her skin. Stepping free of the tangled mess, she turned back to the bed, perching on the edge before reclining again. Her legs lifted, knees bending, thighs parting—an open invitation, her glistening pussy on full display.

Her breathing was still uneven, but no longer from exhaustion—now it was pure, unbridled lust.

"I need that thick cock of yours inside me," she demanded, her voice low and urgent. "And I need it now."

Ian’s breath hitched as he took in the sight of Colleen sprawled wantonly across the bed, her body open and inviting. His cock throbbed at the realization that this was really happening—that the woman he’d fantasized about for years, his mother’s best friend, was lying there, bare and slick, begging for him. He’d always admired her from afar, stealing glances at the curve of her hips, the way her blouses clung to her full breasts, but now? Now he had a front-row seat to every inch of her—the smooth, shaven skin of her pussy, the tantalizing strip of fiery red hair above it, her glistening folds already swollen with need.

His pulse pounded in his ears as he hesitated, his voice rough with restraint. "Colleen... are you absolutely sure about this?" He swallowed hard, his grip tightening around the base of his cock. "Once we cross this line, there’s no undoing it."

Her answer came in the form of a breathless moan, her fingers curling around the backs of her knees, pulling them higher, spreading herself even wider for him. The flush on her chest deepened, her nipples pebbled beneath the thin fabric of her shirt, and her eyes—dark with hunger—locked onto his. "God, Ian, yes," she panted, her voice thick with lust. "We can worry about the rest later. Right now, I just need you inside me. Fuck me. Please."

That was all the encouragement he needed.

With a swift kick, his boat shoes went flying, followed by the rough shove of his jeans down his legs. He stepped free of them, his bare feet pressing into the carpet as he closed the distance between them. The air was thick with the scent of her arousal, intoxicating and primal, and his mouth watered at the sight of her glistening pussy—her outer lips plump and slick, her inner folds already glazed with her own wetness.

He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock heavy in his palm as he guided the swollen head along her slit, teasing her entrance with slow, deliberate strokes. Her body responded instantly, her hips lifting slightly to meet him, her breath hitching as he coated himself in her slickness.

"Enough teasing," she groaned, her fingers digging into the sheets. "Just—fuck me already. But go slow, okay?"

A smirk tugged at his lips. He knew exactly how to handle this. Gripping himself firmly, he lined up, the broad tip of his cock pressing against her tight entrance. Her breath caught, her lashes fluttering as she watched him, her lips parting in anticipation.

"Ready?" he murmured, his voice rough with need.

She nodded frantically, her body trembling beneath him.

"Good," he breathed.

Then, with a slow, controlled push, he began to sink into her. Inch by inch, her body yielded to him, her tight walls stretching to accommodate his girth. Colleen’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her teeth sinking into her lower lip as she watched him fill her, her fingers twisting into the sheets. The heat of her was overwhelming, her pussy clenching around him in slow, rhythmic pulses, as if her body was already memorizing the shape of him.

And God, it felt incredible.

"Ohhhh God... fuck!" Colleen's breath hitched in her throat as the thick, swollen crown of Ian's cock breached her entrance, stretching her deliciously wide. Her fingers trembled where she gripped herself, spreading her slick folds apart to welcome him in, her body shuddering as he sank deeper, the broad ridge of his cockhead pressing insistently against her tight walls. A sharp gasp escaped her lips when he finally seated himself fully inside, the sensation so overwhelming that he stilled, giving her a moment to adjust to his size.

Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her dark eyes locking onto his with desperate need. "Don't stop," she panted, her voice ragged with lust, her fingers still holding herself open for him. "More—give me more, Ian! Nnngh—fuck!" Her plea dissolved into another deep moan as he obeyed, pushing forward again, his thick shaft gliding deeper into her soaked, clenching heat. Every inch of her stretched exquisitely around him, her body yielding yet resisting in the most intoxicating way.

Ian moved with deliberate slowness, rocking into her in shallow, measured thrusts, each one sinking a little further inside. She was so fucking wet—hotter and slicker than any woman he'd ever had—and the way her tight walls fluttered around him was almost unbearable. Still, he had to be careful, easing into her with controlled patience, letting her body adjust to his girth. His hands slid up her thighs, gripping her knees firmly as he pressed them higher, tilting her hips up to take him even deeper.

Colleen's fingers twisted into the sheets, her knuckles white as she clung to the fabric, her breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps. Her teeth dug into her lower lip as she fought to keep her eyes open, watching through hooded lashes as he filled her inch by torturous inch.

"Hhhnnnn—oh fuck, oh fuck!" she keened, her back arching as he worked himself deeper, her body trembling beneath him. Her arousal dripped freely now, coating his cock in her slickness, making each thrust smoother, easier. Ian couldn't tear his gaze away—the sight of his glistening shaft disappearing into her tight, flushed pussy was almost too much to bear.

Colleen's head tossed back, her chest heaving as she finally found her voice again between ragged breaths. "Jesus Christ—that thing is—nngh—fucking massive!" she choked out, her words punctuated by his relentless, slow thrusts. Her thighs quivered around him, her nails clawing at the sheets as he pushed even deeper, determined to bury himself completely inside her. And from the way her body was responding—her wet heat clenching around him, her moans growing louder—it was clear she could take every last inch.

Holy fuck, she’s so tight—how is she even taking me like this? Ian’s thoughts were a haze of lust and disbelief as he rocked into her, each deliberate thrust sinking deeper than the last. The slick, clenching heat of her pussy was unlike anything he’d ever felt, and the forbidden thrill of fucking his mother’s best friend only made the sensation more intoxicating. His cock throbbed as he pushed forward, the swollen head nudging against the deepest part of her, and a sharp, ragged groan tore from his throat when he realized—no one’s ever taken me this deep before.

Colleen’s gasp was sharp, her body jerking beneath him as he bottomed out inside her. Her dark eyes flew open, wide with shock and pleasure, her lips parting in a breathless moan. “Oh my—fuck—is that… are you all the way inside me?” she panted, her voice trembling with disbelief. Every inch of her was stretched around him, her pussy gripping his cock in a way that felt almost too good to be real. She had never been filled like this before, never been stretched so deliciously, and the sheer size of her best friend’s son was making her dizzy with pleasure.

“Every last inch, Col,” Ian murmured, his voice rough with arousal as he grinned down at her. He started moving then, his hips rolling in slow, deliberate strokes, pulling back until only the thick crown of his cock remained nestled inside her before driving forward again, burying himself to the hilt. The friction was maddening—her tight walls fluttered around him, slick and hot, her body welcoming him with every thrust. Colleen arched beneath him, her head falling back as a low, wanton moan spilled from her lips. Her fingers dug into his hips, urging him deeper, faster, her nails biting into his skin as she pulled him against her.

The sensation of his thick, throbbing cock moving inside her was overwhelming—each deep stroke sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her, the underside of his shaft rubbing deliciously against her clit with every thrust. She could feel herself clenching around him, her body tightening in anticipation, her arousal dripping freely between them. Desperate for more, she propped herself up slightly, her abs flexing as she yanked him closer, her burning gaze locked onto his.

Ian groaned at the sight of her—her lips parted, her chest heaving, her eyes dark with need. His hands slid up her body, fingers skimming over the fabric of her shirt before he palmed her breasts, squeezing the firm mounds through the material. Colleen didn’t hesitate—she tugged her shirt and bra up in one swift motion, baring her perfect tits to him, her pale pink nipples already hard and begging for his touch.

The moment his hands closed over her bare skin, she gasped, her back arching as pleasure rippled through her. His thumbs brushed over her stiff peaks, teasing them before kneading the soft flesh, and Colleen’s moan was pure, unfiltered bliss. Her head fell back, her eyes fluttering shut as sensation overwhelmed her—his cock filling her, his hands on her breasts, his body moving against hers in a rhythm that was driving her wild.

“Fuck, Ian—yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure as he continued to thrust, his grip on her tits tightening just enough to make her whimper. Every movement sent waves of ecstasy crashing through her, and she knew—she was already close, teetering on the edge, her body tightening around him in anticipation of the release she so desperately needed.

Ian braced himself above her, his powerful arms caging her in as he lowered his mouth to her breast, capturing one taut nipple between his lips. Colleen’s breath hitched sharply as he sucked hard, drawing the sensitive bud deep into the heat of his mouth before grazing it teasingly with his teeth, then soothing it with a slow, swirling lick. The sudden pleasure sent a shockwave through her, her pussy tightening around his cock in response, and he couldn’t resist giving her other nipple the same torturous attention. A deep, throaty moan escaped her as she tangled her fingers in his hair, pressing his face harder against her, silently demanding more.

After a few moments of relentless teasing, he finally lifted his head, his dark gaze locking onto hers. Colleen’s green eyes were heavy-lidded with need, her lips parted in anticipation, her breath coming in shallow pants. He never once slowed the rhythm of his hips, keeping her filled with every deep, deliberate stroke as they stared at each other, the tension between them crackling like electricity. Then, with a desperate whimper, she looped her arms around his neck and dragged him down, crashing her mouth against his in a searing kiss. Her tongue swept into his, tangling with his in a hungry, possessive dance, and Ian groaned into her mouth as he lowered himself fully onto her, his arms sliding beneath her shoulders to pull her flush against him.

Colleen responded by hooking her legs around his waist, her ankles locking behind his back, her heels digging into the firm curve of his ass, urging him to move harder, faster. He obeyed without hesitation, his thrusts growing more urgent, each one driving his cock impossibly deeper, until she could feel the heavy weight of his balls brushing against her with every powerful stroke. The sensation made her gasp against his lips, her body trembling beneath him.

His hands slid lower, gripping the lush curves of her ass possessively, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he fucked her with relentless intensity. Colleen tore her mouth from his with a ragged cry, her back arching as he hit that sweet, sensitive spot deep inside her. She clung to him, her arms tightening around his neck, her thighs squeezing his hips as if she never wanted to let go. Her eyes fluttered shut, her teeth sinking into her bottom lip as pleasure overwhelmed her, surrendering completely to the way he filled her, stretched her, owned her. She had doubted she could take all of him—but now, she was drowning in it, lost in the sheer, mind-numbing ecstasy of being fucked so thoroughly.

And Ian was just as lost in her. The way her pussy clenched around him, hot and slick and so fucking tight, had him completely at her mercy. Her legs locked around him like a vise, trapping him in the intoxicating rhythm of their bodies moving together. He could feel the pressure building, his cock throbbing inside her, knowing it wouldn’t be long before he spilled deep inside her. His thrusts grew harder, faster, his hips pistoning against hers with raw, unrestrained need, until the force of his movements had her body rocking beneath him, her breathless cries filling the air between them.

Colleen gasped as his movements became more urgent, his powerful hips slamming against hers with increasing force, each deep, relentless thrust sending waves of pleasure spiraling through her. His thick, hard length stretched her deliciously, filling her completely as he pistoned in and out, the delicious friction making her clit throb with the first telltale sparks of her climax. Her breath came in ragged pants, her body trembling beneath him as the sensations intensified, coiling tighter and tighter inside her until she could barely think.

Then, with a low, possessive growl, Ian shifted his angle just slightly—driving deeper, harder—and that was all it took. A sharp cry tore from her lips as her orgasm crashed over her, sudden and overwhelming, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she buried her face against his skin. Her thighs clamped around his waist like a vice, her teeth sinking into the hard muscle of his shoulder as wave after wave of pleasure radiated from her core, flooding her entire body with white-hot ecstasy. She shuddered violently beneath him, her pussy clenching around his cock in rhythmic pulses, her breath stolen by the sheer intensity of her release.

Ian hissed at the sharp sting of her teeth, but the pain only heightened his own arousal, the way she writhed beneath him, the way her tight, wet heat milked him so perfectly—it was too much. His control shattered. His thrusts turned erratic, desperate, his balls drawing up tight as his own climax surged through him. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, his cock swelling as the first hot, thick pulse of cum erupted deep within her.

Colleen whimpered, her body still trembling from her own orgasm, as she felt him spill inside her, his cock pulsing wildly as he filled her to the brim. Each throbbing jet of his release sent another ripple of pleasure through her, her sensitive walls fluttering around him, coaxing every last drop from him. The heat of his cum flooded her, so much that it spilled out, trickling down her thighs in thick, sticky rivulets, but she didn’t care—she loved it. Loved the way he claimed her so completely.

His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass, gripping hard enough to leave marks, his entire body taut with the force of his release. He groaned through clenched teeth, his hips jerking helplessly as he emptied himself inside her, harder than he’d ever come before. And as his climax finally began to ebb, Colleen felt the aftershocks of her own pleasure cresting again, her body responding to his with another shuddering wave of ecstasy.

She clung to him, breathless and spent, her limbs tangled with his, neither of them willing to let go just yet.

At last, the relentless rhythm of his cock inside her began to slow, the deep, pulsing thrusts softening as his climax ebbed away, leaving Colleen trembling in the aftermath of her own pleasure. She had come undone not once, but twice—her body wrung out, her breath ragged and uneven, her muscles still quivering with the aftershocks of ecstasy. With one final, shuddering pulse, Ian spilled the last of his release deep inside her, his hot seed spilling over, thick and abundant, seeping out of her swollen, well-used pussy to soak the sheets beneath them. His fingers, which had been gripping her ass with bruising intensity, finally loosened as he sagged against her, his weight pressing her deliciously into the mattress.

She didn’t let go—not yet. Her legs remained locked around his waist, her arms draped over his broad shoulders, holding him close as they both struggled to catch their breath. The air between them was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and satisfaction. After a long, languid moment, Ian lifted his head just enough to meet her gaze, his dark eyes heavy-lidded with exhaustion and contentment. Then, without a word, he kissed her—slow, deep, and achingly tender, a silent acknowledgment of what they’d just shared.

"Wow," he murmured against her lips when they finally parted, his voice rough with spent desire.

A breathless laugh escaped her. "Wow is right," she agreed, her fingers idly tracing the damp skin at the nape of his neck. "For a second there, I thought you were gonna fuck me straight into the afterlife."

His lips quirked into a smirk. "At least I didn’t take a bite out of you," he teased, rubbing the faint red mark her teeth had left on his shoulder.

Colleen bit her lower lip, her cheeks flushing with playful guilt. "Sorry about that," she giggled. "I get a little… intense sometimes."

"No kidding," he deadpanned, his grin widening before he stole another soft kiss.

She sighed, stretching beneath him, her body deliciously sore. "We should probably clean up," she murmured, reluctantly unwinding her legs from around his hips.

Ian shifted, bracing himself on his hands, his softening cock still nestled inside her. "Yeah, this is gonna be a disaster," he admitted, glancing down between them. "In case you hadn’t noticed, I don’t exactly hold back."

"Oh, I noticed," she quipped, grinning up at him. "But hey, your ruined sheets are your problem, not mine. And guess who gets the wet spot tonight?"

He chuckled, shaking his head. "Fair enough. But trust me, it’s gonna be a mess when I pull out."

Before she could reply, he reached beneath his pillow and produced a thick, folded washcloth, dropping it onto her stomach.

She blinked at it, then arched a brow. "Really?"

"Don’t ask," he muttered, amusement lacing his voice.

Laughing, she pressed the cloth between her thighs just as he withdrew, his cock—still thick, though spent—slipping free with a slick, obscene sound. A single, glistening strand of cum trailed from the tip as he stepped back, landing with a quiet splat on the carpet.

Colleen snorted. "Classy."

Ian just smirked. "You love it."

And damn it, she really did.

"Me first!" Colleen declared with a playful urgency, springing up from the tangled mess of sheets. She snatched her discarded panties and jeans from the floor with one hand while keeping the damp washcloth pressed firmly between her thighs, her body still thrumming with the lingering echoes of pleasure. She darted into the bathroom, the cool tiles beneath her feet a stark contrast to the heat still radiating from her skin. A few minutes later, she emerged looking deceptively composed—jeans snug around her hips, panties back in place—as if the sinful, sweat-drenched moments before had never happened. The washcloth, now thoroughly used, was tossed carelessly into the hamper in the corner, disappearing among the evidence of their shared indiscretion.

Ian followed suit, jeans in hand, his own cleanup just as efficient. When he returned, he looked just as unruffled, as though the raw, desperate way he’d taken her against the mattress had been nothing more than a fleeting fantasy. He slid his boat shoes back on with practiced ease, the casual motion at odds with the intensity of what they’d just done. Colleen watched from the chair at his desk, her legs crossed, her expression unreadable as he stripped the bed with quick, efficient movements. The sheets—damp with sweat, slick with the remnants of their passion—were bundled into a careless heap and tossed into the hamper, out of sight but not out of mind.

Sinking onto the bare mattress, Ian leaned forward, his forearms resting on his knees, his dark eyes locking onto hers. "Now what?" he asked, his voice low, rough around the edges with something that wasn’t quite regret.

Colleen held his gaze, unflinching. "Now nothing," she replied, her tone firm but not unkind. "We go on like we always have. This—" she gestured vaguely between them, "—stays between us. No one else. Not your girlfriend, not your best friend, not even your future wife, whenever that happens. This is ours, Ian. Just ours." Her words were final, leaving no room for negotiation.

