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Forbidden Delicacy

The boss’s wife takes a special interest in the timid new hire.


Chapter 1

Kevin felt a surge of gratitude when his boss extended the unexpected invitation to dinner at his home that Friday evening. It had only been three months since he’d joined the accounting firm, fresh out of college and still finding his footing in the professional world. George Jones, his boss, was a formidable figure—a man who had single-handedly built the company into one of the most prominent firms in town. Landing a position there felt like a stroke of luck, and Kevin knew it. He wasn’t exactly the most outgoing person, having kept to himself throughout college, but in the world of accounting, that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. The office environment suited his natural shyness, and he’d been content to focus on his work, keeping his head down and avoiding unnecessary interactions.

So, when Mr. Jones’ secretary called to inform him about the dinner invitation, Kevin couldn’t help but feel a flicker of excitement. It felt like a milestone, a sign that he was being accepted into the fold. At around 5:30 that Friday, Mr. Jones appeared at Kevin’s cubicle, his deep voice cutting through the quiet hum of the office. “Ready to go?” he asked gruffly, already turning on his heel and striding toward the exit. Kevin scrambled to gather his things, nearly tripping over himself in his haste to catch up. By the time he reached the parking lot, Mr. Jones was already unlocking his car, tossing a curt “You’ll come with me” over his shoulder.

George Jones was an imposing figure, his broad frame and towering height making Kevin feel almost childlike in comparison. Kevin, shorter than average and slight in build, couldn’t help but feel dwarfed beside him. But despite his gruff exterior, George wasn’t unkind. He was a man of few words, his expressions often stern, but there was a quiet approval in the way he treated Kevin. He appreciated hard work, and Kevin had proven himself to be diligent and reliable. Still, it was likely his wife who had nudged him to extend the invitation, reminding him to make the new employee feel welcome. For Kevin, though, the gesture meant the world. Being invited to the boss’s home felt like a tacit acknowledgment that he’d passed some unspoken probationary period.

The drive to the Jones’ house was mostly silent, punctuated only by a few brief exchanges about work. Kevin followed George inside, his nerves flaring as he stepped into the unfamiliar space. “This is my wife,” George announced, gesturing toward a woman who stood in the doorway before disappearing further into the house. Linda Jones stepped forward, her warm smile immediately putting Kevin at ease. She was a striking woman, a few years younger than George but still in her late fifties, though she carried herself with a vitality that made her appear younger. She wasn’t as tall as her husband, but in her heels, she towered over Kevin, her presence both commanding and comforting.

There was something undeniably maternal about her, a warmth that radiated from her smile and made you feel instantly at home. But beneath that warmth was a subtle sensuality, something soft and alluring that lingered just beneath the surface, impossible to ignore. Her attire was modest—sensible skirts that fell longer than those worn by the women at George’s firm, blouses that didn’t dip too low—but there was an elegance to her style, a quiet confidence that drew you in. She had a magnetic quality, a way of making you feel seen and valued without even trying.

“Don’t mind George, dear,” she said, her voice warm and reassuring as she ushered Kevin further into the house. “He’s not grumpy, he just can’t help himself. I’m Linda Jones, and we’re both so thrilled to have you here. George has told me all about the wonderful work you’ve been doing at the company.” Her words washed over him, easing the last of his nerves and making him feel, for the first time in a long while, like he truly belonged.

Her warm smile melted away Kevin’s nerves, just as she had intended. He felt himself relax under her gaze, his voice soft and polite as he spoke. “Thank you so much, Mrs. Jones. It’s really kind of you to have me over for dinner. I hope it’s not too much trouble for you, Ma’am.”

Linda’s heart warmed at his manners. The way he addressed her so respectfully, calling her “Ma’am” instead of jumping to her first name, endeared him to her instantly. She couldn’t help but smile wider, her eyes crinkling with affection. “Oh, aren’t you just the sweetest thing? Someone’s mother clearly raised you right. Come here, darling, let me give you a proper hug.” Without waiting for his response, she reached out and pulled him into her embrace, her arms wrapping around him firmly.

Kevin was caught off guard, his face pressing into the soft warmth of her chest, nestled between the gentle swell of her breasts. He froze for a moment, unsure of how to react, but Linda didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she seemed to relish the way his smaller frame fit so perfectly against her, her maternal instincts mingling with something far more primal. She could feel the faintest shift in his body, the subtle tension that betrayed his growing arousal, and it thrilled her. There was something undeniably exciting about eliciting that kind of reaction from a young, shy man like Kevin.

After a moment, she released him, stepping back with a knowing smile before turning toward the kitchen. Kevin hesitated, unsure of what to do next, but he followed her anyway, his mind still reeling from the unexpected intimacy of her embrace.

It wasn’t long before George reappeared, having shed his coat and tie but otherwise looking much the same. Kevin, still dressed in his work clothes, hovered awkwardly, eager to make himself useful. Then he remembered the bottle of wine he’d brought, tucked away in his briefcase. He hurried to retrieve it, presenting it to Linda with a shy smile. “I brought this for you, Mrs. Jones. I hope it’s alright.”

Her eyes lit up with genuine appreciation. “Oh, how thoughtful of you, Kevin. George, be a dear and open this for us, won’t you?” She handed the bottle to her husband, who grumbled under his breath but complied, pouring a glass for his wife.

“I’m having a beer,” George announced gruffly, glancing at Kevin. “What about you, kid? What’s your poison?”

Before Kevin could respond, Linda interjected with a playful tone. “Oh, don’t be silly, George. Kevin will have some of the wine he so kindly brought. He wouldn’t want me to drink alone, now would he?”

George shrugged, clearly not in the mood to argue, and Linda’s smile widened in triumph. “George, why don’t you go relax in your den before dinner? Kevin’s here to help me, and I’m sure he’d like his boss to be nice and relaxed. I’ll call you when everything’s ready.”

George didn’t need to be told twice. He was more than happy to leave the kitchen, his disdain for cooking well known. As far as he was concerned, if he brought an employee home, they could damn well help with the meal. It was only fair, given that they worked for him. Besides, Linda enjoyed the company, and she was more than capable of handling things on her own.

As George disappeared down the hall, Linda turned her attention back to Kevin, her gaze lingering on him for a moment as she assessed the young man standing before her. Then, with a sly smile, she turned her back to him. “Kevin, be a good boy and help me with something, would you? Did you ever help your mother with her dress when you were living at home? I need a hand with my zipper. I don’t want to get flour all over myself while we’re cooking.”

Kevin hesitated for a moment, his mind swirling with confusion, but the authority in her voice—or perhaps it was the fact that she was the boss’s wife—left him powerless to resist. "Of course, ma’am. Whatever you need," he murmured, his voice soft, almost trembling as much as his hands. Carefully, he reached for the zipper of her dress, his fingers fumbling slightly as he pulled it down, the sound of the metal teeth parting sending a shiver through him.

As the dress slipped off her shoulders, he noticed the delicate fabric of her slip beneath. It was old-fashioned, the kind he hadn’t seen in years, something that might have belonged to an aunt or a grandmother. But on Mrs. Jones, it was anything but dated. The way it clung to her curves, modest yet undeniably alluring, made his breath catch. There was something about the simplicity of it, the way it hinted at what lay beneath without revealing too much, that stirred something deep inside him. It was innocent, yet it made her seem impossibly sexy.

She watched him closely, her sharp eyes catching every flicker of emotion that crossed his face. She could see the way his gaze lingered, the way his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and desire. He was so young, so untouched, and it thrilled her. She wanted to pull him close again, to feel that innocence pressed against her, but she held back, savoring the moment. Instead, she let the act of undressing in front of him feel casual, natural, as though it were the most ordinary thing in the world. She could tell he was already under her spell, and the thought of teasing him further sent a thrill through her.

"Thank you, darling," she purred, her voice low and smooth. "Now, be a dear and hang my dress on the hanger behind the dining room door. It’s brand new, and I’d hate to ruin it." She paused, her lips curving into a sly smile as she added, "There’s no need to be shy, Kevin. I’m sure you’ve seen your girlfriend in far less than this, haven’t you?"

As she spoke, she reached for an apron, slipping it over her head and turning her back to him. "Tie it for me, would you? Nice and snug, just above my panty line." Her tone was casual, but her words were anything but. She knew he could see the faint outline of her dark panties through the thin fabric of her slip, and she reveled in the way his breath hitched as he moved closer to obey.

Kevin’s hands trembled slightly as he reached for the apron strings, his mind racing. "I, uh, don’t actually have a girlfriend right now," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "I’ve been so busy with the move and the new job, I haven’t had much time for... well, anything like that." He focused on the task at hand, tying the apron with meticulous care, though his eyes kept drifting to the tantalizing glimpse of her panties beneath the slip. It was impossible to ignore, and the sight sent a jolt of heat through him, mingled with a pang of guilt.

He wasn’t used to being around women like this, and Mrs. Jones, with her confidence and her teasing, made him feel both exhilarated and completely out of his depth. He was drawn to her in a way that felt dangerous, forbidden. She was older, married, his boss’s wife—everything about this situation screamed that he should stop, that he was crossing a line. But he couldn’t help the way his body reacted, the way his pulse quickened every time she spoke or looked at him. He felt ashamed of his own desire, yet he couldn’t deny it.

Swallowing hard, he finally found his voice. "Mrs. Jones, are you sure this is... okay? I mean, should we really be doing this?" His words were hesitant, laced with uncertainty, but beneath them was a quiet longing, a hope that she would tell him it was fine, that he wasn’t imagining the tension between them.

Mrs. Jones could sense his nervousness, and it thrilled her. She saw Kevin as a young man in need of some maternal guidance, and she relished the idea of toying with him. "Kevin, darling, I’m not sure what you’re implying," she said, her voice smooth and teasing. "We’re simply cooking in the kitchen, and your boss—my husband—is just in the next room. This slip covers me just as much as my dress did, doesn’t it?"

She glanced down, her hands gliding over the silky fabric of her slip, lingering over the curve of her full breasts before turning to face him. Her gaze was playful, almost daring him to look away. "I’m sure you wouldn’t want me to ruin a perfectly good dress, and neither would George. You must not see many slips these days, do you? I imagine the girls you date don’t bother with such things. They probably don’t know how a real woman dresses, hmm?"

Kevin flushed, his embarrassment palpable. "Oh, no, Mrs. Jones, I didn’t mean—I don’t undress women. I mean, I wouldn’t—I’m so sorry, ma’am. I didn’t mean to be rude. I was just trying to be polite. Please don’t be upset with me." His voice wavered, his fear of offending her mingling with the awareness of her position as his boss’s wife. He felt like he’d crossed a line, and the weight of it made him squirm.

She smiled, pleased with how flustered he’d become. "Come here, sweet boy," she said softly, pulling him close. Her arms wrapped around him, pressing him against the soft silk of her slip, the fabric clinging to her curves. She held him there, longer than necessary, savoring the way his body tensed against hers. "Of course I’m not mad," she murmured, her breath warm against his ear.

When she finally released him, she gave him a sly smile. "Now, let’s finish cooking. Oh, and by the way, do you like my slip? It’s nice, isn’t it? Silk feels so lovely against the skin. Here, feel it for yourself." She took his hand, guiding it along her hip, letting his fingers glide over the smooth fabric, up her side, and even around to her back. By the time she let go, Kevin was visibly aroused, his discomfort only adding to her amusement.

She kept him busy, handing him dishes to hold, asking him to pour her more wine, all while brushing against him as she moved around the kitchen. Finally, when the teasing had reached its peak, she declared they were ready. "Here, darling, help me back into my dress for dinner," she said, turning so he could zip her up. She smiled to herself, noting how his hands still trembled as he fumbled with the zipper.

Just then, the phone rang. "Oh, that’s our daughter," she said, her tone light. "Run along and fetch George for dinner while I take this." Kevin hurried off to find his boss, and when they returned to the living room, George looked around and barked, "Where the hell’s Linda?"

Linda Jones sauntered into the room at that precise moment, her laughter light and teasing. "Oh, don’t be so grumpy, darling," she chided, her voice dripping with amusement. "That was our daughter on the phone. She’s heading out shopping, and we were discussing what she could pick up for your birthday next week. She’s going to text me from the store with updates." George, ever the doting father, couldn’t help but smile at the mention of his daughter, his gruff exterior softening instantly.

Mrs. Jones turned her attention to Kevin, her tone warm and conspiratorial. "Our daughter was here earlier, but she lives about an hour away. She’s heading to a store near her place, and I needed her help with something. Your boss here," she said, gesturing toward George with a playful smirk, "might seem tough at work, but when it comes to his little girl, he’s a complete softie. He’d do anything for her, no matter how grumpy he pretends to be."

George’s smile lingered, and the room seemed to hum with a quiet contentment, each person lost in their own thoughts. Linda, however, harbored a secret. She knew her daughter’s car would soon be stranded at the mall with a flat tire—a little mishap she had orchestrated earlier in the day. But for now, that knowledge was hers alone, tucked away behind her composed smile.

Dinner unfolded pleasantly, and Kevin couldn’t help but notice how much attention Mrs. Jones was lavishing on him. She kept leaning in to chat, her fingers brushing his arm as she refilled his wine glass, her touch lingering just a fraction too long. Twice, her foot grazed his leg beneath the table, sending a jolt through him. He tried to convince himself it was accidental, but the way his body reacted betrayed his thoughts.

George, though not particularly talkative, was more animated than Kevin had ever seen him. The older man seemed to be sizing up the young employee, silently approving of how well he fit into the family dynamic. George hated when people tried too hard to impress him during these dinners, but Kevin’s polite demeanor and genuine ease had won him over. Even Linda’s apparent fondness for the young man didn’t go unnoticed, and George found himself thinking that Kevin might just be a keeper.

As they finished the main course, Linda’s phone buzzed with a text alert. She glanced at the screen and let out a gasp, her hand flying to her chest. "Oh no! Donna’s got a flat tire. How awful! And her husband’s out of town. George, do we know any towing services near the mall? I feel terrible for her. At least she’s at the mall and not stranded on some deserted road, but still, she’s all alone and helpless."

Linda knew her husband well enough to predict his reaction before it even happened. She also knew, with a quiet satisfaction, that she had ensured her daughter’s tire would fail earlier that day. There was no need to mention that she had subtly reminded Donna to check her tire pressure before heading out. A low tire and a flat tire were practically the same thing, after all.

True to form, George erupted into a flurry of protective indignation. "I can’t believe her idiot husband didn’t check the damn tires! I won’t have my daughter out there unprotected. What a damn inconvenience, but I’ll handle it myself. Linda, tell her to stay put, shop or whatever, and let her know I’m on my way." His voice was gruff, but beneath the irritation, there was a flicker of pride—the kind that came from being the hero his daughter needed.

Linda’s lips curved into a knowing smile. Her husband was nothing if not predictable, always ready to leap into action when it came to their daughter. But she played her part well, her face etched with concern as she turned to George. “But George, what about Kevin here?” she asked, her voice laced with just the right amount of worry. Kevin, who had risen to his feet, stood awkwardly, unsure of what to do but feeling the pull of duty. He couldn’t just sit there—he had to offer his help.

“Mr. Jones, I’d be more than happy to assist,” Kevin said, his voice steady despite the nerves fluttering in his chest. “If it’s easier for you, I can handle whatever needs to be done. I’m here to help in any way I can.”

But George, as Linda had anticipated, wouldn’t hear of it. “That’s kind of you, Kevin, but no. This is my daughter, and I’ll take care of it,” he said firmly, his protective instincts kicking in. Then, as if remembering his manners, he glanced at his wife, a flicker of guilt crossing his face. “Besides, Linda went to all this trouble for dinner. Someone should stay and help her with dessert, right, dear? That work for everyone?”

Linda’s smile softened, though there was a hint of disappointment in her eyes—just enough to sell it without overdoing it. “Of course, George. I know it can’t be helped. It’s such a shame Donna’s run into trouble, but someone has to look after her. I’m sure Kevin won’t mind staying, and I’ll make sure he gets dessert. We’ll find something to talk about while you’re gone. Now, go on—I’ll call Donna and let her know her daddy’s on his way to rescue her.”

George nodded, feeling a little better about the situation. Truth be told, he’d been growing tired of these dinners faster than most people, and the car trouble was a convenient excuse to step away. At least Linda wouldn’t be upset—she had company, and the kid seemed polite enough. As he headed for the door, he turned to Kevin. “Sorry about all this, Kevin. Can’t be helped, I’m afraid. But it was good to catch up. I know your car’s back at the office, but we’ll sort that out later. You take it easy, and don’t worry.”

With that, George was out the door, leaving Kevin to sit back down as Linda finished her call with Donna. “Now, Kevin,” she said, her voice warm and inviting, “be a dear and help me clean up before we have dessert. I’d love to get all of this out of the way while I have a nice, strong young man to assist me.”

Kevin blinked, caught off guard by her words. Strong young man? He didn’t feel particularly strong, but her tone was so kind, so encouraging, that he couldn’t help but oblige. He helped clear the table, carrying dishes into the kitchen while Linda rinsed a few in the sink, her movements efficient but unhurried. Just as they were about to move on to dessert, she let out a soft cry. “Oh no, I can’t believe it! I knew I should’ve put my apron back on. I’ve splashed something on my dress. Kevin, come here—I need your help with the zipper again so I can get this off and treat the stain before it sets.”

Kevin’s hands trembled as he stepped closer, his nerves betraying him. It made sense, of course—he was just helping her with a practical matter. But there was something about the intimacy of the moment, the way she looked at him, that made his imagination run wild. He told himself it was nothing, just his mind playing tricks, but the tension in the air was undeniable.

Mrs. Jones was acutely aware of how Kevin’s mind would race as he fumbled with the zipper of her dress, his imagination undoubtedly spiraling into uncharted territory. When the zipper finally gave way, she slid the dress over her head, the fabric catching slightly on her slip, which rode up just enough to reveal the delicate black lace of her panties beneath the sheer pantyhose. By the time she turned to face him again, the slip had settled back into place, but Kevin’s breath had already hitched, his chest frozen mid-inhale. She could practically hear the gears grinding in his head, and it thrilled her.

She played it cool, as though this were the most mundane of tasks, and gave him a few casual instructions to keep him on his toes. “I’ll just give this a quick treatment to stop the stain from setting. You go ahead and turn on the coffee machine—it’s all set up. Then grab the whipped cream from the fridge. I’ll be back in a moment.” She left him standing there, his eyes wide and unblinking, his mind clearly still processing what he’d just seen. It wasn’t until she disappeared around the corner that he snapped back to reality, scrambling to do as she’d asked.

By the time she returned, Kevin had everything ready, the coffee machine humming softly and the whipped cream waiting on the counter. Mrs. Jones reappeared, her demeanor calm and collected, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. “Alright, sweetheart,” she said, her voice smooth and reassuring. “The dress should be fine, but I’ll stay like this for now. Let’s give the coffee a minute to brew. I’ve got a lovely pie here, and I’m sure you’ll enjoy it with a dollop of whipped cream, won’t you? Good. Now, bring the tray with the cups, cream, and sugar.”

Kevin obediently picked up the tray and carried it to the dining room, but Mrs. Jones stopped him with a gentle wave of her hand. “No, no, not there. Come along, in here. We’ll have the coffee in the living room.” She led him to the cozy space, bending over to clear the coffee table, her movements deliberate and unhurried. Kevin’s eyes flickered downward, but he caught himself just in time, his cheeks burning as he set the tray down.

Mrs. Jones straightened up, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. “Caught you!” she teased, her tone light but laced with mischief. “I think you were staring at my bottom, weren’t you?” Kevin’s face turned a deep shade of crimson, his mouth opening and closing as he struggled to find words. She laughed softly, the sound warm and inviting, and gave him a playful slap on the backside. “Don’t look so scared, darling. Mrs. Jones is just teasing you.”

They settled onto the couch, the coffee now poured into a pitcher and the pie slices arranged neatly on plates. Kevin poured the coffee with trembling hands, his nerves still on edge. Mrs. Jones watched him intently, her gaze soft but penetrating. “Please, give me some cream, Kevin,” she murmured, her voice low and suggestive. He froze, his mind racing, until he realized she meant the coffee creamer. He fumbled with the small pitcher, his hands shaking as he poured.

Mrs. Jones was thoroughly enjoying herself now. The young man was everything she could have hoped for—shy, respectful, and deliciously inexperienced. The way he blushed, the way his hands trembled, it was all so endearing. She handed him his slice of pie, then spooned a generous helping of whipped cream onto her own. Delicately, she dipped her fingers into the cream, licking each one clean with deliberate slowness, her eyes never leaving his.

Kevin felt like he was on the verge of combusting, his body reacting in ways he couldn’t control. Desperate to shift the focus, he blurted out, “Do you think everything’s okay with your daughter? Is Mr. Jones done yet?” His voice cracked slightly, betraying his nerves, but Mrs. Jones only smiled, her eyes gleaming with amusement. She was in no hurry to let him off the hook just yet.

She gave him a warm, knowing smile, her lips curving in a way that made his stomach twist with both nerves and anticipation. "You're such a thoughtful boy, worrying about them like that. But trust me, he won’t even be there yet. They’ll be just fine, darling. No need to fret. We’ve got hours ahead of us." Her voice was soft, almost teasing, as she leaned back slightly, her gaze lingering on him. "Now, tell me, why are you sitting all the way over there? Come closer, Kevin. I don’t want to have to shout across the room to talk to you."

With that, she rose gracefully from the couch, her movements deliberate and unhurried, and walked over to him. She took his hand, her fingers warm and firm, and pulled him to his feet. Before he could protest, she wrapped him in another one of those hugs—the kind that left him acutely aware of the softness of her body pressed against his, the way her cleavage seemed to demand his attention. She guided him to the couch, her hand lingering on his arm as she sat him down beside her.

He picked at his pie, his hands trembling slightly, his nerves on full display. She watched him with an amused glint in her eyes, her smile widening as she stretched one leg out in front of her. "Oh, goodness," she said with a playful sigh, "I can’t believe I’m still wearing these." She reached down and slipped off one heel, then the other, tossing them carelessly to the side. "There, that’s much better. Heels don’t really go with a slip, do they?" She glanced at him, her expression mischievous, as if daring him to disagree.

Then she tilted her head, her gaze softening as she studied him. "I can’t believe we didn’t make sure you were comfortable. Let’s fix that, shall we?" She leaned in, her fingers brushing against his chest as she reached for his tie. Slowly, deliberately, she untied it, her movements smooth and unhurried. Once it was loose, she tossed it across the room, letting it land on the chair he’d been sitting in earlier. Her voice dropped to a low, almost sultry tone as she added, "Now, go ahead and take off your coat for me, Kevin."

He obeyed, his hands fumbling slightly as he shrugged out of the jacket. She watched him with that same knowing smile, her eyes never leaving his. Then, as she reached across to hand him his coffee, she "accidentally" spilled a bit of it onto his pants. He jumped up, his face flushing as he reached for a napkin, but the liquid had already soaked in. She reached out, her hand landing on his thigh just above his knee, her touch firm but gentle. "Oh, darling, I’m so clumsy. I’m sorry, but those will have to come off now."

Before he could protest, her fingers were at his belt, her eyes level with the buckle as she undid it with practiced ease. He froze, his voice cracking as he stammered, "Mrs. Jones, no! What are you—?" But she just smiled, her hands moving to the button of his pants, her touch light but insistent.

"Kevin, don’t be silly," she chided softly, her voice dripping with a mix of sweetness and something far more dangerous. "We have to get these off you. They’re wet. Now, just be still and do as you’re told." With that, she unzipped his pants, her fingers brushing against the fabric of his underwear as she tugged them down.

He stood there, his heart pounding, his body betraying him in the most obvious way. His hardness strained against the thin fabric of his boxers, and he was mortified, terrified of what she might think. But she didn’t seem fazed. Instead, she helped him step out of his pants, her hands lingering on his hips as she guided him to stand right in front of the couch. Her eyes dropped to his boxers, and she let out a soft, almost appreciative hum. "Kevin," she said, her voice low and teasing, "I think your penis is very hard right now, isn’t it? You’re such a naughty boy, getting like this in front of your boss’s wife. But it’s… sweet."

With that, she leaned in, pressing a single, lingering kiss to the fabric covering his erection. Then, with a gentle push, she guided him back down onto the couch. He started to stammer an apology, his inexperience making him genuinely believe she might be upset with him. "I’m so sorry, ma’am. Please forgive me. I couldn’t help it. I promise I won’t—" His words cut off as she leaned in closer, her hand brushing against his thigh. "What are you doing?" he whispered, his voice trembling.

Linda Jones rose to her feet, her eyes locked on Kevin’s as she slowly peeled off her slip. The silky fabric whispered against her skin before she dragged it teasingly across him, letting it drape over the back of the couch and his shoulder. Her voice, low and husky, broke the silence. “You’ve got three seconds to get that shirt off, and then you’re going to help me out of these pantyhose,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Kevin moved quickly, his hands trembling slightly as he tugged at his shirt, desperate to obey. Once it was off, he turned his attention to her pantyhose, his fingers fumbling slightly as he hooked them at the waistband, pulling them down over her panties and then sliding them down each smooth, slender leg. When he finished, he found himself leaning forward, his face inches from the front of her black satin panties. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, unfamiliar yet utterly irresistible. He had never been this close to a woman so turned on, and it left him breathless, unsure of what to do next.

She didn’t give him time to think. Her hands gripped his head, pulling him firmly against her damp panties, letting him feel the heat radiating from her. Then, with a swift motion, she yanked him up, pressing his face into the soft, inviting valley of her cleavage. His hard cock strained against the confines of his underwear, twitching against her thigh as she bent down to kiss him. This wasn’t the gentle, maternal kiss from before—this was something far more primal. Her tongue invaded his mouth, claiming him, marking him as hers, and he could do nothing but surrender to the overwhelming sensation.

When she finally pulled away, she guided him back down onto the couch, her voice a sultry whisper. “Kevin, sweetheart, I want you to suckle me. Come here.” She cradled his head, her fingers tangling in his hair as she freed one of her breasts from her bra, the nipple already hard and begging for attention. She pulled him close, and he obeyed, his lips closing around her nipple as he began to suck. The sound of her moans filled the room, her head tilting back in pleasure as she held him tightly, urging him on.

Her hand slid down, slipping beneath the waistband of his underwear to grasp his throbbing erection. Her fingers wrapped around him, squeezing firmly, and it was all he could take. With a gasp, he came hard, spilling into his shorts and all over her hand. In his climax, he accidentally bit down on her nipple, and the sharpness of it seemed to ignite something in her. Her maternal demeanor shattered, replaced by something far more primal. “Ohhhhh, fuccckkkk,” she cried out, her body shuddering with pleasure as she held him close.

When she looked down at him again, her eyes were different—wild, hungry, and filled with a raw need. She pulled her hand free, quickly stripping off his stained shorts and tossing them onto the coffee table. Then, without breaking eye contact, she licked her palm clean, her tongue moving slowly, deliberately, as if savoring every drop. Her other hand found its way to his testicles, coaxing him back to hardness. But she didn’t need to worry—this was the most electrifying moment of his life, better than anything he had ever dreamed of.

Her fingers clawed desperately at the delicate fabric of her panties, tearing them away with a fierce urgency. She shifted her body, positioning herself on the couch, her knees parting to make space for him. Her gaze dropped, her hands guiding him with a deliberate precision, ensuring the tip of his hardness was poised just where she wanted it. Then her eyes locked onto his, dark and hungry, her voice a low, sultry command. "Kevin, darling, I need you inside me. I want to feel every inch of you, hard and slick, pushing into me. You’ll give me that, won’t you?"

Kevin’s mind reeled, his breath catching in his throat. This was surreal, a moment he never imagined he’d experience. Her hands gripped his hips, pulling him closer, urging him forward. With a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed into her, feeling her warmth envelop him as she let out a low, throaty moan. Her hands stayed firm on his cheeks, anchoring him to her as he sank deeper, inch by inch.

She writhed beneath him, her body arching, her voice a breathless whisper. "Slow, darling. Deep." He obeyed, his thrusts long and deliberate, each one drawing another gasp from her lips. But soon, the rhythm quickened, their bodies slapping together in a frantic, primal dance. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her hands roaming over her own breasts, tugging at her nipples as if to heighten the sensation.

Then she pulled him close, her arms wrapping tightly around him, her lips brushing his ear as she panted, "Kevin, my sweet, my lover... I can’t have children anymore, so you can let go. Fill me. I want to feel you spill inside me." Her words broke off into a guttural moan, her voice raw and animalistic, her body trembling with need.

Linda Jones was consumed by desire, her hunger for this young man overwhelming. He was everything she craved—obedient, eager, and entirely hers to command. Her hand pressed against the small of his back, slowing him just enough to savor the moment before her body convulsed in ecstasy. Her legs locked around him, her arms squeezing him tight as she cried out, her climax crashing over her in waves.

Kevin fought to hold back, but her words—her permission—shattered his control. As her orgasm gripped her, he felt his own release surge through him, spilling deep inside her. She clung to him, her body shuddering, refusing to let go even as his thrusts slowed to a stop. They stayed like that, entwined, for what felt like an eternity.

When he finally moved to stand, her finger pressed gently against his lips, silencing him. "Shhhhh," she murmured, her voice soft but firm. She dressed quickly, her movements efficient, her composure returning as she handed him his stained shorts. "You can’t wear these again. Good thing you have your briefcase. Get dressed, darling." He obeyed, slipping into his clothes, his tie knotted neatly.

She disappeared for a moment, returning fully dressed, her appearance impeccable, not a single trace of their encounter visible. "I’ve put your underwear in a plastic bag and tucked it into your briefcase," she said, her tone practical. "George will be here soon to drive you back to your car. I don’t want him catching a whiff of what we’ve been up to. He’ll be here in a few minutes." Her gaze lingered on him, a flicker of something unspoken passing between them before she turned away, leaving him to gather himself.

She perched herself on the edge of the coffee table, slipping her shoes back on with deliberate ease, her movements languid and unhurried. The sound of a car pulling up outside broke the quiet, and within moments, George appeared, his voice carrying a cheerful tone as he stepped inside. "You wouldn’t believe the chaos of the last hour! But, as always, everything fell into place, and our little lady is perfectly content. Kevin, my boy, always remember—keeping the ladies happy is the key to life. Isn’t that right, darling?"

Linda’s lips curled into a soft, indulgent smile as she glanced at George, her eyes gleaming with a quiet satisfaction. "Yes, George," she replied smoothly, her voice dripping with a kind of maternal warmth that masked something far more intimate. "And Kevin was such a delight to keep me company while you were away. Such a polite young man, truly."

George beamed, clearly pleased with the exchange, and clapped his hands together. "Well then, let’s not dawdle. Kevin, I’ll get you back to your car. Come along now."

Kevin scrambled to grab his briefcase, his movements slightly flustered as he hurried to follow George. But before he could make it to the door, Mrs. Jones’ voice rang out, clear and deliberate. "Thank you for visiting us, dear," she said, her tone carrying a weight that made Kevin pause. She stepped closer, her lips brushing his cheek in a kiss that lingered just a fraction too long. Then, her voice dropped to a whisper, low and intimate, her breath warm against his ear. "And now, my sweet boy, you’re no longer a virgin."

Kevin’s face flushed a deep crimson as he stumbled after Mr. Jones, his mind racing. How did she know? The question burned in his thoughts, but he didn’t dare ask. Instead, he clutched his briefcase tighter, the weight of what had just happened settling heavily in his chest as he followed George out the door.


Chapter 2

Mrs. Jones eased her car into the long, winding driveway of a sprawling house, the kind that whispered of quiet suburban life and family gatherings. She’d just spent six grueling hours behind the wheel, her mind wandering between the monotony of the road and the anticipation of seeing her relatives. Her husband, ever the workaholic, had convinced her to make the trip alone, promising he’d catch a flight later if his endless pile of tasks ever dwindled. She hadn’t even bothered packing for George—she knew him too well. He’d find a way to weasel out of it, just like he always did.