He nodded slowly, his fingers flexing against his thighs before he looked up again. "You’re right," he admitted, his voice softer now. "But I don’t regret it. I know I should, but I don’t."

A slow, knowing smile curved her lips. "Neither do I," she confessed, her voice warm with the memory of it. "Not for a single second."

His grin was immediate, boyish and bright. "Good. I’m glad to hear that."

She stood then, crossing the short distance between them with deliberate steps. "At least now I understand why every woman on campus wants to fuck you," she teased, her fingers brushing his shoulder as she stepped into his space.

He rose to meet her, pulling her into a tight embrace before she could say another word. His arms wrapped around her, solid and sure, his breath warm against her hair. "I love you, Colleen," he murmured, the words quiet but unwavering.

Her heart squeezed in her chest as she tilted her head back to meet his eyes. "I love you too," she whispered, pressing a fleeting kiss to his cheek before disentangling herself.

She was at the door before he spoke again, his voice halting her just as her fingers curled around the knob. "Will this happen again?"

Colleen glanced over her shoulder, her lips quirking into a smirk. "Probably," she admitted, the word light, almost careless. Then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her, leaving Ian standing alone in the quiet room, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face.

He had laundry to do.


Nerdy Young Man


Chapter 1

Brian stood in the long, winding queue at the cinema, his fingers tapping impatiently against his thigh as he inched closer to the ticket booth. Finally, it was his turn—only for the attendant to block him with a dismissive wave. 

"Sorry, kid," the man said, his voice dripping with condescension. "This one’s R-rated. You need an adult with you." 

Brian’s jaw tightened. "I am an adult." 

The attendant barely glanced at him. "Yeah, right. Move along." 

"I’m eighteen," Brian snapped, frustration simmering beneath his skin. 

"Prove it." 

With a sharp exhale, Brian dug into his wallet and slapped his ID onto the counter. The man picked it up, scrutinized it, then scoffed. "This looks fake as hell. You don’t look a day over sixteen." 

"It’s real," Brian ground out. 

"Take it up with the box office. They’ll refund you." 

"I don’t want a goddamn refund. I want to see the movie." 

"Not happening, kid." 

Brian’s pulse spiked. "This is bullshit. I could report you for discrimination." 

The attendant smirked. "And when the cops show up, I’ll remind them we can refuse service to anyone. Now get the fuck out before I call them for trespassing." 

A chorus of laughter erupted behind him—sharp, mocking. "Yeah, fuck off, loser!" 

Brian spun around, his stomach dropping as he recognized the faces. Old classmates. The kind who’d made high school hell. His hands clenched into fists, but he forced himself to walk away, seething. This was beyond unfair. Maybe he’d never set foot in this theater again. Or—better yet—maybe one day, when his plans finally paid off, he’d come back and buy the damn place. Until then? Maybe he’d have some fun screwing with their system. 

The city streets swallowed him as he wandered, his fingers absently brushing over the short bristles of his hair. It had been long before—boarding school had let him grow it out, wild and free. But for graduation, they’d forced him to chop it off. Tradition, they’d said. You need to look presentable for your family. 

Except his family hadn’t shown. Not a single one of them. Even the foster kid with no blood relatives had someone cheering for him. But Brian? His family had made it clear—they wanted him gone. Why the hell had his mother even kept him? He gave her some credit for defying his grandparents, who’d pushed for an abortion. At least he was alive. But that one act of defiance didn’t erase years of neglect. 

He got why they felt that way. Didn’t mean he had to accept it.

Brian stepped up to the modest little house that his mother called home, his stomach twisting with reluctant acceptance. For the next ten weeks, this cramped space would be his reluctant sanctuary. If only his scholarship had stretched to cover summer classes—he’d have bolted straight to a college dorm without a second glance. But life wasn’t that kind. At least next summer, with any luck, he wouldn’t have to darken this doorstep again. He already had a part-time gig lined up for his freshman year, a foothold in the world beyond this suffocating place. Work, save, escape—that was the plan. 

The house was tiny, a claustrophobic box that held more shadows than warmth. Some of his old friends had living rooms bigger than this entire place. There was no breathing room, no space to call his own—just a jumble of belongings shoved together, gathering dust because cleaning was a battle his mother had long since surrendered. His childhood had been spent on a thin mattress tucked behind the sofa, but even that was gone now. He’d probably end up on the couch itself, if he could find a way to move the piles of folded laundry stacked like a fortress on top of it. 

Then it hit him—his mother wouldn’t even be here. Maybe he could just take her bed. The thought was absurd, humiliating. Why did life have to be like this? Once he got to college, he was going to find the fastest path to money—whatever major led to the fattest paycheck. He was done being poor. Done with scraping by. They always said education was the way out, and unlike that damn movie ticket, he wasn’t about to let anyone stop him from cashing in. 

He pushed open the door, the familiar creak of the hinges grating on his nerves, and froze. The sound of running water echoed from the bathroom. His jaw tightened. He’d thought the place would be empty—his mother was supposed to be shacked up with her boyfriend in the city. But no. Of course not. 

A few minutes later, she emerged, still dripping, completely unbothered by her nakedness as she padded through the house. She paused in the living room, towel scrubbing at her damp hair, utterly indifferent to his presence. 

Brian wasn’t fazed. He’d seen her like this more times than he could count. Privacy didn’t exist in a house this small. The living room might as well have been part of her bedroom—hell, they should’ve just knocked the damn wall down and saved themselves the pretense. 

"Mom. I’m home," he said flatly. 

She lowered the towel, blinking at him like he was a ghost. "Brian? What are you doing here?" 

"I graduated," he replied, voice tight. "I’m back." 

"But school doesn’t let out for another week." 

"Seniors finish early," he said, biting back the frustration. Of course she wouldn’t know that. Why would she?

"Seriously?" His mother huffed, her irritation dripping from every word as she let the towel dangle carelessly at her side, making no effort to conceal herself. "Couldn’t you have just stayed there until the rest of them finished school?" 

Brian exhaled sharply, frustration simmering beneath his skin. "That’s not how it works, Mom." 

She rolled her eyes, her displeasure palpable. "Well, I don’t know what you expect to do here. Are you planning to get your own place?" 

His jaw tightened. "With what money?" 

"You can’t stay here," she snapped, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. "You’re eighteen now." 

A bitter laugh escaped him. "Yeah, and I don’t exactly have the funds to just disappear into thin air." 

Her expression soured further, and without another word, she snatched up the phone, dialing frantically. Brian didn’t need to hear the conversation to know what was happening—she was already scheming to pawn him off on someone else. 

"I can’t have him here, Sandy," she hissed into the receiver, her voice low but not low enough. "He’ll just mess everything up. But he won’t be a bother to you, I swear. He’ll probably just sit around reading all day. He won’t even care if he has to sleep on the couch." 

Brian clenched his fists, biting back the urge to remind her that he could hear every word. But she didn’t care. She never did. 

And just like that, it was settled. Instead of collapsing into a bed after two grueling days on a bus, Brian found himself hauling his entire life—one battered suitcase and a worn-out briefcase—onto a train for a twenty-seven-hour journey halfway across the country. All because his own mother couldn’t stand the thought of sharing her cramped, cluttered space with him for a few lousy months. 

When he finally arrived in the city, the towering apartment building loomed over him, its polished exterior a stark contrast to the dingy home he’d left behind. But there was no welcoming party—just a locked lobby and the sinking realization that he had no way inside. With no phone number, no money for a payphone, and no memory of what Sandy even looked like, he had no choice but to wait in the park down the street, watching strangers pass by, hoping one of them might be her. 

As the sun dipped below the skyline, desperation gnawed at him. He trudged back to the building and begged the doorman to call up again. This time, she answered. 

The elevator ride up was surreal—smooth, silent, nothing like the rickety stairs back home. When the doors slid open, there she was: a striking, statuesque woman with an easy smile, waiting for him like he was expected. 

"Hey, Brian," Sandy greeted warmly. "Long trip?" 

"Too damn long," he muttered, exhaustion weighing on every word. 

She led him down the hall, unlocking the door to an apartment that, while modest, was worlds away from the claustrophobic mess he’d grown up in. Everything was pristine, orderly—nothing shoved into corners or piled in heaps. 

"Drop your bags and make yourself at home," she said, gesturing toward the couch. 

"Thanks," he murmured, relief seeping into his bones. 

"Have you eaten?" 

He shook his head. "Not in three days." 

Her eyes widened. "Jesus, you must be starving." 

"You could say that." 

"Help yourself to whatever’s in the kitchen." 

He nodded, then hesitated. "One more thing—do you have internet?"

"Sure, I’ve got internet," she said with a casual shrug, "but my laptop’s on the fritz at the moment." 

Brian perked up at that, a flicker of hope in his tired eyes. "Oh, I could probably take a look at it for you, if you want," he offered, already mentally running through the diagnostics he’d perform. 

Sandy eyed him with a mixture of amusement and skepticism, shaking her head. "No, sweetheart, that’s all right. Best leave it alone." 

After scarfing down a much-needed meal and finally washing off the grime of his endless journey, Brian settled onto the couch while Sandy lost herself in some late-night TV. Eventually, she disappeared into her bedroom, leaving him to the quiet hum of the city outside and the unfamiliar comfort of a real sofa beneath him. 

Morning came with Sandy nudging him awake, her fingers brushing his shoulder lightly. "Here," she said, handing him a slip of paper with the elevator code scrawled across it. "Now you can come and go as you please." 

Brian blinked up at her, still groggy, and nodded. Not that he had any intention of going anywhere—this sprawling, unfamiliar city was a labyrinth he wasn’t ready to navigate yet. 

Later, when Sandy returned from work, she collapsed onto the sofa with a sigh, kicking off her shoes before padding to the fridge for a glass of orange juice. She glanced over at him, her gaze lingering on the notebook spread across his lap. "What’s all this?" she asked, curiosity piqued by the intricate equations sprawled across the page. 

Brian shrugged, trying to downplay it. "Nothing, really." 

Sandy arched a brow. "Doesn’t look like nothing to me." 

"Just… physics," he admitted, scratching the back of his neck. 

"Homework?" 

"Nah. More of a personal project." 

She leaned in, intrigued. "Okay, enlighten me. What’s it about?" 

Brian hesitated, then launched into it. "Well, right now, science can’t actually explain how bicycles work." 

Sandy blinked. "What?" 

"I mean, according to the laws of physics, riding a bike should be impossible." 

She let out a disbelieving laugh. "No, it’s not." 

"I know," Brian said, grinning slightly. "But the equations say it shouldn’t work. Yet obviously, it does. So I’m trying to figure out why." 

Sandy stared at him, fascinated. "Wait—so you’re telling me we don’t actually know why bikes stay upright?" 

"Exactly. And whenever something like this happens—where reality contradicts our understanding—it means there’s a gap in our knowledge. Filling that gap could lead to breakthroughs in other areas, too." 

She let out a low whistle. "Damn. You sound just like this girl at my office—always going on about quantum whatever and black holes. You two would probably hit it off if you weren’t, you know…" 

Brian smirked. "Eighteen?" 

Sandy paused, then snapped her fingers. "Right! I keep forgetting. But hey, what’s a few years? Want me to set you up?" 

"A date?" Brian asked, incredulous. 

"Why not? Could be fun." 

He exhaled, rubbing his temple. "I don’t exactly have cash for dates. Or decent clothes, for that matter." 

Sandy waved a hand dismissively. "I’ll hook you up. Just don’t mention you’re fresh out of high school." 

Brian snorted. "I’m not in high school. I graduated last week." 

Sandy’s jaw dropped. "Seriously? Nobody tells me anything! Congratulations!" 

"Thanks." 

"So what’s next? Job hunting?" 

"College," he said simply. 

Sandy gasped, clapping her hands together. "Shut up! Really?" 

"Really." 

"That’s amazing. More than amazing." She beamed at him. "You know what? We’re celebrating. I’m taking you out to dinner." 

Brian shook his head. "You don’t have to—" 

"Oh, hush," she interrupted, already grabbing her keys. "I want to."

"Absolutely! And while we're at it, we might as well pick out a whole new wardrobe for you. This is going to be such a blast—I can already tell." 

"Seriously, you don’t need to go to all this trouble for me," he protested, shifting uncomfortably under the weight of her generosity. 

"But I want to," she insisted, her voice warm and teasing. "Consider it a double celebration—for graduating and for getting into college. You deserve something special." 

"Fine," he relented, though his cheeks flushed slightly. "But even if you're paying, can I at least choose my own clothes?" 

"Of course, sweetheart. Whatever you like," she purred, flashing him a playful grin. 

The upscale department store she whisked him into was unlike anywhere Brian had ever set foot before. His usual shopping haunts were thrift stores and discount bins, places where practicality trumped style. Now, surrounded by sleek displays and pristine racks, he felt entirely out of his depth. He disappeared into the fitting room to try on his selections, relieved that most of them fit well enough—though the shop boasted an on-site tailor for any necessary adjustments. 

"Come on out, let me get a proper look at you," Sandy called from the other side of the door. 

Hesitantly, Brian stepped out, awkwardly modeling the new outfit. She clapped her hands together, her eyes lighting up with approval. "Oh my god, you look so handsome," she gushed, her voice dripping with admiration. 

Flustered, he retreated back into the changing room to change back into his old clothes. But just as he was tugging off the new trousers, the door swung open—and there she was, holding out another shirt for him to try. 

Her timing couldn’t have been worse. 

For one mortifying second, she caught a glimpse of him—completely bare except for his worn-out boxers, his cock half-exposed before he could yank the fabric up to cover himself. 

Her lips curved into a sly smile. "You know what? We should probably grab you some new underwear while we're at it," she mused, unfazed. 

"Uh... yeah," he muttered, his face burning as he snatched the polo shirt from her hands. 

By the time they reached the register, the total had climbed well over fifteen hundred dollars. Brian balked, stammering protests about how excessive it all was, but she waved him off with a dismissive flick of her wrist. 

"You need good clothes for college," she insisted. "And honestly? We should get you some contacts too. Ditch those glasses." 

"There’s nothing wrong with my glasses," he grumbled. 

"I know, I know," she said, rolling her eyes fondly. "But trust me, girls notice these things. Now, let me look at you..." She stepped back, appraising him with an approving hum. "Wow. You look years older. All we need now is a decent haircut, and you’ll be irresistible." 

"I just got a haircut," he protested weakly. 

In the cab ride home, she was already on the phone with her coworker, eagerly arranging the details of his date for the following evening.

"Are you busy right now? ... Mmm-hmm ... How quickly can you get yourself together? I’ve got someone I really think you should meet. ... Honestly, you’re going to adore him. ... Hmm ... Remember what you said about Chen? Well, this one? Blows him right out of the water. And get this—he’s into all that nerdy science stuff you love. ... If you’re up for it ... and he’ll even take you dancing. ... Oh, absolutely, moves like you wouldn’t believe. ... So, what do you say? ... Come on, it’s Friday—live a little. ... Don’t stress. I’ll be there to make the introductions, then I’ll vanish. ... Alright, but don’t keep him waiting too long." 

Sandy turned to him with a triumphant little smirk. "Guess what? You’ve got a date." 

After a quick stop at the apartment to drop off their shopping bags, they were back in the cab, heading toward the restaurant. 

Brian glanced around as they stepped inside. "This place is nice." 

Sandy laughed, shaking her head. "Oh, honey, this is nothing. Just wait till I take you somewhere really fancy." 

They settled at their table, ordering an appetizer while they waited for Brian’s mystery date to arrive. 

"So," Brian ventured, curiosity getting the better of him. "What’s her name?" 

"April. Trust me, you’re gonna love her." 

"What does she look like?" 

"You’ll see when she walks in." 

Brian hesitated. "She’s not, like—" 

"Fat?" Sandy rolled her eyes. "No, sweetheart. I wouldn’t set you up with someone I wouldn’t want to see you with. Relax. Play your cards right, and you might just wake up in her bed tomorrow morning." 

Brian exhaled sharply. "Wow. No pressure at all." 

"Just be cool, be confident, and—" Her phone buzzed, cutting her off. "April? Where are you? I’ve got him right here. ... Oh, no. ... Seriously? ... Well, fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you—a guy like this isn’t going to stay single for long. ... Alright. See you Monday." 

Brian frowned. "She’s not coming?" 

"Got caught up with friends." 

They took the opportunity to order their meals, and Sandy smoothly shifted the conversation to Brian’s school life. 

"So," she began, swirling her wine. "What was it like, going to school with no girls?" 

Brian smirked. "There were girls." 

"It was co-ed?" 

"Yeah. Separate dorms, but we had classes together." 

"Any girlfriends?" 

"Nah. Tried a couple times, but ... complicated." 

"Well, I’m still so proud of you. That school’s impossible to get into, isn’t it?" 

"Yep. Hence the second-best ranking in the country." 

"I can’t even imagine. And now college? What’d you get on your SATs?" 

"1570." 

Sandy whistled. "Now that’s impressive." 

"Damn right it is." 

"You’re going to kill it in school. And when you graduate, you better call me so I can be there." 

"I’ll remember." 

"Oh, and while you’re here—we should get you a phone. What do you want? iPhone or one of those Android things?" 

Brian shrugged. "Android, probably. More freedom to mess around with my own code."

"Your own... um... well, alright then. Tomorrow, we’ll head out and you can choose whichever one you like. And then, maybe..." 

Sandy’s gaze flickered across the restaurant, lingering on someone before she quickly averted her eyes, tension tightening her shoulders. 

"What’s the matter?" Brian asked, catching the shift in her demeanor. 

"Who?" 

"Don’t look. Just act natural." 

"Who is it?" 

"Someone I’d rather not run into. A pompous, self-absorbed prick." 

"Ah, one of those," Brian mused, smirking. "I hear a mix of ammonia and hydrogen peroxide works wonders on stubborn stains like that." 

Sandy arched a brow, her lips twitching. "Been nicking yourself shaving, have you?" 

"Didn’t think you’d catch that reference." 

"I can be just as sharp—don’t look at him. Let him walk by." 

But the man didn’t pass. Instead, he stopped right beside Sandy, his presence looming like an unwelcome shadow. 

"Sandy," he purred, voice dripping with false charm. "What a delightful surprise to find you here." 

"Shawn," she replied flatly. 

"This is Kimberly, my date for the evening." 

"Charmed," Sandy muttered, her tone anything but. 

Brian could see the irritation simmering beneath her composed exterior. She wanted nothing more than for this man to vanish, but instead, he made himself at home, snatching a chair from a nearby table and settling in without invitation. 

"I see you’ve taken to dating elementary school students," Shawn sneered, his gaze flicking dismissively toward Brian. 

Sandy’s jaw tightened, but before she could respond, Brian leaned forward, his voice smooth and deliberate. 

"Funny, we must all seem so young when you’re practically a relic yourself." 

Shawn’s smirk faltered for a fraction of a second before he recovered, turning his full attention to Brian. "And you are?" 

"Someone far too significant to hand my name out to just any random vagrant who wanders in off the street." 

Unfazed, Shawn produced a business card from a sleek holder, sliding it across the table with a flourish. 

"Diamond distribution?" Brian read aloud, raising an eyebrow. 

"Quite prestigious work," Shawn preened. "And what do you do, Mr. Self-Important?" 

Brian tilted his head, feigning curiosity. "Tell me, how does it feel knowing your industry funds terrorists, human trafficking, and the mafia?" 

Shawn stiffened, but his practiced smirk didn’t waver. "Just baseless rumors." 

"Right," Brian drawled. "Because the latest UN report stating that over 96% of mined diamonds fuel illegal activity must be pure fiction." 

Shawn’s nostrils flared as he exhaled sharply through his nose. "It’s easy to criticize something you know nothing about." 

"Actually, it sounds like I know more about your job than you do," Brian countered smoothly. "Tell me, are they still using slave labor in those mines?" 

"That’s a disgusting exaggeration," Shawn snapped. "Labor laws vary by region." 

Brian held up a hand, cutting him off. "Let me stop you there. Workers can’t leave, can’t seek other employment, and face imprisonment if they refuse to work. How, exactly, is that not slavery?" 

Shawn’s face twisted with irritation. "That’s outdated. You’re talking about practices that—"

"And let’s not forget those gaping, monstrous mines—hundreds of kilometers wide, tearing through the earth like open wounds. They’re so vast you can spot them from orbit, scarring the landscape beyond repair." 

The man gave a slow, mocking clap, his lips curling into a smug grin. "Bravo. A valiant attempt. But our clients recognize true worth when they see it, and they’re more than happy to pay for it. We cater to discerning tastes." 

"Worth?" Brian scoffed, his voice dripping with disdain. "Diamonds are on the verge of being cheaper than glass. You’re just squeezing the last drops from the gullible before your entire industry crumbles to dust. Hand me any diamond you’ve got, and I’ll reduce it to graphite in half a minute. Japan abandoned you. Russia turned its back. The only places still clinging to your blood-soaked stones are South Africa, England, and here—and even that’s about to change, isn’t it?" 

"If you’re referring to the current legislative push—" 

Brian cut him off with a sharp laugh. "No. Long before Japan outlawed mined diamonds, Fujitsu already dominated 91% of the market. Face it—your time is up." 

The man bristled, his composure cracking. "Sentiment is different here. Our customers crave authenticity. They want real diamonds." 

"Is that why Russian dealers laser ‘lab-grown’ into their natural stones and try to pass them off as synthetic? Because customers are so desperate for the real thing?" Brian shot back, his smirk widening. 

"Different markets, different preferences," the man snapped. "Our clients understand that a natural diamond is eternal. It symbolizes—" 

"Nothing!" Brian’s voice lashed out, sharp and unrelenting. "They symbolize a man stumbling upon a shiny rock and then enslaving entire villages to dig up more. Lab-grown diamonds? Those mean something. Something extraordinary. But I doubt you’re smart enough to grasp it." 

The man’s face flushed crimson, his body tensing as he shoved back his chair, fists clenched. But Brian wasn’t finished. 

"Unlike the worthless baubles you peddle, lab-grown diamonds stand for progress. For human brilliance. For abundance. They prove that if we can comprehend nature, we can master it. They’re a beacon of hope—proof that our future is ours to shape. We don’t need luck, don’t need to be in the right place at the right time to stumble upon some random stone. The right place is here. The right time is now. And that truth doesn’t change, no matter where I go." 

The man was practically vibrating with rage, his breath coming in ragged bursts. He turned to Sandy, who was watching with quiet amusement, her lips curved in satisfaction. 

"Your friend has quite the mouth on him," he spat. 

Sandy’s smile deepened. "Oh, he’s usually the strong, silent type."

"Darling, I could keep this up until sunrise," Brian murmured, his voice dripping with lazy confidence as he leaned back in his chair. "So maybe you should do us all a favor and take the not-so-subtle hint. No one’s exactly thrilled to have you around." 

The man’s face twisted in outrage, his lips parting as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was hearing. "I’ve never been addressed with such disrespect in my life." 

Brian smirked, undeterred. "Oh, just you wait until you’re out on the streets, peddling relics like some desperate horse-and-buggy salesman." 

At that, the man actually snarled, his composure slipping for just a second before he forcibly smoothed his expression. With a sharp tug at his tie, he turned on his heel, his date scrambling to keep up as they stormed off. The moment they were out of earshot, the muffled sound of their heated argument drifted back—her voice laced with doubt, his with defensive irritation. 

"Was any of that true?" she pressed. 

"Of course not," he snapped. "The man’s a fool. He hasn’t got a clue what he’s talking about." 

"But what about—?" 

"No. Enough. Drop it." 

Sandy let out a delighted laugh, her eyes sparkling as she turned back to Brian. "That was incredible. How do you even know all that?" 

He shrugged, a playful glint in his eye. "Wrote a paper on the UN report last year. Got top marks. The funny part? I had to argue the opposite side." 

"Can I read it sometime?" she asked, leaning in with genuine interest. 

"Sure. I might still have a copy buried somewhere on the school server." 

Her fingers toyed with the stem of her wineglass. "So… is it really true? Diamonds are about to crash in value?" 

"Oh, absolutely," he confirmed, grinning. "When any kid with a kitchen and a chemistry set can whip one up using sugar and acid, there’s no way those ridiculous prices can hold." 

Her eyebrows shot up. "Wait—you can make diamonds from sugar?" 

"Sweetheart, you can make them from anything," he drawled, enjoying the way her lips parted in surprise. "Anything with carbon in it, at least. Ashes, paper, gasoline—strip away everything but the carbon, then convince it to form into perfect little cubes instead of graphite flakes. Easy." 

Her breath hitched. "And you know how to do that?" 

"Of course," he said, chuckling. "Read about this one guy who used his lab equipment to grow a diamond shaped like his girlfriend’s name. Now that’s romance." 

She bit her lip, a slow smile spreading. "If you ever propose to me with something like that, the answer’s yes." 

He smirked. "Now, gold—that’s trickier. But not impossible." 

"Can you do it?" 

"Not without an atom smasher." 

"How much does one of those cost?" 

"Millions." 

She laughed, shaking her head. "Guess we’ll stick to diamonds for now, then." 

Dinner passed in a haze of laughter and lingering touches, and when the plates were cleared, Brian assumed they’d head home. But Sandy had other plans—that club with the dancing she’d mentioned earlier. 

"I don’t dance," he protested weakly, even as her fingers curled around his wrist, tugging him toward the door. 

"That’s fine," she purred, her voice low and promising. "I’ll teach you. And trust me—it’s very good exercise."

The dance hall pulsed with life, bodies of all ages swaying and spinning under the dim, golden lights. Couples twirled, families laughed, and even children joined in, their small feet moving with surprising grace. Despite Sandy’s patient guidance, Brian struggled to match the rhythm, his movements awkward and uncoordinated. Before long, a precocious ten-year-old girl took pity on him, her tiny hands guiding his through the steps for most of the evening. The dances weren’t intimate—just lively, full of laughter and quick exchanges as partners switched with every new song. Some required four people, forming squares that dissolved into chaos, while others, like the one the kids gleefully called the "maggot dance," wove the entire room into one long, undulating line. The final dance returned to that same formation, and the sheer joy radiating from the crowd made it clear—this was everyone’s favorite. 

Sandy dabbed at her forehead, her skin glistening with sweat, her cheeks flushed a deep, rosy pink. "So, what did you think of Walls?" she asked, breathless. 

Brian blinked. "Walls?" 

"Walls of Limerick," she clarified with a grin. "They say there’s a bit of Irish in all of us somewhere." 

"That dance has a name?" 

"Every one of them does," she laughed. 

"I had no idea." 

"You did great for your first time," she assured him, her voice warm with approval. 

"Thanks," he murmured, still processing the whirlwind of movement and music. 

By the time they slid into the taxi, Sandy’s energy had waned, her body sagging against his shoulder in exhaustion. Brian stiffened for a moment, unsure how to react, but then relaxed, letting her settle against him. And that was when it hit him—hard. 

Maybe it had been simmering beneath the surface all along, but now, in the quiet hum of the car, the realization surged through him with undeniable force. His mother’s friend was stunning. Intelligent, self-assured, vibrant—she carried herself with effortless confidence. Even her home, despite her demanding career, was immaculate. She was the kind of woman who made a man take notice, and Brian was no exception. 

The dancing had done something to him. The heat, the movement, the way their bodies had brushed against each other—it had all conspired to strip away any pretense. Beneath the crisp fabric of his clothes, beneath hers, their natural scents had deepened, mingling in the air between them. The warmth of her body pressed against his side, the faint, intoxicating musk of her skin—it was overwhelming. His body responded before his mind could stop it, his cock hardening against his will. 

Shit. 

He shifted subtly, angling himself so the growing bulge in his pants wouldn’t be obvious if she glanced his way. But Sandy, misreading his movement, took it as an invitation. Her arm curled around him, pulling him closer as she nestled in, her curves molding against his lean frame. The contrast was almost comical—her lush, voluptuous body against his wiry, angular one—but in that moment, all Brian could think about was how good she felt. 

And how very, very wrong this was.

His mind screamed at him that this was wrong—so utterly, undeniably wrong. She wasn’t just his mother’s closest friend; she was practically family, having known him since he was in diapers. And yet, despite the logic pounding in his skull, his body refused to listen. The forbidden pull was undeniable. His gaze drifted downward, taking in the sight of her resting against him, her head nestled on his shoulder. From this angle, he could see the soft swell of her cleavage, the smooth curve of skin disappearing beneath her blouse. His throat tightened, his pulse quickening against his will. 

No. He wouldn’t surrender to this. If he did, he’d prove every whispered doubt his grandparents had ever voiced, every wary glance his mother had ever given him. He wasn’t his father. He wouldn’t become him. Control—that’s what he needed. He had to hold onto it, no matter how much his body begged otherwise. 

Back at her apartment, Sandy insisted he take the first shower, brushing off his protests with a breezy, You’re my guest. The hot water did little to ease the tension coiling inside him, and when she stepped into the bathroom unannounced, his breath hitched. 

"Fresh towel for you," she said casually, as if she hadn’t just invaded the steamy, intimate space where he stood naked beneath the spray. 

"Okay," he managed, his voice strained. 

"Finding everything alright?" 

Every second she lingered sent another jolt of heat straight to his groin. If only she knew the effect she was having on him—the way his cock thickened, aching with every careless word, every lingering glance. 

He finished quickly, wrapping a towel around his hips as he gathered his clothes. But then she was there again, standing in the doorway, her eyes raking over him with an unreadable expression. He froze, pulse hammering. 

"You need some hair on that chest," she teased, rummaging through the medicine cabinet before pausing. "Did you leave me any hot water?" 

"Uh… I think so?" 

"Good." 

She didn’t move. Just stood there, watching him, her gaze heavy. His skin prickled under her scrutiny. Was she waiting for something? Daring him to make a move? Or was he imagining the tension thickening between them? 

Then she tilted her head, lips quirking. "Are you just going to stand there and watch me undress, or do you plan on getting out of here?" 

It wasn’t a question—it was a dismissal. A command. But as he scrambled to collect his things and retreat, his traitorous mind whispered that if it had been a question, his answer might have been very, very different. 

Just before the door clicked shut behind him, he stole one last glance. And there it was—something flickering in her eyes. A look that sent a shiver down his spine. 

Was she thinking what he was thinking? 

The possibility was terrifying. 

And exhilarating.

After slipping into his clothes, he prepared himself for bed—or rather, the sofa that would serve as his makeshift sleeping space for the night. The thought crossed his mind to distract himself with the book he’d brought, the one about the astronauts on Mars slowly succumbing to some mysterious weakness. But he didn’t reach for it. Instead, his attention was utterly consumed by the rhythmic sound of water cascading in the shower just beyond the door. His mind, traitorous and unwilling to obey, conjured vivid images of his mother’s best friend—her curves, the softness of her skin, the way her body must move beneath the spray. He clenched his jaw, willing himself to think of anything else. 

I’m not a pervert, he muttered under his breath, the words tasting bitter on his tongue. A darker, more intrusive thought slithered into his mind—what if there was a keyhole in the bathroom door? His stomach twisted in disgust at himself, and he shook his head so hard it made his temples throb. I’m not like my father. The words were a mantra, a desperate plea as his fist clenched so tightly his knuckles ached, the pressure threatening to crack bone. Heat flooded his face, his mouth suddenly dry, then too wet, his pulse hammering in his throat. And when he blinked—there she was, imprinted behind his eyelids, naked, imagined, taunting. 

Of course, he’d never actually seen her like that. He had no real frame of reference, no idea what her body truly looked like beneath her clothes. The image in his mind was just that—an illusion, some fantasy sculpted from desire and forbidden curiosity. Maybe it was just the idealized form of a woman, or worse, some distorted reflection of his mother’s younger self—which made his stomach churn with revulsion. 

He pressed his palms to his mouth, inhaling sharply, trying to steady himself. It’s just chemicals, he reminded himself. Hormones. Biology. It’ll pass. The water shut off abruptly, plunging the apartment into silence. A few moments later, she emerged from the bathroom, swathed in a plush bathrobe, a towel coiled around her damp hair. 

"You know," she began, her voice casual, as if she hadn’t just been the sole focus of his spiraling thoughts, "I was thinking tomorrow we could go to the museum. You should get a little culture while you're here." 

"Sounds good," he managed, his voice strained. 

She lingered in front of him, studying the rigid line of his shoulders, the way he refused to meet her gaze, his eyes stubbornly fixed on the floor. 

"What’s wrong?" she asked, tilting her head. 

"Nothing," he lied, swallowing hard. "I was just—uh—thinking maybe I could try to fix your computer. So you could get your internet working again." 

"You can try if you want," she said with a soft laugh, "but I think it might be better if I just buy a new one. Actually, since you know about computers, why don’t you come with me? Help me pick one out." 

"Or," he countered, still avoiding her eyes, "you could just buy the parts, and I’ll build it for you." 

Her eyebrows lifted in surprise, and then—because she always insisted on eye contact when speaking—she lowered herself gracefully into a squat right in front of him, forcing his gaze up to meet hers. "You know how to do that?" she asked, her voice laced with genuine curiosity.

"Absolutely. It’s not that complicated," he murmured, his voice tight with restraint as she gently tilted his chin up, forcing his gaze to meet hers. His pulse hammered in his throat, his thoughts a chaotic swirl of desire and self-reproach. He needed to keep it together—not just because she was the first person in his family who hadn’t treated him like garbage, but because he had nowhere else to go until school started. 

Her eyes lingered on him, studying the way he looked at her—not with the detached affection of family, but with something far more heated. She recognized that look. She’d seen it before, felt it before. This wasn’t just curiosity or idle attraction. It was hunger. 