When she knocked on the door, Bill answered, his boyish grin lighting up his face. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his cheek, her lips lingering just a moment longer than necessary. “Be a darling and grab your Aunt Kate’s bags from the backseat, would you?” she asked, her voice warm and teasing. As she stepped inside, Bill’s mother appeared in the hallway, her words tumbling out in a rush. “Oh, thank goodness you’re here! I was starting to worry. I’ve got to leave soon, and I was afraid you’d never show up.” She didn’t pause for breath or even wait for a response, her voice carrying on like a runaway train. “You’ll be fine, I’m sure. George thought I was being ridiculous for wanting someone to look after Bill, but honestly, it’s not like I’m throwing some wild party while I’m gone. And Bill’s started seeing the girl next door—Denise, I think her name is. Or whatever nineteen-year-olds call it these days. It’s not like when I was that age. I wasn’t nearly as shy as those two. Anyway, I’m off. I’ll try to call, but just use your best judgment. Oh, and if Denise’s mom comes over—she’s the real piece of work—don’t tell her a thing. Alright, I’m leaving. Bye!”

Mrs. Jones watched her go, muttering a sarcastic “You’re welcome” under her breath as she shook her head in mild exasperation. Bill reappeared, lugging her bags upstairs to the guest bedroom. “You know, I don’t really need babysitting,” he said, his tone a mix of teenage defiance and politeness. “I’m nineteen, not nine. But it’s nice to see you, Aunt Kate. Sorry if my mom’s being over the top. I’m not a kid anymore.” He set her bags down on the bed with a soft thud.

Mrs. Jones smiled, her eyes lingering on him. She had a soft spot for young men like Bill—awkward yet courteous, unsure of themselves but trying so hard to appear grown-up. She leaned in, wrapping him in a tight hug. Her heels gave her an advantage, making her taller than him, and she pressed his head gently against her chest, just above the curve of her cleavage. She was old enough to be his mother, but she prided herself on looking younger than her years—especially when she put in the effort.

The sound of a knock at the door broke the moment, and she reluctantly let him go. “That’s probably Denise’s mom,” Bill said, his voice tinged with a hint of nervousness. “I’d better get it.” He hurried downstairs, leaving Mrs. Jones standing in the quiet of the bedroom, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips.

Mrs. Jones slipped into something more comfortable and made her way downstairs, her transformation complete. When she appeared fifteen minutes after Bill, his eyes widened in surprise. Gone was the polished, glamorous woman who had arrived earlier. Now, she wore a loose, shapeless dress that hung limply on her frame, her bare feet padding softly against the floor. Her hair, once styled with care, was pulled back into a severe bun, and her face, devoid of makeup, seemed to age her dramatically. She looked every bit the part of a stern, old-fashioned chaperone, and Bill couldn’t help but feel a flicker of confusion. But it was exactly the effect she had intended, especially for Denise’s mother, who stood in the doorway.

The woman from next door smiled politely, her tone dripping with thinly veiled concern. “I’m the neighbor,” she began, her eyes darting between Mrs. Jones and Bill, who shifted uncomfortably under her gaze. “Your nephew here knows my daughter, Denise, and I just wanted to make sure everything’s in order. You see, I’m heading out of town too, and I’ll be leaving Denise on her own. I can’t help but worry about her.” Her gaze lingered on Bill, who flushed crimson and stared at the floor, clearly embarrassed. “I just want to make sure someone’s keeping an eye on things over here.”

Mrs. Jones smiled warmly, her voice softening into a grandmotherly lilt. “Oh, don’t you fret, dearie,” she cooed, her tone dripping with reassurance. “I’ve got everything under control here. This young man won’t be stepping a toe out of line, not on my watch. And if you’d like, I can keep an eye on your Denise too. In fact, young Billy and I were just about to have a little supper. Nothing fancy, mind you—no need to dress up—but good, wholesome food. Why don’t you and Denise join us?”

Denise’s mother visibly relaxed, her smile widening. “Oh, no, I can’t stay. I’m leaving in just a few minutes. But thank you so much for offering to watch Denise too. I’ll tell her to come over for dinner. It’s such a relief knowing someone responsible is looking after them both.” She seemed genuinely pleased, her worries eased by the sight of the plain, no-nonsense woman before her.

Mrs. Jones stepped forward and enveloped the younger woman in a warm hug. “Now, you go and enjoy yourself, dear. Don’t you worry about these youngsters. Tell Denise to come by at seven, and we’ll make sure she’s well-fed and looked after.”

As the door clicked shut behind Denise’s mother, Mrs. Jones turned to Bill with a mischievous glint in her eye. “Come along, Billy,” she said, her voice light but firm. “I need your help with something.” He followed her obediently back to her room, where she gestured to the suitcases still sitting on the bed. “Open those up and start helping me put my things away,” she instructed, her tone casual but commanding.

She took one suitcase to the closet, hanging up dresses and blouses with practiced ease, leaving the smaller suitcase for Bill to handle. He hesitated as he unzipped it, his cheeks flushing as he realized it was filled almost entirely with lingerie—delicate lace bras, silky panties, and other intimate garments. He froze, unsure if he should even touch them, his hands hovering awkwardly above the contents.

Behind him, Mrs. Jones was slipping out of the dowdy dress she’d worn downstairs, her movements smooth and unhurried. She stepped closer, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “Don’t be shy, silly. They’re just my underthings. I’ll handle the nightgowns, and you can start putting away the panties and bras. You look like you’ve never seen a pair of panties before. Surely you’ve seen your mother’s? Or Denise’s? Everyone wears them, you know. Go on, touch them. Feel how soft they are. Pick them up and put them in the drawer. They’re just panties, after all.” Her voice was teasing, playful, and yet there was an undercurrent of something more, something that made Bill’s pulse quicken despite himself.

The word "panties" rolled off her tongue repeatedly, each utterance sending a shiver down Bill's spine. It was almost as if she were casting a spell, her voice low and deliberate, weaving the word into the air like a hypnotic chant. Every time she said it, his cheeks flushed a deeper shade of crimson, a mix of embarrassment and something else—something that stirred low in his stomach, warm and unfamiliar. Mrs. Jones's lingerie was far from what he had expected, especially after the frumpy, shapeless dress she’d worn earlier. The delicate fabrics, the lace, the sheer audacity of it all left him momentarily stunned. Once he’d managed to tuck the panties away, he glanced up and realized she had transformed entirely.

"Now, my dear, helpful boy," she purred, her voice dripping with a playful edge, "I need your assistance with a zipper. That dreadful dress I had on earlier? Gone. It served its purpose, making Denise’s mother feel at ease. Sometimes, people need to see what they expect—a dull, unthreatening figure. But now, we’re going to look our best for your little friend. And Mrs. Jones needs a zipper pulled up. See how low it is? Can you reach down there, just below the edge of my hose, where the top of my panties peeks out? Find the zipper, darling, and pull it all the way up—over my panties, over the top of my pantyhose, until the dress hugs my curves just right. Tight over my bottom, up my back, past the bra strap you can see, all the way to the top. Make me look presentable for your friend. Be a good boy and zip me up, just like you would for your mommy."

She was clearly enjoying herself, her eyes flicking to the mirror to watch his trembling hands fumble with the zipper. His breath came in shallow, uneven gasps, his nerves betraying him with every shaky movement. She could feel the heat radiating off him, hear the way his breathing hitched, and it delighted her. There was something irresistible about his innocence, his nervousness. It was a game to her, one she intended to play for as long as possible. The next few days, she thought, would be very entertaining.

Once the zipper was finally in place, she bent over to retrieve something from the edge of the bed, her movements deliberate, her backside brushing against him as she did so. She repeated the motion three times, each time lingering just a little longer, a small smile tugging at her lips when she noticed he hadn’t moved an inch. The act of zipping her up had clearly left him flustered—and more than a little aroused. A good tease, after all, always appreciates a responsive audience.

They made their way downstairs, and she decided to whip up some spaghetti—quick, easy, and comforting. Ten minutes before Denise was due to arrive, the doorbell rang, and Bill darted to answer it. Mrs. Jones lingered nearby, close enough to eavesdrop. "Hey," Denise’s voice carried through the hallway, "my mom said your aunt—or whatever she is—looks like her grandmother. She seems way less worried about me staying alone now. So, what’s the deal? Is she, like, a hundred or something?"

Bill’s voice dropped to a hushed whisper. "Shhh, she’s in the kitchen. No, it’s... weird. She was wearing this old dress earlier, but she seems nice. Not as, you know, uptight as my mom or yours. I think she might actually be okay."

Just then, Mrs. Jones stepped into the room, and the dress she wore was anything but old or frumpy. It clung to her figure, stopping just above her knees, the fabric shimmering subtly under the light. She didn’t look young, but she certainly didn’t carry herself like someone Denise’s mom had described. There was a confidence in her movements, a spark in her eyes that defied any notion of being “super old.” She smiled warmly at Denise, pulling her into a hug that felt both welcoming and just a touch too intimate. “You must be Denise,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing. “Your mom seems like such a worrier, doesn’t she? Thinking a grown-up young lady like you needs babysitting. But maybe you’ll join us for dinner? I told her I’d keep an eye on you, but honestly, that seems a bit silly, doesn’t it? You’re more than capable of keeping us company. Bill’s been such a dear, helping me out. Come on into the kitchen, and we’ll get everything ready together.”

The meal was lively, with Bill doing his best to contribute, though the conversation was mostly carried by the two women. Denise found herself laughing more than she’d expected, and Mrs. Jones seemed to relish every moment of it. When the plates were cleared, Mrs. Jones leaned back in her chair, her gaze lingering on Denise. “You’re absolutely delightful, Denise,” she said, her tone dripping with approval. “So sweet, so fun, and honestly, far cuter than your mom. I’m sure Billy here thinks so too—oh, look, I’ve made him blush!” She chuckled, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “But listen to me, rambling on. I do tend to get carried away.”

Denise couldn’t help but smile. She liked Mrs. Jones, more than she’d anticipated. There was something about her that felt both comforting and thrilling at the same time. “I have a question,” Denise said, glancing at Bill. “He couldn’t really explain it. You’re not exactly his aunt, so… how are you two related?”

Mrs. Jones laughed, a rich, throaty sound that filled the room. “Oh, it’s a bit of a tangled web,” she said, waving a hand dismissively. “My husband had a cousin who had a stepson from his wife’s first marriage—that was Bill’s late father. My husband was very devoted to him, so the generations got all mixed up. The ages are a bit odd, but technically, there’s no direct connection. Still, my husband is sort of an honorary uncle to Bill.” She paused, her gaze shifting to Bill with a sly smile. “Which, I suppose, means I could legally marry both of you in this state. Isn’t that something?”

After dinner, they moved to the living room for tea, but the moment was interrupted when Mrs. Jones accidentally spilled her cup on Denise. “Oh, no!” she exclaimed, her voice laced with concern. “We’ll have to take care of that right away, or the stain will set.” Without waiting for a response, she was already dabbing at the spill on Denise’s blouse, her fingers brushing against the fabric with a deliberate slowness. “I don’t want to strip you right here in front of Billy,” she said, her tone playful, “but I also don’t want to send you home like this. Come upstairs with me, and we’ll find you something to wear for now. Bill, darling, you can handle cleaning up here, can’t you?”

Mrs. Jones didn’t wait for an answer. She moved with purpose, guiding Denise up the stairs and into her bedroom. Denise glanced around, taking in the room, but Mrs. Jones was already at work, undoing the buttons on Denise’s blouse with practiced ease. She slipped it off, carrying it to the sink in the attached bathroom, where she ran cold water over the stain. When she returned, she had a towel in hand and began drying Denise’s neck and chest, her touch lingering just a little too long. “Just making sure your skin and that pretty bra of yours are fine,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing. “Though I doubt my bras would fit you.” She rubbed the towel over Denise’s shoulders a few more times, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. “Oh, dear, you seem a bit cold. Let’s get you covered up, shall we?”

Denise felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks, her skin prickling with awareness. She knew exactly why Mrs. Jones thought she was cold, and it had nothing to do with the temperature in the room. It was the older woman’s hands, lingering just a little too long, brushing against her skin in a way that sent shivers down her spine. Denise’s breath hitched, and she desperately wanted to steer the conversation elsewhere as Mrs. Jones rummaged through her closet for a blouse.

“You know, from this side of the house, I can actually see my place,” Denise said quickly, her voice trembling slightly. “You can’t see it from Bill’s room, though. It’s too bad I can’t just leap across and grab some clean clothes. But, um, that’s actually my mom’s room you can see from here.” She was rambling, her words tumbling out in a nervous rush, but she couldn’t help it. The tension in the air was thick, and she needed something, anything, to distract from the way Mrs. Jones’s presence seemed to fill the room.

Mrs. Jones emerged with a blue satin blouse, the fabric shimmering softly under the light. It was snug on her own frame but hung loosely on Denise, the material draping over her in a way that felt both intimate and exposing. As Mrs. Jones began buttoning it up, her fingers lingered, fumbling with the buttons in a way that felt deliberate, her breath warm against Denise’s ear as she whispered, “Oh, so you spend most of your time in Billy’s bedroom, do you? He’s such a naughty boy, but I can’t blame him, not with a hottie like you for a girlfriend.”

Denise’s entire body shuddered, the combination of Mrs. Jones’s breathy whisper and the way her hands kept brushing against her skin making it impossible to think straight. “Oh, no, I didn’t mean it like that,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m not his girlfriend—well, maybe I am, but not like that. We’ve never… I mean, we were just studying. It was all innocent, really.”

Mrs. Jones’s eyes sparkled with mischief, her excitement palpable. This girl was just as nervous as Bill, and it was utterly delightful. The next few days were going to be so much fun. “Oh, Denise, honey, don’t worry,” she purred, her tone soothing but laced with something darker, something teasing. “I don’t mind at all. I think it’s sweet that you’re taking things slow. I was just teasing you, that’s all.” She stepped back, her gaze sweeping over Denise with a knowing smile. “Teasing can be fun, you know. And a cutie like you? We could have a lot of fun teasing poor Bill. Maybe next time, I’ll dress you up in something that’ll make it impossible for him to resist. I bet you drive all the boys wild—and maybe even a few girls, too.” She winked, and Denise felt her cheeks burn, her entire body flushing with embarrassment and something else she couldn’t quite name.

Without waiting for a response, Mrs. Jones turned and led Denise back downstairs, her movements fluid and confident. She was thoroughly enjoying herself, the evening unfolding exactly as she’d hoped. There was a certain thrill in bringing these two together, and she could feel the heat building within her, a slow, simmering excitement that made her pulse quicken.

“Hi, Billy, honey, we’re back,” Mrs. Jones called out as they entered the living room, her voice dripping with sweetness. “Let’s sit for a while, shall we? Oh, and by the way, what do you think of darling Denise’s new blouse? It’s mine, so it’s a bit loose on her.” She stood behind Denise, her hands sliding over the satin fabric, pulling it tighter to accentuate the younger girl’s figure. Her fingers trailed up and down Denise’s front, the material smooth and cool under her touch. “Loose satin feels so wonderful, doesn’t it? It just begs to be touched, to be caressed. But, oh, you probably shouldn’t do what I’m doing, so I’ll stop now.” She stepped back, her laughter light and teasing, but the look in her eyes was anything but innocent.

Denise was overwhelmed, her mind spinning with a mix of embarrassment and something she couldn’t quite place. They settled onto the couch to watch television, the atmosphere shifting into something more relaxed, though the tension still lingered beneath the surface. Mrs. Jones noticed the way Bill’s gaze kept drifting to her legs, and she couldn’t resist playing with him a little. She crossed and uncrossed her legs, letting her dress ride up just enough to keep him on edge. It was a subtle torture, and she reveled in every moment of it.

Eventually, the evening had to come to an end, and Denise reluctantly got up to leave. Mrs. Jones, ever the orchestrator, announced with a sly smile, "I’ll let you two say your goodbyes, and then I’ll walk Denise home, just as I promised her mother." She disappeared into the kitchen, giving them a moment, though it was clear she was timing her return perfectly. When she reappeared, Bill and Denise were standing awkwardly, their tension palpable. Without hesitation, Mrs. Jones took Denise by the arm, leaving Bill behind with a lingering glance.

The walk to Denise’s house was filled with Mrs. Jones’s chatter, her voice light and teasing, as if she were discussing the weather rather than the unspoken tension between Denise and Bill. Once inside, Mrs. Jones turned to Denise with a knowing look and asked, "So, did he kiss you?" Denise hesitated, her cheeks flushing as she stammered, "No, I... I wasn’t sure what to do, and I don’t think he was either. I don’t know."

Mrs. Jones sighed, shaking her head with a mix of exasperation and amusement. "Sweetheart, this isn’t going to work if you two just stand there staring at each other. I know you want him to kiss you. We need to bring you together, and I have just the idea. Come with me upstairs—you need a little help." She led the way, her voice carrying a playful lilt as they climbed the stairs. "Is this your room? No, let’s try your mom’s. Ah, this is much better."

She flicked on the light, illuminating the room, and Denise stood there, bewildered but undeniably curious. Mrs. Jones positioned her in front of the mirror, standing close behind her, her hands resting lightly on Denise’s shoulders. "Look at yourself," she murmured, her voice low and encouraging. "You’re absolutely adorable. Remember, you have everything he wants. And today, you’re wearing satin. It’s like a magnet. Let me just undo a few buttons so you can see what I mean."

Denise watched, wide-eyed, as Mrs. Jones’s fingers worked at the buttons, her movements deliberate and unhurried. The blouse loosened slightly, and then Mrs. Jones pulled the fabric taut, her hands smoothing over the satin as she spoke. "See how it clings? How it highlights every curve? He won’t be able to look away. And these little bumps here—" Her fingers brushed over Denise’s chest, tracing the outline of her breasts, her touch lingering just long enough to make Denise shiver. "They’ll catch his eye, trust me."

Mrs. Jones’s voice was a soft purr now, her hands moving with practiced ease as she adjusted the blouse, pulling it tighter, her fingers grazing Denise’s skin in a way that sent a jolt of electricity through her. "Let me just reach inside for a moment," she said, her tone casual, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. Her hand slipped beneath the fabric, her fingers brushing against Denise’s nipple, teasing it into a hard peak. "See how it stands up? Like you’re cold, but we both know it’s not the cold, is it?" She smiled, her reflection meeting Denise’s in the mirror, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Denise could feel her breath quicken, her body responding in ways she couldn’t quite understand. Mrs. Jones’s hands were everywhere, her touch both soothing and electrifying, and Denise couldn’t tear her eyes away from the mirror, from the way the satin clung to her skin, from the way Mrs. Jones’s fingers moved with such confidence.

"Just a little pinch," Mrs. Jones whispered, her voice a breath against Denise’s ear. "And another one. See how it reacts? When I pull the satin tight like this, it’s impossible to ignore. It’s delicious, isn’t it? A little tease, just enough to drive him wild."

Denise could only nod, her mind a whirlwind of sensations and emotions. Mrs. Jones’s hands were relentless, her touch both gentle and commanding, and Denise felt herself surrendering to the moment, to the woman behind her who seemed to know exactly what she was doing.

With a final, knowing smile, Mrs. Jones undid the rest of the buttons, slipping the blouse off Denise’s shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. "There," she said, her voice soft but firm. "Now you’re ready."

"I'll take the blouse with me when I leave, but you can already see how irresistible your nipples are, even with just the bra on." Mrs. Jones’s fingers traced the hardened peaks, her touch deliberate and teasing, as if to emphasize her point. "Though, honestly, this bra isn’t quite right. It’s nice, but it’s too thick, not nearly as enticing as it could be. I’d suggest something more... alluring. In fact, I’d bet your mom has a few perfect options tucked away. Let’s take a look, shall we?" She stepped back, leaving Denise standing there, dazed and speechless, her mind spinning as if she’d had one too many glasses of wine.

Without waiting for a response, Mrs. Jones began rifling through the dresser drawers, her movements efficient and purposeful. She paused when she found the one she was looking for, her fingers diving into the soft, silken contents of Denise’s mother’s lingerie collection. "Your mom has excellent taste, Denise. These are exquisite. See how delicate and lacy these are? Perfect for when you want to show off a little, maybe tease him with a glimpse. And these smoother ones? Ideal for when you want your nipples to make an impression through your clothes. Thicker ones are for hiding, but that’s not what we’re after tonight. Ah, this one—look at this. Black, sheer, almost transparent. Let’s try this on you."

Mrs. Jones’s smile was warm and encouraging as she unfastened Denise’s current bra, sliding it off her shoulders and replacing it with the delicate black one. Her hands were steady as she adjusted the straps and hooked it into place, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Perfect. Absolutely perfect. See how your nipples stand out against the fabric? They’re impossible to ignore." She reached out again, her fingers gently rolling the hardened peaks, coaxing them to attention beneath the sheer material. Denise gasped, her breath hitching, and Mrs. Jones paused, her brow furrowing with concern. "Oh, darling, did I hurt you?"

Denise shook her head quickly, her cheeks flushed. "No, no, I’m fine. I just... I wasn’t expecting that."

Mrs. Jones smiled, relieved. "Good. Now, wear this, and Bill won’t know what hit him. He’ll be completely undone. Find a snug blouse to wear over it—something that hugs your curves but doesn’t hide you completely. If he doesn’t lose his mind the moment he sees you, he’ll be powerless to resist reaching out and kissing you. Like this." She stepped closer, her hands gripping Denise’s shoulders as she leaned in, her lips brushing against Denise’s in a soft, lingering kiss. One of her hands drifted to Denise’s breast, her thumb grazing the hardened nipple through the sheer fabric, intensifying the moment.

When Mrs. Jones pulled away, Denise was left breathless, her heart pounding. Mrs. Jones, however, was calm and composed, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. She gathered her blouse and turned to leave, pausing at the door. "That’s how you’ll kiss him, and trust me, he’ll be yours. You look stunning in your mom’s bra, by the way. I had a feeling you two were the same size, and I was right. Her things suit you beautifully. Tomorrow, you should wear more of her pieces when you come over—maybe even some of her panties. It’ll drive him wild." With that, she left, leaving Denise standing there, her mind racing and her body tingling from the unexpected lesson.

Mrs. Jones left Denise in a dazed state, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she made her way back to the living room. She found Bill lounging there, his expression a mix of curiosity and mild discomfort. "Oh, my dear sweet Billy," she began, her voice dripping with a teasing warmth, "what an absolute gem of a girlfriend you have. She’s simply delightful, isn’t she? So utterly adorable, I’m sure you can hardly resist her. Though she does seem a touch shy—but then again, perhaps you are too. I couldn’t help but notice that when we left earlier, you didn’t quite manage to give her a proper goodnight kiss, did you?"

Bill shifted uncomfortably, his cheeks flushing at her words. He wasn’t sure why she was calling him "sweet Billy"—it felt oddly intimate, almost too familiar. But what really got under his skin was her implication about the kiss. "I did kiss her goodnight," he protested, his voice tinged with defensiveness. "And I’ve done it plenty of times before, too."

Mrs. Jones let out a soft, melodic laugh, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Oh, Billy, you’re just too precious. Come along, dear. Follow me." She turned and began ascending the stairs, her movements graceful and deliberate, knowing full well he would trail behind her. "Billy, I know you kissed her," she continued, her tone softening as she reached the top of the staircase. She paused, glancing back at him with a knowing smile before continuing toward her room. "But it was such a timid little peck, wasn’t it? Not quite a real kiss. Maybe that’s just how you always kiss her—and that’s fine, it’s sweet, really. But you’re a grown young man now, and she’s a grown young woman. I think it’s time you learned how to give her a kiss that truly means something. Now, unzip me, please."

She swept her hair to one side, exposing the delicate curve of her neck as she waited for him to comply. She could sense his hesitation, the way his breath hitched and his movements faltered, but she knew she had him under her spell. He didn’t utter a word, his silence speaking volumes as his trembling fingers fumbled with the zipper of her dress. Once it was undone, he quickly stepped back, retreating down the hallway as if to give her some semblance of privacy.

But she wasn’t about to let him off so easily. "Hey, come back here," she called out, her voice firm yet playful. She stood with one hand on her hip, the shoulder of her dress slipping slightly as it hung loose from being unzipped. "I’m not finished talking to you. This conversation is important, and it’s rather rude to walk away while someone is speaking to you. Are you trying to be mean to me, Billy?"

Bill froze, his confusion and guilt written all over his face. He hadn’t meant to be rude; he’d simply assumed he was supposed to leave. "No, Mrs. Jones, I’m not trying to be anything," he stammered, his words tumbling out in a rush. "I just thought—or, well, I didn’t think I should stay. I mean, it didn’t seem… I’m sorry. Really, I am." His voice trailed off, his discomfort palpable as he stood there, caught between her commanding presence and his own uncertainty.

She gave him a warm, knowing smile and gently tugged him into the room, her fingers brushing against his arm. "It's alright, my sweet Billy. I’m sure you didn’t mean anything by it. Now, while we chat, why don’t you help me out? Go ahead and open that top drawer over there and find me some pajamas. I’ll keep talking, don’t worry. I’m certain you’re capable of much better kisses than the little peck I saw earlier, and I think you’ll want to keep Denise around. She seems a bit inexperienced, but that could change. We need to make sure you’re ready for whatever comes next. I imagine you might not have a ton of experience yourself, hmm? You’re a virgin, aren’t you, Billy? And that’s perfectly fine—it’s natural, after all."

Billy had already opened the drawer, his fingers fumbling slightly as he rifled through the assortment of lingerie Mrs. Jones had packed. The conversation was making him uneasy, and he focused on the task at hand, though he couldn’t seem to find any pajamas. Finally, he turned to her, his voice tinged with defensiveness. "Hey, no, I’m not inexperienced. I’ve been around, okay? I know plenty of girls. Women, even. I’ve done a lot more than you think. Why are we even talking about this?"

Mrs. Jones’ smile softened, her expression both knowing and kind. "Alright, Billy, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. I just want to help. I’m sure you’ve done, what was it you said? Oh, right—lots of stuff. I only wanted to offer a little advice about some of that stuff. Now, let me slip out of this dress, and if you’re done rummaging through my panties, grab a hanger for me, would you?" With that, she let the dress slide off her shoulders, the fabric pooling at her feet.

Bill froze for a moment, his mind struggling to catch up. He opened his mouth to say something, but no words came out. Instead, his eyes lingered on her as the dress fell away. He quickly snapped out of it, though, and hurried to the closet to fetch a hanger. He draped the dress carefully, trying not to let his gaze linger too obviously, though he couldn’t help himself.

"Billy," she said, her tone playful yet pointed, "did you manage to find me any pajamas in that drawer, or were you too busy admiring my panties and other unmentionables?"

Bill’s face flushed a deep red as he turned to her, stammering, "No, there aren’t any in there. Maybe you didn’t unpack them yet."

Mrs. Jones frowned, her expression one of mock concern. "Oh, how terrible! I can’t believe I forgot them. Of all the things to leave behind. Billy, I need your help. First, stop staring. I’m wearing underwear, for heaven’s sake—it’s not like you’re seeing anything scandalous. I’m sure Denise wears far more revealing swimsuits, and you’ve probably seen your mom in her underwear before. Do you stare at her like this? No, of course not. I’m sorry, that was uncalled for. But speaking of Denise, that gives me an idea. What’s her phone number?"

Bill blinked, startled, but managed to rattle off the number for her. She dialed it quickly, her fingers moving with practiced ease. "Hello, Denise, darling, it's Mrs. Jones here," she began, her voice smooth and warm, like honey dripping from a spoon. "Sweet Billy was kind enough to give me your number. I’ve done something rather foolish, I’m afraid—I completely forgot to pack any pajamas. The only thing I could think of was to see if I might borrow something from you. You’re a bit more petite than I am, but I’m sure we could make something work. Oh? Yes, I suppose I do have... larger assets, don’t I?" She chuckled softly, the sound low and intimate. "Wait, I’ve just had a thought—Billy’s mommy must have something I could borrow. Thank you, dear. I’ll call you if I need to come raid your closet—or perhaps your mother’s dresser. Sleep well, darling."

She hung up and turned to Billy, her lips curving into a teasing smile. "Billy, sweetheart, were you listening, or were you too busy staring at me again? Oh, don’t look so flustered, I’m only teasing you, silly boy. Now, I need to see if your mommy has anything I can wear. Take me to her room, and we’ll have a little look through her things."

Without waiting for his response—or even for him to move—she strode confidently down the hallway. Her hips swayed with an exaggerated rhythm, the kind that made it impossible not to notice the way her panties clung beneath her pantyhose. Bill wasn’t sure if she was doing it on purpose or if it was just his imagination running wild, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away. He trailed behind her, watching as she paused to peek into his room before continuing on to the master bedroom. He followed her inside, his heart pounding as she gestured toward the dresser. "Now, be a dear and show me where your mommy keeps her nightgowns and pajamas. Actually, I’ve got a better idea—why don’t you pick out a few options for me to choose from while I relax on mommy’s bed?"

She stretched out on the bed, her body languid and inviting, her eyes following Billy as he moved to the dresser. He went straight to the right one, opening a drawer and lifting out a few pairs of pajamas. "No, no, Billy dear," she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. "Not the heavy flannel. I’m sure mommy has something softer, something lighter." She smiled knowingly as he closed the drawer and moved to another one, this time finding the right one without hesitation. He took his time, sifting through the delicate fabrics, his hands trembling slightly as he finally returned to the bed with three choices.

Mrs. Jones shifted on the bed, rising onto her hands and knees in a way that unintentionally—or perhaps intentionally—accentuated her cleavage. She studied the options Billy nervously presented, her gaze lingering on each one before making her decision. "You’ve done such a good job picking out pretty things," she murmured, her voice warm and approving. She reached out and patted his hand, her touch lingering just a moment too long. "It’s lovely when a young man appreciates fine silks and satins, the kind of things a lady wears. You’re very sweet, Billy."

Bill stood there, utterly transfixed, his mind a whirlwind of confusion and conflicting emotions. He couldn’t quite put his finger on what it was about her that left him so unsettled. The way she called him “Billy” grated on him most of the time, and her tone—sometimes teasing, sometimes commanding—left him feeling off-balance. And then there was the way she referred to his mom as “mommy,” like she was deliberately trying to infantilize him or stir something up. It was all so strange, yet he couldn’t bring himself to feel truly offended. Instead, there was this inexplicable pull, a quiet but insistent urge to comply with whatever she asked of him. And beneath it all, simmering just below the surface, was a thrill he couldn’t deny. Even in her underwear, which she insisted was perfectly normal, he found her undeniably alluring, though he’d never admit it out loud.

Mrs. Jones watched him closely, her sharp eyes catching the flicker of uncertainty in his expression. It delighted her, this little dance of discomfort and fascination she seemed to effortlessly provoke in him. She held up each of the nightgowns one by one, her movements deliberate, her voice dripping with playful mischief. “Now, Billy,” she began, her tone light but laced with something deeper, “this one is quite pretty, don’t you think? The black lace is delicate, almost sheer—you can practically see right through it. It’s lovely, but perhaps a bit too daring for me to wear around you, don’t you agree? Though I can see why you might like it.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air before moving on to the next. “This one is nice, but it’s so long and plain—just cotton. I don’t mind cotton, of course, but if I’m going to borrow something from your mommy, I’d rather it be something special. Something worth the trouble. I bet this is the first time you’ve even considered touching it, let alone running your fingers over it. Oh, what’s that look for? I’m not suggesting you go rifling through her panty drawer or anything like that. I’m just making conversation, darling. You’re so sensitive.”