With deliberate care, she pulled back, putting space between them. Her mind raced as she glanced toward her bedroom, a slow, knowing realization settling in. "Give me a minute," she said, her voice casual, as if they were still discussing computer parts and not the unspoken tension thickening the air between them. 

Alone in her room, she slipped into her pajamas, the fabric soft against her skin as she exhaled sharply. A part of her was undeniably flattered. He wanted her. And why wouldn’t he? She was a woman in her prime, confident, experienced—nothing like the giggling girls he might have chased before. Not that she knew if he had, but the thought still sent a thrill through her. 

Then reality crashed in. She was old enough to be his mother. Had she done something to encourage this? Had she been too casual, too familiar? She needed to rein it in, to be the responsible adult here. The last thing she wanted was to be the reason he left with stories about the desperate older woman who led him on. 

Except… he wasn’t a boy. Not by any stretch. The way his body had reacted earlier, the sheer size of him—she wasn’t imagining it. He was all man, and the thought made heat creep up her neck. She pressed a hand to her flushed cheek, shaking her head. "Enough of that," she muttered to herself. She had to get a grip. It wasn’t fair to him, sitting out there, fighting himself just to be polite. 

When she returned to the living room, he hadn’t moved an inch. His posture was rigid, his jaw clenched—and there was no mistaking the unmistakable bulge straining against his jeans. He was holding himself back, trying so hard to be good for her. It was almost endearing, in a painfully arousing way.

She sank onto the couch beside him, her mind racing with possibilities—should she address the thick, unspoken tension between them head-on, or let it dissipate like smoke in the wind? She had never been one to shy away from difficult conversations, and something in the way Brian had spoken to Shawn earlier told her he wasn’t either. 

"Brian," she began, her voice softer now, more deliberate. "Can I ask you something?" 

"Sure," he replied, though his gaze flickered away from hers, betraying his nerves. 

"Do you find me attractive?" 

His jaw tensed, and he exhaled sharply. "No. I mean—you're pretty." 

"Really?" She arched a brow, unconvinced. 

"Why are you asking?" 

She let out a quiet laugh, her eyes drifting pointedly downward before meeting his again. "I can’t help but notice... certain things." 

"Sorry," he muttered, shifting uncomfortably. 

"It's okay." She tilted her head, studying him. "Do you want to talk about it?" 

"No." 

She nodded slowly. "I can respect that. Maybe we should lay down some ground rules, though. I'm not used to sharing my space, so I might need to adjust a few things." 

He gave a stiff nod, his fingers flexing against his thighs. 

"Did I do anything to make you uncomfortable?" she pressed gently. 

"No." 

"If I did, I’m sorry." 

"It's fine. It's your house." 

"Not while you're here," she corrected. "You're my guest. How about we take turns? You had the sofa last night—tonight, the bed is yours." 

"That’s okay. I don’t mind." 

"And maybe," she added, watching the way his throat worked as he swallowed, "we should lock the bathroom door when we’re in there." 

"Okay." 

"Brian." She leaned in slightly, her voice firmer now. "I really like it when people look at me when I’m talking to them." 

He turned his head, his eyes meeting hers—for all of two seconds before they dropped again, lingering shamelessly on the swell of her breasts before darting away. 

"Shit. I’m sorry," he muttered, dragging a hand through his hair. 

She smirked. "Well, now I really think we should talk about what’s happening here." 

"I won’t do it again. I promise." 

"You don’t have to promise," she murmured, amused. "It’s okay. I don’t mind. A guy’s going to look, right?" 

Slowly, his gaze returned to her, flickering between her face and her chest before settling—briefly—on her eyes. 

"You don’t mind?" he asked, voice rough. 

"From what I hear, it’s not exactly something you can control, is it?" 

His lips twitched. "I guess not." 

"I’m fine with you looking," she said, shrugging. "If you're staying here, we’re bound to catch glimpses of each other now and then. Might as well accept it. What was it you said? Take our destiny in our hands?" 

Some of the tension eased from his shoulders, and she felt a flicker of satisfaction. She hated awkwardness, hated the thought of him walking on eggshells the whole time he was here. 

"In fact," she mused, a slow smile curving her lips, "I think I might have an unfair advantage." 

His brow furrowed. "What do you mean?" 

"I’ve already seen you." She let her fingers trail to the first button of her blouse, undoing it with deliberate slowness. "Seems only fair to even the score." 

"You don’t have to—" His voice cracked as he looked away. 

"You don’t want to?" 

"No." 

"Really?" 

He exhaled sharply, his fingers digging into the couch cushions. "What do you want me to say? Of course I want to see. But I know I’m not supposed to."

"I can't believe how bashful you're being about this," she murmured, her voice low and teasing. "Jill struts around her place completely nude without a second thought, you know." 

His hesitation was palpable, the words catching in his throat. "Yeah, but..." 

She tilted his chin up, forcing his gaze to meet hers—and the tantalizing swell of her half-bared breasts. "But what?" she pressed, her tone daring him to admit it. 

"My mom doesn't... make me feel like this." The confession sent a thrill through her, a rush of power. She had an effect on him. He wanted her. Her eyes flickered down, catching the unmistakable bulge straining against his pants before trailing back up the firm lines of his torso. Something coiled deep inside her, warm and insistent, her nipples tightening beneath the thin fabric of her pajamas. 

"That's just because you're used to her," she purred, letting the material slip further, baring more of herself to him. "Here. Take a good, long look. You'll get used to these too." 

His gaze dropped, mesmerized, as the fabric slid away completely. Without thinking, his fingers twitched toward her, then jerked back as if burned. She caught his wrist before he could retreat, guiding his palm to the soft weight of her breast. 

"Go on," she coaxed, her breath hitching slightly. "They don't bite." 

At first, his touch was feather-light, hesitant. Then, as if unable to resist, his whole hand pressed against her, molding to her curves. She covered his fingers with her own, guiding him to squeeze, to explore. 

"Start from the base," she instructed, her voice husky. "Work your way up to the nipple. Like you're trying to coax something out of me." 

He leaned in, his breath warm against her skin. She watched his lips part, his gaze fixated on her hardened peaks. The hunger there was unmistakable—he wanted to taste her. Would she let him? What was the harm, really? 

"Tell me the truth," she murmured, her fingers threading through his hair. "Have you ever been with a girl before?" 

"No." 

She studied him, searching for any hint of deception, but found only nervous honesty. Her free hand drifted down his body, her touch possessive as she closed the distance between them. He stiffened, trying to pull away, but she held him firmly in place. 

"Do you like them?" she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. 

"Yeah." 

A slow, deliberate lick of her lips. What was she doing? She shouldn't be doing this. And yet—her fingers tightened in his hair as she tilted his face toward hers. The first kiss was soft, just a fleeting press of her mouth to his. He froze, his breath stuttering. She liked the taste of him, something unexpectedly intoxicating. The second kiss was deeper, hungrier, her tongue teasing at the seam of his lips. 

Now there was no space left for his hands to linger on her breasts—she pressed herself flush against him, her body arching into his as the kiss turned feverish. His hands hovered awkwardly, unsure where to settle, but she had no such hesitation. Her fingers roamed greedily over him, tracing the hard planes of his chest before yanking his shirt up, over his head. 

A moment of clarity—his mouth broke free, his voice rough. "Are you sure you want to do this?" 

She stilled, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. For a heartbeat, she hesitated, staring down at the crumpled fabric in her grip. Then, slowly, she dragged her tongue over her bottom lip, her gaze lifting to meet his—dark, wanting, and utterly without regret.

For a fleeting second, time seemed to suspend itself around them—just long enough for her to catch her breath, to gather the scattered fragments of her resolve. This was the moment she could still pull away, still put an end to whatever this was before it spiraled beyond her control. His shirt slipped from her fingers, landing with a whisper of fabric against the bed as she forced herself to stay still, to not move an inch closer. Their gazes locked, his eyes dark and searching, and she realized with a sharp, breathless clarity that his stare was her anchor. As long as he kept looking at her like that—steady, unwavering—she could pretend she wasn’t unraveling beneath his touch. 

But then his attention flickered downward, drawn to the hardened peaks of her nipples, and before she could even think to stop him, she was surging forward again. Her thigh hooked over his hip, pressing him deeper into the mattress as her mouth crashed against his, hungry and insistent. The heat between them was unbearable now, her body moving of its own volition, grinding the slick heat of her pussy against the rigid length straining beneath his jeans. She guided his hand to the curve of her ass, fingers tightening in silent demand—squeeze me, touch me, claim me—and he obeyed without hesitation. 

They lost themselves in the rhythm of their kiss, lips and tongues tangled in a dance that left them both breathless, until she finally broke away just long enough to roll onto her back, pulling him over her. His mouth found her breast without prompting, lips sealing around one taut nipple as he sucked with a slow, deliberate pressure that sent sparks skittering down her spine. 

"You're my favorite aunt," he murmured against her skin, the words half-teasing, half-breathless. 

A laugh—sharp and startled—escaped her. "Good thing I'm not your aunt, then." The thought settled between them as his tongue swirled over her left nipple, sending another jolt of pleasure straight to her core. "Maybe don’t call me that, okay?" 

"What do you want me to call you?" His voice was rough, his breath hot against her skin. 

"Just Sandy," she whispered, arching into his touch as his mouth moved to her other breast. "Just be Sandy. Is that okay?" 

He nodded, his lips never leaving her flesh, and she let her fingers tangle in his hair, tracing the strong lines of his neck and shoulders as he worshipped her body. A flicker of guilt tried to surface—how had she let this happen? What was wrong with her?—but it was drowned out by the relentless pleasure of his mouth on her. She tried, half-heartedly, to recall him as a child, but the memories were hazy at best. His mother—her old friend—had always kept him at arm’s length, never bringing him around for holidays, always shooing him away when she visited. 

She remembered, vividly, the day his mother had announced he was being sent off to boarding school, relief practically radiating off her. "Finally," she’d said, "I’ll have my life back." Sandy had never understood it. How could anyone not want this man near them? This beautiful, sharp, intoxicating man whose tongue was now circling her nipple with a skill that made her toes curl? 

As he switched to her other breast, she let out a soft moan, her fingers tightening in his hair. No, she didn’t understand it at all.

Brian’s mind reeled, struggling to process the surreal reality unfolding before him. She was breathtaking—every curve, every sigh, every heated glance—but she was supposed to be off-limits, practically family. Yet, in this moment, she didn’t feel like family at all. She felt like a fever dream, a woman who had stepped out of his deepest fantasies, untouchable yet impossibly close. And yet, she wasn’t a stranger either. There was something deeper, something electric between them that he’d never felt with anyone else—not the girls he’d crushed on, not the fleeting encounters he’d had. None of them compared. And none of them had ever let him get this far. 

But she wasn’t a girl. She was a woman—confident, experienced, unafraid to take what she wanted. Maybe that was the difference. Maybe that was why his pulse hammered in his throat, why his hands trembled as they hovered near the waistband of her pajama bottoms. 

Sandy’s gaze snapped down to his fingers, her breath hitching as realization struck. Her best friend’s son—her childhood friend’s son—was about to strip her bare. The absurdity of it sent a jolt through her. What the hell am I doing? Her hands shot out, gripping his wrists before he could tug the fabric any lower. 

"No," she said, the word sharp, final. 

He froze instantly, pulling back with an apology already on his lips. "I'm sorry." 

She exhaled, sitting up, her body still humming with unspent desire. "It's okay," she murmured, though her voice wavered. "I think... that’s enough for tonight." 

Brian nodded, silent, his dark eyes unreadable as she stood. She looked down at him, torn between the need to walk away and the ache to stay. To finish what they’d started. Her spine straightened, shoulders squaring as if she could physically will herself into control. 

"Good night, Brian," she managed, forcing the words out. "I’ll see you in the morning." She turned toward the hallway, then hesitated, glancing back. "And—hand me my top." 

Clutching the fabric to her chest, she strode toward her bedroom, her pulse still erratic. She sank onto the edge of the bed, slipping the top back on, her skin still tingling where his mouth had been. A flicker of movement caught her eye—the door. She’d left it open. Why? Was it an accident? Or was it an invitation, a silent plea for him to follow? 

Her thoughts spiraled. She stood abruptly, pacing to the doorway. Brian hadn’t moved, still seated on the sofa, his broad shoulders tense. She hesitated, then retreated back to the bed, only to rise again, restless. 

It’s good I stopped it. The rational part of her insisted. This can’t happen. He’s too young. He’s— 

But what did age even mean? And what did it matter that he was her friend’s son? That friend was barely in her life anymore, just a distant memory, thousands of miles away. The ties that should have bound her, that should have made this unthinkable, felt flimsy, irrelevant. 

Yet even if the barriers had crumbled, even if she didn’t feel the guilt she knew she should—that didn’t make it right. She was supposed to be dignified, composed, the responsible adult. 

Who am I kidding? 

The truth burned through her, undeniable. She wanted him. Wanted his mouth on hers, his hands gripping her hips, his body moving inside her. The thought alone sent heat flooding through her, her cheeks flushing crimson.

She couldn’t sit still, her bare feet padding back and forth across the plush carpet, from the closet to the bed and back again, her mind spinning in relentless circles. The same thoughts chased each other, over and over, like a record stuck on repeat. Finally, she stopped at the door, hesitating only a second before peeking out. Brian hadn’t moved. He was still there, still awake, still just sitting on the sofa, his presence like a magnet pulling at her. 

"Brian," she called softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "Can you come in here, please?" 

He turned his head, his dark eyes questioning. "Why?" 

Why indeed? Why did she want him in here, in the dim intimacy of her bedroom, instead of stepping out into the open, neutral space of the living room? Her pulse fluttered, her breath catching as she scrambled for an excuse. 

"I... need you to help me with something," she lied, the words clumsy on her tongue. 

He hesitated, then pushed himself up from the couch and walked toward her, his movements cautious, like he wasn’t sure he should be crossing this threshold. The moment he stepped inside, the air between them thickened, charged with something unspoken. He looked nervous under her gaze, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. 

"Can you... reset my Wi-Fi?" she asked, the request absurd even as she said it. 

"Where’s the router?" 

Router? Oh. Right. "Um. By my bed, I think." 

He nodded and turned to leave, and panic clawed up her throat. No. Not yet. "Stop," she blurted. 

He froze, then slowly turned back to face her, his expression unreadable. 

She swallowed hard. "The truth is... I just wanted to talk. Is that okay?" 

"Sure." His voice was flat, guarded. 

She exhaled shakily. "I'm sorry. I know I went way over the line earlier. I can't explain it. There's no excuse for that." 

"Don’t worry about it." 

She bit her lip, hating how small she sounded. "I know this is such a cliché, but... please don’t tell anyone what I did. I need you to keep it a secret." 

"Sure. No problem." 

She let out a hollow laugh. "Listen to me. I sound like a sex offender." 

It was meant as a joke, a weak attempt to lighten the mood, but Brian didn’t laugh. His expression darkened, his jaw tightening, and he didn’t respond. 

"Are you okay?" she asked carefully. 

"I’m fine." 

"I’m sorry, I—" 

"I’m not like my father," he snapped, the words sharp, bitter. 

She blinked. "What?" What did his father have to do with any of this? 

He turned sharply, his body coiled like he was about to bolt, but she caught his arm. "Wait. What did I say? What’s wrong?" 

"Nothing." 

"Your father? Do you even know who your father is?" 

"Yes," he bit out. "I know exactly who he is." 

"Who? They never told me." 

His shoulders tensed. "I... I don’t want to talk about it." 

"Where is he? Why—" 

"He’s dead. He died before I was born." 

Her stomach dropped. "How?" 

"The police gunned him down when he tried to run away." 

"Why were the pol—" 

"Stop," he cut her off, his voice raw. "Stop with the questions. I don’t want to talk about it." 

"Okay. I’m sorry." 

He wouldn’t look at her, his breath coming faster, his fists clenched at his sides. Then, with a sudden, wounded fury, he spoke again. "If you really want to know about him, go read the police report. Go read how he put a gun to my mom’s head and then he—" His voice cracked, the words choking off. His teeth clenched, his eyes glistening with unshed tears. 

"Don’t say it," Sandy whispered. She reached for him, but he stiffened, resisting. She pushed past it anyway, wrapping her arms around him, holding tight even as he fought her for a moment before finally, finally sagging against her. 

Don’t say it, she thought fiercely. He didn’t need to say that word. That vile, ugly word for something so monstrous. He didn’t need to give it a voice.

How the hell did he even know about that? The answer was obvious—his mother must have spilled every horrific detail. The thought made Sandy’s blood boil. Jill had no right to burden her son with something so vile. How many times had she dredged it up, throwing it in his face like it was somehow his cross to bear? Sandy’s fingers curled into fists, itching to slam into Jill’s perfect, self-righteous nose. But then, just as quickly, the anger dissolved into something heavier, something aching. Poor Jill. The sheer horror of what she’d endured—Sandy couldn’t even fathom it. What kind of hell had she lived through? 

The embrace stretched on, endless and raw. They moved from the doorway to the bed without breaking contact, sinking into the mattress together, still tangled in each other’s arms. There was nothing sexual about it—just warmth, just comfort. She held him because he was hurting, because she couldn’t stand to see him shattered like this. The covers stayed untouched beneath them, but it didn’t matter. She clung to him, and before either realized it, exhaustion pulled them both under, their breathing slowing into the quiet rhythm of sleep.


Chapter 2

Brian stirred awake, his head thick with the fog of sleep, and blinked against the unfamiliar ceiling. The plush mattress beneath him was decidedly not his own, and for a long, disoriented moment, he simply lay there, taking in the room—the soft lighting, the faint scent of perfume lingering in the air. Slowly, he pushed himself upright, his muscles protesting slightly as if they’d been put through their paces the night before. The memory of how he’d ended up in this bed was frustratingly elusive, a blur of sensation and heat. 

He padded out into the living room, his bare feet sinking into the plush carpet, and then—there it was. The sofa. The sight of it sent a jolt through him, fragments of the previous night flashing behind his eyes. His breath hitched as he turned back toward the bedroom, his mind racing. Had he really… with her? His mom’s friend? The thought was equal parts thrilling and terrifying, and he swallowed hard, trying to piece together the truth from the hazy remnants in his mind. 

The sound of a spatula scraping against a pan pulled him from his thoughts. 

"I'm making pancakes," came her voice from the kitchen, smooth and casual, as if this were any ordinary morning. 

Brian stood frozen, torn between the urge to bolt and the desperate need for answers. Had it happened? Had they—? Or had it just been some fevered, intoxicating dream? His pulse thundered in his ears as he forced himself forward, stepping into the kitchen and sinking onto one of the stools at the counter. 

"So," she began, flipping a golden-brown pancake with practiced ease, "I was thinking after the museum, we could head up to the tower. The forecast says it’s clear today—might even see all the way past the border if we’re lucky. Then we could swing by the lakes, maybe find a spot on the beach. You’d love it there. The university’s right nearby, and I know you’ve got that insatiable appetite for books." She shot him a knowing smile. "And for dinner? Deep dish. No one does it like we do." 

She slid a plate in front of him, stacked high with syrup-drizzled pancakes. "Eat up," she murmured, her fingers brushing his wrist just a fraction longer than necessary. 

Brian hesitated, then cleared his throat. "Hey, Aunt Sandy—" 

She cut him off with a sharp shake of her head. "No. None of that. Just Sandy. Brian and Sandy. That’s all." 

He swallowed hard. "Right. Sandy. Um, did I—did we—?" 

Her hand closed over his, warm and firm. "Today’s a fresh start," she said softly, her thumb tracing slow circles over his knuckles. "No looking back. Let’s just enjoy the day, okay?" 

His throat went dry. "Yeah. Okay." 

... 

The museum had been interesting enough, but the tower—that was something else entirely. Brian hadn’t expected the elevator ride to the observation deck to feel like some kind of theme park attraction. He’d never been to Disney World, but if he had to guess, this was probably exactly what it would be like—the anticipation, the way his stomach dropped as they ascended past the hundredth floor, his ears popping with the pressure change. 

And then there was Sandy, watching him with that amused glint in her eye. 

"You’re scared of heights," she teased, nudging him toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. 

Brian dug his heels in, refusing to budge from the safety of the solid wall. "Not happening." 

She rolled her eyes playfully before striding toward one of the glass protrusions—a section of the floor that jutted out over nothing but air. Without hesitation, she stepped onto the transparent panel, her high heels clicking against the surface as she peered down at the dizzying drop below. 

Brian’s stomach lurched just watching her. 

"You’re insane," he breathed. 

Sandy smirked, shifting her weight slightly, her skirt swaying with the movement. "You think there’s some poor guy down there getting an eyeful?" she mused, her voice dripping with mischief. 

Brian’s face burned, his imagination running wild at the thought.

After leaving the towering heights of the first skyscraper, Sandy led Brian to another—this one not quite as dizzyingly tall, but according to her, the view was infinitely better. At the summit, a sleek restaurant perched above the city, and that’s where they lingered over lunch. Brian couldn’t help but wince at the prices, each dish costing more than he’d ever spend in a week back home, but Sandy just waved it off with a careless flick of her credit card, as if money were nothing more than an afterthought. 

By the time they reached the lakeshore, the sun was high, casting shimmering reflections across the water. It wasn’t until they stood at the edge of the sand that they realized their oversight—neither had packed swimwear. Sandy considered suggesting a quick detour to one of the nearby boutiques, the thought of picking out something scandalously small for herself making her lips curl in amusement. But if Brian preferred to keep his distance, to simply admire the water from the safety of dry land, well… she wasn’t in any rush. 

They wandered instead through the park that stretched between the university and the beach, the path winding lazily beneath the shade of old trees. At some point, without really thinking about it, their fingers intertwined, hands clasped together as naturally as if they’d done this a thousand times before. 

“I’m really glad you’re here with me,” Sandy murmured, her thumb tracing absent circles over his knuckles. 

Brian exhaled, the tension in his shoulders easing. “Definitely beats being stuck at home.” 

“Later,” she mused, “we could catch a movie. If you want.” 

“There’s one I’ve been meaning to see.” 

“And don’t let me forget—we still need to get you a phone. And a laptop.” 

Brian blinked. “I thought the laptop was for you.” 

Sandy smirked. “You’ll need one for college, won’t you?” 

“I’ve got scholarship money for that.” 

“Why dip into that when I can just buy it for you?” 

“Sandy, that’s too much. You’re already spending way more than you should on me.” 

She squeezed his hand. “Let me. It’s nothing.” 

“I don’t deserve it.” 

“Yes, you do.” 

He scoffed. “Lots of people go to college.” 

“Not a lot score a 1570 on their SATs.” 

“That was mostly luck.” 

“Bullshit.” She nudged him playfully. “Stop selling yourself short.” 

A sharp beep interrupted them. Sandy fished her phone from her purse, her expression shifting as she answered. “Hey… Yeah, we missed you. It’s been fun. You really should’ve come.” Her gaze flicked to Brian, something uneasy tightening her features. “Uh… Yeah. Why? Well… I don’t know. Let me ask him. Hold on.” 

She muted the call, turning to him with a forced smile. “April wants to know if you’d like to go out with her tonight.” 

Brian shrugged. 

Say no, Sandy willed silently. Just say you’d rather stay in. 

“I guess,” he muttered instead. 

If only telepathy were a real thing, Sandy thought with a flare of irritation. She’d have to suggest to Brian later that he forget about bicycles and focus on inventing that instead. Men could stand to hear what women were really thinking sometimes. 

Swallowing her frustration, she unmuted the phone. “He said okay… And don’t you dare be late this time… Fine. What time?… He’ll be there.” 

Hanging up, she leveled him with a look. “Congrats. You’ve got a date.” 

“Great,” he replied flatly.

Oh, fantastic. Just fucking fantastic. Could he really be this oblivious to how much this was twisting her up inside? She couldn’t let it get to her—she was his mother’s friend, for God’s sake. He was barely more than a kid compared to her. She should be thrilled he was going out, happy for him, even. But the bitter truth was, she wasn’t. Not at all. 

"Alright," she said, forcing a lightness into her voice that she didn’t feel. "Let’s get you home and get you ready." 

... 

"What are you doing?" she asked, watching him fiddle with his phone. 

"Just trying to clean this thing up. Too much useless crap on it." 

"You can deal with that later," she insisted, plucking the phone from his hands. "Put it down and come here. Boys and their toys—I swear. Maybe I should’ve waited until after your date to give it to you." She exhaled, shaking her head before turning her attention to his wardrobe. "I think the blue one would look good, but the beige is nice too. Classic." 

"What about the red one?" he suggested. 

She eyed it, hesitating. "I don’t know... Maybe play it safe with the beige." 

He moved to take the shirt, intending to change in the bathroom, but she stepped in his path. Before he could protest, her hands were on him, undoing buttons, sliding fabric off his shoulders—just helping him get ready, that was all. Her fingers lingered against his bare chest, tracing the smooth planes of his skin. God, he really needs to grow some hair, she thought absently, her touch feather-light. 

Then reality snapped back, sharp and unwelcome. She turned away abruptly, cheeks warm. 

"Or," she said, scrambling for composure, "we could go in a completely different direction. A white shirt and tie—very sharp." 

Brian stood motionless as she dressed him, her fingers deftly buttoning the crisp white shirt. 

"Do you even know how to tie a tie?" she asked. 

He shook his head. 

She sighed, sifting through the ties she’d bought him. "The simple one, I think." She flipped up his collar, the silk sliding cool against her fingers as she looped it around his neck. 

His eyes were on her—not on the tie, but on her lips. The memory of their kiss burned between them, vivid and unspoken. He wanted to do it again, to close the distance and taste her, but he didn’t know how. He never knew how to take that step, to cross that line. Always so careful, always holding back. It was maddening. 

"There," she murmured, adjusting the knot. "Too tight?" 

"No. It’s fine." 

Her grip on the tie tightened just slightly, an unspoken claim. In that moment, it felt like a leash—like she could keep him right here, close, where he belonged. 

"And you’ve never been with a girl?" she asked, voice low. 

"No." 

"Ever kissed one?" 

"Just once. Not long ago." 

"Right." She swallowed, forcing a smile. "Well, you might need some advice, then. The most important thing? Confidence. Girls love confidence. Ever wonder why jerks always get the girl when nice guys are everywhere? It’s all about confidence." 

He nodded, absorbing her words. "Okay. Confidence." 

The word hung between them, heavy with everything left unsaid.

"Listen, don’t overthink this, alright? First dates are tricky. Sure, sometimes things can escalate quickly, but that’s rare. So don’t go in expecting it—just relax and own the moment. Act like you’re perfectly fine on your own, like she’s lucky to have your attention, but at the same time, make her feel like she’s the only woman in the room. You get what I’m saying?" 

He frowned, clearly lost. "Not really." 

She sighed, trying to find the right words. "Okay, picture this—you’re this untouchable guy, completely content with your life, no strings attached. But then she comes along, and suddenly, she’s different. She’s the exception. So you treat her like she’s something precious, but you never let her forget that you don’t need her. You’re moving forward with or without her. If she wants to jump on board, great. If not? No big deal. You keep walking." 

Brian blinked. "Uh… okay. I’ll try." 

She smirked, shaking her head. "And for God’s sake, don’t let your hormones take the wheel. Think with your head, not your—well, you know." 

His cheeks flushed. "Wait, what?" 

She waved a hand dismissively. "You’re a grown man, Brian. Just don’t do something reckless just because she’s pretty. You don’t want to end up wrapped around her finger before you even know her name." 

"Wrapped around her—?" 

"Never mind. Are you ready? Let me see you." 

As she stepped back to inspect him, warmth prickled under her skin, creeping up her neck. One hand drifted over his shoulder, fingers tracing the line of his arm, while the other tightened around his tie, anchoring him in place. She tugged him closer, her gaze dropping to his mouth—soft, tempting. His eyes flickered to her lips too, and for a breathless second, she wondered if he was imagining the same thing she was. 

The air between them thickened, charged with something neither dared to name. 

Sandy’s mind raced, scrambling for justification. This is wrong. He’s practically a kid. My friend’s son. But then again… what if this wasn’t about her? What if it was about him? He was inexperienced, nervous. If this date was going to go well, he needed to know what he was doing. A little practice couldn’t hurt, right? 

Deep down, she knew it was a flimsy excuse. But as long as she could cling to that thin veneer of logic, maybe—just maybe—she could let herself cross that line without guilt.

Her lips pressed against his once more, savoring the familiar heat of his mouth, the way his breath hitched when she deepened the kiss. It was all the permission he needed—his hands finally dared to roam, though still hesitant, still unsure of how far was too far. Her own fingers trailed lower, slipping past the waistband of his pants, her palm brushing against the unmistakable outline of his cock, thick and straining against the fabric. God, he was huge. 

She gasped as his hands gripped her ass, squeezing possessively, and she arched into him, lifting her knee just enough to give him better access. Yes, touch me there, she thought, her pulse racing. His fingertips teased at the edge of her skirt, so close to where she wanted him, yet still frustratingly out of reach. Torn between the need to rip the damn thing off and the intoxicating taste of his tongue tangling with hers, she lost herself in the moment. 

Brian was drowning in sensation, unsure how far he should let this go but too enthralled to stop. His mind flickered with calculations—genetics, percentages, the distant echo of reason—but none of it mattered. She wasn’t just any woman. She was Sandy, and the way she touched him, the way she kissed him, ignited something inside him that he’d never felt before. Maybe it was wrong. Maybe he should care more about the numbers, the blood ties, the what-ifs. But right now, with her body pressed against his, all he knew was that he wanted her. 

Their kisses grew hungrier, more desperate, until the friction of lips and tongues wasn’t enough. Their bodies ached for more, for skin, for heat, for the inevitable next step. Just as the tension threatened to snap, Sandy pulled back, breathless. 

"Good," she murmured, exhaling slowly, her lips still parted. "That’s how you kiss a girl. Now go do that with April, and you’ll be just fine. Lesson over."

He remained utterly still, his dark eyes locked onto her with an intensity that made her pulse quicken. Why wouldn’t he look away? If he kept staring like that, she wasn’t sure she’d be able to resist the reckless urge surging through her. Every fiber of her body screamed at her to close the distance between them, to press herself against him and let desire take over. But she fought it—barely. 

Then she noticed her fingers were still curled around his tie, the silken fabric warm from his skin. If she wanted him to leave, she’d have to release him. It took every ounce of willpower she had, but she forced her fingers to unclench. Tilting her chin up, she fixed her gaze on the ceiling, refusing to let herself glance at the clock. "It’s almost time," she murmured, her voice steadier than she felt. "Are you ready?" 

A pause. Then his voice, hesitant. "I... I think so." 

"Okay," she breathed. "I’ll call the taxi." 

--- 

The restaurant was elegant, all soft lighting and polished silverware. April was already waiting when they arrived, and at first, everything seemed perfectly civil—until April pulled Sandy aside. 

"Don’t you think he’s a little... young?" April murmured, her lips pursed in that judgmental way Sandy knew all too well. 

Sandy arched a brow. "No. He’s an adult. Just hasn’t fully grown into himself yet." 

April smirked. "You know I prefer mine with a little more... seasoning. A touch of salt and pepper." 

The words sent a rush of satisfaction through Sandy. "Well, then," she said smoothly. "I’ll just cancel the whole thing." 

April blinked, caught off guard. "No, that’s not necessary. I’m already here." 

"If he’s not your type—" 

"Oh, he’s cute, I’ll give him that," April conceded, though her tone was laced with condescension. "But where on earth did he get that haircut?" 

Sandy’s jaw tightened. Who the hell did April think she was, scrutinizing him like some kind of specimen? If she was going to act like Brian wasn’t good enough for her, then Sandy had news for her—April wasn’t good enough for him. Not by a long shot. The woman probably couldn’t even recall the names of the last five men she’d slept with. A shallow, careless woman like that didn’t deserve someone like Brian. 

"How did you meet him, anyway?" April asked, feigning casual interest. 

Sandy kept her voice light. "Oh, he’s a family friend." 

April smirked again. "So you owed his mom a favor or something?" 

"No," Sandy said coolly. "I just happen to think he’s a remarkable guy." 

"Then why aren’t you dating him?" 

Sandy met her gaze evenly. "If you don’t want to go through with this, I will." 

April’s eyes flickered with surprise. "I didn’t say I wouldn’t go on the date." 

Meanwhile, Brian sat at the table, watching the two women exchange words he couldn’t hear. He glanced down at the menu, his stomach twisting at the prices. The cheapest steak was a hundred and fifty dollars. How much did April make? It was rude to ask, but it was obvious she was in a different financial league than his mother. He’d known there was a gap, but the reality of it was staggering.

The two women returned to the table, exchanging pleasantries that barely masked the tension simmering beneath the surface. April’s subtle cues were unmistakable—she wanted Sandy gone. Though every fiber of Sandy’s being resisted, she forced herself to comply, excusing herself with a tight smile. As she stood waiting for the elevator, her stomach twisted with conflict. On one hand, she desperately wanted April to see Brian for the incredible man he was—how could she not? But the thought of Brian actually falling for April made her chest tighten with something dark and possessive. The urge to sabotage clawed at her, whispering that she should send him a text—something vicious, something that would lay bare April’s messy past and make sure he never looked at her the same way again. 

Time stretched as the evening wore on, the clink of silverware and murmured conversations filling the air. The waiter glided over, refilling April’s wineglass with practiced ease. She arched a brow at Brian, offering him a drink with a smirk. 

"Not a drinker?" she teased. 

"Just eighteen," he replied evenly. 

She waved a dismissive hand, her nails catching the candlelight. "Please. If I tell them to serve you, they will." 

"I don’t drink," he repeated, his tone firm. 