She flashed him another knowing smile, her fingers brushing against his hand in a way that felt both comforting and teasing. It was clear she enjoyed watching him squirm, relishing the way his cheeks flushed crimson every time she brought up anything remotely intimate. She was a master at this game, and he was utterly out of his depth.

“So, those two won’t do,” she continued, her voice softening as she held up the third option—a sleek black satin nightgown, short and simple, almost like a long shirt but with a luxurious sheen that caught the light. “Now, this one is perfect. Satin has such a lovely feel to it, don’t you think? Smooth, soft, almost sensual when it glides against your skin. I imagine your mommy has a pair of panties to match this—something soft and silky, the kind she slips into when she wears this. But don’t worry, I won’t ask you to go digging through her drawer to find them. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind, but I think I’ll stick with my own tonight. Now, let’s see how this looks on me, shall we?” Her tone was light, almost innocent, but the sparkle in her eyes told a different story entirely.

Bill hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of thoughts, mostly about panties, though he was desperately trying not to let his gaze linger on Mrs. Jones. As he reached for the door, her voice stopped him in his tracks.

"Where do you think you're off to, young man?" she teased, her tone playful yet commanding. "I need your help, you know. Don't worry, I’m not about to strip down in front of you—silly boy." She stood up, turning her back to him, her voice dripping with amusement. "I need you to unhook me." She paused, waiting, but he didn’t move.

She turned to face him, her eyes narrowing with a knowing smirk. "Billy, sweetheart, you’ve never unhooked a bra before, have you? I can tell from the way you kiss Denise that things haven’t gotten that far. But I’m surprised your mommy never had you help her get dressed. It’s a useful skill, you know. This will be a good lesson for you. I’m sure you’ve thought about bras plenty—now you’ll finally know how they work."

She grinned, clearly relishing how flustered he was. He was such a fascinating project to her, full of untapped potential. She turned back around, her voice light and conversational, as if to distract him from overthinking. "Alright, pay attention. See the hooks? There are a few of them. Grab the fabric near the hook and pull gently, so it comes undone. That’s it. Now make sure all the hooks are released. Don’t worry, I’m holding the front—you’re not going to see anything you shouldn’t. But I’ll need more help. Stay behind me and grab the nightgown. Slide it over my head once I’ve slipped my arms out of the bra straps. Good. Now, if I wiggle a bit… there we go."

She turned to face him as the nightgown settled over her body, the bra slipping out from underneath. She held it up triumphantly, laughing softly. "Here it is!"

Then she moved around the bed, putting some distance between them. "Now, I don’t need pantyhose for bedtime," she said with a mischievous grin. She wiggled, turned, and bent over, pulling them down beneath the nightgown and finally tossing them in his direction.

"All done. But before we go, I’m curious about nightstands. Let’s see what Mommy keeps by her bed." She opened the drawer, peering inside. "Hmm, pretty boring. A trashy book, scissors, mints. Oh, and what’s this?" She pulled out a large white handheld massager.

Bill recognized it immediately. "Oh, yeah, that’s a massager. My mom gets neck aches sometimes, and she says it’s good for tension. I think the ball on the end vibrates, but I’ve never used it."

Mrs. Jones gave Bill a warm, knowing smile, her eyes lingering on him with a mix of affection and amusement. She found him endearing, with his boyish charm and wide-eyed innocence. "Oh, I see," she said, her voice soft and teasing. "So, your mom uses this to ease the tension in her neck, huh? That’s what she told you? Well, I’m sure it’s very effective for that." She paused, her lips curling into a sly grin as she brought the massager to her nose, inhaling lightly before wrapping the cord around her hand. "I think I’ll just borrow it for a bit. Come on, sweetie, let’s get you settled into bed."

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his arm as she guided him toward his room. Once inside, she glanced around, her gaze sweeping over the space with a playful curiosity. "Do you need me to help you with your pajamas, or can you manage on your own?" she asked, her tone light but laced with a hint of mischief.

Bill stared at her, his expression a mix of confusion and mild exasperation. "I think I can handle it, thanks," he replied, his voice firm but polite. "I’ll see you in the morning."

Mrs. Jones chuckled softly as she made her way back down the hallway to her own room, closing the door behind her. She placed the massager on the nightstand, her fingers lingering on it for a moment before she reached for her phone. She remembered her earlier conversation with Denise and felt a pang of curiosity. "Hi, honey, it’s Mrs. Jones again," she said into the phone, her voice warm and reassuring. "I just wanted to let you know that your sweet little Billy helped me out with a little wardrobe dilemma. He went through his mom’s dresser and found me this lovely satin nightgown. Oh, and I stumbled upon her neck massager too. He’s all tucked in now, and I’m just settling in myself. Didn’t want you to worry. I’ll see you tomorrow, sweetie."

As she hung up, a satisfied smile played on her lips. Her eyes flicked toward the window, where a soft glow from across the way caught her attention. She felt a quiet sense of contentment, glad she’d made the call.

On the other end of the line, Denise was left puzzled. She wasn’t sure why Mrs. Jones thought she’d be worried, but maybe it was just the polite thing to do after their earlier chat. Still, it piqued her curiosity. She remembered that from her mom’s room, you could see into Bill’s house. Without really thinking it through, she opened the door and stepped inside, deliberately leaving the light off. The faint glow from the hallway illuminated her path until she closed the door, plunging the room into darkness. She wasn’t entirely sure what she was doing or why, but she found herself drawn to the window, her movements cautious and deliberate. She stood a step back, ensuring she was hidden in the shadows, her heart beating a little faster as she peered out.

From her vantage point, she could see into the room across the way. Mrs. Jones was there, clad in the satin nightgown, admiring herself in the mirror. The houses were close enough that Denise could make out the details—the way the fabric clung to her curves, the way she ran her hands over the smooth material. Then, Mrs. Jones seemed to remember the massager. She picked it up, turned it on, and began running it along the back of her neck. Denise watched for a moment, her curiosity mingling with a strange sense of discomfort. It was all a little mundane, and she considered leaving, but something kept her rooted in place, her eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before her.

Mrs. Jones shifted the massager, gliding it over her shoulders before moving it to her front. It was an odd sensation, but not entirely unpleasant. She let the device trail over the silky fabric of her nightgown, brushing against her breasts in a way that felt almost deliberate, as if she were teasing herself, her nipples hardening beneath the thin material. Her movements grew bolder, the massager drifting lower, down her body, past her hips, and along her leg until it reached her knee. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she began to slide it back up, the hem of her nightgown lifting as she did so. Denise watched, transfixed, as Mrs. Jones’s body twitched, her movements quickening, her breath hitching in a way that was unmistakable.

Denise’s heart raced, a mix of shock and exhilaration coursing through her. She couldn’t believe what she was witnessing. Mrs. Jones had left the curtains wide open, seemingly unaware—or perhaps uncaring—that her private moment was on full display. The older woman was clearly lost in the sensation, her body responding with an intensity that Denise found both surprising and thrilling. As Mrs. Jones stepped back, sinking onto the edge of the bed before collapsing onto it, Denise’s own hands moved instinctively, slipping beneath the waistband of her pajama pants, her fingers seeking the warmth between her legs.

Her eyes remained locked on the scene across the way. Mrs. Jones now had both hands on the massager, her hips rolling rhythmically against the bed. Her head tilted toward the window, and Denise could see the expression on her face—eyes half-lidded, lips parted, a look of pure, unbridled pleasure. The sight sent a jolt of excitement through Denise, her own fingers moving in time with the older woman’s motions. She wasn’t sure why she was so captivated—it wasn’t as if she was attracted to women—but there was something undeniably arousing about watching Mrs. Jones lose herself in the moment. Denise’s breath hitched as she felt the tension building within her, her body trembling as she matched the older woman’s rhythm. She hoped Mrs. Jones was close to climax because she could feel her own release approaching, a wave of pleasure threatening to crash over her.

Mrs. Jones’s body began to shake, her movements growing more erratic as she writhed on the bed. Denise bit down on her lip to stifle a moan, her own body convulsing as the orgasm washed over her. She leaned forward, pressing her forehead against the cool wall by the window as her breathing slowed, her heart still pounding in her chest. When she opened her eyes, she saw Mrs. Jones lying still, her head turned toward the window, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

The older woman lifted the massager, her tongue darting out to lick the tip once before she set it aside. Then, with a languid grace, she swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood, her silhouette framed by the window. She glanced down, adjusting her panties, which had slipped down to her knees, and smoothed the nightgown back into place. With a final step forward, she reached for the curtains, drawing them closed one side at a time. A moment later, the lights went out, and Denise turned away, her body still humming with the aftermath of what she’d just experienced. She slipped into bed, her mind racing, unsure of what to make of the night’s events but unable to deny the thrill they had brought her.


Chapter 3

Linda Jones was perusing the aisles of the grocery store, her basket filled with a few essentials, when she spotted Lisa Miller and her son, Tommy, near the fresh produce. Lisa, who was scheduled to visit later that afternoon with a few friends for their bridge club gathering, waved enthusiastically. "Linda! Over here!" she called out, her voice carrying a cheerful lilt. "Tommy, you remember Mrs. Jones, don’t you? Come on, be polite and say hello."

Linda’s face softened as she took in the sight of Tommy, now grown into a young man. The Millers had been close friends for years, and she couldn’t help but feel a warm nostalgia seeing how much he’d changed. "Tommy, it’s so lovely to see you again," she said, her tone warm and inviting. "You must have graduated high school by now, haven’t you? What are you up to these days?"

Tommy, though nineteen, was still living at home, his future uncertain and his path unclear. Lisa sent him off to fetch a loaf of bread, then leaned in closer to Linda, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "It’s wonderful having him around the house, but I do worry sometimes. He’s so quiet, so reserved. But I suppose everyone finds their way in their own time, don’t they?"

When Tommy returned, Linda was in the middle of sharing her own thoughts. "You’re lucky to have him close by, though. I always feel George’s absence when he’s away on business trips. There’s so much to do, and I really notice it when I’m preparing for things like this afternoon’s gathering. It’s just not the same without him."

Lisa’s face brightened, and before Linda could protest, she insisted, "Why don’t you borrow Tommy for the afternoon? He’d be more than happy to help, wouldn’t you, dear? Mrs. Jones would be so grateful, and I can just pick you up when I come over with the girls later. No, no arguments—it’s settled."

Tommy, ever the quiet one, simply nodded. Helping his mom’s friend or helping his mom—it was all the same to him. Linda chuckled softly, her gratitude evident. "Oh, you’re such a sweetheart to help an old lady like me. I promise I won’t work you too hard. Just a few things I need help carrying and reaching, and I’ll even treat you to lunch before everyone arrives."

They parted ways in the parking lot, Tommy dutifully loading groceries into Mrs. Jones’ car. Linda, though in her late fifties, was far from what one might call an "old lady." She carried herself with grace, her figure still trim, her style impeccable, and her demeanor warm and approachable. Tommy didn’t see her as old, just another woman in his mom’s circle of friends. But his shyness kept him quiet, leaving Linda to fill the silence with light conversation as they drove home.

When they arrived at the house, they both carried the groceries inside, and Linda began putting them away. She gestured for Tommy to follow her upstairs, explaining that they had a few tasks to tackle before lunch. Tommy, though shy, couldn’t help but notice the way her dress hugged her figure as they ascended the stairs. It was longer, but the fabric clung to her curves in a way that made his cheeks flush. He felt a pang of guilt for staring, but she was ahead of him, oblivious to his wandering gaze.

Once in the spare room, Linda took a moment to appraise Tommy. He was handsome, polite, and though slightly shorter than average, there was a sweetness about him that she found endearing. “Tommy, are you ready to get to work?” she asked, her voice warm but with a hint of authority.

“Yes, Mrs. Jones. Just tell me what to do,” Tommy replied, his tone respectful but tinged with a nervousness that Linda found charming. She liked that—a young man who was polite, maybe even a little intimidated by her. Tommy was exactly the kind of boy she could work with.

“All right, Tommy,” she began, turning her back to him. “Would you start by pulling my zipper down?” She gestured to the zipper running along the back of her dress. Tommy froze, his eyes widening in surprise. He hesitated, unsure of how to respond. Sensing his discomfort, Linda quickly added, “Don’t be alarmed, dear. We’re going to get a little dusty, and I want to protect my dress. I’m sure you’ve helped your mother with her zipper before. Now, be a dear and help me.”

She felt his hands tremble slightly as they fumbled with the zipper, but eventually, he managed to pull it down past her waist. She turned slightly, shrugging the dress off her shoulders and bending to hang it on a hanger. Tommy’s eyes darted away, his cheeks burning. “See, honey?” she said, her tone light and teasing. “I’m wearing a slip. It doesn’t show anything, and it’s perfectly fine. I think you were nervous, weren’t you?” She laughed softly, her playful demeanor making him stammer in response, worried he’d offended her.

“I’m sure your girlfriends wear skimpy little things, so this might seem old-fashioned to you,” she continued, her voice dripping with amusement. “But a proper woman wears a slip. Do any of your girlfriends wear slips, or do they all dress like little sluts?”

Tommy was completely unprepared for the question. He wasn’t used to slips, nor was he particularly experienced with women. Mrs. Jones had a way of making him feel both flustered and intrigued. “No, I don’t have a girlfriend,” he admitted, his voice shaky. “So I don’t know how they dress. I mean, it’s fine. I’m sure I didn’t mean to be nervous. I hope I didn’t offend you.” He felt a knot of guilt in his stomach, but she was right—the slip didn’t reveal anything. It was just a silky layer, like a dress. It shouldn’t have affected him the way it did, but he couldn’t help the way his body reacted. He tried to push the thoughts away, but they lingered, unbidden.

Mrs. Jones reveled in the way she could make a young man like Tommy stumble over his words, his nerves fraying under her gaze. She leaned in, her lips brushing his cheek in a gesture that was almost maternal, yet carried a hint of something more. "It's alright, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice soft but laced with a teasing edge. "I think the slip is quite lovely, even if it doesn't show much. Some men find silk and lace... irresistible, don't they?" Her fingers wrapped around his hand, guiding it gently along her side, her touch firm yet inviting. "Feel how soft it is? Isn't it nice? I had to take off my dress to keep it clean, but I do enjoy the way this feels against my skin." She moved his hand slowly, deliberately, letting it glide over the curve of her hip, her fingers pressing his palm just enough to make him aware of the subtle rise of her panty line beneath the thin fabric. She knew he’d notice, that he’d feel the faint ridge and struggle to push the thought from his mind.

She could see the conflict in his eyes, the way he was trying so hard not to let his body betray him. But she also noticed the way his gaze kept flickering downward, drawn to the thin white slip and the dark blue panties that peeked through, a stark contrast that was impossible to ignore. It was almost as if she’d planned it this way, as if she’d chosen this moment to be just a little more revealing, just a little more enticing. But Tommy, sweet, naive Tommy, would never suspect that. He’d never guess that she’d orchestrated this entire encounter, that she’d timed her trip to the store just right, that she’d steered the conversation so perfectly to ensure he’d end up here, alone with her. No, he’d think it was all just a happy accident, a coincidence. And she liked it that way.

With a slow, deliberate movement, she released his hand, her fingers lingering for just a moment longer than necessary. "Tommy, darling, could you fetch the ladder from behind the door and set it up by the attic access?" she asked, her tone light, almost casual. "I’ll need to hold it steady for you while you climb up. It’s a bit wobbly, you see." She watched as he obeyed, his movements hesitant but obedient, and she couldn’t help but smile as he handed her the folding chairs one by one. But when he told her he couldn’t find the red box she’d mentioned, she feigned disappointment, her lips pursing in a mock pout. "Oh, that’s strange. I was sure it was up there. Let me take a look, but please, hold the ladder tightly. I don’t want to feel unsteady."

As she climbed, she kept her voice light, playful, asking him repeatedly if he was holding the ladder securely. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her movements slow and deliberate, her gaze occasionally flickering downward to where Tommy stood, his head level with her ankles. She knew exactly what he could see from that angle, knew how the thin fabric of her slip would cling and shift with every movement, revealing just enough to keep his attention firmly fixed on her. She smiled to herself, her heart racing with the thrill of it, as she continued to tease him, her movements calculated, her intentions clear.

Finally, she sighed, her voice soft and a little breathless. "I don’t see a red box either. I don’t know where it could be. Oh, wait—yes, that’s the issue. It wasn’t red at all. How fortunate that I came up here and found it. See, Tommy? It’s blue." She held the box out, turning slightly, her movements deliberate yet seemingly careless. Then, with a clumsy fumble, she let the box slip from her hands, sending it tumbling in the wrong direction. "Leave it, Tommy. Don’t let go of the ladder. I don’t feel steady." His grip tightened on the ladder, his eyes fixed firmly downward, avoiding any chance of being caught looking. As she descended, her slip caught briefly on his head, and she stifled a quiet laugh, knowing full well the effect she was having on him. She could almost feel the tension radiating from him, the way his body betrayed his thoughts as she adjusted her slip and stepped back onto solid ground.

Back on the floor, she smiled warmly, brushing herself off. "Thank you, Tommy. I’m sorry I forgot the box was blue, not red. Here, hand me the dustcloth, and you take the other one to wipe down these chairs. They’re covered in layers of dust." They worked in silence, Tommy diligently dusting the chairs, oblivious to the fact that the blue box seemed suspiciously clean compared to everything else. Mrs. Jones, however, noticed every stolen glance, every furtive moment when his eyes lingered on her before darting away. It was all going exactly as she’d hoped. There was something irresistible about the way shy young men like Tommy couldn’t help but look, even as they tried so hard not to.

"Looks like the box broke open when I dropped it," she remarked casually, her tone light and unconcerned. "I’m sure it’s mostly junk inside, but let’s put it on the bed and go through it." Tommy obeyed, setting the box down, though it was more of a disorganized pile of clothes, odds and ends, and cardboard than a proper container. Mrs. Jones tossed the lid aside and began sifting through the contents with practiced ease. She moved aside three glasses, a small box of poker chips, a few smaller boxes, and a heap of clothing before holding up two boxes of playing cards triumphantly. "Here they are. I was worried I’d have to run out and buy new ones. Now, let’s get rid of the rest of this clutter."

She tucked the glasses into an end table beside the bed, along with the poker chips and smaller boxes, her movements efficient and unhurried. Then she turned to Tommy, her voice gentle but firm. "You sort through the clothes while I take the cards downstairs to the table. We’ll need them for bridge later." Tommy hesitated, his eyes flickering nervously to the pile of clothing. She reached out, taking his hand in hers, her touch warm and reassuring. "Now, Tommy, don’t be silly. There are some underthings in there, but it’s not like they’re attached to anyone. I’m sure you’ve folded your mommy’s panties and things before. We’re just sorting clothes. Honestly, you’re so nervous all the time." With that, she gave him a playful smile and left the room, leaving him alone with the pile of clothes and his racing thoughts.

A couple of minutes later, her voice floated down the hall, warm and inviting. "Tommy, darling, could you bring the whole pile in here for me, sweetheart?" His heart skipped a beat as he gathered the soft, luxurious fabrics—silk and satin sliding through his fingers like liquid—and followed the sound of her voice. It led him straight to her bedroom, a place that felt both intimate and forbidden. "Just set them on the bed, and we’ll get them sorted. Did you manage to keep everything in order?" she asked, her tone casual, as though this were the most natural thing in the world.

Tommy’s hands fumbled slightly as he placed the pile down, his eyes darting nervously around the room. The bed was half-made, one side of the sheets pulled down in a way that suggested she’d slept there alone. His gaze lingered for a moment too long on the long, elegant black nightgown draped over the edge, its silky fabric catching the light. Beside it, a pair of red panties lay carelessly, their vibrant color impossible to ignore. They were so close, just a few feet away, and he felt his cheeks burn as he tried to avert his eyes. But the red was like a siren call, pulling his attention back no matter how hard he fought it.

Mrs. Jones watched him with a faint smile, clearly amused by his struggle. She could see how flustered he was, how his eyes kept darting back to the panties she’d left out—whether by accident or design, he couldn’t tell. But she didn’t seem to mind his distraction. In fact, she seemed to enjoy it. "Let’s start with the bras, shall we?" she suggested, her voice light and teasing. "You hand them to me, and I’ll put them away." Tommy swallowed hard, trying to steady his hands as he picked up the two bras he’d grouped together and passed them to her. She took them with a graceful ease, sliding them into a drawer before turning back to him. "Now the panties," she said, her tone casual but her eyes glinting with mischief. "They go in this drawer here. Those look like mine, don’t they?"

Tommy’s hands trembled as he handed her the five pairs of panties, each one a burst of color—satin and silk that felt impossibly soft against his skin. Mrs. Jones took them, her fingers brushing against his as she held them for a moment longer than necessary. "They’re quite lovely, aren’t they?" she murmured, her voice low and intimate. "Don’t you think so, Tommy? Men often find women’s underthings so fascinating, so delicate and pretty. I think mine are particularly nice, don’t you?" He could only nod, his throat too tight to form words. She smiled, a knowing curve of her lips, before tucking the panties away in the drawer.

"Now, what’s left?" she mused, glancing at the remaining items. "Ah, my black slip. I’m so glad it’s here. I’ll just put that over here." She paused, her gaze shifting back to Tommy, who was holding up the last few pieces of clothing with a look of utter confusion. "What’s that you’ve got there, sweetheart?" she asked, her tone playful. Tommy hesitated, unsure of what to say. He didn’t even know what to call the garments in his hands, let alone where they belonged. Mrs. Jones chuckled softly, clearly enjoying his discomfort. "Don’t worry, darling. We’ll figure it out together."

Mrs. Jones couldn’t help but smile, her lips curling with a mix of amusement and satisfaction. This was going far better than she had anticipated. “Tommy, darling, don’t tell me you don’t recognize what that is? Have you never seen a garter belt or stockings before? Oh, sweetheart, I suppose I’ll have to explain it to you, won’t I?” Her voice was soft, almost teasing, as she gestured toward the items in his hands. “You see those two things that feel like pantyhose, but they’re black and only have one leg? Yes, those are stockings, and the other piece is what holds them up. Does that make sense now?”

Tommy’s face was a picture of confusion, his brow furrowed as he tried to process her words. Mrs. Jones couldn’t help but chuckle softly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Right now, I’m wearing pantyhose. I’m sure you know what those are, don’t you? Oh, goodness, Tommy, I think I’ll have to show you.” Her tone was light, almost playful, but there was an undercurrent of something more—something that made Tommy’s stomach tighten in a way he couldn’t quite understand.

He looked almost nervous now, his cheeks flushing as she continued. Without hesitation, Mrs. Jones lifted her slip, pulling it up until it rested just above her waist. Tommy’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat as he took in the sight of her sheer pantyhose and the delicate blue panties beneath. They weren’t skimpy, but they were undeniably sexy, the silk clinging to her curves in a way that made his pulse quicken. He couldn’t look away, his gaze fixed on her as if hypnotized. He didn’t even think to avert his eyes, nor did he consider whether the growing hardness in his pants was noticeable.

It was. Mrs. Jones noticed, and it thrilled her. She had chosen the dark, silky panties and sheer hose for a reason, and the effect was exactly what she had hoped for. Her little plan was unfolding perfectly, better than she had even imagined. She was delighted that she’d managed to reveal this much so early in Tommy’s visit. Everything was going exactly as she wanted.

The sight of the unmistakable bulge in Tommy’s pants sent a shiver of satisfaction through her. She loved this—the power she had over him, the way her teasing elicited such a visceral reaction. It was intoxicating. She couldn’t resist pushing further, her hand drifting to the front of her panties and pantyhose, rubbing slowly in deliberate circles. “See, Tommy? Notice how these are like pants, but they’re so thin you can still see my panties underneath. Can you see that?” Her voice was low, almost a purr, as she watched him struggle to respond. His silence only pleased her more.

She continued the slow, deliberate motion of her hand, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over the sheer fabric. “But stockings, Tommy, are different. They’re like socks, not pants. Like knee socks, but taller—much taller. If I were wearing them, they’d come all the way up, almost to my panties but not quite. Haven’t you ever seen a woman wearing them before, dear? Doesn’t your mother ever wear them?”

Tommy finally found his voice, though it was shaky and uncertain. “No, ma’am. This is the first time I’ve ever seen anything like this. I didn’t even know what they were. I’m sorry.” His words were hesitant, but the way his eyes lingered on her told her everything she needed to know. He was captivated, and she was in complete control.

Mrs. Jones pressed on, her voice soft but insistent, a playful edge to her words. "Can you imagine them, darling? I’m not sure how else to explain it. Perhaps the best way is for me to put them on so you can see for yourself. That might be the only way to truly understand. Of course, I wouldn’t dream of dressing in front of you—that wouldn’t be proper at all. Just wait here on the bed while I slip into these in the bathroom." With a deliberate motion, she let her slip fall to the floor, gathering the stockings and garter belt in her hands before disappearing into the bathroom, leaving Tommy alone on the bed with her nightgown and the delicate silk panties she’d carelessly left behind.

Tommy’s heart raced, his nerves fraying at the edges. This wasn’t what he’d anticipated when he’d arrived. Mrs. Jones seemed so casual, so unbothered, as if none of this was intentional. But the way his body reacted told a different story. His gaze dropped to the red silk panties beside him, the fabric so soft, so intimate. They had been against her skin, touching the most private parts of her. The thought alone was overwhelming, sending a shiver through him. Tentatively, he reached out, his fingers brushing against the delicate material. It was a fleeting touch, barely there, but it was enough to make his pulse quicken. He didn’t dare do more.

Just as he pulled his hand back, he heard the soft click of the bathroom door opening. Mrs. Jones stepped out, her expression calm, giving no indication that she’d noticed his brief indiscretion. Tommy exhaled quietly, relieved. She was too focused on explaining, her eyes downcast as she approached him. "You see, Tommy, from the outside, it doesn’t look much different than my slip. The stockings peek out just like pantyhose, only they’re black. But look closely, right here." Her hand glided over her thigh, drawing his attention to the subtle ridges beneath the fabric. Tommy’s eyes locked onto the spot, his breath hitching.

"That’s where the garter sits, Tommy," she continued, her voice smooth, almost hypnotic. "It’s what keeps the stockings in place. Without it, they’d just slide right down." She was enjoying this, savoring the way his gaze followed her every movement, the way his body betrayed his arousal. She decided to push further, her tone teasing. "Let me lift my slip a bit more so you can see the top of the stocking." Slowly, she raised the hem, revealing the lace-edged top of the stocking and the delicate garter clip. Her finger traced the line of lace, pausing at the garter where it connected to the satin belt. "This is what holds it all together. Some women—and their partners—find this little gap quite appealing, the strip of skin between the stocking top and the panties, crossed by the garter. And the belt, Tommy, it matches the lace here. Isn’t that lovely?" Her words were deliberate, her movements slow, drawing him deeper into the moment, into her.

She stood there, her fingers dancing along the garters, tracing the delicate lace and the smooth expanse of skin just above the edge of her panties. His gaze was locked on her, unable to tear away as she stood mere inches from him, her body on full display. Mrs. Jones could feel the heat of his stare, and she knew exactly what it was doing to him. The bulge in his pants was impossible to miss, and though it sent a thrill through her, she kept her expression calm, composed. That was the beauty of it—the power she held, the way she could unravel him without him even realizing how much control she had. It was intoxicating, this game of hers, and she reveled in every second of it.

"Tommy," she began, her voice soft but deliberate, "some women wear these because they feel more elegant, more... alluring. They’re a bit more effort, of course, but sometimes, our men appreciate that effort. And we like knowing they do. But tell me, honestly—do you think they’re pretty? Or do you prefer the pantyhose?" Her eyes lingered on him, waiting for his response, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile.

Tommy’s voice faltered, his throat dry, but he managed to stammer out that he liked them. The words were barely audible, but they were enough to make her smile widen. Just as she let her slip fall back into place, her phone buzzed on the nightstand. She picked it up, still smiling at Tommy as she answered. "Oh, hi, Lisa. How are you? Yes, Tommy and I are working very hard. He’s been such a good boy—very helpful, very polite. What’s that? Oh, if you’re passing by, of course you should stop in. We’re just breaking for lunch anyway. When? Perfect. See you in five minutes."

She hung up and turned to Tommy, her expression bright. "Isn’t it nice that your mom’s joining us for lunch? I think she was worried you might not be as helpful as you’ve been, but I set her straight. Now, I’ll keep the garters on, but that’ll be our little secret, okay? Can you help me find my dress? It should be fine for lunch."

Tommy nodded, his hands trembling slightly as he helped her into her dress, his fingers brushing against her skin as he zipped her up. They made their way downstairs, and he followed her into the kitchen, standing quietly as she let his mother in. The three of them sat at the table, sandwiches in hand, as Mrs. Jones chatted amiably with Tommy’s mom. The conversation flowed around him, topics that didn’t interest him, names he didn’t recognize. He kept his head down, focusing on his food, until he felt something brush against his leg.

His breath hitched as he realized it was a foot—Mrs. Jones’s foot, he was sure of it. She’d slipped off her shoe, and now her toes were gliding along his ankle, teasingly slipping under the cuff of his pants. It sent a jolt of electricity through him, and he felt himself harden instantly. But she didn’t look at him, didn’t acknowledge what she was doing. She just kept talking, her voice steady, her expression calm. It was maddening, thrilling, and he didn’t know what to do except sit there, trying to keep his composure.

Soon, his mother stood to leave. "I’ll let you two finish up whatever you’re doing. I’ll be back with the rest of the girls in a couple of hours. Bye, honey—be a good boy for Mrs. Jones." Tommy loved his mom, but he couldn’t help feeling a flicker of irritation at her words. Be a good boy. As if he had any choice in the matter. Not with Mrs. Jones around.

Mrs. Jones returned to the dining room, her movements graceful as she gathered a few plates from the table. There wasn’t much to clear, but she made a show of it, her hands brushing against the edges of the dishes as if savoring the mundane task. Then, as she turned, her arm caught the edge of a glass, sending a cascade of water spilling directly onto Tommy. The liquid soaked through his pants in an instant, clinging to his skin in a way that made him freeze.

“Oh, darling, I’m so sorry!” she exclaimed, her voice dripping with faux concern as she rushed to his side. “We can’t have you sitting here like this, not with everyone arriving soon. Quick, give me your pants. Don’t look so shocked, sweetheart. It’s not like I haven’t seen a man in his underwear before.” Her tone was light, almost teasing, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Tommy, still in a daze, obeyed without thinking. His hands fumbled with the waistband of his pants, sliding them down and handing them over to her. She took them with a smile, her fingers brushing against his as she did, and then led him into the laundry room. He stood there awkwardly, clad only in his boxers and socks—his shirt barely long enough to cover what it needed to—while she dabbed at the wet fabric with a towel before tossing it into the dryer. “There,” she said, her voice smooth and reassuring. “They’ll be dry in no time. Now, let’s head upstairs and pick up where we left off.”

She reached for his hand, her touch warm and deliberate, and led him up the stairs. Tommy followed, his mind a whirlwind of confusion and anticipation. He felt exposed, vulnerable, yet somehow, her confidence made it all seem normal. When they reached the top, she turned to him, her expression calm but commanding. “Let’s get my dress out of the way again, shall we? The zipper, please.” She presented her back to him, her posture straight, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Tommy’s fingers trembled slightly as he reached for the zipper, pulling it down slowly, the sound of it echoing in the quiet room. As the fabric fell away, he caught a glimpse of the garter belt and stockings beneath, the lines and curves of her body accentuated by the delicate lingerie. His breath hitched, and he felt himself growing hard, the sensation impossible to ignore now that he wasn’t wearing pants. Mrs. Jones turned around, her gaze flickering briefly to his obvious arousal, but she said nothing, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile.