April sighed, rolling her eyes before launching into some tedious story about a ruined night at the cinema—something about a broken projector and a voucher that wasn’t worth the paper it was printed on. "You get it, right?" she pressed, leaning in as if they were sharing some profound secret. 

"Totally," Brian lied, his expression blank. 

"So," she purred, swirling her wine, "what’s your favorite movie?" 

He hesitated, fingers tapping the table. "Uh… let me think." 

"Mine’s Casablanca," she gushed, eyes glazing over with nostalgia. "God, it’s just the most romantic thing ever." 

"Romantic?" Brian echoed, skepticism lacing his voice. 

"You didn’t think so?" April blinked, as if the idea was unthinkable. 

"No. It felt forced." 

"But—the ending!" she protested, clutching her chest dramatically. "They want to be together, but they can’t. It’s heartbreaking." 

"She was married," Brian pointed out flatly. 

"I know," April huffed, "but she loved Rick." 

"And he was cozy with Nazis." 

"No, he wasn’t!" 

"Even if you argue he had no choice but to work with them, that doesn’t excuse supplying weapons to Franco’s nationalists. Say what you will about the guy, but at least he didn’t end up at Nuremberg like some of his buddies." 

April gaped. "I thought they were the good guys?" 

"Not even close," Brian said dryly. "Not by a long shot." 

She waved a hand, exasperated. "The movie wasn’t about politics. It was about love." 

"And infidelity." 

"She thought her husband was dead!" 

Brian’s mouth twisted. "Doesn’t matter how they spin it—cheating is cheating. How long was he ‘missing’ before she jumped into bed with the first guy she met in Paris?" 

"You just don’t get it," April snapped. 

"When you make a vow, you keep it," he countered, unflinching. "She was married. And by the end, she was ready to toss her husband aside for some smooth-talking bar owner. Doesn’t matter if the guy couldn’t pronounce his words right—he was still her husband. She made a promise." 

April studied him, lips pursed. "So… you’re a conservative, then?" 

Brian shrugged. "Dunno. Maybe."

"So, tell me, what film really made your heart race? Which one had that perfect romantic spark for you?" Brian asked, his voice laced with curiosity. 

"Oh, I absolutely adored Heung Joh Chow, Heung Yau Chow," she replied with a dreamy sigh. 

Brian blinked. "I'm sorry—what?" 

"It’s this incredible Chinese film. The story is just—" 

"American films," he interrupted gently. "Which American one, something I might’ve seen, made you feel that way?" 

She hesitated, then brightened. "Well, the chemistry between the leads in Guess Who’s Coming to Dinner was electric." 

April’s expression twisted into something between shock and distaste. "Wait—isn’t that the one with the... black guy?" 

"Sidney Poitier," Brian corrected, his tone careful. "He plays John, and—" 

"Yeah, but..." April cut in, lowering her voice as if sharing some dark secret. "My friend dated a black guy once, and he ended up stealing all her money." 

Brian’s stomach tightened. "What does that have to do with the film?" 

She gave him a pointed look, as if he were missing something obvious. "You know." 

"No," he said flatly. "I don’t." 

She exhaled impatiently. "A lot of them are just... I mean, you can catch diseases from them." 

Brian’s blood ran cold. "Am I actually hearing this right now?" 

April waved a hand dismissively. "Oh, don’t get me wrong—of course they should have their civil rights and all that. No question. But personally? I’d never date one." 

Brian felt sick. The date was over. He didn’t know how to walk away gracefully, but in his mind, it was already done. 

--- 

Sandy shot up from the couch the second she heard the door open and Brian step inside. 

"You’re back early," she said, trying to sound casual. 

He shrugged. "Feels late to me." 

"How’d it go?" 

Brian exhaled sharply. "Did you know your friend is... not exactly a kind person?" 

Sandy’s heart leapt, though she kept her face neutral. "You didn’t like her?" 

"Not even a little." 

Internally, Sandy was cheering. Outwardly, she offered a sympathetic frown. "I’m sorry." 

"It’s fine," he muttered. "She was pretty, sure, but we just... didn’t click." 

Brian disappeared into the shower, washing off the night, then emerged in loose sleepwear, his damp hair tousled. Sandy was curled up on the couch, half-watching some show, the glow of the TV casting soft shadows across her face. 

He sank down beside her, close enough that their thighs almost touched. She glanced over, offering a small smile but saying nothing. The silence between them was thick, charged with something unspoken. 

Brian’s mind raced back to earlier—her hands on him, the way she’d called it a lesson before sending him off with someone else. It didn’t make sense. If she wanted him, why push him away? 

He wasn’t the type to take control, to make the first move. But the way she was looking at him now, the way her fingers rested so close to his on the couch—was she waiting for him? Hoping? 

His pulse quickened as he shifted his hand, letting his fingers brush against hers. The contact was barely there, just skin grazing skin, but it sent a jolt through him. 

Was this okay? Would she be angry if she knew how much just this tiny touch affected him? Was it wrong to want more? 

The questions swirled, but the ache in his chest drowned them out. He wanted her. And right now, that was all that mattered.

The familiar, ingrained thoughts surged through him like an unwelcome tide. If this was only about his own selfish desires, then it was wrong—completely, utterly wrong. The shame burned through him, hot and suffocating, as he realized just how much he was enjoying this simple, innocent contact. His fingers twitched, and he yanked his hand away as if her skin had scalded him. 

She turned her head slightly, her gaze soft but searching. "You okay?" 

"Yeah. Fine," he muttered, though the word tasted bitter on his tongue. 

"Okay." 

Silence stretched between them, thick and heavy, as he wrestled with himself. Why had he done that? Touched her like that, let himself feel like this? It was invasive. Wrong. The more he dwelled on it, the more his stomach twisted with disgust, bile rising in his throat. 

Then, her voice cut through the tension. "Can you do me a favor?" 

"Anything," he answered immediately, desperate for some kind of redemption. 

"Rub my shoulders?" 

She shifted, turning her back to him, and his throat went dry. A massage. Just a massage. That’s all she wanted. But how was he supposed to keep his hands on her without his body betraying him? Without his pulse racing, his skin burning at the barest contact? 

"I'm not great at massages," he admitted, voice rough. 

"I don’t need perfect. Just try?" Her tone was light, teasing. "You rub my back, and I’ll rub yours." 

Before he could protest, she let the fabric of her pajama top slip down, baring her shoulders to him. His fingers hovered over her skin, hesitant, before finally making contact—and God, it was like lightning. A jolt of sensation shot straight from her body into his, coursing through his veins, pooling low in his gut. The guilt came crashing back, suffocating. He jerked his hands away. 

She waited, expectant, and when he didn’t resume, she twisted to face him. "You know what? I think you’re the one who’s tense. Want me to go first?" 

His breath hitched. The idea of her hands on him—working over his shoulders, her fingers pressing into his muscles—sent a thrill through him that was almost unbearable. And that made it worse. If she was the one touching him, if he just lay there and took it while she did all the work… that would make him something he never wanted to be. 

"Go on, take your shirt off," she murmured, reaching for him. 

He flinched back. 

Her brows furrowed. "What’s wrong?" 

"Nothing. Just… nervous." 

Her expression softened. "If you’re uncomfortable, I’m sorry. Really. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to." 

"It’s not that," he admitted, voice low. "I want to. I just… I need to know if you’re okay with this." 

"Me?" She laughed, warm and easy. "Of course I am. Silly." She leaned in, her gaze locking onto his, making sure he couldn’t look away. "House rules, remember? While you’re here, you can do whatever you want." A pause, deliberate. "Anything." 

"Anything?" he echoed, heart hammering. 

"Absolutely. Anything." 

"Okay." 

She smiled, slow and knowing. "So… what do you want me to do?" 

Brian hesitated. The question hung between them, charged and loaded. It felt like they’d skipped a step—like the conversation had leaped ahead without him. 

"What do you mean?" he asked, voice thick with uncertainty.

"Well, darling, do you want to be the one working those magic hands on me, or would you rather I take care of you first?" Her voice was low, teasing, sending a shiver down his spine. 

"I suppose I'll start with you," he murmured, his fingers already itching to touch her skin again. 

"Good choice," she purred. "Now, tell me—do you want me to keep this on, or would you rather I take it off?" 

God, what a loaded question. The power to decide whether she stayed clothed or bare before him was intoxicating. His throat tightened. "I... I don’t know." 

She tilted her head, lips curving into a knowing smile. "Personally, I love the feel of skin against skin when I’m being touched. But if you’d rather I keep it on, I will. Your call." 

His pulse hammered. "If you want it off... go ahead." 

"Thank you," she whispered, turning away from him again, her fingers hooking under the fabric of her top. Slowly, deliberately, she slid it off, letting it pool at her waist before shrugging it away completely. 

Now, here they were again—his hands hovering over her bare shoulders, the heat of her body radiating against his palms. He swallowed hard, then let his fingers press into her skin, kneading gently. 

A soft sigh escaped her lips. "Mmm, you’re really good at this." 

He scoffed, shaking his head. "No, I’m not." 

"I wouldn’t lie to you," she murmured, arching slightly under his touch. "Unless, of course, you think I’m just saying that so you’ll keep doing it." 

His hands stilled. "Do you want me to stop?" 

She laughed softly. "Not at all. I’m just saying—you’re a fast learner. I bet there are so many things I could teach you, and you’d master them in no time." 

"Like what?" he asked, curiosity threading through his voice. 

"This, for one. And kissing—you picked that up very quickly. Did you ever get to use what I showed you?" 

"Not with April." 

Her smirk was wicked. "Her loss. So, what else do you want me to teach you?" 

He hesitated. "What are my options?" 

"Anything," she breathed, the word heavy with promise. 

"Do you know how to play any instruments?" 

She chuckled. "I could teach you piano, if you’d like." 

"That... might be nice." 

"Is that all?" she teased, shifting slightly, her bare back still pressed against his hands. "You might as well learn everything you can while you’re here." 

"I don’t know. I need to think about it." 

"But, sweetheart," she murmured, turning to face him, her eyes dark with mischief, "you could learn piano from a book. Maybe we should focus on things only I can teach you." 

His breath hitched. "Like what?" 

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, "You know... kissing. And what comes after kissing. But like I said—only if you want to." 

His hands froze. She pulled back just enough to meet his gaze, her expression daring him to ask. 

"Okay," he managed, voice rough. "What does come after kissing?" 

Her fingers traced idle patterns on his chest. "Do you find me attractive?" 

"You know I do." 

"Then if you want to do something... we can." 

His mind raced with possibilities, each one more tantalizing than the last. But how could he even begin to voice them? He needed something small, something safe—something more than a kiss but not so much that it would overwhelm him. 

Meanwhile, Sandy was fighting the urge to roll her eyes. Why was he making this so difficult? Most men would’ve already had her pinned beneath them by now. 

"I don’t know what to ask for," he admitted, frustration lacing his words. 

She smiled, slow and sinful. "Let me make a suggestion, then. Since you already had the pleasure of kissing my chest... how about I return the favor?"

His silence was all the answer she needed—a quiet, unspoken consent that sent a thrill through her. With deliberate slowness, her fingers found the hem of his shirt again, this time sliding it up and over his head with ease, baring his skin to her hungry gaze. 

Brian sank back against the sofa, his breath hitching as her lips traced a slow, torturous path across his chest. Every brush of her mouth sent electric currents through him, the pleasure so intense it threatened to unravel him completely. She took her time, savoring each inch—first one side, then the other, her tongue flicking over the sensitive peak of his nipple before her teeth grazed it with just enough pressure to make him groan. 

Her kisses trailed lower, following the hard lines of his abdomen, her tongue darting out to trace the edge of his waistband before she pressed her lips to the other side, teasing, taunting. 

"Your shorts," she murmured, her voice thick with desire. 

For a moment, he just stared at her, dazed, until she clarified with a wicked little smile. "They're in my way. Mind if I move them?" 

When he didn’t protest, her fingers hooked into the fabric, tugging them down just enough as he lifted his hips to help. She only shifted them slightly, keeping up the illusion of restraint, before her lips found the soft trail of hair leading lower, kissing, nipping, making his pulse race. 

"Do you want me to stop?" she asked, though the way her breath ghosted over his skin told him she already knew the answer. 

"No." 

That single word was all the confirmation she needed, but she wasn’t taking any chances. She caught one of his hands, bringing it to her lips, sucking his finger into the wet heat of her mouth before releasing it with a slow, deliberate pop. Keeping his hand in hers, her other slipped beneath the fabric of his shorts, her fingers wrapping around the thick length of him, freeing him from the confines of his clothes. 

God, he was big. The kind of size that made her pulse jump, the kind that defied expectations. And he wasn’t even fully hard yet. A wicked thought flickered through her mind—would he even have enough blood left in his body if he got any harder? Would he pass out from sheer arousal? 

Her grip tightened, her thumb brushing over the head, already slick with need. She almost wished she could capture this moment, immortalize the way he looked right now—his dark eyes locked on hers, stunned, breathless, completely at her mercy. 

"I'm going to do this," she whispered, her voice low, teasing. "But if you want me to stop, just say the word. Okay?" 

He nodded, his jaw tight with anticipation, and she finally lowered her mouth to him. The first taste was intoxicating—salty, warm, perfect. Her tongue flicked over the head, coating him in wet heat before her lips closed around him, taking him deeper, savoring the way he twitched against her tongue. 

And just like that, the line was crossed. No fanfare, no guilt, just the slick slide of her mouth on his cock, the quiet sounds of pleasure between them. She was giving her best friend’s son a blowjob, and it felt right. No alarms, no regrets—just pure, unfiltered bliss. 

Why shouldn’t they do this? She liked him. He wanted her. They were both grown, both consenting. Who the hell cared what they did behind closed doors?

Some people might argue that what they'd just done would alter their relationship forever, but she didn't see it that way at all. To her, nothing had fundamentally shifted—well, almost nothing. There was one tiny, insignificant change. Now he was aware of her desire to take him into her mouth, to pleasure him like this. Now he knew that if he asked, she would gladly do it again. That was it. Just that one small, delicious revelation. 

Brian gazed down at her, his mind erupting in a fireworks display of sensation. His cock pulsed, thick and heavy, while muscles he hadn’t even realized he possessed clenched tight with pleasure. He couldn’t believe this was real—couldn’t believe anything could feel this fucking incredible. If this was what people did together behind closed doors, why would anyone ever bother stepping outside? 

"Does that feel good?" she murmured against him, her breath warm. 

"Amazing," he managed, his voice rough. 

"Do you want me to stop?" 

"No." 

She took him back into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him as she worked him with slow, deliberate strokes. She was going to make him come, and she knew it would unravel him completely. His cock swelled even more beneath her touch, and she marveled at how impossibly big he was getting. Already, she couldn’t take all of him—just the head and a fraction of his shaft. If he ever fucked her with this, she’d be terrified he’d split her in two. But, oh, the thought of it sent a rush of wet heat between her thighs. The idea of being stretched, filled, utterly claimed by him—it made her ache. 

Brian watched, mesmerized, as the gorgeous older woman worshipped his cock with her mouth. It was the hottest fucking thing he’d ever seen. Tension coiled in his balls, his abdomen tightening, and then— 

It hit him like a freight train. 

His muscles locked, his vision whiting out as pleasure detonated through him. The first pulse ripped through him, thick and urgent, spilling into her mouth. He gasped, his body jerking as the second wave followed, then the third, each one leaving him trembling. For a moment, he couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—just existed in the blinding haze of release. 

Slowly, the world came back into focus. Spots danced in his vision before fading, and when he finally looked down at her, guilt twisted in his gut. 

"I’m sorry," he choked out. 

She shook her head, pressing a finger to her lips to silence him. She’d tried to swallow everything, but some had escaped, glistening at the corners of her mouth. Still, she didn’t seem bothered—just intent on cleaning up the mess. When she pointed at his softening cock, then toward the bathroom, he understood. 

She wanted him to wash up. 

And fuck if he wasn’t already wondering when they could do this again.

He stepped under the warm spray of the shower, the water cascading over his skin as he tried to make sense of the whirlwind of emotions and sensations that had just overtaken him. What did this mean for them now? Were they something more, or had this just been a fleeting moment of passion? He scrubbed himself clean, the soap lathering over his body, but his thoughts were still tangled in uncertainty. Just as he thought he’d rinsed away every trace of their encounter, she appeared in the doorway, reaching for the mouthwash. The sight of her swishing it around before spitting it out sent a pang of insecurity through him. Had she disliked the taste of him? Had it been too much? 

Brian tugged his pants back on, suddenly self-conscious about his nakedness. Should he feel comfortable baring himself to her now, or was this a one-time indulgence? He retreated to the sofa, sinking into the cushions as the sound of her brushing her teeth echoed from the bathroom. Each stroke of the bristles made his stomach twist—was she trying to erase him? 

But then Sandy returned, her movements light and playful, a mischievous energy radiating from her as she settled beside him. His hesitation must have been obvious because she gave him a look—one that said she wasn’t having any of his retreat. No, she wasn’t letting him hide. Not now. Not after what they’d just shared. 