Tommy should have felt embarrassed, but her calm demeanor made it all feel strangely ordinary. He didn’t even think to cover himself, his mind too preoccupied with the surreal nature of the moment. Mrs. Jones, meanwhile, was reveling in the power she held over him. She felt a protective warmth toward the shy young man, but it was mingled with a heady sense of her own allure. She could have drawn this out forever, but there was work to be done before the others arrived.

With a deliberate effort, she avoided looking at his erection, instead walking toward the closet and calling over her shoulder, “Could you grab the clothes on the bed for me, dear?” Tommy moved to comply, picking up the nightgown she’d laid out. But before he could take a step, her voice stopped him again, soft but insistent. “Oh, and don’t forget my panties, sweetheart.”

With the nightgown clutched in one hand and the delicate red panties trembling in the other, Tommy trailed behind her into the closet. His heart pounded as he stepped inside, his eyes immediately drawn to her figure. She was bent over, preoccupied with something at the far end of the walk-in closet, her silhouette framed by the soft light filtering through the space. The thin slip she wore clung to her curves, revealing every tantalizing detail of the garter belt and stockings beneath. The blue panties and black garter belt were barely concealed by the fabric, the sight so provocative that Tommy felt his breath hitch. He stood there, rooted to the spot, his mind racing as she straightened and turned to face him.

Her lips curved into a knowing smile, her gaze flickering over him as if she could feel the tension radiating from his body. She reached out, her voice smooth and deliberate. "Let me hang up my nightie while you hold onto my panties for a moment," she said, her tone casual yet laced with something deeper. As she busied herself with the hangers, she continued speaking, her words flowing effortlessly, perhaps to fill the silence that Tommy seemed incapable of breaking. "I’ve always adored this nightgown. It makes me feel... special, you know? Like it’s meant for something extraordinary. Last night, since I was alone, I thought, why not wear something special underneath too? These red panties—they’re lovely, aren’t they? Don’t you think it’s a nice touch? To feel a little... indulgent, even when it’s just for yourself?"

Tommy blinked, realizing he needed to respond, to say something—anything—other than just standing there, his gaze flickering between her and the panties in his hand. "Oh, yes," he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I mean, I think so, Ma’am. It’s... nice."

She tilted her head, her smile widening as she stepped closer. "Tommy, sweetheart, I suppose I should put these panties in the hamper now. But you’re holding them so tightly—are they dry, or are they still... well, you know." Her voice was playful, teasing, and Tommy felt his cheeks burn as he struggled to process her question.

He glanced down at the panties, then back up at her, his confusion evident. "Um, dry," he managed to say, though his voice wavered.

She reached for his free hand, her touch warm and reassuring. "Darling, I want to help you understand things better. I want to teach you," she said softly, her eyes locking with his. "Sometimes, when a woman gets excited, it can make her panties a little damp. For instance, if she’s lying in bed, thinking about something... intimate, or maybe even touching herself—just like I’m sure you do sometimes—her body might respond in a way that leaves her panties wet and... scented. Go ahead, Tommy. Smell them. You’ll probably notice it."

Her words hung in the air, heavy with implication, and Tommy hesitated for only a moment before obeying. He lifted the red silk to his face, inhaling deeply, his senses overwhelmed by the faint, lingering scent. His eyes widened as he looked back at her, his lips parting as if to speak, but no words came out. She simply smiled, taking the panties from him with a gentle touch, only to let them slip from her fingers and fall to the floor. "Oops," she murmured, her tone light, her gaze never leaving his.

She crouched down to retrieve the fallen panties, but as she straightened up, her head brushed against him, grazing the unmistakable hardness straining against his pants. "Oh, I'm so sorry," she murmured, feigning innocence as if she hadn’t noticed it before. "Tommy, darling, did I do that to you? All this talk about panties and... well, those thoughts. I feel awful if I’ve made you uncomfortable." Her hand drifted to the front of his trousers, her fingers lightly patting the bulge as though it were something to soothe, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

Tommy’s self-control was hanging by a thread, his body trembling with the effort to keep himself composed. He was stunned, unsure of how to act or what to say. Here he was, standing in a woman’s closet, discussing her panties and his own arousal, yet she seemed so calm, so casual about it all. It was as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Mrs. Jones’s smile deepened, her fingers tightening slightly around the firmness beneath his pants. Then, with deliberate slowness, she tugged his underwear down just enough to free his erection, the fabric sliding below the base of his shaft and his balls. "Oh, Tommy, I’m sorry I made it so... hard. It must have been so uncomfortable for you. You’re such a well-endowed young man. Did you know that? You’re really quite... impressive." As she spoke, her other hand, still clutching the red panties, began to glide along his length, the silk brushing against his sensitive skin.

Tommy’s voice faltered, his words stumbling out in a nervous rush. "But... we shouldn’t... I mean, this isn’t—" Mrs. Jones silenced him with a soft shush, her head shaking gently.

"Sweetheart, all I’m doing is helping you, relieving some of that tension. Your lovely, big penis looks like it’s been suffering, and we’re in the privacy of the closet, so no one’s going to see. There’s no need to worry." Tommy’s face flushed, his discomfort and embarrassment evident. "Oh, dear, am I making you nervous? Does it bother you when I talk about your penis? Should I not say that word? Penis?"

Her hand continued its slow, teasing strokes, the panties adding a silken texture to her touch. Each time she uttered the word "penis," Tommy shuddered, his body betraying his growing arousal. She couldn’t help but smile, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Does the word 'penis' make you uncomfortable, darling? I didn’t know what else to call it. It is a penis, after all. A beautiful, big penis that got all excited. That’s what happens to a penis sometimes. I know some men prefer other words. Would it be better if I called it your cock? Do boys your age like that word better? Tommy has such a nice, big cock. It sounds so much dirtier than 'penis,' doesn’t it?" Her fingers tightened around him as she said it, her voice low and teasing, each repetition of the word "cock" sending a fresh wave of heat through him. Tommy’s embarrassment only seemed to fuel her playful cruelty, her touch growing bolder with every whispered syllable.

Mrs. Jones noticed the sticky wetness seeping through her panties, Tommy’s struggle evident in his silence. She adored it, the way he was completely at her mercy, unable to form a single word. "Tommy, darling," she cooed, her voice dripping with faux concern, "I feel awful for making you so... tense. Let me fix this for you, sweetheart. We need to get you settled before the girls arrive, don’t we? We can’t have your mommy walking in on us like this, can we? It’s better if your lovely, big... penis calms down before she gets back, don’t you think?"

Tommy was panting, his breath coming in shallow gasps, and Mrs. Jones knew exactly how to play him. As she spoke, her fingers danced over his balls, her other hand stroking his cock with deliberate slowness. Every word she uttered seemed to wind him tighter, each mention of "penis" or "mommy" making him flinch, his body trembling as his arousal surged. And then, without warning, he came undone. She tightened her grip, and he erupted, thick ropes of cum shooting out, splattering across her neck and the delicate fabric of her slip. The sticky mess dripped down into her cleavage, soaking the material and leaving a glistening trail.

Tommy stammered, his voice shaky. "I-I’m so sorry, it just—it just happened."

But Mrs. Jones silenced him with a soft, knowing smile. "Oh, Tommy, it’s perfectly fine. I wanted to help you, sweetheart. You were so... full, and I couldn’t let you suffer like that. But my, you’ve made such a mess of me. Look at this—your cum is everywhere. My neck, my slip... it’s dripping down, Tommy. I can’t possibly wear this when your mom and her friends arrive. Do you see how wet it is? How sticky?" She grinned, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she watched his cock, still hard and twitching, refusing to soften completely. She loved that about him—his youth, his stamina, the way he stayed so ready for her.

With a sly smile, she sank to the floor, peeling off her soaked slip and tossing it aside. She leaned back, her body open and inviting, her voice low and commanding. "Tommy, darling, use both hands. Grab my panties. Now. Rip them off me. Do it. They’re soaked, and I want them torn away." As Tommy obeyed, her breath hitched, a soft moan escaping her lips—the first real sign of her own arousal. She pulled him closer, his cock throbbing against her, and guided the tip to her slick, waiting entrance. Her eyes locked with his, dark and hungry. "Fuck me, Tommy. Right now. I need you inside me."

Her arms wrapped around him, her hands gripping his ass as she pulled him down, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. Now it was her turn, her body writhing beneath him, her moans growing louder, more desperate. She was close, so close, the tension of the day finally unraveling as she rode him, her orgasm building with every movement. She cried out, her body shuddering as she came, her nails digging into his skin, her voice a breathless chant of his name.

Tommy might not have been experienced, but his enthusiasm more than made up for it. Beneath him, Mrs. Jones was nearly crying out, her voice trembling with pleasure as he moved with a kind of raw, untamed energy that left her breathless. He was spilling himself inside her again, but she was so consumed by her own ecstasy that she barely registered it. Her body was a storm of sensation, every nerve alight, until finally, she stilled, her chest heaving, her satisfaction complete.

Mrs. Jones propped herself up on her elbows, her movements languid and deliberate, and gently urged Tommy to shift off her. “You’d better get dressed quickly, darling,” she murmured, her voice soft but firm. “Your mommy will be here any moment, and I’m sure your pants are dry by now.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached for the torn remnants of her red panties, carefully folding them and pressing them deep inside herself, her fingers lingering for a moment before she pulled on a fresh pair over them, replacing the ruined blue ones. She glanced at Tommy, who still looked dazed, his face flushed and his breathing uneven. “These will help keep your lovely cum inside me, sweetheart,” she said with a sly smile, her tone dripping with playful satisfaction. “It’ll be such a thrill to sit and play cards with your mommy while I’m still full of you.”

Her smile widened as she watched him, her gaze lingering on his tousled hair and the faint sheen of sweat on his skin. “Now hurry up and get dressed before the girls arrive,” she added, her voice a little firmer this time, though still laced with warmth. She paused, her expression softening as she met his eyes. “And Tommy,” she said, her voice dropping to a near whisper, “thank you for letting me take your virginity. It was… unforgettable.”


Stephen’s Education

Mom arranges for him to stay a week under his ex-teacher’s roof.


Chapter 1: Day 1

I’m eighteen now, and by all accounts, that should mean I’m perfectly capable of handling a week on my own while my mom’s off doing whatever it is she does. But for some reason, she just doesn’t see it that way. I overheard her talking to her friend, Doris, who happened to be one of my old teachers from way back.

“Doris, I know he’s technically an adult, but I just can’t leave him alone. He’s not ready for that kind of responsibility. He’s still so young for his age, you know? I really can’t thank you enough for agreeing to take him in while I’m gone. I’ll drop him off tomorrow afternoon on my way to the airport.”

I tried to argue with her, of course. I mean, what eighteen-year-old wants to feel like they’re being babysat? But my mom has always been like this—overprotective, always hovering, never quite trusting me to figure things out on my own. She didn’t exactly raise me to be independent, and I’ll admit, I’m not the most worldly guy out there. But still, I’m eighteen. I should be able to handle a week alone.

“You’re staying with Mrs. Wentworth, and that’s final,” she said, her tone leaving no room for debate. “I won’t spend my entire trip worrying about you. End of discussion.”

Now, Doris wasn’t exactly a babysitter. Mrs. Doris Wentworth had been my fourth-grade teacher, and as far as I knew, there was no Mr. Wentworth in the picture. Maybe there never had been. I guess that’s why she and my mom got along so well—both single, both navigating life without a husband. When I was a kid, she seemed ancient to me, but looking back, she was probably only in her late thirties at the time. Now, in her forties, she was actually pretty striking for her age. She kept herself in good shape, always dressed well, and had this warm, approachable demeanor that made her easy to be around. Even when she tutored me in high school, she was always kind, always patient. Sure, she was older, but she was undeniably attractive in a way that made me feel… well, a little awkward, if I’m being honest.

When my mom dropped me off, I lugged a suitcase full of clothes into Doris’s house, which was over an hour away but conveniently on the route to the nearest major airport. My mom and Doris chatted for a bit, and Doris teased her about her trip, telling her to “behave” and not get into too much trouble. They both laughed in that way adults do when they’re hinting at something they don’t want the kids to understand. It made me squirm a little. I figured they were probably talking about sex or drinking or something along those lines. I knew my mom had a life outside of being my mom, but I tried not to think about it too much.

That said, I thought about sex a lot. I was eighteen, after all, and as hormonally charged as any guy my age. It was pretty much all I could think about, day and night. I didn’t have much real-world experience to speak of, but that didn’t stop my imagination from running wild. My fantasies were vivid, relentless, and, frankly, a little overwhelming at times.

Then my mom’s tone shifted, her voice softening as she leaned in to kiss me on the cheek, but it felt like the kind of kiss she’d give me when I was twelve and she was heading out for the evening. It was frustrating, really. I wasn’t a kid anymore, but she still treated me like one. “Stephen,” she said, her voice firm but laced with that maternal worry she always carried, “you need to be good and listen to Mrs. Wentworth while I’m gone. She’s in charge of you, and I expect you to behave. If you don’t, I’ll be very upset. Do whatever she asks, help her out, and show her what a polite, obedient young man you are. Make me proud, okay? Be good.” Her words made me cringe. I wasn’t twelve anymore. I was an adult, for God’s sake.

“Mom, seriously, stop,” I groaned, my face heating up with embarrassment. “You’re making this way more awkward than it needs to be. I’ll be fine. I could’ve handled being alone at home, you know. It’s not like I’m even near any of my friends or anything.”

“Stephen!” she snapped, cutting me off with that sharp tone she used when she wasn’t in the mood for my backtalk.

“Fine, okay, I’ll be good,” I muttered, rolling my eyes. “Everything’s fine. Don’t worry about me. Just go and have a good time, all right?”

She smiled then, her expression softening. “That’s better. But it’s not about having a good time, Stephen. I’m going for work, not fun.”

Doris smirked at that, and my mom shot her a look that could’ve cut glass. But Mrs. Wentworth just chuckled, slipping her arm through mine in a way that felt oddly comforting. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice light and teasing. “Stevie and I are old friends. We’ll get along just fine. Now, you’d better run along, or you’ll miss your flight.” I hated being called “Stevie,” but there was something about her tone, her confidence, that made it hard to stay annoyed. We stood there together, watching my mom drive off, and I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of relief and curiosity.

Once my mom was out of sight, Mrs. Wentworth turned to me and told me to grab my suitcase. She led the way up the stairs, and as I followed her, I couldn’t help but notice how… well, how not old she actually was. Her skirt hugged her hips in a way that made it impossible not to notice the curve of her ass, and I felt a flicker of something I wasn’t entirely comfortable with. It was weird, sure, but there was no denying she had a great figure for someone I’d always thought of as “old.” We passed her bedroom on the way—a spacious, elegant room with a massive four-poster bed that looked like something out of a movie—before she led me down the hall to the room I’d be staying in. It wasn’t exactly what I’d call masculine—no sports posters or anything like that—but at least it wasn’t girly. The walls were a soft blue, and the bed looked comfortable enough. I dropped my suitcase on it, and she told me she’d cleared out half the dresser for me. Not that I had much to unpack, but I nodded anyway, tossing the suitcase onto the floor when she said, “Come down to the kitchen when you’re settled.”

I didn’t need long to get “settled,” so I followed her downstairs just a minute or so later. She was already in the kitchen, smiling as she gestured for me to sit at the table. She’d made lunch, and the smell of it filled the room, making my stomach growl in anticipation.

As she busied herself in the kitchen, preparing a steaming bowl of soup and crafting a sandwich with meticulous care, she chatted away, her voice warm and inviting. She mentioned how delightful it was to have me there, how it felt like we were playing house together. Her laughter bubbled up, light and carefree, and I found myself chuckling along, though my attention was far more captivated by the way her skirt hugged her curves. Every time she bent over—and she did so frequently, far more than I dared to hope for—I caught glimpses of the faint outline of her panties pressing against the fabric. It was impossible not to notice, and I couldn’t deny how much I enjoyed it. When she finally set the plate in front of me, leaning over the table, her blouse shifted just enough to reveal a tantalizing peek of black lace beneath. My breath hitched, and I fought to keep my expression neutral, even as my body betrayed me, reacting in ways I couldn’t control. She didn’t seem to notice my lingering gaze, and I convinced myself it was unintentional, just a fleeting moment of exposure. We shared a pleasant, unhurried lunch, the conversation drifting to my uncertain future—college plans still up in the air, my direction unclear. She listened with genuine interest, her questions thoughtful, her tone encouraging.

Then, out of nowhere, her hand reached across the table, her fingers wrapping around mine in a gesture that felt both comforting and charged. “Now, sweetie,” she began, her voice softening, “I hate to do this, but I have to run out for a bit. It’s a charity dinner, a favor for a friend. I didn’t know you’d be here when I agreed to it, but I promise I won’t be late.” She laughed then, a melodic sound that made me feel oddly self-conscious. “Oh, sweetheart,” she added, patting my hand, “are you jealous? It’s not a real date, just friends.” Her words caught me off guard, and I stumbled over my reply, insisting I wasn’t jealous, that I didn’t care what she did. She smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners, and called me a “good boy,” promising she’d be back by nine. “You can hold me to that,” she teased, her tone playful. “I don’t want to be spanked for being bad, so I’ll be on time.” Her laughter lingered in the air as she excused herself to get ready, leaving me sitting there, my mind racing.

It was strange, all of it. I didn’t think I’d looked jealous—why would I? What did it matter to me what she did? And that comment about being spanked… what was that about? Some kind of joke, I supposed, something older people found amusing. The idea of her bending over, that perfect ass of hers just waiting for… no, that was ridiculous. I shook my head, trying to clear the image, but it lingered, stubborn and insistent. For the next ten minutes, I sat there, my thoughts tangled, the absurdity of it all mingling with a faint, undeniable thrill. It was weird, sure, but there was something undeniably sexy about the way she’d said it, the way her words had lingered in the air, teasing and provocative.

The sound of the shower running upstairs told me she was getting ready to change for her evening out. I wandered aimlessly around the downstairs, feeling a little lost and realizing I couldn’t exactly call anyone to come over. We were in the middle of nowhere, after all. Not that I was particularly social on a regular week, but the isolation was starting to get to me, and I couldn’t help but wallow in a bit of self-pity. I glanced out the back window, scanning the vast expanse of land that stretched out behind the house. No neighbors in sight, just endless space. I was about to turn on the TV to distract myself when I heard her footsteps coming down the stairs. She called out that she was heading out, and when I turned to look at her, I was completely stunned. She stood there, smiling, and I couldn’t find the words to speak.

She was wearing this tight, red satin dress that clung to her body like it had been made just for her. The fabric shimmered under the light, and it hugged every curve in a way that left nothing to the imagination. Her figure was incredible—her ass, her waist, her breasts—everything was on display, and I couldn’t believe I was noticing this about her. She was older than my mom, for crying out loud, but in that moment, she was undeniably, breathtakingly hot. The dress amplified it, making her look like she’d stepped out of some fantasy. I couldn’t stop staring, my mind racing with thoughts of what might be underneath that dress and how I’d never fully appreciated how stunning she was before. Sure, maybe back in fourth grade I’d had a little crush on her, the way kids do with their teachers, but this? This was something else entirely. She asked me if the dress looked okay, and all I could do was nod, my voice completely gone. “Oh, Stevie dear,” she teased, her voice light and playful, “you look so surprised. Is it the wrong style for an old lady? Do you hate it?”

“No, Mrs. Wentworth,” I managed to stammer, “it looks amazing. You’re not old at all. You look… incredible.” She smiled warmly at me, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “Aren’t you just the sweetest little guy?” she said, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of pride and embarrassment. I liked the attention, but both she and my mom had this way of making me feel like I was still twelve years old. What eighteen-year-old wants to be called a “sweet little guy,” anyway?

But I couldn’t deny the effect she had on me. I was hard, my body reacting in that way it always did at eighteen—constantly, relentlessly. And now, seeing her like this, I couldn’t shake the realization that she was undeniably attractive, no matter her age. Hell, in that dress, she could’ve turned heads anywhere. I didn’t want to just sit on the couch and let my thoughts spiral, so once she left, I decided to explore the house. It was big, much bigger than I was used to, and impeccably tidy. There were books everywhere, but reading wasn’t exactly what I was in the mood for. I found myself wandering into her bedroom, feeling a strange mix of curiosity and guilt. It felt forbidden, like I was stepping into a private space I had no business being in. And I probably was. Everything was so neat, so perfectly arranged, from the made bed to the carefully organized drawers. I couldn’t resist opening a few, and when I found the one filled with her panties, I froze. They were like a treasure trove—colors, patterns, lace, silk—all laid out with precision. I stared at them, my heart racing, but I didn’t dare touch. Everything was too perfect, too orderly, and I didn’t want to risk leaving any trace of my intrusion.

I found myself wandering into the bathroom next, my curiosity getting the better of me. It was slightly messier than the rest of the house, but only just. A hairdryer lay on the counter, and the tub was still damp, but compared to the chaos of my own bathroom at home, this was pristine. My eyes landed on the black bra I’d been fixated on earlier, now discarded on the floor. I picked it up, holding it like it was some kind of treasure, something forbidden and tantalizing. I’ve always had this thing for women’s lingerie—it’s so inherently sensual, so secretive, so her. The black lace was delicate yet bold, and the sight of it sent a rush of heat straight to my groin. Before I could think twice, I unzipped my jeans and freed my cock, already hard and throbbing. I didn’t have much experience with women, not really, but I knew my own body well enough. I’d spent plenty of nights alone, fantasizing, touching myself, but this—this felt different.

I ran the bra over my skin, the smooth fabric brushing against me, and I couldn’t help but imagine her wearing it, how it would hug her curves, how it would feel to peel it off her. But just as I was about to leave, my eyes caught the matching panties. They were there, lying in a heap, and I couldn’t resist. I picked them up, bringing them to my nose, inhaling deeply. The faintest trace of her perfume lingered, mingled with something else, something unmistakably her. My cock twitched in my hand, and before I could stop myself, I was stroking faster, harder, the panties clenched in my other hand. It didn’t take long—maybe a minute, maybe less—before I was groaning, my release spilling out, caught in the black silk. I stared at the mess I’d made, the white against the dark fabric, and for a moment, I felt a strange mix of satisfaction and guilt. I shouldn’t have done that. But I had. And part of me liked it—liked the idea of marking her panties, even if she’d never know.

Quickly, I wadded them up, shoving them deep into the laundry hamper, burying them under a pile of clothes. The bra followed, tossed in after them. She’d never notice, I told myself. I rinsed off in her sink, the cool water helping to clear my head, and then I hurried back downstairs, trying to shake off the lingering tension. I flipped on the TV, settling on ESPN, hoping the mindless chatter of sports commentators would distract me. I figured she’d be out late—no way she’d come home early looking like that. But I was wrong. At 8:45, I heard the crunch of tires on gravel, the garage door groaning open, and then the sharp click of her heels as she made her way inside. I stayed in the chair, my heart pounding, as the sound of her steps grew closer, echoing through the kitchen, the dining room, and finally into the living room. She leaned against the doorway, her red dress still clinging to her like a second skin, looking every bit as stunning as she had when she left.

I sat there, my feet propped up on the stool, my gaze locked on her as she stood in the doorway, one hip cocked to the side like she owned the room. For a solid minute, I couldn’t find my voice, my brain short-circuiting as I took her in. Finally, I managed to stammer out a weak, “Uh, hi.” She was a vision, her legs impossibly long and sleek, encased in white stockings that disappeared into her heels. I hadn’t noticed every detail earlier, but now, under the soft glow of the room, she looked like something out of a fantasy—shimmering satin, curves that demanded attention. It had only been a couple of hours since I’d used her panties to get off, but the sight of her now had me instantly hard, my body betraying me in the worst—or best—way.

She glanced at the clock, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Not even nine yet, and I’m home. That was the rule, and I followed it. It’s good to follow the rules, isn’t it, Stevie?” Her voice was teasing, playful, and it sent a shiver down my spine. She stepped into the room with deliberate slowness, her heels clicking softly against the floor, until she was standing right in front of me, looking down with that same knowing smile. I felt small under her gaze, my words stumbling out awkwardly. “Um, yeah, I like rules. Of course. So, did you have…?”

But she cut me off, her hand reaching down to tap lightly at the bulge I hadn’t even tried to hide. “Sit up and cross your legs, sweetie-pie,” she said, her tone firm but not unkind. “You need to be more discreet about some things.” My face burned as I obeyed, sitting up straighter and crossing my legs to hide the evidence of my arousal. I mumbled an apology, my voice barely audible, my embarrassment overwhelming.

She didn’t seem fazed, though. Instead, she perched herself on the stool I’d just vacated, her hand patting mine in a way that made me feel like a child. “Don’t be sad, my little sweetie,” she cooed, her voice soft but laced with something that made my stomach twist. “Mrs. Wentworth is just trying to teach you, like I always do. You’ve always been a good little student, and I know you’ll be a good boy if someone just shows you what to do. Won’t you? Are you my good little student, sweetie?” Her smile was warm, but there was an edge to it, a challenge. I nodded, unsure of what else to do, but she wasn’t satisfied. “Say it, Stevie dear. Tell me.”

I hesitated, my mind racing, but I knew what she wanted. “Yes. Sorry. Yes, ma’am. I’m your good little student,” I stammered, my voice shaky. She smiled, satisfied, but her gaze lingered, making me squirm. I looked down, my face hot, my eyes drifting to her legs. They were crossed now, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the delicate white lace band at the top of her stockings. She didn’t seem to notice how much she was showing, but I did, and it only made things worse—or better, depending on how you looked at it. My body reacted instantly, but I kept my legs tightly crossed, determined to hide it this time.

Her lips curved into that knowing smile, and she rose slightly, leaning forward to press a soft kiss to my forehead. The warmth of her lingered there, a fleeting touch that left me breathless. Then she straightened, her voice smooth and commanding as she said, “Alright, darling, it’s bedtime. We’ve got a big day ahead of us tomorrow.” Her gaze lingered on me, sharp and deliberate, and I knew she wasn’t just talking about herself. It wasn’t even ten o’clock yet, but I didn’t argue. I followed her, my eyes tracing the sway of her hips as she moved, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She took the stairs slowly, deliberately, and I wondered if she even realized how much she was teasing me by not taking those damn heels off. Every step was a torment, and I was surprised I hadn’t already lost control right there in my shorts.

When we reached her room, she paused, her hand resting on the doorframe as she turned to me. “Stevie, dear,” she began, her tone sweet but laced with something else, something that made my stomach tighten. “Remember what your mommy said about helping me, hmm?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I mumbled, my voice cracking slightly. I hated how she said “mommy,” like I was some little kid. But I didn’t dare argue.

She stepped inside, gliding over to the dresser, her reflection catching in the mirror. She tilted her head, her eyes meeting mine through the glass. “Mrs. Wentworth can’t quite reach the zipper on her dress,” she said, her voice dripping with innocence that I didn’t quite believe. “Be a good boy and help me, won’t you? I’m sure you help your mommy like this too.”

It felt strange, awkward, but I didn’t want to disappoint her. I stepped closer, my fingers trembling slightly as I reached for the zipper. I tugged it down carefully, the sound of it sliding open sending a shiver down my spine. As the fabric parted, I caught a glimpse of her bare skin, the delicate straps of her bra peeking through. My breath hitched, and I was about to pull the zipper lower when she suddenly bent over, her movement quick and unexpected. She must have dropped something, because she was reaching for the floor, her back arching as she leaned down. The motion caused her satin-covered ass to press back against me, and I froze, my grip on the zipper slipping as her body brushed against the hard bulge in my shorts. It was only for a moment, but it was enough to make my head spin. She straightened again, and I quickly finished unzipping her dress, my eyes catching the flash of red lace at the top of her panties and the white garter belt that held her stockings in place. I’d only ever read about those, never seen one in person, and the sight of it was intoxicating. It was almost funny, how her bra and panties matched her dress, even though no one was supposed to see them. Well, almost no one. I’d seen enough to make my pulse race, and the thought of it was far more erotic than I could have imagined.

She turned to face me then, her dress still clinging to her shoulders but loose around her body. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered, “Thank you for being such a good little helper. Now, run along and put on your jammies and get into bed.” Her words were a mix of seduction and condescension, and I wasn’t sure how to feel. I didn’t wear “jammies” like some kid—just shorts and a T-shirt—but I did as she said, slipping into bed with my mind racing. Usually, I’d think about Julie, a girl my age, when I touched myself at night. But tonight, Julie was replaced by Mrs. Wentworth. It was strange, unsettling even, but I couldn’t help it. I came faster than I ever had before, my body trembling as I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep, wondering what the next day would bring.


Chapter 2: Day 2

The next morning, the sunlight streaming through the window pulled me from sleep earlier than I’d have liked. The unfamiliar surroundings took a moment to register, and then it hit me—I was staying at Mrs. Wentworth’s place. My mom had practically shoved me here while she was off on some work trip, insisting I stay with her friend. Mrs. Wentworth had been my teacher years ago, back when I was just a kid. Now, at 18—almost 19, actually—I considered myself an adult, and the idea of being babysat by one of my mom’s friends felt downright humiliating. Not that Mrs. Wentworth was some ancient relic or anything. She was probably in her forties, which, okay, wasn’t old old. And honestly, she’d been pretty chill so far. I didn’t have much else going on, so I couldn’t really complain. Plus, I couldn’t ignore the fact that she was… well, stunning. Like, seriously attractive, not just “for her age” but for any age. I tried to play it cool, though. I wasn’t about to gawk at her like some creep.

Anyway, I was just lying there when she popped her head into the spare room where I was staying. “Hey, sleepyhead,” she said, her voice warm and teasing. “Come on down for breakfast as soon as you can, okay?”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I’m always starving in the mornings, so I rolled out of bed and headed downstairs. No point in getting fully dressed yet, so I went down in just my shorts and T-shirt. She was bustling around the kitchen, pulling things together, and without even turning around, she called over her shoulder, “Have a seat, Stevie dear. I’ve got something for you.” I appreciated how friendly she was, but the “Stevie dear” bit always felt a little patronizing. Not that she meant it that way, and honestly, it didn’t bother me too much.

I couldn’t help but watch her as she moved around the kitchen. She wasn’t exactly dressed for the day either, not that I was complaining. She wasn’t undressed, but she was still in what I assumed were her pajamas—or maybe a nightgown? It was hard to tell because she was wearing this satiny bathrobe that fell just above her knees. The robe was a soft lavender color, with delicate lace cuffs on the sleeves. It wasn’t revealing or anything, but it had this elegant, almost formal vibe to it, if a bathrobe could even be described that way. The way it was tied snugly around her waist didn’t hide her figure—it accentuated it, and I couldn’t help but notice.

In fact, it clung to her in all the right places, accentuating every curve in a way that was impossible to ignore. As she spoke, she bent down, her movements fluid and deliberate, either rummaging through a cupboard or picking something up from the floor—I wasn’t entirely sure. But each time she leaned forward, the fabric of that satin robe hugged her ass perfectly, framing it in a way that made my breath catch. I’d already noticed how incredible her figure was the night before, but this? This was like a private show, unintentional but no less thrilling. It happened three, maybe four times, and each time I found myself holding my breath, savoring the view. When she finally straightened up and brought me a glass of orange juice, setting a plate of eggs in front of me, I almost felt a pang of disappointment. I smiled, thanked her, and couldn’t help but let my gaze linger. Even though the robe wasn’t revealing anything, the way it clung to her reminded me just how stunning her entire body was—not just the lower half.

I must have eaten too quickly, because before I knew it, the eggs were gone, along with three strips of bacon, and the orange juice had disappeared just as fast. I stood up, taking my plate to the sink, trying my best not to let my eyes wander back to her. I wasn’t exactly successful, but at least I wasn’t being obvious about it. She was fiddling with the coffee machine, and as she turned around, she stretched, arching her back in a way that made the satin robe pull even tighter against her body. I couldn’t help but stare then—who wouldn’t? There was something about the way she moved, so effortlessly graceful, that made it impossible to look away.

I guess I’m not used to being around people in the morning, because I wasn’t thinking clearly. Suddenly, her expression shifted, and she looked at me with a seriousness that caught me off guard. “Stevie, honey,” she said, her tone firm but not unkind, “we need to teach you a few things.” Before I could process what she meant, her hand was on me, gripping the unmistakable bulge in my shorts. My hard-on was painfully obvious, and I froze, unsure of what was happening. It wasn’t like women just grabbed me like that—ever. But this wasn’t some flirtatious move; it was almost… instructional. “I understand how young men are,” she continued, her voice calm but commanding, “but little Stevie here needs to learn some manners in front of company. Go upstairs and put on a pair of underpants to keep him under control.” She released me, giving my ass a light slap to send me on my way. “Now hurry up,” she added, a hint of amusement in her voice, “so you can come back and wait on me.”

The humiliation burned through me, sharp and undeniable, but there was something else too—something electric that made my skin tingle. Sure, she’d touched me, even if it was through my shorts, and that alone sent a thrill racing down my spine. But the way it happened, so casual, so commanding, left me feeling exposed and flustered. Still, the excitement lingered, a low hum beneath the surface, and I hurried upstairs, pulling on a pair of tight white briefs before rushing back down. When I stepped into the kitchen, her eyes immediately dropped to my crotch, scrutinizing me with a gaze that felt both clinical and strangely intimate. It was embarrassing, sure, but there was something undeniably arousing about being examined so thoroughly, even if it felt like a walk of shame. Then she smiled, that knowing, almost teasing smile, and said, “Now, be a good boy and bring me a bagel with cream cheese and coffee. I’ll take my breakfast on the deck.” I must have looked surprised because she added, “Remember what your mommy said about behaving like a good boy. Now, get to it.” Her tone was light, playful even, but it still stung a little, especially the way she brought up my mother, like I was some kid who needed reminding. I never called her “mommy,” and honestly, I didn’t care what my mother thought. But I wanted to cooperate, not for her sake, but because I liked Mrs. Wentworth. I wanted to take care of her, to repay her for the breakfast she’d made me. It felt like the right thing to do.

The bagel was already on the counter, so I popped it in the toaster and grabbed the cream cheese from the fridge, spreading it carefully on a plate. The coffee was already brewing, its rich aroma filling the kitchen, and I was about to ask her if she wanted a big mug when I noticed the tray she’d set out, complete with a china pot, creamer, cups, and a sugar bowl. I poured the coffee into the pot, added some cream to the creamer, and arranged everything neatly on the tray, feeling a strange sense of pride as I carried it out to the deck like a proper waiter. Placing it down on the little table beside her, I said, “Your breakfast, Mrs. Wentworth,” in my best formal tone, trying to sound as polished as possible.

She smiled, that same warm, teasing smile, and had me pour her a cup of coffee, adding cream and one sugar while she took a bite of her bagel. She gestured for me to sit, and I did, pouring myself a cup too, even though I wasn’t much of a coffee drinker. It felt polite, like the right thing to do, so I sipped it slowly, the bitterness softened by the cream and sugar. But what I really enjoyed was the way her legs stretched out from her robe, smooth and shapely, crossed at the ankles as she lounged in her chair. They were incredible—long, toned, and utterly captivating. I’d never really thought about it before, but in that moment, I realized I was definitely a leg man. Stockings would’ve been a bonus, but honestly, her legs were perfect just as they were. I couldn’t stop looking, and I didn’t want to.

After a few moments, her hand reached out, her fingers brushing lightly over mine in a gentle pat. "Thank you for being such a good waiter," she said, her voice warm and approving. "I think the week is off to a lovely start." My mind raced with a dozen things I could say, like how it would be an even better start if she wore that stunning dress from last night every single day, but of course, I kept that to myself. Instead, I just sat there, basking in her appreciation, her gaze lingering on me in a way that made my skin tingle. It was nice, being noticed like that.

Then, she let go of my hand and shifted slightly, sitting up a little straighter. Her expression softened, her eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my stomach twist. "Stevie, dear," she began, her tone suddenly serious, "I want to ask you something." She paused, as if weighing her words carefully, before finally saying, "Are you a virgin?"

I froze. My brain short-circuited for a second, and I swear I almost choked on the air. Who the hell just asks something like that? Especially someone I barely knew. My first instinct was to bolt, to get up and walk out of there as fast as I could. Anger bubbled up inside me, hot and sharp, mixed with a heavy dose of embarrassment. I mean, seriously, why were we even having this conversation? With her, of all people? "No," I blurted out, my voice a little too loud, a little too defensive. "What? I mean, of course not. Why would you even think that? Why are we talking about this? I’m not—you know, I get around and all that."

She didn’t laugh, but her lips curved into a small, knowing smile. "Stevie, don’t be mad or embarrassed," she said, her voice soothing, almost maternal. "You know, sweetie, you can tell Mrs. Wentworth anything, and it will stay just between us." Her hand reached out again, patting mine gently, but I couldn’t bring myself to respond. My throat felt tight, my words stuck somewhere deep inside me. She leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "But you haven’t actually had intercourse, have you? Mrs. Wentworth knows these things."

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My face was burning, my chest tight with a mix of frustration and humiliation. Sure, I’d done stuff—maybe not a lot, and maybe she was technically right—but why were we even talking about this? It felt invasive, like she was prying into something I wasn’t ready to share. And yet, it was like she could read my mind, like she already knew the answers before I even spoke. "It’s okay, darling," she murmured, her tone soft and reassuring. "I don’t think boys should have sex when they’re 15 or 16 or even 17. I think it’s good to wait until you’re 18. It’s important to wait, and we wouldn’t even be having this conversation if you weren’t an adult."

"I’m almost 19," I shot back, my voice sharper than I intended. "And whatever I do—or don’t do—is because I decide to. Because I want to. I don’t need anyone’s permission. I don’t know what my mom put you up to, but I’m my own man."

Her hand found mine again, her touch light but insistent. "Of course, my sweet Stevie," she said, her voice dripping with that same calm, almost patronizing tone. "Of course. You know your mommy and I didn’t even talk about this. I would never want to get you in trouble with your mommy. But I know you trust Mrs. Wentworth, and I know I can help. Wasn’t I a good teacher all those years ago? Didn’t I help you learn to read? You know you can trust me, don’t you, honey?" Her eyes were wide, almost pleading, and despite the anger simmering inside me, I couldn’t stay mad. Not really. I just shrugged, my defenses crumbling under her steady gaze.

And the truth was, I did kind of trust her. Maybe more than I wanted to admit.

Her smile widened, her eyes sparkling with a kind of delight that made me both curious and uneasy. "Oh, wonderful! I just knew this would work out perfectly. Mrs. Wentworth is here to help you feel more at ease around women. I know, I know, you’re already doing just fine, but a little extra guidance never hurt anyone, did it? Just small things, darling, nothing too personal or intimate, of course. How about you and I have a lovely little date tonight?" She gazed at me with that expectant look, and though I didn’t say yes, I didn’t bolt either.

"That’s the spirit, my dear boy. That’s my good Stevie. And don’t you worry, we won’t breathe a word of this to your mommy. Now, we’ll find somewhere nice, somewhere elegant, and enjoy a delightful dinner. That’s all it will be, but it’ll be fun, won’t it? Of course it will. Tell me, did you pack anything nice to wear for our special evening together?"

I hesitated, unsure how to respond. I didn’t want to upset her, so I played along, thinking maybe I’d pick up a few pointers on how to handle dinner conversations and the like. "Uh, I only brought shorts and casual stuff, so maybe somewhere low-key would work better."

Her face fell slightly, a small frown creasing her brow. "No, no, that simply won’t do. I have an idea. We’ll swing by your mommy’s house. It’s only an hour away, and you can grab a suit or something more appropriate. I’ll change as well, and then we’ll dine at a lovely restaurant nearby. I haven’t been over that way much since I retired from teaching. The drive back to our place will be long, but that’s perfectly fine. No, it’s settled. We’ll leave shortly."

We skipped lunch, she said, so we’d be properly hungry for dinner. She packed a small bag, just enough to freshen up, and soon we were on our way. Mrs. Wentworth’s car was a sleek Mercedes, and she handed me the keys, letting me take the wheel. That alone made her even more impressive in my eyes. When we reached my town, she decided she needed coffee, so we stopped at a Starbucks. I ordered her drink and got myself a mocha—coffee wasn’t really my thing, but I could handle it in small doses. While I waited for the drinks, she disappeared into the ladies’ room, and that’s when I ran into Julie, a girl I’d known in high school.

Julie was undeniably attractive, the kind of girl I’d daydreamed about more than once, but she wasn’t exactly warm or friendly. In fact, she’d been downright rude to me most of the time. She asked what I was doing there, her tone implying she owned the place, and laughed when I mentioned I had a date later. I was trying to sound important, but she just rolled her eyes. "Sure you do, Steve. You taking your hand out to dinner? Gonna show it a good time? I’m working at Anthony’s tonight, so if your hand gets hungry, bring it by." She smirked, tossed her hair, and strutted out, leaving me standing there, feeling both embarrassed and annoyed.

I suddenly became aware of Mrs. Wentworth standing behind me, her gaze fixed on Julie as she walked away. "Stevie, sweetheart, what’s that little witch’s name? Does she always act like such a brat?" Her tone was sharp, and I could see the irritation flickering in her eyes.

I tried to brush it off, telling her not to let it bother her. Some people just get a kick out of being mean, I explained. We decided to leave it at that and headed to the house. Once we got there, we made our way to my room. I don’t exactly have a wardrobe full of suits—just one, in fact, and even that I hardly ever wear. It’s a simple gray one with a red tie, something my mom insists is versatile and goes with everything. Mrs. Wentworth gave it a quick once-over and said, "It’ll do. Let me handle the reservations. I’m in the mood for Italian tonight, and I think we’ll go to Anthony’s."

The mention of Anthony’s made my stomach twist. I wasn’t exactly thrilled at the idea of running into Julie again, but then again, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad with Mrs. Wentworth by my side. Or maybe I was just hoping we wouldn’t see anyone at all. Either way, she left my room to get ready in my mom’s, and I started getting dressed. I stood in front of the mirror, checking myself out. I’m no fashion expert, but I thought I looked pretty sharp—like a banker or maybe even a CEO. I definitely looked older, at least ten years, or so I told myself. Once I was ready, I headed downstairs to the living room to wait for her. She took her time, and I sat there, fidgeting, until she finally appeared.

When she came down the stairs, I was speechless. It was no wonder she’d taken so long. She moved with this effortless grace, almost floating, her bare feet pausing on the steps as she slipped into her high heels. Watching her put on those heels while standing was… well, let’s just say it was impossible not to stare. Her legs were impossible to ignore, and the shoes—oh, the shoes. I think I might have a thing for high heels now. Hers were sleek, with long, pointed black heels that weren’t shiny but had this soft, fabric-like finish. The toes were partially covered by this gathered fabric, not quite a bow but something delicate and intricate, leaving just enough skin exposed to be tantalizing. She wiggled her feet at me after she put them on, teasing, "Do you like my new shoes, Stevie, darling? I bought them just for you." I knew she hadn’t—we hadn’t stopped anywhere to shop—but I didn’t care.

I couldn’t help but grin and nod, my eyes still glued to her. She looked stunning, and as she got closer, I blurted out, "Holy shit!" She pretended to be offended, her lips pursing in mock disapproval. "Now, now, watch that mouth, darling. Don’t be naughty," she scolded, but then she laughed, her eyes sparkling. "Go outside," she instructed. "You need to knock on the door and pick me up properly, silly."

I stepped outside, rapped lightly on the door, and with a playful grin, I asked, "Good evening, madam. May I have the pleasure of escorting you to dinner?" She seemed to enjoy the little charade, her lips curling into a sly smile as we made our way to the car. Her arm looped through mine, she leaned in close, her voice a soft purr. "Walk slowly for your date, sweetheart. And stop trying to sneak a peek down my blouse. A woman appreciates a bit of subtlety, you know." I opened my mouth to protest, but the truth was, I had been looking. She caught me, of course, and instead of scolding me, she guided me. "Stephen, darling, let your arm drift to my waist instead. There, that's it. Hold me lightly, but don't let your hand wander too low—keep it classy. Now, are you ready for a little secret?"

I froze mid-step, unsure of what she meant. Her voice dropped to a whisper, teasing and conspiratorial. "Move your fingers just a little. Tell me what you feel."

I hesitated, my hand brushing against the fabric of her skirt. "Uh, nothing much, just your skirt, I think."

She laughed softly, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Oh, Stevie, you sweet, clueless boy. No, darling, feel here?" She adjusted my hand, guiding it lower. "That's the top of my panties. And right there? That's the strap of my garter. They're not exactly comfortable or practical, you know. So if your date is wearing them, it means she went all out to impress you. Now, act like you didn't notice a thing and just help me into the car like a proper gentleman."

I opened the car door for her, my fingers trembling slightly as I offered my hand. She slid into the seat with effortless grace, her smile warm and knowing. Her dress wasn't short, not exactly, but it was undeniably elegant, the kind of outfit that screamed luxury. Sleeveless, with a neckline that dipped just enough to hint at what lay beneath without being overtly revealing. The bodice clung to her like a second skin, accentuating every curve of her upper body—a body that, frankly, made it impossible not to stare. The skirt was a work of art, a delicate overlay of lace atop a sleek, almost glossy black fabric. It wasn't particularly high, but as she settled into the car, the hem rode up just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of her legs, the lace tops of her stockings peeking out from beneath the skirt. My gaze lingered, but I didn't dare let it wander any further.

She shifted slightly, as if the generous display of her legs had been entirely unintentional—though I wasn’t entirely convinced. I drove us to the restaurant, my mind still reeling from the glimpse of lace and stocking that had seared itself into my memory. After parking, she darted off to the restroom while I headed inside to secure our table. The reservation was under my name, Stephen, which gave me a small thrill of pride. But just as I was speaking to the hostess, Julie appeared. Of all people, it had to be her. I’d been hoping to avoid her entirely, but there she was, radiating her usual brand of venom, somehow even sharper than usual. She launched into a tirade about how pathetic it was to dine alone, her words dripping with disdain. The hostess shot her a withering look and finally told her to back off. Julie was about to slink away when Mrs. Wentworth—no, Lana—swept into the room like a force of nature.

“Did you get us a nice, private table, honey?” she asked loudly, her voice carrying across the room. Before I could respond, she grabbed my shoulders, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Don’t ask questions. Just put your hand on my ass and squeeze it. Right now.” My brain short-circuited, but my body obeyed without hesitation. Why the hell wouldn’t it? Her hand guided mine to the curve of her backside, and I felt the firm, tantalizing shape beneath the fabric. Then she kissed me—not some timid, polite peck, but a deep, hungry kiss that left me breathless. Her lips claimed mine with a ferocity that sent sparks shooting through me, her fingers tangling in my hair as she pulled me closer. It was the most electrifying kiss I’d ever experienced, even without the added intimacy of tongues.

When she finally released me, she did so with the casual ease of someone who kissed like that every day. My hand fell away from her perfect backside, and she turned to Julie with a dazzling smile, as if the woman were nothing more than a servant. “We’ll need a private table, if you can manage it,” she said, her tone dripping with polite condescension. Julie blinked, momentarily stunned, before stammering, “Uh, do I know you?” Before I could interject, Mrs. Wentworth—Lana—cut in smoothly. “I’m sure we don’t. I’m Lana. Stephen’s lover.” The words hit me like a thunderclap. Lover? Since when was she Lana? And since when were we lovers? The hostess, clearly fed up with Julie, led us to our table, her glare lingering on the other woman as we walked away.

I tried to play it cool, to act like this was just another day in my life, but inside, my mind was racing. What the hell just happened? Did she really just have me grope her in public? And that kiss—oh God, that kiss. My thoughts were a chaotic whirlwind, but I kept my expression neutral, my posture relaxed. Julie wasn’t our waitress, but I caught her glancing our way whenever she could. Mrs. Wentworth—Lana—slid into the corner booth beside me, her body pressing close enough to make my pulse spike. Just as I thought I might combust from the tension, she leaned in, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, “Now, don’t panic, Stevie dear. I had to do that. Your little friend is a bitch, and I wasn’t about to let her treat you like that. We watch out for each other, don’t we, darling?” Her lips curved into a sly smile as she added, “And it wasn’t so terrible to be kissed by Mrs. Wentworth, was it, sweetie?” Then she giggled, the sound low and teasing, sending a fresh wave of heat through me.

I couldn’t help but smile, feeling a wave of relief and gratitude wash over me. She cared enough to despise Julie, and honestly, she wasn’t wrong. Julie was a bitch. But my mind was still spinning, and I had to ask, “I mean… wow. That was… hot. You’re hot. It was incredible. But… who’s Lana? I don’t get it.”

Her hand slid playfully to my knee, her fingers brushing against me in a way that sent a shiver up my spine. “Oh, darling,” she said with a mischievous grin, “I hardly ever come around this part of town anymore, but it’s possible she might have been a student of mine ages ago. So, to be safe, I thought it best to let her think I’m your slightly older girlfriend rather than your former teacher. Clever, don’t you think? Did you see her face when I kissed you? When I called myself your lover?” I laughed, though truthfully, I hadn’t been paying attention to anyone else. My focus had been entirely on her.

I could feel Julie’s eyes on us the entire time we ate, but I didn’t care. Eventually, she found an excuse to come over to our table, even though she wasn’t our waitress. I could see the anger simmering in Mrs. Wentworth’s eyes, sharp and dangerous. Julie, oblivious or just bold, ignored her and tried to start a conversation with me. That’s when Mrs. Wentworth leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Trust me, darling. Stay calm and act natural.”

Her tongue flicked against the side of my face, and I was instantly distracted, my breath hitching. But then, without warning, her hand slid down, unzipping me and reaching inside. My cock was already hard, throbbing from everything that had happened earlier, and though Julie couldn’t see, she knew. It infuriated her, though I couldn’t understand why. I was frozen, unsure what to do, until I felt Mrs. Wentworth’s hand not just stroking me but massaging my balls, her voice a low, sultry whisper in my ear. “Let it go, sweetheart. Don’t hold back.” I tried to keep my composure, but it was impossible. I came hard into her hand, my body trembling as she continued to suck gently on my ear.

When it was over, she smiled at Julie, her expression calm and collected. She wiped her hand discreetly with a napkin beneath the table and then handed it to Julie. “Run along and take care of this for us, won’t you?” she said, her tone dismissive and commanding. Julie was left speechless, her mouth hanging open as Mrs. Wentworth suggested we skip dessert. She slipped me some cash under the table to pay for the meal, and I was too stunned to do anything but zip up before the waitress returned.

As we were leaving, Julie approached us again, her usual bitchiness replaced by curiosity and a dazed confusion. “Aren’t you two having dessert?” she asked, her voice wavering. Mrs. Wentworth—or Lana, as she was fully embracing the role—leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, loud enough for Julie to hear, “I need something sweet, darling. Something with a nice, gooey cream filling. And Stephen here is going to give it to me. He’s very good at it.” Julie froze, her face a mix of shock and disbelief. We walked out, got into the car, and drove off. It was… incredible.

The drive felt exhilarating, the adrenaline still coursing through me as I gripped the wheel. "Stevie, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice soft but commanding, "let’s head back to our place. No need to go back to your mom’s tonight." Her eyes lingered on me, searching, and I could see the worry etched across her face. She stayed quiet for what felt like forever, and the silence made me uneasy. I wasn’t sure if I should break it, if I should apologize, or if I should just wait for her to tell me what she was thinking. Then, without warning, her hand reached over, her fingers intertwining with mine, squeezing gently, as if she needed the reassurance as much as I did.

"Stevie, darling," she began, her voice trembling slightly, "I feel awful. That… shouldn’t have happened. I never meant for things to go that far. Are you… are you mad at me?" Her words hung in the air, heavy with guilt and something else I couldn’t quite place.

I glanced at her, my focus torn between the road and the vulnerability in her eyes. "Mad? Why would I be mad? That was… incredible. Julie was completely put in her place, and you… you were amazing. I mean, I didn’t expect anything like that, especially not in public, but… wow." I stumbled over my words, trying to make sense of the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside me.

Her expression shifted, a shadow of sadness crossing her face, and I immediately regretted my response. "Oh, Stephen," she sighed, her voice softening, "my sweet, sweet Stephen. I knew I shouldn’t have done that, but that little brat just got under my skin. I was only trying to protect you, my Stevie. I know it was wrong of me to let you… well, you know, grab my ass like that tonight. And you know it too, don’t you? It was naughty, so naughty, and we only did it to teach that little witch a lesson. I don’t want you to think… I don’t want you to get the wrong idea about me, sweetie-pie." She didn’t mention the part where she’d made me come into a napkin, and I figured now wasn’t the time to bring it up either.

"No, Stevie," she continued, her voice now tinged with regret, "I need to apologize to you. I let myself get carried away, and that was wrong. Mrs. Wentworth was very, very naughty tonight. She broke the rules, and after I warned you the other day too. I feel terrible about it. I’m so sorry for setting such a bad example." Her eyes were downcast, her shoulders slumped, and she looked so genuinely remorseful that it almost broke my heart.

Hot and cold, that’s what this was. My head was spinning, trying to keep up with the sudden shift in her mood. But deep down, I knew this wasn’t real—not in the way she was making it seem. So I said what I thought she needed to hear. "Yeah, no, of course. I know it was just… a thing we were doing. Like roleplaying, right? A little act, a trick to put Julie in her place. I didn’t get the wrong idea at all. You weren’t being naughty or anything. Don’t even worry about it." Not that I wouldn’t be replaying every second of it in my mind for weeks to come, but I could tell she needed me to say it. And so I did.

Her fingers tightened on my thigh, a warm, possessive grip that sent a shiver through me. "I knew you’d understand," she murmured, her voice low and approving. "You’re such a clever young man. Roleplaying—yes, that’s exactly what it was. Just a bit of playacting, nothing more." She paused, her gaze drifting thoughtfully before she continued, her tone shifting to something more instructive. "Of course, you must remember, darling, that on a proper first date, you wouldn’t kiss someone so passionately in public or grab their ass like that in front of others. I haven’t forgotten my role as your teacher, even if I was a little… naughty tonight. Terribly naughty." She smiled then, a sly, knowing curve of her lips, and it wasn’t long before we pulled up to her house—or our house, as she kept calling it.

When I stepped out of the car, she lingered inside, waiting. It took me a moment to realize I was supposed to open her door for her. So I did, playing the part of the perfect gentleman—after all, I was wearing a suit. I held the door with a quiet grace, letting her step out, her dress catching slightly as she moved, giving me an accidental but tantalizing glimpse of her thighs. I walked her to the door, my heart pounding, and she stopped abruptly, turning to face me with a formal air. "Thank you for a lovely evening, sir," she said, her voice crisp and proper. I caught on quickly, replying, "My pleasure, ma’am," with a slight bow of my head. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing mine in a kiss that was softer, slower, and far less heated than the one in the restaurant. But there was something about it—the tenderness, the lingering wetness of her lips—that made it even more intoxicating in its own way.

She giggled softly, pulling away, and declared, "Lesson over." With that, she grabbed my hand and led me inside, the date officially concluded. "Honey, be a dear and fetch me a glass of wine," she called over her shoulder as she made her way to the couch. "There’s an open bottle in the fridge." The dynamic shifted then, the formality melting away as we settled into a more casual rhythm. I was just a guest now, visiting Mrs. Wentworth, and she was letting me wait on her a little. I poured her a glass and brought it over, sitting down beside her and loosening my tie as she sipped the wine quickly, almost impatiently.

She stood abruptly, setting the glass down with a decisive clink. "Well," she said, her tone suddenly serious, "I suppose we should get this over with." I blinked, completely lost. "Get what over with?" I asked, my confusion evident. She stepped in front of me, her expression stern but with a flicker of something else—amusement? Resignation? "Stephen," she began, her voice firm, "I was a naughty girl tonight, and I owe you a proper apology. What I did was wrong, and this is what I deserve." She gestured to a chair across the room, instructing me to sit. I hesitated, my mind racing. "What’s going on?" I asked, my voice tinged with bewilderment.

She looked at me as though I were being deliberately obtuse. "My spanking, obviously," she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I froze, my thoughts scrambling. I hadn’t seen that coming. I nodded slowly, trying to play along, but inside, my mind was a whirlwind of disbelief. What the hell? I thought. Does she really expect me to…? How is this even happening? But I moved to the chair anyway, my heart pounding, unsure of what was about to unfold.

She paused, her hand hovering mid-air as she considered her next move, her lips pursed in thought. "I can't ruin this dress," she murmured, almost to herself, before her fingers deftly reached behind her to unzip the fabric. In one fluid motion, she slipped the dress off, folding it with care and placing it delicately on the chair beside her. My eyes lingered, though I tried to be discreet—though, let’s be honest, subtlety was probably not my strong suit at that moment. I was too caught up in the surrealness of it all, just going along with whatever she decided.

There she stood, clad in the most exquisite lingerie I’d ever seen. Her stockings, which I’d caught glimpses of earlier, were black and held up by garters that connected to a matching garter belt. I realized then that garters and stockings might just be my new obsession. Her bra and panties were a mix of black and white silk, the black sheer enough to hint at the white beneath. But honestly, when a woman like her stands before you in nothing but her underwear, poised and ready for what’s to come, time seems to stretch and slow, every detail etched into your memory.

She looked at me with a mix of apology and something else—something that made my pulse quicken. Then, without another word, she bent over my lap, her body positioning itself perfectly. The back of her panties, mostly black, clung to her curves, and I couldn’t help but think how her ass looked even more incredible up close than it had when I’d followed her up the stairs earlier. My arousal was undeniable, harder than it had been all evening, and that was saying something. The front of her panties pressed against my thigh, and when she shifted slightly, her stomach brushed against me, sending a jolt through my body. Her breasts rested on my other leg, and she turned her head to glance up at me, her voice soft but firm. "I’m ready to be punished, Stephen."

I hesitated, unsure of how much force to use, but then my hand came down in a firm but controlled smack against her ass. The sound echoed in the room, and I felt a rush of something primal as my palm connected with her skin. She gasped, a sound that was part surprise, part something else entirely—a low, drawn-out "Ohhh" that sent a shiver down my spine. She squirmed slightly, adjusting herself, and I didn’t stop her. I didn’t want to. I brought my hand down again, three more times, each smack eliciting a slower, more breathy "Ohhh" from her. I was about to stop, but she didn’t move, didn’t get up. Her breathing was heavy, her body trembling slightly, so I continued, my hand landing a few more times, each strike measured, deliberate, with a pause in between to let the sensation linger.

After about twelve smacks, her responses had shifted into something deeper, more guttural, her "Ohhhs" drawn out and throaty, a clear sign that she wasn’t in pain but something far more intense. She wiggled between each strike, her movements almost involuntary, and I couldn’t help but find it utterly captivating. But then, after the twelfth smack, she suddenly stood up, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. "Thank you, Stevi," she said, her voice hurried but sincere. "I deserved that. I’m going up. Say goodnight when you walk by my room." And with that, she turned and hurried up the stairs, leaving me sitting there, my heart racing and my mind spinning.

I lingered in the chair, my mind spinning, trying to process what had just unfolded. It was all so surreal, but I wasn’t about to question it. After what felt like an eternity—maybe fifteen minutes—I finally gathered myself and headed upstairs to my room. Her door was slightly ajar, and I hesitated for a moment before peeking in to bid her goodnight. She was already nestled under the covers, the sheets pulled up to her chin. I stood there awkwardly, unsure of what to say, so I simply murmured, “Okay, good night, Mrs. Wentworth.” Her lips curled into a soft smile, and she replied, “Thank you for coming to say goodnight, sweetie. I had such a lovely evening with a very kind gentleman.” I managed a smile of my own and muttered a quiet “thanks,” though I was at a loss for anything more to add.

“Stephen, darling,” she began, her voice warm but firm, “when someone is naughty, they’re punished, and then it’s all forgotten. It’s like it never happened. So, do Mrs. Wentworth a favor, would you? Take my clothes and put them in the hamper in the bathroom over there.” My eyes darted to the floor beside her bed, where her underwear lay in a careless heap, stark against the otherwise immaculate room. I bent down to gather them, my fingers brushing against the delicate fabric, and as I did, I couldn’t help but notice how damp her panties were. The realization sent a jolt through me, and once I was safely out of sight in the bathroom, I hesitated, holding them close for just a moment longer. I inhaled deeply, the scent of her lingering on the fabric, before finally tossing them into the hamper.

When I stepped back into the room, I murmured another quiet “good night,” and she responded with a gentle, “Night night, sweetie. Go put your jammies on.” As I reached for the door to close it behind me, she stopped me with a soft but firm command. “No, no, honey. In this house, we don’t close doors on each other. My door is always open for you because I want you to know you can trust Mrs. Wentworth. An open door is a symbol of that trust—yours and mine.” She blew me a kiss, her eyes twinkling with warmth, and I retreated to my room, my heart racing. That night, as I drifted off to sleep, I was certain I had the most vivid, exhilarating dreams of my life—and it was only my second night under her roof.


Chapter 3: Day 3

The morning light crept through the curtains, pulling me from sleep, and for a moment, I lay there disoriented, trying to piece together where I was. Then it all came flooding back—my mom’s insistence that I stay with her friend, Mrs. Wentworth, while she was away for the week. The idea had grated on me at first. At nearly nineteen, I was more than capable of taking care of myself, but I’d gone along with it to keep the peace. Mrs. Wentworth had been my fifth-grade teacher, which only added to the humiliation. Staying with someone who used to grade my spelling tests felt like a step backward. Though, to be fair, she wasn’t exactly old—maybe in her early forties, and she’d turned out to be surprisingly kind. Not that I’d ever admit it to my mom, but I was starting to warm up to the arrangement. More than warm up, actually. I was beginning to enjoy it.

As the fog of sleep lifted, memories of the previous night came rushing back (see Day Two). My mind fixated on the image of Mrs. Wentworth slipping out of her dress, her body draped over my lap in nothing but her delicate lingerie, her voice teasing as she asked me to spank her for being “naughty.” The memory was vivid, intoxicating, and it didn’t take long for my body to respond. My hand drifted downward, slipping beneath the waistband of my shorts, my breath hitching as I began to stroke myself. Lost in the fantasy, I barely noticed the world around me, my focus entirely on the heat building inside me. It didn’t take long before I was spilling over, my release caught in the fabric of my shorts as I gasped for air.

I was still catching my breath when I thought I saw a flicker of movement near the door. Mrs. Wentworth’s open-door policy—her insistence that we keep our doors unlocked as a symbol of trust—flashed through my mind. Had she walked by? Had she seen me? I’d been so lost in my own world that I wouldn’t have noticed if someone had been watching. But surely, if she had seen me, she would have said something, right? My thoughts were interrupted by her voice calling out, “Stevie, honey, are you up?” Panic surged through me as I quickly tossed my soiled shorts to the floor and yanked the covers up to hide my nakedness, my heart pounding in my chest.

She breezed into the room, her arms laden with a pile of laundry, her face glowing with that rested, vibrant energy that made her seem almost untouchable. "Morning, sweetie," she chirped, her voice warm and inviting. "I’m just doing a load of essentials, so I thought I’d grab a few things from you. Let’s see." Her eyes scanned the room, and before I could even muster a response, she had already plucked a shirt and a pair of shorts from the chair, adding them to the growing mound in her arms. Then, without missing a beat, she bent over, her fingers brushing against the fabric of the shorts I’d tossed on the floor earlier. Her hand must have felt the dampness, the unmistakable evidence of my morning release, but she didn’t flinch. Instead, she squeezed the fabric gently, her eyes locking onto mine with a knowing smile, her grip firm as if she were holding onto something far more intimate than just a pair of shorts. "Come down when you’re ready, dear," she said, her tone casual yet laced with something unspoken, before she turned and left the room.