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his pants, and before he could protest, she was peeling them down again, exposing him to the cool air of the room. His breath hitched, his mind racing. What was happening? Was this really okay? Sandy didn’t give him time to overthink it. Instead, she rose to her feet, swaying her hips in a slow, teasing dance before letting her pajama bottoms pool at her ankles. There she stood, clad only in delicate panties, watching with satisfaction as his cock stirred back to life under her gaze. 

Good. That’s exactly what she wanted. 

She didn’t hesitate—she stripped away the last barrier between them, the fabric sliding down her thighs before she straddled his lap. Her eyes locked onto his, dark with desire, as she positioned herself over him. 

"If you want me to stop," she murmured, her voice low and husky, "just say stop." 

His response was barely a whisper. "Uh... okay." 

And then she took him inside her, inch by glorious inch, and his entire world narrowed to the sensation of her warmth enveloping him. Every nerve in his body lit up, every thought scattered except for the overwhelming pleasure of being inside her. 

For Sandy, it was unlike anything she’d ever felt before—his size stretching her in ways that bordered on pain, but the kind of pain that only made pleasure sharper, more intense. She bit her lip, adjusting to him, wondering just how much deeper she could take him. 

Then, in the midst of it all, his voice broke through the haze. 

"I have a... um... I need to..." 

She stilled, her brow furrowing. "What?" 

"Can I ask a question?" 

"Of course." 

"Does this mean I’m your boyfriend?" 

The question was so earnest, so vulnerable, that she couldn’t help but smile. "Do you want to be my boyfriend?" 

He swallowed hard, his cock pulsing inside her. "Uh... yeah. That would be nice." 

She could feel his heartbeat through the walls of her body, the rhythm of his arousal syncing with hers. "Okay," she breathed, tightening around him. "You’re my boyfriend. Does that make you happy?" 

"Yeah. Cause then it means that... um... this is okay." 

She cupped his face in her hands, pulling him closer until their foreheads touched. "Of course this is okay, baby. You’re my boyfriend." And with that, she began to move again, her body slick and welcoming as she rode him with slow, deliberate strokes. "Can I be your girlfriend?" 

His answer came without hesitation this time. "Well... of course."

She was growing more accustomed to him—to the way he moved, the way he felt—and his cock was nothing short of spectacular. "Good," she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Exactly what I wanted. And now, baby, you have full permission to do whatever you please with me. Don’t hold back. Don’t be afraid. You won’t hurt me. I want you to let go completely. Anything. Anything you desire." 

"Anything?" His voice was hesitant, almost disbelieving. 

"Anything," she repeated, her fingers tracing idle patterns over his chest. "If you hold back, I’ll be disappointed. And trust me, you don’t want that." 

"Anything?" he asked again, as if needing the reassurance. 

She opened her mouth to respond, but then his body tensed beneath her, muscles locking tight before the unmistakable pulse of his release filled her. Normally, she might have been irritated—some men had no consideration—but not now. Not with him. Even as Brian shuddered through the aftershocks, his cum only made things slicker, hotter, allowing her to sink even deeper onto him. And damn, he was still so hard, still so ready for her. 

Brian slumped back against the couch, breathless, giving her all the space she needed to take control. She rolled her hips, savoring every inch of him. God, he was perfect. She was lucky—so fucking lucky—that he had a cock like this. The thought crossed her mind that she should call his mother, just to rub it in. Oh yes, your son is absolutely incredible. Thank you for sending him my way. The petty satisfaction of that mental image alone nearly made her moan. 

Then something inside her clenched—a deep, involuntary spasm that stole her breath. Her muscles tightened, released, tightened again, each wave leaving her gasping. Blood roared in her ears, her body locking up as pleasure detonated through her. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think—could only feel. And then, impossibly, she swore she felt him pulsing inside her again. Was he really coming a second time? The thought alone sent another shock of ecstasy through her. Her body arched, every nerve alight, before she collapsed onto him, boneless and spent. 

Christ. She needed a cigarette. She didn’t even smoke, but after an orgasm like that? She’d consider taking it up. 

Brian lay beneath her, skin cooling as sweat dried in the aftermath. He was too blissed-out to even open his eyes, content to just exist in this hazy, sated state. Then Sandy shifted, pressing a soft kiss to his lips—minty and fresh. He could appreciate her earlier trip to the bathroom now. 

His cock was still buried inside her, her tongue lazily tangling with his. For one perfect, suspended moment, everything was exactly as it should be. 

And then her phone rang. 

She ignored it at first, but when it trilled a second time, she groaned, reaching blindly for the device. With her head still resting on Brian’s chest, she answered, her voice still thick with satisfaction. "Yeah?"

"Hello... Yeah, I'm already tucked in... What's up?... Don't stress about it... No, honestly, I don't think he even noticed... He’s totally fine... Because, well, he actually reached out to me after your date and said everything went well. He’s into you... Mhmm... I’m not sure about his schedule... Wait, didn’t he give you his number?... He’s still figuring this whole dating thing out—probably just slipped his mind. Next time I see him, I’ll pass along your number, and trust me, he’ll call... Sure... Oh? What exactly did you say?... Seriously?... Yeah, but you can’t blame him for taking it that way. Come on, don’t be dense... Listen, I’ll give him your number, and when he calls, you two can sort it out then. Okay?... Stop overthinking it. He’s not the type to gossip... Fine. I’ll call him right after we hang up... Got it. Bye." 

She exhaled, pressing the phone to her chest before glancing at Brian. "I think I got the gist of that conversation." 

"Did she actually say something racist?" 

Brian gave a slow, confirming nod. 

"You’re sure it wasn’t just... poorly worded?" 

His head shook again, leaving no room for doubt. 

"That’s wild. She dated an Asian guy not that long ago." 

"All I know is what came out of her mouth," Brian murmured. 

Sandy sank back against him, her lips brushing his fingers as they tangled with hers. "So... we good? You’re okay with all this?" 

"Absolutely. Whatever you want." 

"No," she corrected, tracing idle circles on his skin. "Whatever you want." She leaned in, breath warm against his lips—until her phone buzzed again. With a groan, she snatched it up. 

"Hello... Yeah, I’m actually with him right now... No, he’s cool. He gets you didn’t mean it like that... He’s listening. Let me give him your number, and he’ll call you." 

Hanging up, she shot Brian a look. "You’re calling April." 

"Do I have to?" 

"Not technically," she purred, fingers skimming lower. "But I’ll make it very rewarding if you do." 

"You said I didn’t have to do anything I didn’t want." 

"I know," she conceded, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "But trust me, the payoff will be worth it." 

"Or," he countered, catching her wrist, "you could just skip the phone call and reward me anyway." 

She arched a brow. "That’s not the deal." 

"You told me I could do anything I wanted. Well... this is what I want." 

Her pulse kicked up as she searched his face—was he teasing, or dead serious? God, she hoped it was the latter. The thought of him taking control sent a slow, delicious heat curling through her. Come on, baby. Show me what you’re made of. 

"Alright," she breathed. "What exactly did you have in mind?" 

His grin was pure mischief. "Call her back and tell her I’m taken."

Sandy's breath hitched as her lips curled into a slow, wicked grin, her pupils dilating with anticipation. 

"Don't make me wait," he murmured, his voice rough with need, and then—oh God—she felt it, the deliberate flex of him inside her, that delicious, possessive twitch that sent sparks skittering up her spine. 

A breathless laugh escaped her as she fumbled for her phone, her fingers trembling—whether from the call or the way he was already moving beneath her, she couldn’t tell. 

"You—oh—you are not going to believe this," Sandy gasped into the receiver, her voice hitching as Brian stirred beneath her, his hips rolling in slow, deliberate thrusts. "He—ah—he has your number, but listen—no—I think—oh God—I think he might be seeing someone—" A sharp inhale, a bitten-off moan disguised as a wince. "I—uh—no, I was just—ah—putting on a bandage—yeah—cut my finger—" Another gasp, another helpless roll of her hips against him. "Ouch—fuck—he sort of—mm—hinted at it—didn’t say much—oh—when I asked—" A breathy whimper. "Yeah—hurts like hell—okay—talk later—bye—" 

She barely managed to toss the phone aside before collapsing against him, her palm flattening over his chest in silent praise—fuck, yes, just like that—her body singing from the way he’d taken her, so perfectly, so hers, even as she’d lied through her teeth. 

"Anything else?" she purred, arching into him, her voice dripping with promise. 

His grin was slow, knowing. "Oh, sweetheart," he drawled, fingers tightening possessively on her hips. "We’re just getting started."


Post-Game Reward

Maddie lingered in the doorway of the guest room, her body draped in nothing but a delicate silk robe the color of a summer sky, the fabric slipping tantalizingly off one shoulder, exposing the smooth curve of her skin. Beneath it, the whisper of purple lace clung to her hips, barely there, teasing. She leaned against the frame, one bare foot crossed over the other, the warmth of her coffee mug seeping into her fingers as steam curled lazily upward. 

Her gaze drifted over the sleeping form of her son’s friend—David, sprawled on his side, the sheets tangled low around his waist, revealing the sculpted lines of his back and shoulders. At six feet tall, he was just the right kind of muscular, not overly bulky like the gym rats she sometimes saw when she picked him up, but lean and strong enough to make her pulse quicken. She wasn’t the only one who noticed, either. Every girl who crossed his path seemed to melt under that effortless charm. 

And right now, she was melting too. If he had stirred, if those dark eyes had flickered open, he would have seen the way the silk clung to her, the unmistakable peaks of her nipples pressing against the thin fabric, hard and aching. She knew his type—he liked curves, fullness, and she had plenty to offer. At 36DDD, her breasts were far from modest, heavy and ripe, the kind that made men look twice. Age and motherhood had softened them slightly, but they still curved beautifully, tipped with dusky pink areolas and nipples that stood taut, begging for attention. 

What she didn’t realize was that David noticed—oh, he noticed. Every time she wandered the house in nothing but a thin tank top, braless, the sway of her breasts driving him quietly mad. They circled each other, both burning with the same forbidden hunger, neither daring to cross that line. 

Until now. 

Today, Maddie wasn’t just looking. 

Today, she was going to take what she wanted.

David wasn’t usually one to sleep in, especially on Saturdays, but last night had taken everything out of him. As the star running back of the high school football team, he’d been pushed to his absolute limit during the game—a brutal, hard-fought battle that had left both teams exhausted. The final quarter had been a nail-biter, his team down by three points with only seconds left on the clock. But in a burst of raw determination, David had broken through the defense, dodging tackles like they were nothing, and sprinted into the end zone for the game-winning touchdown. By the time he’d stumbled through the front door late that night, his body was spent, his muscles aching in ways Maddie had never seen before. So it was no surprise that he was still dead to the world, lost in deep, dreamless sleep. 

Maddie lingered in the doorway, her fingers curled around the warm mug as she studied him, her mind racing with possibilities. How exactly was she going to make her move? How would she bridge that invisible line between them? Just as she lifted the coffee to her lips, taking a slow, thoughtful sip, David shifted in his sleep, answering her unspoken question. With a low, sleepy groan, he rolled onto his back, his arm stretching lazily above his head, his face turning toward her. The sheets remained tangled around his hips, and there it was—undeniable, impossible to ignore. The unmistakable outline of his erection strained against the thin fabric, the evidence of his body’s natural morning response. 

Maddie’s breath hitched in her throat, her lips parting in shock as her fingers instinctively flew to her mouth. Her eyes widened, drinking in the sight before her—David, sprawled out in all his glory, his cock thick and hard beneath the sheets. And oh, God, was he big. Not monstrous, but certainly impressive—seven, maybe even eight inches of pure, solid arousal, the shape of him clearly defined against the fabric. She could already imagine the weight of him in her hands, the girth stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt in years. The thought alone sent a rush of heat between her thighs, her body responding instantly to the forbidden sight. 

Oh my God, she thought, barely daring to breathe, not wanting to disturb him just yet. Her gaze traveled hungrily up his body, taking in the sculpted planes of his chest, the faint dusting of hair leading down to where his cock lay heavy against his thigh. Then, unable to resist, her eyes drifted back down, lingering on that tantalizing bulge. And in that moment, any lingering hesitation vanished. 

She knew exactly what she was going to do.

"Oh, I need you inside me," she murmured, her lips curling into a wicked little smirk as she took another slow sip of coffee, savoring the warmth before setting the mug down on the nightstand with deliberate quiet. She lingered there, hovering over him, her gaze ravenous as it traced the unmistakable outline of his arousal beneath the thin barrier of the sheets. The temptation was too much—her fingers itched to touch, to explore, and before she could stop herself, she was bending forward, her full breasts swaying as she reached down. Her palm settled over the rigid length of him, her fingers curling tentatively around the thick heat, testing its weight, its girth. A soft groan escaped his lips, his body responding even in sleep, and she bit back a whimper of her own. 

"Christ," she breathed, her pulse hammering as she felt the sheer power of him beneath her touch—the way his cock pulsed, thick and heavy, the blood rushing beneath the skin. She wanted to squeeze, to claim, but instead, she let her fingers glide slowly, teasingly, up and down his shaft, reveling in the way his hips lifted instinctively, pressing into her hand. The sensation was electric, sending a jolt straight to her core, her own body clenching in response. She barely stifled a moan, her free hand flying to her mouth as she tightened her grip just slightly, rewarded with another deep, sleepy sound from him. 

Her thighs trembled, her panties already soaked through, her nipples aching where they strained against her top. If she didn’t have him soon—God, if she didn’t feel him filling her—she might actually lose her mind. 

But first… first, she needed to taste. 

With one last possessive squeeze, she sank to her knees beside the bed, careful not to make a sound as she peeled the sheet back, exposing him completely. Her breath caught, her lips parting in stunned silence as she took in the sight of him—fully hard, thick and veined, the head flushed and glistening, twitching slightly with every heartbeat. She’d seen plenty of cocks in her time, but this—this was something else. Perfectly shaped, perfectly hers to devour. 

Her fingers trembled as she reached out, tracing the smooth, hot skin before wrapping her hand around him again, squeezing just enough to feel the way he throbbed in response.

David let out a low, sleepy groan, and her breath hitched—had she disturbed him too soon? But no, his deep, even breathing told her he was still lost in dreams, thank heavens. Her gaze dropped back to his magnificent erection, her fingers tightening ever so slightly as she began a slow, deliberate rhythm, stroking him from base to tip. 

A glistening bead of precum formed at his slit, swelling with each languid pump of her hand. Before it could trickle down his stomach, she lifted his cock slightly, bending forward to flick her tongue against the swollen head, catching that salty-sweet drop. A soft moan escaped her lips as the taste flooded her senses, rich and intoxicating. She swallowed, savoring it, before her hand resumed its slow, coaxing motion, milking more of that delicious fluid from him. Again and again, she repeated the ritual—pumping, tasting, craving—until the ache between her legs became unbearable, until she couldn’t resist the need to take him fully into her mouth. 

Rising onto her knees, she leaned over him, guiding his cock upward until the flushed tip brushed against her parted lips. She hesitated for only a heartbeat before lowering her mouth, letting the head slide past her lips before sealing them around him. The moment her tongue traced the sensitive underside, she hummed in pleasure, the taste of him flooding her senses. Her suction grew firmer, her tongue swirling as she drank in more of his essence, her own arousal spiking with every soft, wet sound. 

Then—David shifted beneath her, his body tensing in the first stirrings of wakefulness. Her pulse quickened. Time was slipping away. If she wanted to savor him fully, she had to act now. 

Gripping the base of his shaft, she took him deeper, inch by tantalizing inch, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. Each downward bob of her head sent a thrill through her—his cock was thick, so thick, filling her mouth in a way that made her ache with want. The thought of him stretching her pussy just as thoroughly sent a fresh wave of heat between her thighs. How much more could she take before he woke? How much more could she take before she begged him to bury himself inside her?

Oh, she was absolutely determined to discover exactly how that thick, glorious cock would feel buried deep inside her—but right now, her entire world had narrowed to the singular mission of taking as much of him into her mouth as humanly possible. Her lips slid greedily along his length, inch by tantalizing inch, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles around the swollen head before tracing the throbbing veins along his shaft. Saliva pooled in her mouth, spilling over in thick, glistening strands that dripped down the base of his cock, slicking the way as she pushed herself further, deeper. 

Her fingers had to retreat—there simply wasn’t room anymore, not with half of him already filling her mouth, stretching her lips obscenely wide. The thought sent a shiver through her, knowing she was taking him so deep, so hungrily. 

Then—a low groan rumbled from David’s chest, his legs shifting beneath the sheets. Maddie barely had time to register the warm weight of his hand settling against the back of her head before she glanced up, catching the flutter of his lashes against his cheeks. Still asleep? Or just lost in the haze of pleasure, unsure if this was real? It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the hot, heavy length of him between her lips, the way her throat clenched as she forced herself to take him even deeper. 

Now or never. 

She swallowed him down, her body arching as the thick head nudged the back of her throat, triggering a reflexive gag that she fought through, determined. His hips jerked beneath her, a ragged breath escaping him—he was waking up. 