I waited until I heard her footsteps fade down the stairs before I finally moved, my heart still racing. I took a quick shower, the water doing little to wash away the lingering tension, and got dressed. When I made my way downstairs, she was already in the kitchen, the aroma of breakfast filling the air. She was pouring a cup of coffee for me, her movements smooth and practiced. "There’s a bagel in the toaster if you want it," she said, her voice light and cheerful. "I just finished mine and am enjoying my coffee." I grabbed the bagel, sat down, and began doctoring my coffee with cream and sugar, trying to ignore the fact that I still wasn’t entirely used to the bitter taste. But it made me feel grown-up, sophisticated even, and I sipped it slowly, savoring the illusion of maturity.

I was halfway through my bagel when I noticed her gaze on me, steady and unflinching. "Stevie, honey," she began, her tone casual but with an edge of curiosity that made my stomach twist. "I know you’re a virgin right now, but have you experienced other things? Like oral pleasures?" My mouth was full, and I couldn’t do much more than stare at her, my mind racing. I wanted to yell, to demand why she was bringing this up again after yesterday’s awkward conversation, but all I could do was chew furiously, my thoughts a jumbled mess. When I finally swallowed, I managed to stammer, "Why are we even talking about this? You don’t know me, or what I do, or anything like that. I do lots of things with lots of people, but it’s private, you know? I mean, come on!" My voice cracked slightly, the words tumbling out in a rush, my frustration and embarrassment bubbling to the surface.

I was both irritated and confused, my thoughts swirling in a chaotic mess. This woman seemed to shift personas faster than I could keep up—mornings she was one way, evenings another, and I was left perpetually off-balance, never knowing what to expect. And then there was the matter of her prying into my personal life, which I wasn’t exactly thrilled about. I didn’t enjoy discussing what I had or hadn’t done, especially not with someone who seemed to have no boundaries. But then she reached over, her smile warm and unbothered, as if my discomfort didn’t faze her at all. Her hand patted mine gently, and she said, “It’s alright, sweetheart. I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. I just want to help. I know that, as of today, you haven’t been with a woman yet, and that’s perfectly fine. In fact, it’s a good thing. I just wanted to gauge where you’re at. A gentleman like you probably doesn’t like to kiss and tell, and you shouldn’t. But sometimes, a teacher needs to understand her student. Remember, you’re my pupil, honey, and Mrs. Wentworth is here to guide you. It’s okay, though. Plenty of young men haven’t had that experience yet.” Her smile was soft, reassuring, and I found myself at a loss for words. The heat in my cheeks began to fade, and I didn’t feel the need to respond.

Thankfully, she stood up and moved to the sink, giving me a moment to collect myself. I sat there, staring after her, my mind racing for something to say. But instead, my eyes lingered on the curve of her backside, the silk robe clinging to her as she bent slightly at the sink. I gathered my dishes and tried to maneuver around her, but she stepped back without noticing me, her firm, silky rear brushing against the growing bulge in my pants. She let out a soft “oops” and giggled, but the awkward dance continued as we fumbled around each other, her body bumping into mine a couple more times before we finally got it right.

Eventually, she walked away, heading upstairs and calling down, “I’ll be ready to go in ten minutes.” Go where? I had no idea what she meant. I assumed she was heading out, but I was wrong. It wasn’t just her. When she came back down, she was dressed impeccably, like a high-powered attorney or something equally polished. Her blue business suit hugged her figure perfectly, the skirt grazing just above her knees. She looked stunning—not quite as breathtaking as she had in the silk dress, but then again, daytime attire didn’t exactly lend itself to that level of allure. I was still admiring her when she opened the garage door and said, “I’ll drive today. Let’s go.”

I was about to ask where we were headed, but I hesitated, thinking maybe she’d already told me and I’d just forgotten. She didn’t bring it up again, though, instead shifting the conversation to something else entirely. “Stevie, darling,” she began, her voice smooth and warm, “I’m having the girls over for a late lunch—or perhaps an early dinner, depending on how you look at it.” My face must have betrayed my surprise because she chuckled softly and added, “Oh, I didn’t mention it, did I? Three of my closest friends are coming over this afternoon for tea and a light meal. I don’t have anyone to help serve, so I thought you could step in as the waiter. Don’t worry, I’ll train you, of course. It’ll be fun—like having a proper little butler.” I didn’t know what to say, but I figured, what the hell, it beats mowing the lawn or some other mundane chore. So I just nodded and said, “Oh, yeah, okay.”

We pulled into the parking lot behind a store, and I followed her inside. The place was large but oddly private, with no visible price tags or cash registers. It was mostly filled with clothes, but it didn’t feel like your typical retail shop. A tall woman, her height exaggerated by her heels, approached us. Her dark hair was pulled back tightly, and she greeted Mrs. Wentworth with a kiss on both cheeks. “Good morning, Mrs. Wentworth,” she said warmly. “We’re so happy to see you again. Lisa has the items you ordered ready.” The woman barely glanced at me, her attention fully on Mrs. Wentworth. A younger assistant, Lisa, appeared with three neatly stacked boxes tied together. She was shorter than the owner—or at least I assumed she was the owner, since she never addressed me directly—and wore a short dress that hugged her figure. She smiled at me, even winking, which caught me off guard. Mrs. Wentworth thanked her and then added, “I need a few things for Stephen here. We’re having company, and I think some shorts—or something to hold everything in place—would be a good idea.” The owner nodded and said, “Lisa can help with what we have in stock, but we’re a bit shorthanded today, Mrs. Wentworth, so you’ll need to assist with the sizing.” I was completely lost, unsure why I needed shorts or what any of this had to do with me, but Mrs. Wentworth seemed to have it all under control without consulting me first.

Mrs. Wentworth looked momentarily uncomfortable, as if she wanted to protest, but she didn’t say a word. Lisa flashed me another smile, and the owner took hold of my shoulders, steering me toward a chair that looked like one of those stools you sit on to try shoes. I started to sit, but Lisa gently pushed Mrs. Wentworth into the seat instead, whispering, “Go ahead.” The owner measured my waist, calling out “30” to Lisa, and then paused, her gaze flicking to Mrs. Wentworth as if waiting for her approval.

Mrs. Wentworth glanced at me, her voice soft but firm. "Stephen, darling, this is perfectly fine. It's just a measurement, nothing more. Very clinical, you see." Her tone was almost as if she were trying to convince herself more than me, her words laced with a nervous edge. Then, with a hesitant hand, she undid my belt and tugged my shorts down to my ankles, her eyes darting nervously toward the owner. I stood there, frozen, my mind blank, unsure of what was unfolding. The owner, her lips curling into the faintest hint of a smile, shook her head at Mrs. Wentworth. "No, that won't do. These are fitted, and we need a proper sizing. Otherwise, they won't hold correctly. Take it out," she instructed, her voice calm but insistent.

Mrs. Wentworth hesitated for a moment, her fingers trembling slightly before she pulled my underwear down, her hand wrapping around my cock as she had done before. The memory of her touch sent a jolt through me, and I began to harden almost instantly. The owner leaned in, her voice a low whisper directed at me, though her eyes stayed fixed on Mrs. Wentworth. "Let's see if you grow any larger, Stephen, while your teacher assists. I need to determine if you're above average, average, or... well, smaller when fully aroused. Now, Mrs. W., don't get him too excited. I don't want a mess—just an accurate measurement." Her words were clinical, but the situation was anything but. Humiliation and excitement tangled together inside me, a heady mix that left me breathless.

Mrs. Wentworth's hand moved with purpose, stroking me steadily, her other hand cupping and massaging my balls beneath. Her touch was deliberate, almost methodical, her gaze locked on my throbbing cock as it strained inches from her face. Every so often, she would glance up at me, her eyes dark and intense, and those brief moments of eye contact pushed me dangerously close to the edge. My breath hitched, my body trembling as I fought to hold back. The owner, seemingly unbothered, handed a ruler to Mrs. Wentworth, who reluctantly released my balls to press the cold metal against me. She held it there for a few seconds before announcing, "Seven." The owner chuckled, a sound that made my cheeks burn, and called out, "Seven, Lisa." Then, with a smirk, she added, "You're a natural at that, Mrs. W." Turning to me, she said, "According to research, the average male penis is 5.5 to 6 inches when erect, so congratulations." Her tone was slightly condescending, and while I felt a flush of embarrassment, I couldn't help but feel a flicker of pride at being above average.

Lisa returned shortly, carrying a pair of tight shorts that resembled biking pants. She handed them to Mrs. Wentworth, explaining, "When he wears these, he'll need to position it to the right side. See how it's slightly looser there? It will hold him securely without constricting anything." The shorts were handed to me, and I pulled them on, the fabric clinging tightly to every inch of me, save for the small, deliberate looseness where my now semi-hard cock rested. I didn't know what to say, so I simply dressed in silence, my mind still reeling. Lisa handed Mrs. Wentworth two more boxes, murmuring, "For the waiter." I took the boxes, stacking them with the others, and we left the store without a word of payment, the weight of the encounter lingering heavily in the air as we walked back to the car.

In the car, the silence stretched between us, heavy and awkward, until I finally opened my mouth to say something—anything—to break the tension. But Mrs. Wentworth cut me off before I could even form a coherent thought. "Stevie, sweetheart," she began, her voice soft but firm, "you remember how we discussed making sure little Stevie doesn’t cause any unexpected surprises, don’t you? Well, this is going to help us with that. I visit Mrs. Jones for all sorts of things, and she has quite the collection. I knew she’d be able to sort this out for us. I bet you’re feeling much more comfortable now, aren’t you? Little Stevie tucked away in just the right spot?" Her words were laced with a teasing warmth, and as if to emphasize her point, she reached over and gave my thigh a light, reassuring pat. The whole situation felt surreal, but I managed to stammer out, "Yes, Mrs. Wentworth. Thank you for thinking of it."

When we pulled into the driveway, she announced, "Home sweet home. Now, we’ve got to get ready for our little lunch party." Inside, she wasted no time, immediately launching into a detailed tutorial on how to conduct myself. She showed me how to answer the door with poise, how to escort a lady into the dining room with the right amount of formality, and how to serve plates and pour tea with precision. We spent a couple of hours practicing, and then she shifted the conversation to the importance of having the right attitude—something she seemed to take very seriously.

As we talked, she led me into the laundry room, where a collection of clothes hung on air-drying racks, the faint scent of fabric softener lingering in the air. My eyes were immediately drawn to my underwear, freshly washed and dry, sitting neatly among the items. But most of the clothes were hers—mostly lingerie, if I’m being honest. She picked up a few blouses and began folding them as she continued to chat with me. Then, with a playful smile, she said, "Be a dear and help me fold these, won’t you? We can’t have all our unmentionables lying around when we have guests, can we? I’m sure your mother makes you tidy up too when company’s coming over."

I started folding, though I wasn’t entirely sure where to begin. The items closest to me were her panties, and the rest of the racks held more of the same. I decided to start with the panties since I at least knew how to fold those, unlike some of the more intricate pieces. It was fascinating, really—each pair was different, a kaleidoscope of colors and textures, all silk or lace or some other delicate material. I folded slowly, my hands lingering a little too long on each piece. I tried to focus on what she was saying, but when I picked up a pair of black lace panties, my attention faltered. For the first time, I was grateful for the new underwear I was wearing—it kept everything in place, ensuring I wasn’t visibly reacting to the situation.

Mrs. Wentworth didn’t seem bothered in the slightest. In fact, she appeared almost delighted by the whole situation. I didn’t dare ask if her entire wardrobe consisted of lingerie that could only be described as provocative, but the thought lingered in my mind. My mom had a few pieces that leaned toward the more risqué side, sure, but most of what I’d seen in our laundry at home was plain cotton—practical, unremarkable. Mrs. Wentworth, on the other hand, seemed to exist in a world where every stitch of fabric was designed to entice. Maybe she was just that kind of woman—confident, sensual, unapologetic. I vaguely recalled seeing other items in her room during my earlier snooping, but perhaps those were reserved for special occasions or washed separately. Who knew?

She gathered the folded laundry into a basket and instructed me to carry it upstairs and leave it on her bed. As I did, she pulled out one of my boxes and placed it on top, telling me to hurry and change into my uniform. Guests would be arriving any minute, she reminded me, her tone brisk but not unkind. I climbed the stairs, my nerves fluttering as I wondered what might be waiting for me in that box. But when I opened it, I found nothing scandalous—just a crisp white shirt, tailored to fit snugly despite my slender frame, and a pair of black pants. The kind a waiter might wear, I thought. The pants were sleek, hugging my legs more tightly than I was used to, and the way they clung to my backside was… noticeable. But that was the nature of uniforms, wasn’t it? They were meant to be sharp, precise, and maybe a little constricting.

As I descended the stairs, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway reached my ears. Mrs. Wentworth peeked out from the kitchen, and I caught a glimpse of her transformed once again. The cool, commanding lawyer I’d grown accustomed to was gone, replaced by a woman in a flowery dress that cascaded down to mid-calf. The top was buttoned high, revealing only the barest hint of her neck. She looked softer, almost demure—more like a schoolteacher than the woman who had once worn that red satin dress that had haunted my dreams since my first night here. The contrast was striking, and I couldn’t help but wonder which version of her was the real one.

She disappeared back into the kitchen, leaving me to answer the door when the bell rang. I opened it to find three women standing on the porch, each distinct in their own way but all sharing a certain similarity to Mrs. Wentworth in her current attire. Their expressions shifted from curiosity to mild surprise as they took me in. “Good afternoon, ladies,” I said, my voice steady and polished. “Mrs. Wentworth is expecting you. If you’d like to follow me, I’ll show you to the dining room.” I turned on my heel, leading them with what I hoped was an air of professionalism. Behind me, I could hear their hushed whispers, their curiosity palpable.

In the dining room, I held out a chair for the first woman, guiding her into her seat with practiced ease before repeating the gesture for the others. I unfolded each napkin with care, draping them delicately over their laps, my movements precise and deliberate. I could feel their eyes on me, their silence almost unnerving. And then, as if on cue, Mrs. Wentworth swept into the room, her presence commanding yet warm. She moved gracefully around the table, pressing a kiss to each woman’s cheek, her familiarity with them evident. They were old friends, their bond clear in the way they exchanged smiles and quiet laughter.

She gave me a small nod, her lips curving into a faint smile as she instructed, "Stephen, please bring in lunch now." That was my signal to step into action, to play my part in this little performance. As I turned to leave, their laughter followed me, light and teasing, and I caught a snippet of their conversation. "Doris," one of them said, her voice dripping with amusement, "did you buy him, or are you just renting him for the day?" Mrs. Wentworth’s tone was firm but playful as she replied, "Janine, please, he’s a former student and the son of a friend." Another voice chimed in, low and suggestive, "I’d like to teach him a few things," followed by a nervous giggle. Janine, clearly the boldest of the group, added, "Can I have my lunch served off his cute butt?" Mrs. Wentworth’s voice cut through the air, sharper this time, "Stop it. He’ll hear you and get the wrong idea. Enough now."

When I returned, balancing two platters laden with delicate sandwiches and chilled salads, I felt a sudden, unexpected pressure against my backside—a single finger poking me, testing the firmness of my ass. My eyes flicked to the woman beside me, Janine, who was grinning like a cat who’d just found the cream. Her other hand was idly tracing the skin just above her cleavage, her blouse not quite low-cut but revealing enough to be tantalizing. She didn’t say a word, but her expression spoke volumes. I kept my composure, moving swiftly to the teapot I’d left on the sideboard, pouring tea for each of them with practiced precision. Mrs. Wentworth watched me with a proud smile, while Janine’s gaze lingered on me, hungry and unapologetic. The brunette across the table, shorter and dressed in a more businesslike manner, looked both nervous and amused, her giggles bubbling up like champagne. She didn’t have the same overt sensuality as Mrs. Wentworth, but there was something undeniably appealing about her.

The fourth woman, her dark hair framing her face, twirled a string of pearls between her fingers as she watched me intently. She didn’t speak, her silence almost louder than the others’ chatter. Janine, however, was anything but quiet. When I poured her tea last, she found every excuse to brush her fingers against my arm or bump into me lightly. "Stephen, is it?" she asked, her voice dripping with mischief. I nodded, and she continued, "Stephen, I’m not your grandmother. I’m going to need more than a cup of tea. I noticed the wine glasses you set out. Are you planning to pour us something stronger? Janine’s day out requires a bit more than tea, darling." Her grin was predatory, her eyes gleaming with playful intent. The other women laughed, their amusement clear, as if this was just another day with Janine being Janine. Mrs. Wentworth intervened, her tone calm but commanding, "You may serve the wine that’s chilling in the fridge. The bottle on the left, please." And with that, I excused myself to fetch it.

In the brief moment I was out of the room, I could hear the giggler say to Janine, "You’re particularly saucy today!" Janine’s reply was quick and full of promise, "Oh, darling, we’ve only just begun."

All the ladies had their glasses filled with wine, except for the one who giggled, who mentioned something about having to drive later. I began pouring for Janine first, but by the time I circled back to her, her glass was nearly empty, and she was already holding it out, eager for a refill. Mrs. Wentworth, ever the gracious hostess, suggested I bring the second bottle from the fridge and place it on the side table before joining them at the table. I took a seat between Janine and the giggling woman, whose name I soon learned was Kim. The conversation flowed easily, mostly about their shared history—apparently, they had all attended school together years ago. But it wasn’t long before the quieter one, Anita, turned her attention to me. “Stephen,” she began, her voice soft but curious, “Doris tells us you were one of her students.” Mrs. Wentworth quickly interjected, “A former student, actually. From my last year teaching at the school. Now he’s just staying here while his mother is away.” I glanced at her, wondering why she phrased it like that, but I didn’t say anything. Kim, the giggler, leaned in and asked in a hushed tone, “Do you have a girlfriend, Stephen?” Her question was followed by a nervous laugh. I tried to sound casual, replying, “Not one in particular right now. You know how it goes.” As I spoke, I felt the subtle pressure of someone’s foot brushing against my leg under the table. Mrs. Wentworth, seemingly oblivious to the gesture, chimed in, “Oh, but he had a date with a lovely girl last night, didn’t you, dear?” I hesitated, unsure where she was going with this. After all, the “lovely girl” she was referring to was herself, and she knew it.

Before I could respond, she quickly added, “Her name was Lana, wasn’t it?” I nodded, relieved she’d given me an out. “Yes, Lana,” I confirmed, forcing a smile. “She was very nice. We had a great time.” Mrs. Wentworth’s cheeks flushed faintly, though no one else seemed to notice—or understand—the significance of her reaction. Just then, Janine leaned closer, her hand sliding onto my thigh as she asked in a low, suggestive voice, “Did you get lucky, Stephen?” I froze, unsure how to answer, but Mrs. Wentworth cut in sharply, her tone almost scolding. “Of course not, Janine. Stephen isn’t the type to kiss and tell. He’s a gentleman.” She paused, then smoothly changed the subject. “Stephen, could you open the second bottle of wine?” The first bottle had been drained, and as I stood to pour the next, Janine muttered under her breath, “You’ve always been such a prude, Doris.” But she said it with a laugh, and the others joined in, so it didn’t come across as harsh.

As I poured, Janine’s hand found its way to my backside, her fingers grazing me with a teasing touch. When I returned to my seat, she didn’t hesitate to squeeze my thigh again, her boldness making me shift uncomfortably. Mrs. Wentworth shot her a disapproving look, her irritation barely concealed. Anita, seemingly oblivious to the tension, asked, “Are you and Lana serious, Stephen?” I answered honestly, “It was just our first date. It’s too soon to tell.” Mrs. Wentworth visibly relaxed at my response, adding with a smile, “But they made such a lovely couple. I hope they see each other again.” I smiled back, though my mind was racing, trying to decipher what she really meant by that.

The second bottle disappeared far quicker than I expected, even though only three of them were drinking it. Mrs. Wentworth, with a casual wave of her hand, sent me to fetch a third bottle from the fridge. I hesitated for a moment, surprised by how much wine they were going through, but I figured she must have planned for this kind of evening. Maybe she needed it to loosen up, or maybe she just enjoyed indulging with her friends. Either way, I wasn’t about to question her.

As I stepped into the kitchen, I overheard Janine’s voice, low and teasing, cutting through the air. “Doris, he’s absolutely delicious. Can I take him upstairs and have my way with him in your bed?” Her words were bold, unapologetic, and they sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Kim’s laughter followed, light and airy, while Anita chimed in with a dry, “I don’t think your husband would be too thrilled about that.” Mrs. Wentworth’s response was sharp but playful. “You’re such a bitch, Janine.” And then, as if on cue, they all burst into laughter, the sound carrying through the house like a shared secret.

I couldn’t help but react to Janine’s words, my body betraying me as I grew hard, the fabric of my shorts doing little to hide the evidence. The waiter pants Mrs. Wentworth had chosen for me clung a little too tightly, outlining everything in a way that felt both embarrassing and thrilling. I noticed Kim’s gaze lingering on my leg as I poured wine for Mrs. Wentworth, her eyes flicking downward more than once. Janine, ever the provocateur, took the opportunity to brush her hand against my ass again, her touch lingering just a fraction too long. “Kim needs more tea,” she said, her voice dripping with innuendo. When I turned to serve Kim, she didn’t giggle this time. Instead, her eyes locked onto the bulge in my shorts, her stare unflinching.

Mrs. Wentworth seemed oblivious to the tension, or maybe she was just choosing to ignore it. She didn’t comment on Janine’s wandering hands or Kim’s blatant staring, and I couldn’t help but feel a flicker of resentment toward the outfit she’d picked for me. It was as if she’d dressed me to be noticed, though I doubted that was her intention. Still, the way the fabric clung to me left little to the imagination, and I was beginning to wonder if she’d thought this through at all.

The evening dragged on, the conversation flowing as freely as the wine. Mrs. Wentworth and Janine polished off most of the third bottle, their laughter growing louder and more uninhibited. Anita, ever the quiet one, sipped sparingly, her eyes darting between us with a knowing glint. By the time they finally decided to leave, the sky outside had darkened, the first hints of night creeping in.

I held the door open as they filed out, each of them taking their turn to say goodbye in their own way. Kim hugged me, her body pressing against mine in a way that felt deliberate, especially when Janine “accidentally” pushed her closer, her giggles echoing in the night air. Anita’s hug was more reserved, almost polite, but Janine didn’t hold back. She grabbed my ass with both hands, pulling me close enough to feel the heat of her body against mine. Her kiss was anything but innocent, her lips claiming mine with a hunger that left me breathless. “I wish I could take you home,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I could teach you so much more than your old teacher ever could.” And then, with a final slap to my ass, she was gone, leaving me standing there, stunned and aching.

Mrs. Wentworth reappeared after seeing them off, her cheeks flushed from the wine and the cool night air. She turned to me, her eyes soft and appreciative. “Stephen, my darling,” she said, her voice warm and full of affection. “You were absolutely wonderful tonight. I’m so proud of you, and so grateful.” Before I could respond, she pulled me into a tight hug, her arms wrapping around me with a strength that surprised me. I was still hard from Janine’s goodbye, my body reacting to the lingering heat of her touch, but Mrs. Wentworth didn’t seem to notice—or if she did, she didn’t let on. The hug lasted longer than I expected, her body pressed against mine in a way that felt both comforting and charged, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she felt it too.

She tugged me down beside her on the plush couch, her fingers lingering on my arm for a moment before she suddenly stood up, murmuring, "Wait just a second." She returned with a fresh bottle of wine and two pristine glasses, pouring us each a generous serving. I wasn’t much of a wine drinker, but sharing a glass with her made me feel oddly refined, like I was part of some sophisticated ritual. She’d already polished off most of the first three bottles, and while she wasn’t sloppy drunk—nothing like the kind of reckless intoxication you’d see at a college party—she was definitely tipsy, her laughter lighter, her movements looser, her mood buoyant.

She stretched her legs out on the coffee table, her feet resting elegantly on the polished surface, and then turned to me with a playful grin. "Be a dear and help me out of these heels, won’t you?" she said, her voice warm and teasing. I obliged, kneeling down to carefully slide off each of her high heels. There was something undeniably alluring about women’s heels, the way they elongated their legs, the way they clicked with authority. As I worked, she shifted slightly, angling herself in a way that made it impossible not to notice the tantalizing glimpse of her thighs beneath her skirt. I wasn’t trying to look—not intentionally, anyway—but the view was impossible to ignore. And then there was the way her bare foot brushed against my thigh, the warmth of her skin pressing into the fabric of my pants, right where my erection strained against the material. It was impossible not to stay hard, my body betraying me with every passing second.

As I finished, I realized she was speaking, her voice soft and slightly slurred from the wine. "...so I don’t usually wear this dress, but with them around, I feel like I have to keep up appearances. Janine, she’s always so...well, never mind. What do you think, Stephen? Does the dress look all right, or is it just...boring?" She stood suddenly, her eyes locking onto mine, waiting for an answer.

I decided to be candid. "It looks fine. You look good, really. It’s just...a little plain, I guess. But it’s not like you could wear that red dress you had on the other night here, right?" She laughed, a light, musical sound, and playfully kicked at me, her bare foot grazing my leg. "I knew it! I knew you liked that dress. Oh well, help me change out of this one, then." I must have looked confused or hesitant because she chuckled and added, "It’s fine, silly boy. I’m sure you’ve helped your mother with this sort of thing before. You’ve been so helpful today, after all. Why stop now?"

She turned her back to me, lifting her hair to expose the zipper of her dress. I reached out, my fingers trembling slightly as I tugged the zipper down, the sound of it sliding open sending a shiver through me. She wriggled her arms free, and the dress slipped down her body, pooling at her waist before falling to the floor in a soft heap. She stepped out of it gracefully, her back still to me, revealing a white lace bra and the faint outline of her panties through sheer pantyhose. She bent down to pick up the dress, her movements slow and deliberate, her ass brushing against me as she did. I didn’t mind—not at all. Then she straightened, the dress in hand, and started toward the stairs, glancing over her shoulder with a coy smile. "Are you coming?" she asked, her voice low and inviting. I wasn’t entirely sure what was happening, but I followed without hesitation, my heart pounding in my chest.

In her bedroom, she began rumoraging through the closet and drawers, her movements deliberate yet slightly haphazard, as though she were searching for something specific. I lingered in the doorway, content to simply watch her, my eyes tracing the curve of her back, the way her hips swayed as she moved. After a few moments, she bent over, her back still to me, and slowly peeled off her pantyhose, letting them pool at her feet before stepping out of them. She giggled softly, as if we were sharing some private joke, though I wasn’t entirely sure what was so amusing. Her slight intoxication might have explained the laughter, but it didn’t clarify much else for me.

I couldn’t help but wonder what she had in mind. It wasn’t late—barely past seven—and while dinner had felt more like a late lunch, it certainly wasn’t time for bed. Yet there she was, sifting through pajamas and nightgowns, holding up various options for me to see. She handed me a few satin nightgowns and robes to hold while she continued her search, her fingers brushing against mine as she passed them over. Then, almost casually, she plucked a pair of black lace panties from the laundry basket still sitting on her bed and set them aside. Turning to face me, she gave me a once-over, her gaze lingering as though she were appraising me. “Hmm,” she murmured, her voice low and thoughtful. “I think we’ll watch a movie or something before bed, so I should probably be careful. Shorts and a top seem like the right choice. Go ahead and set those on the bed.” I turned to leave, but her voice stopped me. “Wait!”

She reached out, her hands closing around mine, her touch warm and firm. “Darling,” she said, her tone playful yet oddly sincere, “you look so much like a waiter, and I just know our guests appreciated your service today. You looked perfect.” Her words were followed by another hug, her body pressing against mine, her warmth seeping through the thin fabric of her underwear. It was almost too much—her closeness, the way her curves molded against me. I was certain I’d burst, but somehow I held it together, though I couldn’t deny the throbbing ache between my legs.

After a moment, she pulled back, her expression shifting to one of concern as her eyes dropped to my leg. Her hand followed, her fingers brushing against the unmistakable bulge in my pants. “Oh dear,” she said softly, almost sympathetically. “He’s been cooped up all day, hidden away so no one notices him. That’s fine, but I’m sure you shouldn’t wear those shorts all day. Why don’t you change too?” Her hand lingered for a moment, giving my bulge a gentle pat before she sent me on my way. It was strangely erotic, yet not overtly seductive—more like a mix of maternal care and boldness, as though she were acknowledging my arousal without making it about anything more.

I hesitated at the door, almost closing it behind me, but she wagged a finger in my direction. “Open doors, always,” she reminded me, her tone light but firm.

It felt liberating to let everything breathe. As much as I liked the snug fit of my clothes, my cock and balls needed some freedom. I changed into loose shorts and boxers, pairing them with a relaxed shirt that didn’t cling too tightly. When I made my way downstairs, she was already there, seated on the couch with two glasses of wine and a tray of crackers and cheese. I noticed she’d changed into green shorts and a matching long top that nearly concealed the shorts, the outfit casual yet undeniably alluring.

The entire atmosphere felt refined, polished, and undeniably mature, which was a refreshing change. It was as though she fully acknowledged that we were both adults, equals in every sense, and she treated me accordingly. I settled onto the couch where she had gestured for me to sit, her touch lingering just a moment longer than necessary. I couldn’t help but admire her appearance. The pajamas she wore, though simple shorts and not a skirt, carried a subtle allure. Not that I spent my days obsessing over peeking up skirts—I wasn’t some constant, unhinged pervert—but there was something undeniably appealing about the way the green satin clung to her curves. We sat close, the kind of proximity that felt intimate, almost like old friends who shared secrets.

From the way her upper body moved, I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath her nightshirt. Even though she was in excellent shape, there was a slight, natural sway to her chest that betrayed the absence of support. It was a detail I couldn’t help but notice, especially when I stood up briefly and caught a glimpse of her legs stretched out on the coffee table, propped up casually. She seemed less guarded now, perhaps because the shorts left little to the imagination. The loose satin fabric between her legs didn’t quite conceal the black lace panties I’d folded earlier, the ones I’d admired so intently. The first time I noticed, it sent a jolt of heat through me, and I found myself growing hard almost instantly. That hardness lingered, fueled by her subtle movements—her hand brushing my leg when something amusing happened in the movie, her smile turning toward me with just a hint of cleavage visible, or the way she bent over the table to reach for the wine bottle, her perfect ass mere inches from my grasp. The temptation to reach out and touch her was almost unbearable, but I restrained myself, knowing better.

The entire evening felt like an extended, tantalizing game, and I was more than content to play along, savoring every moment. The movie, some old black-and-white film with unfamiliar actors, barely held my attention. I couldn’t have told you a single thing about it if someone had asked. At one point, I stopped pretending to watch altogether because I noticed something far more captivating. Mrs. Wentworth’s pajama top, though long, hugged her chest just enough to reveal the faint outline of her hardened nipples. Whether it was from the slight chill in the room or something else—something I dared to hope was because of me—it was impossible to ignore. My mind raced with possibilities, each one more thrilling than the last.

A short while later, the movie cut to a commercial break, and she rose gracefully from the couch, her voice soft but deliberate as she said, "You know, this nightshirt is long enough that I really don’t need these shorts. I think I’d feel much more comfortable without them." With a practiced ease, she slid the shorts off, her movements careful and deliberate, ensuring nothing was revealed. She was right—the hem of her shirt hung just low enough to conceal her panties when she stood. But it was a close thing, and when she settled back onto the couch, her legs stretched out, the distance between us was so minimal that I couldn’t help but notice how much of her smooth, bare skin was on display. She then asked me to fetch the last bit of wine from the kitchen, even though her glass was still nearly full. When I returned, she seemed to have forgotten about her earlier decision, sitting carelessly with her legs parted just enough for me to catch a glimpse of her black lace panties, barely hidden beneath the satin fabric. My breath hitched, and I fought the urge to stare, but it was impossible not to notice how exposed she was. The sight of her like that sent a jolt of heat straight through me, and I cursed the loose shorts I was wearing, which did nothing to hide the effect she was having on me.

I sat back down, my eyes flickering to her chest as she focused on the TV. I was painfully aware of my own state, but as long as her attention was on the screen, I could manage. Then she stood again, bending over to reach for something, and her shirt rode up just enough to reveal the delicate black lace of her panties, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that made my pulse race. They looked even more stunning on her than they had when I’d seen them folded earlier. If this had been a scene from one of those movies, I would’ve been done in seconds. But I forced myself to stay composed, even as she sat back down, this time closer than before. Our legs were almost touching, and she turned to me with a warm smile, sipping her wine. I’d only had one glass, but she’d been steadily drinking for hours, her cheeks flushed and her movements languid.

Her gaze dropped to the obvious bulge in my pants, and she let out a soft, sympathetic sigh, her hand reaching out to pat it gently. "Oh, my sweet Stephen," she murmured, her voice dripping with concern. "I feel so terrible for you. That awful Janine must have been such a tease all day, and now you’re still suffering. You poor thing. You need some relief, don’t you? Don’t be shy, darling. Mrs. Wentworth understands how these things work. Stand up and take off those shorts—you’ll feel so much better without all that pressure. There’s no need to be embarrassed. We’re all alone here, and it’s perfectly natural. Go on, now. Do as I say." Her tone was soothing, almost maternal, but there was an undercurrent of something else, something that made my heart pound even harder.

What could I possibly say in that moment? I found myself nodding, almost in agreement, unable to muster any protest. So, I stood up, my movements hesitant yet compelled, while she leaned forward slightly, her gaze fixed on me with an intensity that felt almost voyeuristic. As I let the shorts drop to the floor, I was left standing there in nothing but my boxers, my cock straining against the fabric, jutting out with an undeniable urgency. The motion of dropping the shorts caused it to bounce slightly, and I was grateful that it stayed tucked away, not springing free through the fly. But then, Mrs. Wentworth reached out, her finger brushing against the tip, which was damp with pre-cum, leaving a faint wet spot. "Oh, look," she murmured, her voice soft and teasing. "Poor thing is actually leaking. I'm glad we gave him some room." With that, she leaned back, her attention shifting back to the movie, leaving me in a state of bewildered arousal.

The signals she was sending were utterly confusing. I sat back down, feeling more comfortable now that I wasn’t constricted, though the proximity to this older woman, her presence so close, made it impossible to ignore the throbbing hardness barely concealed by my boxers. I was certain it would subside if I just stopped sneaking glances at her and let the evening slow down. And for a moment, it did. The tension began to ease, and she didn’t look directly at it, which helped. But then she stood again, bending over in a way that made her shirt ride up, exposing the delicate black lace of her panties. The sight was maddening, and when she twisted as she sat back down, her shirt tightened across her chest, the fabric clinging to her breasts in a way that made it impossible not to stare. And then, as if to push me over the edge, she leaned her head against me, her breath warm against my neck, her body so close I could feel the heat radiating from her.

Her voice was a whisper, soft and intimate, as she spoke against my skin. "It’s terrible what they did to you, making you so frustrated all day long. I’m glad I was a perfect lady at dinner and didn’t contribute to that." I wanted to tell her that it wasn’t just her friend at dinner who had driven me to this state—it was her, her presence, her allure, the way she looked at me all day. But I stayed silent, unable to find the words. Then, her gaze dropped, and she reached out, her finger poking at the hardness straining against my boxers. She giggled—actually giggled—and the sound was both strange and electrifying. "Hmmm. It isn’t healthy, is it, darling? It’s not good for a virile, handsome, fit young man to be so frustrated and backed up. And it was my friends, so it’s sort of my fault." I remained quiet, my breath catching as her hand moved lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers and pulling my cock free. It felt surreal, like a dream unfolding in slow motion. Her hand, warm and deliberate, wrapped around me, and then her head dipped down, her tongue flicking against the tip before her mouth enveloped me completely. I was stunned, my body trembling with a mix of shock and overwhelming pleasure.

I glanced down, my vision filled with the sight of her dark hair, her head bobbing gently as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, her lips and tongue working in a rhythm that made my breath hitch. Then, with a soft, wet pop, she pulled away, her lips making a faint smacking sound as she released me. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice low and husky, almost hoarse, as if the act had taken something out of her too. “The only proper thing to do is release the pressure.” She said it more to herself than to me, her tone almost contemplative, as though she were justifying what had just happened.

I wish I could say I lasted longer, that I held out for what felt like an eternity, but the truth was, I didn’t. This was my first time—my first real experience with a woman, with her mouth on me, her tongue teasing and coaxing me toward the edge. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and I’d been teetering on the brink of release all day, my body coiled tight with pent-up tension. I had no frame of reference to judge whether she was skilled or not—this was my first blowjob, after all—but in that moment, it didn’t matter. She was incredible. Within minutes, I felt the tension building, my body tightening as I spilled into her mouth, her hand gently coaxing every last drop from me even as she pulled away. When it was over, I sat there, breathless and dazed, while she remained kneeling, her head bowed as if in quiet reflection.

A minute or two passed in silence before she finally spoke, her voice soft and almost hesitant. “I have to go to bed,” she whispered, barely audible. Then she stood, turning to face me briefly, her expression unreadable. “Good night, dear,” she said, her tone light and casual, as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. “Thank you for all your help today.” And just like that, she was gone, hurrying away toward the stairs, leaving me sitting there in stunned silence. The only evidence of what had just happened were the faint stains on her nightshirt and the glistening trail on her chin. I didn’t get a chance to respond, to say anything at all—she was already disappearing up the stairs, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

After a few more minutes, I finally gathered myself enough to stand, my legs still shaky as I began tidying up the room. My mind was racing, replaying the events over and over, trying to make sense of it. Mrs. Wentworth had just given me a blowjob. The realization hit me like a tidal wave, leaving me equal parts exhilarated and bewildered. What would I say to her tomorrow? How would things be between us now? The questions swirled in my head, unanswered and unanswerable.

It was nearly twenty minutes later when I finally made my way upstairs. I paused outside her door, hesitating before gently pushing it open to peek inside. She was already in bed, the covers pulled up to her chin, her breathing slow and even. She looked peaceful, almost serene, and I stood there for a moment, watching her, before quietly closing the door and retreating to my own room. For the first time since I’d arrived, I didn’t feel the need to touch myself before falling asleep. Instead, I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing with thoughts of what had happened and what it might mean for the days to come. Everything felt different now, and I had no idea how to navigate the uncharted waters ahead.


Chapter 4: At the Opera

I stirred awake later than I’d planned, the sunlight already spilling through the curtains of the spare room at Mrs. Wentworth’s. It was the latest I’d slept since I’d arrived, and I couldn’t help but notice how comfortable I’d grown in this bed, in this house. It was strange, really, how much things had changed. Just a few weeks ago, I’d been furious at my mom for shipping me off to stay with her—some former fifth-grade teacher who, in my mind, was practically ancient. But now? Now I didn’t mind at all. Mrs. Wentworth wasn’t just nice; she was… well, she was stunning for her age. And honestly, her age wasn’t even that old. Forty, maybe? That wasn’t ancient. Not by a long shot. Plus, she treated me like an adult, which I was—most of the time, anyway.

Normally, she’d be the one waking me up, but today, I’d slept right through. It was already 9:30, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of curiosity and nerves bubbling in my chest as I thought about seeing her. After what had happened the night before, I knew things were going to be different. I mean, she’d pretty much given me a blowjob, and that kind of thing changes everything, doesn’t it? (If you want the full story, check out Day Three of this series.) I wasn’t exactly experienced—hell, it might’ve been my first real blowjob—so I wasn’t sure what came next. But I had a feeling we’d figure it out together. I was certain we’d talk about it, and then… well, we’d see where things went from there.

I hurried through getting ready, throwing on clothes as quickly as I could, eager to get downstairs. But as I passed her room, I paused. The door was slightly ajar, and I could see her lying in bed, still asleep. I hesitated, unsure if I should wake her. It was late for her—she’d woken me up at 6 a.m. on my first morning here, and now it was almost 10. My eyes drifted to the floor, where her clothes from the night before were scattered. Her pajama shorts and top, along with a few dried stains that brought back some very vivid, very happy memories, were piled in a heap on the usually spotless floor of her room.

My mind wandered as I stood there, wondering if she was completely bare beneath the sheets and how I might discover the truth without being too obvious. Just as I was lost in those thoughts, her eyes fluttered open, and she caught sight of me. She sat up in bed, her lips curling into a warm, inviting smile. My heart skipped a beat, but my hopes were dashed when I noticed the soft blue nightgown clinging to her curves. She wasn’t naked after all. I couldn’t help but feel a pang of disappointment. She must have changed after everything that had unfolded the night before. I returned her smile, though my mind was racing, scrambling for the right words to say. "Thanks for sucking on me" definitely didn’t feel like the appropriate choice, but I wanted to express my gratitude somehow. Before I could figure it out, her gaze flicked to the clock, and her eyes widened in surprise.

"Ten o’clock? Oh, goodness me!" she exclaimed, her voice tinged with disbelief. "I never sleep this late. Oh, Stevie, my dear, you’ll have to forgive me. I think Mrs. Wentworth made quite the mistake last night." Her tone was light, almost playful, but there was a flicker of something else—regret, maybe? I wasn’t sure.

I blinked, caught off guard by her words. "Well, I don’t know about that," I stammered, trying to keep my voice steady. But she shook her head firmly, her expression softening as she looked at me.

"Yes, sweetheart," she said, her voice dropping to a more serious note. "I set a poor example. I had far too much wine, more than I should have. I’m sure I didn’t do anything too outrageous—after all, we didn’t go anywhere—but I can’t recall a single thing after the girls left. My head is pounding, and I feel dreadful. I’m certain I wasn’t very good company, and for that, I’m truly sorry."

I stood there, stunned, my mind reeling. This wasn’t how I’d imagined the morning would go. Was it possible that everything that had happened between us last night was just a result of the wine? The thought hit me like a punch to the gut. I couldn’t bring myself to remind her of what had transpired, so instead, I fumbled for something neutral to say. "No, no, everything was fine," I assured her, my voice a little too eager. "We watched a movie, and then we went to bed early. I didn’t even notice you were drunk. I mean, not that you were drunk, just... sleepy, or something like that."

Her smile returned, warm and appreciative. "How sweet of you," she said, her tone softening. "Always the perfect gentleman. I’m so lucky to have found you." Her words sent a strange mix of emotions swirling through me—pride, confusion, and a flicker of frustration. "Now, be a good boy and run along so I can get dressed. I’ll make us some breakfast."

I nodded, though her words left me feeling a little off-kilter. "Be a good boy"? It wasn’t exactly the kind of thing a guy wanted to hear from a woman like her, especially after what had happened. Still, I headed downstairs, my mind racing as I tried to make sense of it all. She was like two different people sometimes, and I never knew which version of her I’d encounter. One moment, she made me feel like an adult, and the next, she was talking to me like I was still a kid. And then there was the fact that she didn’t seem to remember the most unforgettable moment of my life. It was all so... strange. But at least she’d called me a perfect gentleman. That had to count for something, right?

I was downstairs, brewing a large pot of coffee, knowing full well that it was the perfect remedy after a night of drinking—or so everyone always said. When she finally came down, her face lit up at the sight of the coffee, and she wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug, planting a warm, appreciative kiss on my cheek. “You’re just the sweetest thing, taking care of me like this,” she murmured, her voice soft and grateful. It wasn’t exactly the kind of kiss that set my pulse racing, but it still made me feel good, like I’d done something right. She sipped her coffee, swallowed a couple of pills, and seemed to perk up almost instantly as she moved around the kitchen, whipping up eggs and bacon. I busied myself setting the table, and soon we were sitting down to eat together, the morning sunlight streaming through the windows.

Mornings were usually when she’d ask me those awkward, probing questions, so I decided to head her off this time. “Um, Mrs. Wentworth,” I started, trying to sound casual, “are you on vacation, or do you have to go to work soon? I mean, I hope you’re not staying home just because of me. I’m an adult, after all—I don’t really need supervision. I’d hate to be the reason you’re not going in.”

She smiled at me, that warm, knowing smile of hers, and reached across the table to squeeze my hand. “You’re such a sweetie-pie to think of that,” she said, her voice dripping with affection. “Don’t worry, honey. I don’t have a job.” I must have looked surprised because she quickly added, “Darling, I did teach for a few years, but you were actually in my very last class. The late Mr. Wentworth—bless his soul—didn’t live very long, but he made quite a bit of money. When he passed, he didn’t have any family left except for me. I finished out that school year, and I haven’t needed to work since. It’s been a blessing, really, because it gives me so much more time to spend with my dear, sweet Stevie.”

That explained a lot. I didn’t press her for details about how much money she had, but it was clear she was well-off. The big house, the expensive car—it all made sense now. She was comfortable, and then some.

“Now, enough about that, Stevie,” she said, her tone shifting slightly, and I felt a flicker of nervousness. “I have to ask you something important.” She paused, her eyes locking onto mine, and I braced myself. “Sweetheart, I want to ask you to do something for me—well, with me, really. A lot of men—well, a lot of people, I suppose—don’t like to do it, but I think you should experience it. You might even enjoy it. I know I will, and I think you will too. In fact, I’m pretty sure you will, especially since you’re such a giving young man. And don’t worry—I’ll walk you through everything. You’re not familiar with it, obviously, but I am. It would make me so happy if we could do it together. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

I had a pretty good idea of what she was about to suggest, and I wanted to keep my cool, so I stayed quiet, letting her continue. "After our lovely little dinner date and how wonderful it was, I thought you might be open to trying something new with me. I know it’ll be enjoyable for both of us. I’m a bit shy to admit it, but I’ve been thinking about this for a while, even before you came to stay here. I’ve been looking forward to sharing this with you."

Her smile was warm, and I couldn’t help but feel the heat rising in me, my body reacting in ways I couldn’t hide. Under the table, I was rock hard, my mind racing with the possibilities. If she’d been ready right then and there, I would’ve gladly crawled under that table to please her. Maybe she wasn’t so different in the morning after all. Maybe she remembered everything from last night just as vividly as I did, and this was the natural next step. It felt right, like the obvious progression after what we’d shared. "Of course, Mrs. Wentworth," I said, my voice steady despite the storm of desire inside me. "I’d be happy to do anything for you." Her reaction was immediate—surprise, then excitement, her eyes lighting up. Honestly, I couldn’t imagine saying no to her, even if it wasn’t something I’d ever fantasized about before. But this? This was a fantasy come to life, something I’d thought about more times than I could count. I was ready to do whatever she asked, just to see her smile, just to make her happy. I already felt so connected to her, so drawn to her, and seeing her joy was its own kind of thrill.

She stood then, pulling me up with her. Clearly, the kitchen table wasn’t the right setting for what she had in mind. She was too elegant, too refined for something so casual. Even as she hugged me, I could feel the tension between us, the way my body betrayed my eagerness. I was hard, unmistakably so, but she didn’t seem to mind. If anything, it seemed to excite her more, knowing how much I wanted her. After all, we were talking about something far more intimate, far more intense than a simple embrace. It was only natural that I’d be worked up.

"Now," she said, her voice soft but firm, "I need to figure out what to wear. This is a special occasion, after all. And we’ll need to decide what you’ll wear, too. I want us both to look perfect." Clothes had never been something I gave much thought to—at least, not my own. But hers? I noticed every detail—the way her dresses hugged her curves, the delicate lace of her lingerie, the way her heels clicked against the floor. I’d spent countless nights imagining her in those outfits, and now, here she was, real and radiant. If she wanted me to dress up for her, to wear something that would turn her on, I was more than willing. I just wasn’t sure what she had in mind—was it something playful, like funky underwear, or something more daring, like a costume or something kinkier? Whatever it was, I was ready. For her, I’d do anything.

But whatever she had in mind, I was more than ready to go along with it. "Mrs. Wentworth, whatever you want is absolutely fine with me. Seriously, anything at all." She let out a soft, playful giggle and gave my backside a light, teasing swat. "Careful what you promise, young man," she said with a mischievous grin, her laughter bubbling up like she’d just told the funniest joke. "I might just hold you to that, ha ha." Her eyes sparkled with amusement, and I couldn’t help but smile back, feeling a little giddy under her playful gaze. "Alright, darling," she continued, her tone shifting to something more deliberate, "obviously, I’ll be dressing up from head to toe. I always do. But for you, I don’t think we need to go full tuxedo. A lot of men wore business suits the last time I was at the opera, so we’ll work with that."

I must have looked completely baffled because she paused, her eyes narrowing slightly as she studied my expression. I stammered out, "Did you just say... opera?" She burst into laughter, her hand flying to her mouth as if she couldn’t believe she’d forgotten to mention it earlier. "Oh, Stevie, didn’t I tell you that before? That’s so funny! What did you think I meant? You didn’t think I was talking about some boring old movie, did you?" I didn’t dare admit what I’d been imagining, but my face burned bright red as I mumbled, "No, I wasn’t entirely sure. I mean, I didn’t really know what to expect. And, well, I’ve never been to the opera before."

She linked her arm through mine, her touch warm and reassuring, and guided me up the stairs toward her bedroom. "I’m not going to waste our precious time on something as dull as a movie," she said, her voice firm but affectionate. "I really think you’ll enjoy the opera with me. And I know we’ve talked about how you don’t have a lot of experiences yet." She paused, her tone softening as she glanced at me. "I know I’m your teacher right now, and I want to give you more experiences—so we can have another wonderful date night. Though, maybe not exactly like the last one, hmm?"

I quickly assured her that I couldn’t think of a single thing about our last date that I hadn’t loved. She smiled, clearly pleased, and gently sat me down on the edge of her bed. "Oh, I adore that you’re such a perfect gentleman," she said, her voice dripping with affection. "You didn’t even mention that obnoxious girl who tried to ruin our evening. You’re absolutely right not to give her another thought—that little tramp." Her tone sharpened briefly, and I could feel the heat of her anger simmering just beneath the surface. It was oddly thrilling to see her so protective of me. But then she took a deep breath, her expression softening once more as she continued, "We were just two people enjoying a lovely meal and a quiet evening together, coming home to our house. I love that about you, darling." With that, she turned and disappeared into her closet, leaving me sitting on the bed, my heart racing.

I could hear her moving around inside, the rustle of fabric, the soft clink of hangers, and the occasional hum of a tune under her breath. Then her voice called out, sweet and inviting, "Where are you, sweetie? Come here." I stood and stepped into the closet, a space I’d never been inside before. It was enormous, filled with racks of clothes, two large dressers, and shoes scattered everywhere, like a treasure trove of elegance and style.

She stood there, her lips curving into that warm, knowing smile of hers, her fingers clutching something small and delicate. It was two tickets, she revealed, holding them out for me to see. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected her to show me, but it certainly wasn’t this. She read the details aloud, her voice soft but brimming with excitement. La something at the Grand Opera House. Italian, apparently, and starring someone named Sofia something-or-other—a name I was clearly supposed to recognize, though it meant nothing to me. “Isn’t it thrilling, Stephen?” she gushed, her eyes sparkling. “I can’t think of a more perfect way to introduce you to the opera. La Belle Sofia is absolutely breathtaking. We’re so fortunate! I booked these weeks ago.”

Her enthusiasm was infectious, and despite my initial reservations, I found myself caught up in her excitement. Opera had never been on my radar—it sounded like the kind of thing I’d avoid at all costs—but she adored it, and that was enough for me to give it a shot. The fact that she’d had the tickets for weeks struck me as odd, though. My mom hadn’t even decided to send me here until a few days before I arrived. But maybe Mrs. Wentworth had just been waiting for the right person to share the experience with.

She ushered me out of the closet with a playful wave of her hand. “I’m not going to spoil the surprise by showing you my gown early,” she teased, her voice light and teasing. “It’ll be much more fun that way. And don’t worry, I’ll pick out the perfect outfit for you too. Now, let’s head back downstairs.”

We made our way to the living room, and she pulled out her phone while I flopped into a nearby chair, feeling the weight of the day settle over me. “We nearly forgot to call your mom and check in on her, Stevie darling,” she said, her tone suddenly shifting to that overly sweet, almost maternal tone I hated. “I’ll talk first, and then you can say hello to your mommy.” I cringed inwardly but didn’t argue. There was no point.

I heard my mom’s voice on the other end, and Mrs. Wentworth launched into the conversation. “Hi, sleepyhead, it’s me… Oh, we’ve been up for hours—probably since six or seven… Are you being a good girl?… No, Stephen’s in the other room; he can’t hear us.” She shot me a conspiratorial look, pressing a finger to her lips and making a soft shhh sound. I stayed quiet, not wanting to interrupt.

“Yes, he’s been an absolute sweetheart, very helpful… No, we haven’t done much, just quiet evenings. I had some old friends over for tea yesterday… Of course he wasn’t in the way; he was very helpful… Yes, he was, very. He was like a skilled little waiter… I’m sure he might’ve been a bit bored, but he didn’t show it… Maybe I’ll take him to a movie one night… Of course, and he drove me when I went shopping yesterday too… Yes, very boring, but he took care of all the packages… He’s a dear, and if you’re not careful, I just might keep him… Ha ha… How’s your conference going?” I noticed the way she lingered on the word conference, her lips curling into a sly smile as she said it.

"Of course, I know it’s all business... yes, I’m sure it’s been absolutely exhausting... those conferences in Las Vegas are always such a grind, aren’t they? Not that I’m implying anything, of course... I do hope you managed to sneak in a little fun, though... oh, that does sound lovely, was it a big group?... oh, really? How interesting... no, no, I’m not suggesting a thing, you’re just being paranoid... oh, I’ll definitely want to hear all the juicy details later... wait, what was that noise? Did you hear that?... I swear I heard something—or someone... I thought you were in your room... oh, is that what it was? Well, I hope the air conditioning wasn’t rattling like that all night... not that I’m implying anything, but I do know how these conferences can be... yes... oh, well, let me get him, he’s just in the other room."

She gestured for me to wait a moment, her eyes lingering on me with that playful, knowing look she always had, before handing me the phone. Her voice was loud, almost theatrical, as she said, "Here, Stevie, it’s your mommy. Come say hi." I cringed inwardly at the way she spoke, but I took the phone anyway, forcing a casual tone as I said, "Hey, Mom, what’s going on?" Mom didn’t say much, her voice sounding a little breathless, like she’d just woken up or something. She muttered, "I’m fine, honey. Just make sure you’re being good for Doris." There was a pause, and I could almost hear her hesitating, like she was choosing her words carefully. "Yes, please, be very good. I don’t want to hear about any—oh, hold on a second." There was a brief silence, followed by a muffled sound, like she’d dropped the phone or something. Then she came back on quickly, her voice rushed. "I don’t want to hear about any trouble. Be good, and I’ll see you in a few days, probably. I have to go. Bye." And just like that, she was gone. Something must’ve come up, and Mom had cut the call short.

Mrs. Wentworth was frowning slightly, but she didn’t say a word about it, and she didn’t seem interested in discussing Mom any further. Honestly, that was fine by me. My mom could be a little... much sometimes. I shrugged and said, "Sounds like it’s going well, I guess." Mrs. Wentworth let out a soft sigh, her expression softening as she replied, "I’m sure your mom has everything under control. But enough about her. We’ve got our own plans to focus on. Let’s take it easy for a bit, have a late lunch, and then start getting ready. It’s a long drive, and we need to be there by six at the latest." Her tone was light, but there was a flicker of excitement in her eyes, like she was already imagining the evening ahead.

We had a light meal and spent some time tidying up around the house, but it wasn’t long before Mrs. Wentworth excused herself to go upstairs and get ready. She reminded me not to dawdle either, so I took a quick shower, shaved, and started preparing myself for the evening. I wasn’t entirely sure what to wear, but when I returned to my room, I noticed she had laid out an outfit for me on the bed. It was all very formal—much dressier than I was used to. There was even a fresh pair of boxer briefs, not the snug ones she’d bought me before, but still new and crisp. I chuckled to myself, thinking, I guess you wear new underwear to the opera (a little joke to lighten the mood). The suit itself was a step up from my usual gray one—dark, with just a hint of subtle pattern, and paired with a vibrant purple tie that added a bold pop of color. It looked sharp, and I felt a flicker of pride as I put it on. Once dressed, I headed downstairs, knowing full well I’d be waiting a while for her.

When Mrs. Wentworth finally descended, I was utterly speechless. I’ve always had an appreciation for a mature woman dressed to the nines, and Mrs. Wentworth was no exception. She was stunning in almost anything, but tonight? She was breathtaking. Her dress was a masterpiece—elegant lace and sheer fabric at the top, tasteful yet alluring, and the flowing, shimmering skirt cascaded nearly to the floor. A high slit allowed her to move gracefully, revealing just enough of her legs to be captivating without crossing into anything vulgar. She looked like she’d stepped out of a high-fashion magazine, and I couldn’t help but stare.

She greeted me with a radiant smile, her hair perfectly styled and her makeup flawless. “Good evening, sir,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing. “Are you my date for the opera this evening?”

I stumbled over my words at first, managing only a clumsy, “Um, yeah.” But then I caught myself, straightened up, and gave a small, awkward bow—because, well, it felt like the right thing to do. “Yes, I am, Mrs. Wentworth,” I said, trying to sound more composed. “Are you ready for an evening at the opera?”

She extended her hand, and I took it, escorting her to the car with all the formality I could muster. She seemed pleased with the gesture, her smile warm and approving. I opened the passenger door for her, holding it as she slid in, and I couldn’t help but notice how the slit in her skirt occasionally revealed more of her leg than she might have intended. It wasn’t that I meant to stare—it was just that I had to wait until she was settled before closing the door. Her car, sleek and powerful, was a joy to drive, and I was more than happy to take the wheel again. As I climbed into the driver’s seat, I couldn’t shake the image of her elegance, the way she carried herself with such effortless grace. It was going to be a memorable evening.

As I drove, her hand drifted over to rest lightly on my thigh, her touch warm and reassuring. "You're doing so well, darling," she murmured, her voice soft but filled with pride. "You're becoming quite the gentleman. I have no doubt you'll adore tonight's performance. Opera has a way of stirring the soul, you know." I had to admit, I wasn’t exactly thrilled at the prospect of sitting through an opera, but her enthusiasm was infectious. And, well, I wasn’t about to complain about her hand lingering on my leg, even if it wasn’t exactly where I might have preferred it to be. Still, the contact was enough to send a little thrill through me.

The drive was long, and the confines of the car didn’t offer much of a view of her legs, which was a shame. She spent the time filling me in on the intricacies of opera, the story we were about to witness, and why Italian was the language of passion, perfectly suited for the art form. She spoke with such fervor about Sofia, the lead soprano, who, though not Italian, was apparently born to play this role. Her excitement was palpable, and I found myself trying to match her enthusiasm, even if I wasn’t entirely convinced I’d enjoy the performance. But for her, I was willing to give it a shot.

She guided me to a valet parking spot downtown, just across from the Opera House. Apparently, opera houses don’t come with their own parking lots, so you take what you can get. This one was connected by a walkway, and as we stepped out of the car, Mrs. Wentworth exchanged a few words with the valet, handed me the ticket, and then looped her arm through mine. Together, we made our way to an escalator, ascending gracefully into the grand lobby of the Opera House. She subtly passed me the tickets, and I handed them to an usher, who bowed with a polite smile and gestured us toward a set of red-carpeted stairs.

The atmosphere was undeniably elegant, and as we climbed the stairs, we entered a larger lobby bustling with people, all dressed to the nines. Some of the men were even more sharply dressed than I was, though none could hold a candle to Mrs. Wentworth. She excused herself for a moment, returning with two slender glasses of champagne, the bubbles dancing merrily. "Stephen," she said, handing me one, "champagne is a must at the opera." I couldn’t help but feel a little awestruck by the whole experience.

She kept her arm linked with mine as we sipped our champagne, her grip firm and reassuring. We exchanged pleasantries with a few passersby, their smiles warm and polite. But then, an older man in a white bow tie approached, his gaze lingering on Mrs. Wentworth a little too long for my liking. He was slick, the kind of guy who oozed false charm, and when he reached out to touch her arm, I felt a surge of protectiveness. My glare didn’t seem to faze him, though, and when he touched her again, it felt like he was crossing a line. Without thinking, I grabbed his arm, my grip tight, and held his gaze. I’m not usually the intimidating type, but in that moment, I didn’t care. He started to say something, but the look in my eyes must have been enough. He backed off, muttering something under his breath before slinking away. Mrs. Wentworth didn’t say a word, but the way she squeezed my arm told me she appreciated the gesture.

Mrs. Wentworth leaned in, her lips brushing my cheek in a soft, lingering kiss, her breath warm against my skin as she whispered, "Stephen, that was so sweet. I think you were jealous." I didn’t respond to that, though my pulse quickened at her words. Instead, I muttered, "I didn’t like that guy or his attitude." She nodded in agreement, her fingers tightening around my arm in a way that sent a little thrill through me. She finished her champagne in one elegant sip, handed the glass to a passing hostess, and then tugged me toward the theater. The lights had begun to flash, signaling the start of the performance, and we were swept into a sea of people all funneling toward the same entrance. It wasn’t chaotic, exactly, but there were enough bodies pressing close that it felt intimate, almost overwhelming.

As we navigated the crowd, Mrs. Wentworth’s hand slipped into mine, her fingers intertwining with mine in a way that felt deliberate, possessive even. But then, in a move that caught me completely off guard, her other hand darted out and gave the woman in front of me a sharp pinch on the backside. The woman turned, her eyes narrowing as she glared at me, clearly assuming I was the culprit. I leaned down to Mrs. Wentworth, my voice low and incredulous. "What did you do that for?" She blinked up at me, her expression the picture of innocence. "Do what?" she asked, her tone so convincingly clueless that I almost believed her. Almost. I let it go, though, because what else could I do?

We finally broke free of the crowd, and she led me to our seats—a private box, she called it. It was elevated, set apart from the rows of chairs below, giving us a clear view of the stage while also offering a sense of exclusivity. Mrs. Wentworth beamed with pride as she explained that these were the best seats in the house, and I couldn’t help but feel a swell of gratitude. They must have cost a fortune, and the thought of her going to such lengths for me made my chest tighten in a way I wasn’t entirely prepared for. We settled into our plush chairs just as the performance began, and she handed me a pair of opera glasses, their weight cool and unfamiliar in my hands.

She was practically vibrating with excitement, her hand frequently reaching over to squeeze mine, her smile radiant as she turned back to the stage. I’ll admit, it wasn’t terrible. The music was rich and layered, the kind of sound that seemed to fill the entire theater, even if the words were lost on me. I found myself using the glasses more to scan the audience than the performers, my gaze lingering on the elegant gowns and the occasional flash of décolletage that caught my eye. It was hard not to, really. Mrs. Wentworth leaned closer, her chair shifting to close the gap between us, and whispered, "Amazing, don’t you agree?"

I nodded, though my attention was momentarily fixed on an older woman in the audience whose neckline was daring enough to make me forget about the opera entirely. Still, I managed to reply, "I didn’t know what to expect, but it really is an amazing show." Mrs. Wentworth’s hand squeezed mine again, and she pressed a kiss to my cheek, her lips lingering just a fraction longer than necessary. "Such a sweet date," she murmured, her voice warm and teasing, and I felt a flush of heat rise to my face.