And David? Oh, David was caught in the most delicious, torturous dream of his life. 

There she was—Maddie, his best friend’s mom, the woman he’d fantasized about more times than he could count—kneeling between his legs, her mouth wrapped around his cock like she’d been made for it. His dreams were always vivid, but this? This was something else entirely. The heat of her tongue, the suction of her lips, the way her throat fluttered around him—it was too real. 

And then—oh fuck—the unmistakable sensation of his cock hitting the back of her throat, the choked sound she made as she took him deeper than he’d ever been taken before. 

That wasn’t something he could have imagined. 

Because he’d never felt it before. 

His eyes flew open, heart pounding, and—holy shit. 

It wasn’t a dream. 

Maddie was really there, her lips stretched around him, her head bobbing with slow, sinful precision as she worked his cock like she’d been starving for it.

"Oh my God! Mrs. Walsh!" David gasped, his fingers instinctively jerking away from her hair as his eyes flew open in stunned disbelief, his body propping up on his elbows in one swift motion. His voice cracked with a mix of shock and undeniable arousal as he stared down at her. "What—what the hell are you doing?" he managed to choke out, his pulse hammering wildly in his throat. 

With a slow, deliberate slide of her lips, she released his cock with a soft, wet sound, her tongue lingering just a moment longer before she pulled back. A wicked little smile curled her lips as she gazed up at him, her fingers tightening around his slick length, stroking him lazily to keep him rock-hard. "Sweetheart," she purred, her voice dripping with amusement, "does it really need spelling out? I'm giving you the blowjob of your life. Now hush and let me finish what I started, alright?" Without waiting for his reply, she bent her head again, taking him deep into her mouth with practiced ease, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking down further. 

"Wait—Mrs. Walsh, hold on!" David sputtered, his mind still reeling. "What about—what about your husband?" His voice was strained, torn between panic and the overwhelming pleasure coursing through him. 

Maddie lifted her head again, her fingers never stopping their slow, teasing pumps along his shaft. She arched a brow, her smirk deepening. "Oh, honey, he’s out on the golf course with his buddies—and your little friend tagged along too. So, unless you want me to stop right now, I suggest you relax and enjoy yourself." Her thumb swiped over the sensitive tip, spreading the slickness there as she watched his reaction with dark amusement. 

"I—well, yeah, of course I don’t want you to stop, but—" His words stumbled over themselves, his brain short-circuiting between disbelief and the sheer, mind-numbing pleasure of her mouth on him. 

"Then stop talking," she murmured, her voice low and commanding, her fingers giving his cock a firm squeeze. "Just lie back, be a good boy, and let me take care of you." With that, she lowered her mouth onto him again, this time adding a new layer of sensation—her free hand cupping his balls, rolling them between her fingers, kneading them with just the right amount of pressure as she swallowed him down again and again. 

David could only watch, breathless, as she worked him over with expert precision, her lips gliding effortlessly along his length, her tongue teasing every sensitive ridge. He’d had blowjobs before—awkward, fumbling attempts from girls who barely knew what they were doing. But this? This was something else entirely. Maddie moved with the confidence of a woman who knew exactly how to drive a man wild, and the way her lips tightened around him, the way her tongue flicked against the underside of his cock—it was pure, unadulterated bliss. 

And then he caught it—the unmistakable scent of her arousal, thick and heady in the air. She was enjoying this just as much as he was, her own desire soaking through, filling the room with the intoxicating musk of her wetness. The realization sent another jolt of heat straight to his already throbbing cock, his balls tightening in her grip. He knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. 

"Uh, Mrs. Walsh?" he managed weakly, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "I—I think I’m gonna—"

"Oh, sweetheart?" Maddie murmured, pausing just for a breath—her lips still hovering, warm and wet, over his throbbing length—before sinking back down with a slow, deliberate glide that made his hips jerk involuntarily. 

"I—I think I’m about to... Jesus, I’m gonna come!" he gasped, his fingers twisting in the sheets as the telltale tightening in his balls surged through him. Maddie pulled off with an obscene, slick sound, her fingers wrapping around his shaft in a firm, practiced grip as she stroked him—just enough to keep him teetering on that delicious edge. 

"Oh no, not yet, darling," she purred, her dark eyes locking onto his with playful warning. "I’m far from finished with you. Believe me, I’d love to feel you pulse down my throat, taste every last drop of you—but that little treat will have to wait. Because right now, I have much bigger plans for this gorgeous cock of yours." She released him with a teasing squeeze, bracing her palms against the mattress as she rose, her robe gaping open just enough to give him a tantalizing glimpse of her full, heavy breasts swaying with every movement. 

"Unless," she added with a wicked smirk, "you’re one of those rare men who can go twice in a row? Hmm? Think you can manage that, baby?" 

David swallowed hard, shaking his head. "No way, not with morning wood like this. Once I... uh, finish, that’s it for a good long while." 

She sighed dramatically, running a hand down her body before slipping her fingers beneath the waistband of her thong. "Well then, I suppose I’ll just have to save swallowing you for later." With a slow, deliberate motion, she peeled the purple lace down her hips, letting it slide down her thighs before stepping out of it completely, giving him a fleeting but intoxicating view of her smooth, bare skin. Then, without hesitation, she climbed onto the bed, straddling his hips with a confidence that made his breath hitch. 

David was utterly transfixed by the way her breasts moved with her, heavy and lush, but when she settled over him, her heat pressing against his aching length, he snapped back to reality with a jolt. 

"Mrs. Walsh—what—what are you doing?" he stammered, his voice rough with disbelief and arousal. 

She grinned down at him, her fingers wrapping around his cock, guiding him exactly where she wanted him. "What does it look like, darling? I’m about to ride you until neither of us can walk straight." 

His eyes widened. "What?" 

She laughed, low and throaty, as she positioned herself, the tip of him nudging against her slick entrance. "I said I’m going to fuck you. Do you always interrogate your lovers this much before they climb on top of you?" 

He exhaled shakily. "N-no, not usually." 

"Good," she murmured, lowering herself just enough to let him feel how wet she was. "Then stop talking and let me show you what you’ve been missing."

His gaze dropped, utterly transfixed as she dragged the swollen tip of his erection along her slick folds, coating him in the evidence of her arousal. The sensation was unlike anything he'd ever experienced—her heat, her wetness, the teasing glide of her body against his most sensitive flesh. Each deliberate stroke sent shivers of pleasure through him, and when she finally positioned him at her entrance, he held his breath in anticipation. 

With a slow, deliberate press downward, she took him inside, her tight walls yielding to the thick intrusion of his cock. A deep, throaty moan escaped her lips as she paused, letting her body adjust to the delicious stretch. "Oh, sweetheart," she purred, her voice thick with desire, "you’re so much thicker than I expected. Thicker than any man I’ve ever had—certainly thicker than my husband." 

His pulse pounded in his ears as he managed to rasp out, "Do you like it, ma’am?" 

She laughed breathlessly, her hips shifting just slightly to accommodate him. "I love it," she confessed, her eyes dark with need. "And I can’t wait to take every last inch of you." 

Then, with a firm grip on the headboard, she leaned forward, her full, heavy breasts swaying tantalizingly close to his face. The sight alone was enough to make his mouth water—the soft, creamy flesh, the dusky pink nipples begging for his touch. He wanted to bury his hands in them, to knead and suck and worship them until she moaned his name. 

As if reading his thoughts, she arched her back slightly, offering them to him. "Go on, baby," she encouraged, her voice husky as she continued to sink onto him, inch by torturous inch. "Touch them. I know you’re dying to." 

"How did you—?" he started, but she cut him off with another low groan as she took more of him inside. 

"Because," she panted, her body trembling around him, "I know what a man wants. And right now, I want you to squeeze these tits as hard as you fucking can." 

He didn’t hesitate. His hands closed around her breasts, kneading the soft flesh, rolling her nipples between his fingers until she gasped. The way she responded—arching into his touch, her pussy clenching around him—only drove him wilder. 

"That’s it," she moaned, her hips rolling as she worked him deeper. "Just like that, baby. Don’t stop."

David obeyed eagerly, his mouth finding one of her taut, pebbled nipples moments later, sealing his lips around the sensitive bud. Maddie gasped sharply, her body trembling as her inner walls clenched around his thick length in response. He started with gentle, teasing sucks, but soon grew bolder, his mouth working her nipple with increasing hunger until her moans filled the air. Then he switched to the other, lavishing the same attention there, his tongue swirling, his lips pulling, making her squirm above him. 

Christ, this boy knows exactly what he’s doing! Maddie thought, her breath hitching as she continued to sink down onto his cock, inch by torturous inch. And fuck—his cock is massive! 

She focused on the slow, deliberate rhythm of her hips, rising and falling along his rigid shaft, each downward thrust forcing more of his impressive length inside her. Not only was he thick, but he was long—so long that when she finally took him to the hilt, the swollen head of his cock pressed deep, nudging against her very core. With a final, determined push, she seated herself fully, her ass meeting the heavy weight of his balls as her slick walls clenched around him, her hips rolling in slow, sensuous circles. 

“Ohhh—fuck! I think—I’ve got all of you!” she gasped, her head tilting back, her fingers tightening around the headboard as pleasure surged through her. David released her nipple with a wet pop, his gaze sliding down the lush curve of her body to where she was fully impaled on him. No one had ever taken him like this before—not completely. 

“You do, Mrs. Walsh,” he murmured, his voice rough with awe. “Every damn inch.” 

She glanced down at him, her lips curling into a wicked grin. “Good. Now let’s see just how hard I can make you come, hmm?” 

And then she began to move—rising and falling in slow, deliberate strokes, her hips rolling in hypnotic circles as she worked his cock deep inside her. David groaned, his hands kneading her full breasts before his mouth found her nipples again, sucking hard, teasing them with his teeth. Maddie hissed through clenched teeth, her body alight with sensation. She’d never been stretched so perfectly, so completely, and she reveled in every second of it. 

For David, it was pure bliss. Her pussy was scorching hot, slick and tight, gripping him like a velvet vise. With every deep, rolling thrust, he felt himself hurtling toward the edge, knowing it wouldn’t be long before he was spilling inside her. But the way she rode him—the way she wanted him—told him that was exactly what she was after. So he surrendered, letting her take exactly what she needed.

Maddie kept up the relentless rhythm for what felt like an eternity, her body slick with sweat, her muscles trembling with exertion. Finally, she sat up, wrenching her full, aching breasts from his greedy grasp and sinking down onto his cock with a sharp, breathless gasp. Arching her back, she braced her hands against his thighs, her fingers digging into his firm flesh as she tilted her head back, letting her gaze drift down past the swell of her own breasts to lock onto his. Then she began to move—hard, deliberate thrusts, slamming herself down onto his thick length with a force that made her grunt with each deep, satisfying plunge. David could only lie there, mesmerized, watching as his best friend’s mother took complete control, fucking him with a wild, untamed energy he’d never known. 

She didn’t stop for long before shifting again, sitting up straighter this time, her palms pressing flat against the taut muscles of his abdomen. Her hair was a tangled mess, strands clinging to her flushed skin, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. Her eyes were dark, heavy-lidded with lust, her lips curled into a wicked, knowing smirk. When she spoke, her voice was a husky whisper, dripping with promise. 

“Now,” she murmured, holding his gaze, “I’m going to make you come.” 

And then she was moving again, her upper body still, poised like a predator, while her hips worked in slow, deliberate circles, grinding against him in a way that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through his veins. The rhythm built, her motions growing sharper, faster—until she was slamming down onto him with a force that made the bed shudder beneath them. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, her hair wild, half-obscuring her face as she rode him with abandon. David could feel it—the tight coil in his gut, the way his balls drew up, heavy and aching. He was close, so close, and she knew it. 

“I’m gonna come,” he choked out, his fingers biting into the soft flesh of her thighs as he fought to hold on. “Fuck—I’m gonna come, ma’am—” 

“Yes,” she gasped, never faltering, never slowing. “Come for me. Let go. Fill me up—give me everything.” 

That was all it took. With a ragged groan, his back arched off the bed as his climax tore through him, his cock pulsing deep inside her, flooding her tight, wet heat with wave after wave of his release. His hands fisted the sheets, twisting them as he shuddered beneath her, his entire body wracked with pleasure. But Maddie didn’t stop—she kept riding him, milking every last drop from him, her own moans growing louder, more desperate. 

“That’s it,” she cried, her nails biting into his hips as he bucked beneath her. “Give it to me—all of it—oh God—” 

The pressure of his cock inside her, the relentless friction against her clit, sent her spiraling over the edge, her own orgasm crashing down with a force that left her trembling, gasping his name as she collapsed against him.

"OH FUCK—I'M COMING!" Maddie wailed, her teeth clenched tight as her head fell back, surrendering to the violent rush of pleasure tearing through her. The sensation erupted from her clit in scorching waves, rippling through every inch of her body, shaking her to the core. David’s gaze locked onto her trembling form, watching as she convulsed around him, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around his cock as his own climax finally began to ebb. 

Her orgasm was fierce, overwhelming—but fleeting, cresting and crashing almost as quickly as it had begun. Their release synced perfectly, Maddie’s frantic movements slowing to a halt, her hips finally stilling with David’s now-limp length still buried inside her. She slumped forward, her palms braced against his sweat-slicked stomach as she fought to catch her breath, her chest heaving. Beneath her, David lay motionless, his own breathing ragged, his heart hammering against his ribs as he tried to steady himself. After a long, languid moment, Maddie lifted her head, her lips curling into a satisfied, almost smug grin. 

"Made you come," she murmured, her voice husky and rich with triumph. 

"Fuck, yeah, you did," David chuckled, his own smile lazy and sated. "And you came too, right, Mrs. Walsh?" His brow furrowed slightly, a flicker of concern crossing his face—had he left her wanting? 

"Oh, honey, don’t you worry," she purred, a throaty laugh escaping her. "I came harder than I have in years. Best fucking orgasm of my life, no contest." 

"Seriously?" David blinked, stunned. "Like... seriously? I made you feel that good?" 

"Seriously," she confirmed, her fingers tracing idle circles on his chest. "That thick, gorgeous cock of yours? Wrecked me. Better than anyone else—and that includes my husband, who, for the record, isn’t exactly lacking in that department. When he bothers to fuck me at all, that is." Her smirk was wicked, edged with something darker—something unspoken. 

David hesitated, his lips parting before he faltered. "Wait, so Mr. Walsh doesn’t... I mean, he doesn’t...?" 

Maddie laughed, the sound warm and indulgent. "Sweetheart, after what we just did, you can say fuck as much as you want around me." 

"You’re telling me he doesn’t fuck you enough?" David pressed, his tone laced with disbelief. 

Maddie sighed, shaking her head. "No, baby. Not even close. But who cares?" She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. "Now I’ve got you to take care of me instead." 

David groaned, folding his arms behind his head. "Man’s insane. If I had a woman like you? I’d never stop fucking her."

"But you do have a hot woman like me right here, darling—you’ve got me now, whenever you want me," she murmured, her fingers tracing the rough stubble along his jawline. His cock had softened completely inside her, yet even in its relaxed state, it still stretched her deliciously, filling her in a way that made her ache with satisfaction. There was something so intimate about feeling him there, even when he wasn’t hard—like a quiet promise of what was yet to come. 

His eyes flickered up to hers, curiosity burning in them. "You mentioned something about later," he said, voice rough with lingering desire. "What exactly did you have in mind for us?" 

She grinned, leaning in just enough to let her breath ghost over his lips. "Later—after we’ve showered, dressed, and had a proper breakfast—I’m going to take my time with you. I’ll wrap my lips around that gorgeous cock of yours and suck you until you can’t hold back anymore. And this time, I won’t stop until I’ve swallowed every last drop. How does that sound, baby?" 

A low groan escaped him, his smile widening. "Fuck, yes, ma’am. That sounds perfect." 

"Good," she purred, pressing a quick, teasing kiss to his mouth before pulling away. "Now, let’s get moving. The sooner we start the day, the sooner we can get back to... other things." With that, she rose, letting his softened length slip free from her, though she clenched tight to keep his cum from spilling out—she wanted to savor the feeling a little longer. Grabbing her abandoned coffee mug from the nightstand, now cold and forgotten, she blew him a playful kiss before sauntering out of the room, hips swaying just enough to make sure he was watching. 

David propped himself up on one elbow, eyes locked on her retreating form until she disappeared around the corner. The moment she was gone, he collapsed back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling in stunned disbelief. 

"Holy fucking shit," he muttered, running a hand through his hair. "Did I really just fuck my best friend’s mom?" 

From the kitchen, her laughter rang out, bright and unashamed. "Oh, you absolutely did, sweetheart! Now stop lying there like a lovesick puppy and get your fine ass out of bed!" 

"Yes, ma’am," he chuckled, tossing the covers aside and swinging his legs over the edge of the mattress. As he made his way to the bathroom, he couldn’t wipe the grin off his face—nor did he want to.
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