It was around this time that I couldn’t help but notice how high the slit in her skirt was, revealing nearly the entire length of her leg if I let my gaze linger. The delicate sheen of her stockings, the tantalizing edge of their tops, and the intricate web of garters holding them in place were all on display, though she seemed blissfully unaware of how much she was showing. I knew I shouldn’t have looked—I really did—but I couldn’t help myself. My body reacted instantly, a familiar heat pooling low in my stomach, and I quickly raised the opera glasses to my eyes, forcing myself to focus on the stage and the audience instead. Anything to distract myself from the temptation right beside me.

A few moments later, she nudged me gently, her voice low and teasing. “I know exactly what you’re looking at, you naughty boy.” My face burned with embarrassment, and guilt twisted in my chest. She had been nothing but kind to me, and here I was, caught red-handed sneaking a glance up her skirt. I stumbled over my words, as I often do when I’m caught off guard, but she didn’t seem angry. Instead, she pinched my arm playfully and leaned in closer, her tone light and amused. “A lot of men say Madame Sofia has incredible lungs, but we both know what they really mean, don’t we?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and I could tell she wasn’t upset—just teasing. Before I could respond, I turned my attention to the singer she was referring to, the star of the show. She was undeniably striking, her figure full and commanding, her beauty amplified by the dramatic makeup and elaborate costume. And yes, her “lungs” were prominently displayed, a feature that seemed almost as much a part of her performance as her voice. I could easily see how some opera enthusiasts might find themselves more captivated by her décolletage than her high notes.

Mrs. Wentworth’s hand brushed against the growing bulge in my pants, her touch a mix of playful reprimand and something far more tantalizing. “I’m sure it’s the music you’re enjoying,” she said with a sly grin, her voice dripping with mock innocence, “not where it’s coming from.” She giggled softly, and I decided it was better to let her believe that than admit the truth—that it was her long, elegant legs and the knowledge of what lay beneath her skirt that had me so thoroughly distracted.

When the first intermission arrived—there were two, as it turned out—we made our way back to the lobby, the air buzzing with conversation and the clinking of glasses. The space was more crowded now, but Mrs. Wentworth navigated it with ease, securing two more glasses of champagne for us. I was starting to develop a real appreciation for the bubbly drink, and it seemed she felt the same, downing two glasses during that short break. We exchanged pleasantries with a few people, though the conversations were brief. At one point, the woman whose backside Mrs. Wentworth had playfully pinched earlier passed by, and she nudged me with a mischievous grin. “Isn’t that your friend?” she quipped, her laughter light and infectious.

It was all in good fun, though. She was radiant, her happiness infectious, and I found myself genuinely enjoying the evening. Opera was unlike anything I’d experienced before, but it was growing on me, and her delight every time I said something positive about the night only made it better. Her joy was contagious, and I couldn’t help but feel a warm glow of contentment as the evening unfolded.

Only one unfortunate incident marred the evening. When I returned from the restroom, that same slick, greasy man had slithered his way into Mrs. Wentworth’s space, attempting to charm her with his oily words. He scurried off as I approached, and I couldn’t help but ask, “Was that slimy weasel bothering you again?” She laughed, her eyes sparkling with amusement, and I could tell she was both flattered by my protective instincts and eager to tease me. “Oh, Stephen, it’s adorable when you get all jealous,” she said, her voice dripping with playful mockery. “Don’t fret, my sweet boy. I know exactly who my date is tonight.” And with that, she leaned in and pressed another soft kiss to my cheek, leaving me both flustered and utterly captivated.

The intermission was brief, and we found ourselves caught in the throng of people once more. To my astonishment, Mrs. Wentworth reached out and pinched the same woman again, as if she were deliberately trying to stir up trouble. My heart raced as I noticed the woman was accompanied by a rather burly man this time. I braced myself for some kind of confrontation, but instead, the woman simply glanced at me, then at Mrs. Wentworth, and gave me a knowing wink. My face flushed with embarrassment, and Mrs. Wentworth couldn’t contain her laughter as we finally pushed past them and made our way back to our box seats.

The second act was far more engaging, and I found myself actually paying attention to the performance rather than the audience. Though, admittedly, Mrs. Wentworth’s legs remained a constant distraction, especially since our seats were closer now, giving me a clearer view without being too obvious. It didn’t help that she kept leaning in to whisper explanations about the opera, her warm breath brushing against my ear. While her insights were helpful in understanding the story, the sensation of her lips so close to my skin only made the growing tension in my trousers more unbearable.

During the next intermission, I desperately tried to think of anything that might help me calm down, so I wouldn’t be so visibly affected when we stood around. Mrs. Wentworth swiftly procured two glasses of champagne and then left me holding both while she excused herself to “freshen up.” I stood there awkwardly, clutching the glasses, when the woman who’d been pinched—or rather, the woman who thought I’d pinched her—walked by. I turned my head, hoping to avoid her gaze, but she must have spotted me anyway. She approached with a sly grin and whispered, “Don’t worry, darling. I feel much safer with your hands full.” Then she gave me a playful smile and sauntered off, leaving me both mortified and oddly intrigued.

I was still staring after the woman, my mind spinning as I tried to decipher what her words had meant, when Mrs. Wentworth materialized beside me like a sudden, intoxicating breeze. Her voice was light, teasing, as she giggled and asked, “What are you staring at so intently, my sweet Stephen?” My tongue stumbled over itself, tripping on excuses, and she laughed, a sound that sent a shiver down my spine. She reached for her champagne glass, her fingers brushing mine, and said with a sly smile, “Now you’ve got a free hand in case she decides to come back.” She drained her glass quickly, then handed me the empty one, already holding a fresh flute she must have grabbed on her way back from the restroom. I passed her mine, muttering something about needing to make a quick trip to the bathroom myself. The champagne was going to my head, leaving me feeling unsteady and a little reckless, a sensation I wasn’t used to.

When I returned, my mood shifted instantly. That slimy, weaselly man was back, and this time he wasn’t just talking to her—he was close. Too close. His hand had drifted to her side, his fingers brushing her waist in a way that made my blood boil. I didn’t think, didn’t hesitate. I strode over, bumping into him hard enough to make him step back, his hand dropping away from her. My fingers closed around his arm, tight and unyielding, as I leaned in and growled, “Get the fuck away from us. If I see you again, I’ll shove my fist so far down your throat you’ll be choking on your own blood in some alley.” The words felt foreign coming out of my mouth, harsh and violent, but the rage burning inside me was undeniable. Seeing his hand on her, the way he’d invaded her space, brought back every memory of every bully, every jerk who’d ever thought they could take what wasn’t theirs. I wasn’t a big guy, but neither was he, and in that moment, I wanted to hurt him. I didn’t, though. I just scared him off, and he disappeared into the crowd, never to be seen again.

No one seemed to notice the confrontation. The only people nearby were an elderly couple who likely hadn’t heard a thing, and the woman I hadn’t pinched—along with her towering husband. He didn’t seem to notice anything, which was probably why I was still alive despite Mrs. Wentworth’s little pranks earlier. The woman, though—she saw it all. Her eyes met mine briefly, but she didn’t say a word, just gave me a knowing look before turning away.

But the only audience that truly mattered was Mrs. Wentworth. She could have handled that man herself, I was sure of it. He hadn’t gotten far, hadn’t done more than touch her waist, but the way she looked at me—her eyes glistening, her lips parted—made my chest tighten. She stepped closer, her arm sliding around me, her body pressing against mine in a way that made my breath catch. There was no teasing this time, no playful jab. Instead, her voice was soft, almost reverent, as she murmured, “Thank you, my sweet protector. You were wonderful.” I knew I hadn’t really done much, but if it made her happy, if it earned me her warmth and her closeness, then I wasn’t about to complain. Her arm around me, her body so near—it was all I could do not to pull her even closer and lose myself in her entirely.

The lights flickered, a signal that the opera was about to begin. At these events, the flashing lights were a universal cue to finish your drinks and find your seats. We quickly drained the last of our champagne, the bubbles tickling my throat as I swallowed. Just then, the woman who had been pinched earlier—Julie, as she introduced herself—walked past, her husband trailing behind. She leaned in with a warm smile and said, "Very nice. Hi, I'm Julie." I felt my cheeks flush, unaccustomed to being acknowledged in such a way. "I'm Stephen," I stammered, unsure how to introduce Mrs. Wentworth without making it awkward. I couldn’t exactly say, "This is my former teacher and my mom’s friend," without it sounding ridiculous. Thankfully, she stepped in smoothly, her voice light and confident. "And I’m Lana, his date. Lovely to meet you." Something about her using the name Lana again sent a little thrill through me. It felt like we were stepping into a different world, one where the lines between us blurred in the most tantalizing way.

Julie didn’t linger long; the opera was starting, and she had to catch up to her husband. We set our glasses down on a nearby table and joined the throng of people making their way to their seats. Thankfully, we weren’t directly behind Julie this time, sparing me the anxiety of Mrs. Wentworth’s mischievous pinching antics. But as we navigated the crowd, I felt a sharp pinch on my backside that made me jump. I turned to Mrs. Wentworth, ready to scold her, but she was looking behind us, her expression innocent. Glancing back, I caught Julie grinning as she turned away, clearly the culprit. I shook my head, both amused and flustered.

Back in the box, the opera unfolded beautifully, though my attention was divided. Mrs. Wentworth had positioned our chairs so close that our sides pressed together, her warmth seeping into me. She stayed snuggled against me the entire time, her earlier gratitude for my confrontation with the weasel guy still radiating from her. It was nice, though it made stealing glances at her legs a bit more challenging. Still, feeling her thigh against mine was its own kind of pleasure, one I didn’t mind indulging in.

When the performance ended and we made our way out, I kept an eye out for that guy, but he was nowhere to be seen. Good for him, I thought. Mrs. Wentworth took my hand as we walked, her fingers intertwining with mine. "Stephen, honey," she said softly, her voice carrying a playful note, "a woman likes her date to hold her hand. So keep a tight hold of your Lana." For a moment, it felt like she really was my girlfriend, and the thought sent a rush of warmth through me, both thrilling and surreal.

We crossed the walkway back to where the valet had parked the car, the city lights glittering through the glass like a thousand tiny stars. Just before we reached the escalator, she paused and said, "Wait here while I take care of something." After all the champagne, it made sense for her to make a quick stop before the long drive ahead. I leaned against the railing, gazing out at the cityscape, the view breathtaking in its quiet grandeur.

When she returned, she slipped her arm through mine and said, "Ready." But instead of heading toward the escalator, she led me past it. "Mrs. Wentworth," I said, confusion lacing my voice, "I think we go down there." She just smiled, her eyes glinting with that familiar mischief, and I knew she had something else in mind.

She flashed me a sly smile, her lips curving in that way that always made my stomach flip. "Remember, tonight I’m Lana," she purred, her voice low and teasing. "This is a date, after all. And since it’s such a long drive back home, and we’ve both had a few drinks, I thought it would be wise to get a room and head back in the morning." It was only then that I realized we were standing in the lobby of a hotel—a rather luxurious one at that. My eyes widened as I took in the polished marble floors and the soft glow of the chandeliers. "Okay, Lana," I said, my voice a little shaky. "That’s... pretty smart." She was right. I wasn’t much of a drinker, and the champagne had left me feeling lightheaded. She’d had even more than me, and the idea of her driving in that state made me nervous.

We stepped into the elevator, and I noticed she already had a keycard in hand. She must have gotten it when I thought she was just going to the restroom. "Is your car okay where we parked?" I asked, suddenly worried about leaving it overnight. She waved a hand dismissively, her confidence unshaken. "Oh, yes, I told the valet when we dropped it off that we’d be staying over. Everything’s taken care of."

When we reached our room on the 14th floor, the first thing that caught my eye was the view. It was breathtaking. The city lights stretched out like a glittering sea, and for a moment, I forgot everything else. But then I turned around and noticed the bed—just one bed—and a suitcase sitting on top of it. My heart skipped a beat. "Uh, Mrs.... I mean, Lana," I stammered, "there’s only one bed. And someone’s suitcase is on it."

She let out an exasperated sigh, her annoyance palpable. "That’s so frustrating. I specifically asked for two double beds. Now it’s too late to do anything about it. I’m so sorry, Stephen. I hate when they mess things up like this." She paused, then added, "Oh, but the suitcase is ours. I told the valet it was in the trunk when we parked, so they brought it up." I was confused. I didn’t remember packing a suitcase, and unless she’d done it hours before we left, it didn’t make sense. Had she planned this all along? The thought sent a shiver down my spine.

"Now," she said, her tone shifting to something lighter, almost playful, "why don’t you buy Lana a drink? A nightcap before bed. If you like the view from here, you’ll love the bar at the top of the hotel." Before I could respond, she grabbed my hand and pulled me out the door, leading me back to the elevator. We rode up to the top floor, where the bar was nestled beside a restaurant. The seats by the windows offered a panoramic view that was nothing short of spectacular. It felt like we were on top of the world.

She ordered more champagne, and I didn’t object. As we sat there, she twisted in her seat to gaze out the window, her movements deliberate and fluid. "Don’t you just love the view, dear?" she asked, her voice dripping with sweetness. My eyes, however, were fixed on her legs—long, smooth, and impossibly exposed. The slit in her dress revealed the tops of her stockings, the delicate lace of her garters, and even the faintest edge of her panties peeking out just above her hip. My mouth went dry. "Uh, yes," I managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. "I really like the view too."

My heart sank a little when she turned away, but then she leaned in closer, her hand resting gently on my thigh, sending a shiver through me. "Stephen," she murmured, her voice soft and intimate, "I’ve been so incredibly happy to share this night with you. Taking you to the opera for the first time was such a joy. I love introducing you to new experiences, and I love being your date tonight." Her words were warm, but it was the way she leaned in and kissed me—not on the cheek, but on my lips—that truly set my pulse racing. That kiss, tender and lingering, did more to stir me than even the tantalizing glimpse of her stocking tops and garters. My body reacted instantly, and it was impossible to hide from anyone who might have glanced my way.

She took another sip of her champagne, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. She was radiant, her happiness palpable. "You know," she said, her tone playful, "I could tell you thought Julie’s husband was going to come after you when she got pinched. That was quite amusing." I opened my mouth to protest, but she cut me off, leaning in again, her voice dropping to a huskier, more intimate register. "But what really thrilled me was when you chased that man away. It was so exhilarating to feel protected by you like that." Her words made me flush with a mix of pride and embarrassment, my cheeks heating under her gaze.

For a moment, she seemed lost in thought, her expression thoughtful before she spoke again. "I have to admit," she said, her tone teasing yet serious, "while your actions were undeniably chivalrous, your language was... quite naughty. I never expected to hear such coarse words from my date. Though, given the circumstances, I suppose you were provoked. Perhaps you don’t deserve punishment after all." Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and I stammered out a response, unsure how to react.

She started to rise from her seat but wobbled slightly, collapsing back down and nearly toppling onto me. Her hand brushed against the unmistakable bulge in my pants as she steadied herself, and for a moment, I thought she hadn’t noticed. But then she giggled, a low, knowing sound that sent a jolt of heat through me. The bar was nearly empty, the late hour thinning the crowd, but she decided it was time to leave anyway. I followed her without question, trailing her back to the elevator.

As the elevator began its descent, she lost her balance again, stumbling backward. I caught her, my body cushioning her fall against the wall. Her soft, rounded backside pressed firmly against my growing erection, and the sensation was impossible to ignore. It happened again and again, each jolt of the elevator bringing her body into contact with mine. She seemed unsteady, perhaps a little tipsy, but the way she leaned into me felt deliberate, her movements sending waves of desire coursing through me.

We made it back to the room without incident, though my mind was racing with the logistics of where I’d sleep. I was mentally calculating whether I could fashion a makeshift bed out of the chairs or if I should just resign myself to the floor. But she stopped me before I could overthink it further. “Stephen, honey, please,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I know we agreed on two beds, and that would be the proper thing to do, but look—it’s a king-size bed. It’s enormous. I think Stephen and Lana can share it like two mature adults, don’t you?”

I wasn’t entirely sure what to make of her referring to us as if we were separate entities, or why she called herself Lana in the third person. It was a quirk of hers, I supposed, something she did when she was in this playful, almost theatrical mood. Still, it was a little strange, even if it was endearing. She had a point, though—the bed was massive, and it wasn’t like we’d be crammed together. But then it hit me: I hadn’t planned on staying over, so I didn’t have any spare clothes or pajamas. The thought of sleeping next to her in just my underwear made me uneasy. I doubted she’d approve of that.

Before I could voice my concerns, she’d already anticipated them. She was unzipping her small suitcase on the bed, her movements deliberate and graceful. “Now, my sweet Stevie,” she began, her tone teasing yet affectionate, “I bought you something special for tonight. New jammies. Because the opera is a special occasion, and if we’re going to be elegant people tonight, we can’t very well sleep in shorts and T-shirts, can we? Though I know how much you love your shorts, so I made sure to get you jammies with shorts, sweetie.”

Just like that, any lingering tension in my body dissipated. Jammies. The word itself felt foreign on my tongue, something I hadn’t said or thought about in years. But it was thoughtful of her, and it solved the immediate problem of what I’d wear to bed. She laid the pajamas out on the bed with a flourish, her eyes sparkling. “They’re satin, darling. Very high society. I know you’ll appreciate them.”

And she wasn’t wrong. They were nice—as far as pajamas went, anyway. I’d already shed my coat and loosened my tie, but when she turned her back to me, I froze. “Now, be a good little helper and take care of my zipper,” she said, her voice low and inviting. She stood in a way that made it impossible to ignore the curve of her body, and as I stepped closer to help her, I couldn’t help but press against her slightly. My hands fumbled with the zipper at first, but she whispered, “Keep going, Stephen,” and I obeyed, pulling it all the way down past her waist.

What I saw took my breath away. The back of her bra—or something longer than a bra, more like a corset—peeked out, along with the delicate straps of her garter belt, holding up her stockings. The top half of her panties was just visible, and the sight of it was undeniably one of the most erotic moments of my life. My pulse quickened, and I could feel the heat rising between us, even as she remained perfectly still, letting me take in the view.

She took a graceful step back, her hips swaying as she wiggled, and the dress slid down her body in a whisper of fabric. "Be a darling and help me hang this up, won’t you? The hanger’s over there," she said, her voice soft but commanding. I moved to assist her, trying desperately not to let my thoughts wander, but it was impossible. She stood there, now free of her dress, and I couldn’t help but pause to take her in. The lingerie she wore was something out of a fantasy—something I hadn’t even known could exist. Garters, I thought, were a relic of another era, but on her, they were nothing short of incendiary. Her panties weren’t the barely-there kind, but that somehow made them even more alluring. They were mostly black, matching the rest of her ensemble, and on top, she wore something I’d never seen before. It wasn’t until later, after a quick internet search, that I learned it was called a bustier. My mind reeled. Wow.

I must have been staring too openly because she chuckled softly, her voice teasing. "Oh, I don’t know what you’re thinking. Maybe my foundation garments are a bit old-fashioned, but tonight was special. They make me feel beautiful, even if no one was supposed to see them. Except you, of course." Foundation garments. The phrase sounded so formal, so vintage, and yet it fit her perfectly. I didn’t want her to misunderstand my silence, so I stumbled over my words. "No, Mrs. Wentworth—" She shot me a look, sharp and playful, and I corrected myself. "I mean, Lana. You look incredible. Seriously, you’re stunning, and your… clothes are amazing."

Her smile deepened, and she closed the distance between us, her body pressing against mine as she kissed me. It wasn’t a quick peck—it was slow, deliberate, and achingly soft. My body reacted instantly, hyperaware of the fact that an incredibly attractive woman was kissing me while wearing nothing but her lingerie, and not just any lingerie, but the kind that seemed designed to drive a man mad. I didn’t want it to end, but she pulled away, her lips lingering for just a moment longer before she turned toward her bag. "I should change now," she said, her voice light but tinged with something warmer. "That way, you can have some privacy to put on your jammies."

I didn’t waste any time. Stripping down, I slipped into the pajamas she’d picked out for me. They were a deep burgundy, the silk cool and smooth against my skin, almost too luxurious. The fabric clung to me in a way that felt… good. Too good. My body was still buzzing from the kiss, and the thin silk did nothing to hide the effect she had on me. I was just adjusting the waistband when she emerged from the bathroom, her own pajamas a revelation. She wore a long, flowing satin nightgown that brushed the floor, delicate lace framing her chest in a way that was almost too elegant for sleepwear. It was the kind of thing she could have worn to the opera and no one would have batted an eye. I couldn’t help but stare.

She caught my gaze and smiled, her eyes sparkling. "Which side do you prefer?" she asked, her tone playful. I loved the question, loved the way she made me think about something so simple yet so loaded. I stared at her, comparing one side to the other, until I finally admitted, "I like both." She laughed softly, the sound warm and inviting. "Well, you’ll have to pick one. I’ll take the right, and you can have the left." With that, she pulled back the bedspread, and I realized what she meant. I climbed into bed, my heart racing, as she stepped away to grab a quick drink of water.

Before she slipped into bed, she drew back the covers and gazed at me with a soft, appreciative smile. "Oh, they look absolutely darling on you. I do hope they feel as divine as they look," she murmured, her voice low and warm. Then, with a fluid grace, she shifted onto her knees and elbows, leaning over me. Her fingers brushed lightly over the silk of my shorts, not quite touching where I desperately wanted her to, but close enough to send a shiver through me. Her touch lingered on my thigh, teasing, deliberate, and yet so innocent. My arousal was impossible to hide, straining against the thin fabric, but she didn’t acknowledge it, didn’t even glance down. Instead, her focus seemed to be entirely on the fabric itself, though I couldn’t help but notice the way her breasts swayed slightly as she leaned forward, her nightgown dipping just enough to reveal the soft curve of her cleavage.

I tried to avert my eyes, to be polite, but it was impossible. She was so close, so tantalizingly close, and the way her body moved in that position—almost like she was on all fours—was impossible to ignore. Her breasts hung slightly, the silk and lace of her nightgown clinging to her, and I couldn’t stop staring at the faint outline of her nipples pressing against the delicate fabric. Even though I couldn’t see anything explicit, the subtle bumps were undeniably erotic, a quiet reminder of her femininity. The room was cool, but I wondered if the flush in her cheeks and the way her breath seemed to quicken were signs that she, too, was still feeling the lingering excitement of the evening.

She didn’t seem to notice my blatant staring, or if she did, she chose not to acknowledge it. Instead, she sat up gracefully, her movements slow and deliberate, and for a moment, I was frozen, still captivated by the way her body looked in the dim light. But then she reached over and turned off the lamp, plunging the room into a soft, muted glow from the city outside. The curtains were wide open, and the ambient light from the streets below cast a warm, almost romantic ambiance, like candlelight flickering against the walls.

I thought that would be it, that we’d settle into silence and sleep, but she surprised me again. Her voice broke the quiet, soft and intimate. "Stephen, my sweet darling," she began, her tone tender, "I had such a wonderful night. You were the most wonderful date I could have asked for. I want to thank you for this special time together." Her words wrapped around me like a warm embrace, and I felt a rush of warmth spread through my chest.

Before I could respond, I felt her hand fumbling beneath the covers, searching for mine. Her fingers brushed against my thigh, accidentally grazing the hard evidence of my arousal, but she didn’t linger there. Instead, she found my hand and clasped it tightly, her grip firm yet gentle. I swallowed hard, my heart racing, and managed to stammer out, "I had a great time too, Mrs. Wentworth—I mean, Lana. I was happy to be your date. It was a night full of surprises, and it made me happy to see you happy. I mean, I was happy too, but it’s really nice—really special—to know that the person you’re with, that your date, is happy." My words tumbled out in a rush, clumsy and earnest, but she didn’t seem to mind. Her smile in the dim light was enough to tell me she understood.

I suppose my words struck the right chord because she shifted slightly, her body turning toward mine, and in one swift motion, she pulled me closer, her arms wrapping around me with a firmness that sent a shiver down my spine. Her lips met mine again, soft yet insistent, and the kiss was deep, lingering, and deliciously tight, our bodies pressed together in a way that left no space for hesitation. I reveled in it, savoring the closeness even more than before. My bare legs brushed against the smooth fabric of her nightgown, the sensation sending a ripple of warmth through me. Between us, there was nothing but the thin barrier of my shorts and the delicate silk and satin of her gown, and though she seemed lost in the joy of the moment, my mind was hyper-aware of the hardness straining against her, the way it pressed insistently into the softness of her body and the delicate fabric separating us. Her breasts, so soft and yielding, were crushed against my chest, and I could swear I felt the faintest hint of her nipples, firm and teasing, through the layers. It took every ounce of self-control not to let the intensity of the moment overwhelm me, not to let the heat building inside me spill over and ruin the perfection of what we were sharing.

When she finally pulled away, it wasn’t abrupt but slow, deliberate, her hands lingering as they roamed over my back, tracing the contours of my body with a possessiveness that made my breath hitch. Her fingers dipped lower, exploring the curve of my ass, and I couldn’t help but shiver under her touch. She murmured something about how much she loved the feel of my new pajamas, how the fabric seemed to mold to me in all the right ways, and that was why she couldn’t keep her hands to herself. I nodded, my voice barely above a whisper as I agreed, “Yeah, it does feel nice.” But nice didn’t even begin to cover it. Every touch, every brush of her fingers, was electric, and I was drowning in the sensation, unable to think of anything but her.

She shifted back over, though not far, even though the bed was spacious enough for us to keep our distance. "I’m so glad we didn’t try to drive back home tonight," she murmured, her voice soft and intimate. "This hotel is lovely, and it’s even nicer to share it with a friend. Though it’s freezing, isn’t it, Stevie? It’s much warmer under the covers, especially when there’s someone else there to keep the chill away. Especially when that someone is my date—and my protector for the evening." Her words sent a warm rush through me, a quiet thrill that made my chest tighten. But then, without warning, she was back, pressing herself against me, her leg sliding over mine, not quite on top of me but close enough that our bodies were connected in a way that felt deliberate. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered, even though we were completely alone, miles away from anyone who might overhear. "Stevie, honey," she began, her breath warm and teasing against my skin, "I just thought of something. You know this is all very innocent, right? We’re only here because it would’ve been reckless to drive after all that champagne. And you know the room mix-up was just a mistake—we were supposed to have two beds, remember? But it’s a big bed, so it doesn’t matter. We’re both mature enough to handle this, aren’t we?" She didn’t wait for my response, her mouth still hovering near my ear, her breath sending little shivers down my spine. "Stevie," she continued, her voice dropping even lower, "I don’t think we should tell your mommy. Sometimes moms don’t understand, or they don’t even listen. And honestly, I don’t think yours would care anyway." I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant about my mom, and I didn’t know why she had to bring her up, especially with that childish "mommy" reference. It felt like a splash of cold water on the heat building between us. But she wasn’t wrong, so I nodded and said, "Of course. I mean, I’ve never told anyone about my dates before, and I’m not about to start now." I didn’t feel the need to mention that my dating history was practically nonexistent, and certainly nothing like this had ever happened before.

"I knew we’d agree on this," she said, her voice light and satisfied. Then, without warning, she pressed her lips to my ear, giving it a soft kiss, followed by a teasing lick and a playful little bite. I knew she was just being playful, maybe even a little flirtatious, but to me, it felt undeniably erotic. The mention of "mommy" had momentarily deflated me, but now I was hardening again, the heat rushing back in full force. As she rolled over, her leg dragged against me, the friction sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I tried to stay calm, to keep my composure, but a low groan escaped my lips before I could stop it. She didn’t say a word, but the silence between us felt charged, heavy with something unspoken.

We finally settled into the bed, each of us claiming our own space, though we lingered closer to the center than the edges. Every time she shifted, her leg brushed against mine, the distance between us shrinking to mere inches. I lay facing away from her, but her restless movements were impossible to ignore—her body twisting and turning, searching for comfort. The soft rustle of her nightgown as she moved was oddly soothing, like a quiet melody playing in the background. Curiosity got the better of me, and I rolled over to face her, unable to resist the temptation of watching her. She lay on her back, knees slightly bent, her body squirming faintly as if caught in the liminal space between wakefulness and sleep. The covers had slipped down to her waist, and I noticed her left hand resting lightly on her breast, her right hand nestled between her thighs. I wondered if she was touching herself, though it was hard to tell. Before I could dwell on it, she shifted again, pulling the covers up and muttering something about the cold. Then, with a soft yawn, she pressed her body back into mine, her voice drowsy as she murmured, "I'm freezing. Maybe this will help."

And just like that, we fell into a new position. She nestled her back against me, her warmth seeping into my skin, and reached for my arm, draping it over her body. My hand rested on her stomach, the heat of her skin radiating through the thin fabric of her nightgown. It was comforting, but for me, it was anything but restful. I could feel the rise and fall of her chest as her breathing deepened, her hips shifting subtly against me. The soft curve of her backside pressed into me, her nightgown barely masking the warmth and softness beneath. My body betrayed me, my erection pressing insistently against her, and every tiny movement she made sent a jolt of sensation through me. It was impossible to ignore, the friction of her body against mine, a slow, unintentional grind that left me aching.

I whispered her name, "Mrs. Wentworth, are you still awake?" but there was no response. She was already lost to sleep. I thought about rolling away, putting some distance between us, but our legs were tangled, and she had my arm pinned in place. I couldn’t bring myself to move. Instead, I glanced over her shoulder, confirming she was asleep, and noticed her hand had guided mine higher than I’d realized. My fingers were just inches from her breast, and as we shifted slightly, I let my hand drift closer. Her grip on my wrist was loose, allowing my fingers to explore. They brushed against the fabric of her nightgown, finding the firm peak of her nipple beneath. I couldn’t resist. I spread my fingers slightly, then closed them, gently squeezing the sensitive bud. The sensation was electric, and when she didn’t stir, I repeated the motion, my fingers mimicking the gentle pull of scissors, teasing her nipple in a rhythm that sent heat pooling low in my belly. It was intoxicating, and I couldn’t stop.

Her restlessness only seemed to grow, her body shifting subtly against mine, though she remained deep in sleep. It was no surprise, really, but it only made things more intense for me. The way her hips moved, her nightgown-clad backside pressing and grinding ever so slightly against me, sent waves of heat coursing through my body. I couldn’t help it—my fingers tightened around her nipple, pinching gently, and I felt her squirm again, her breath hitching just slightly. It was maddening, the way her body responded even in sleep, and I couldn’t stop myself. My hips tensed, my cock throbbing against her, and before I knew it, I was coming harder than I ever had before, even compared to those solitary moments alone. The sensation was overwhelming, my release spilling into my pajamas, and I couldn’t help but wonder if any of it had seeped through onto her nightgown.

I tried to pull away, to ease the tension, but her grip on my wrist was firm, unyielding. Reluctantly, I let go of her nipple, a flicker of guilt creeping in as I realized what I’d done. But she didn’t stir, her breathing steady and deep, her body finally stilling as she sank further into sleep. I lay there, my heart pounding, my mind racing, until exhaustion finally claimed me too. The whole thing felt surreal, like a dream I wasn’t sure I should have indulged in. And as I drifted off, I couldn’t shake the thought of what the morning might bring—what she might think, what she might say. It was a strange, intoxicating mix of shame and satisfaction, and I had no idea how to process it.


Chapter 5: A Useful Lesson

The morning after the opera, I stirred awake in the plush hotel bed, the warmth of Mrs. Wentworth’s body still lingering beside me. It had only been five days since I’d started staying with her, but already, it felt like an eternity—in the best possible way. When my mom had first insisted I stay with her, I’d been furious. I was nineteen, for God’s sake—an adult. Sure, I still lived at home, but that didn’t mean she could just ship me off to my former fifth-grade teacher whenever she felt like it. Mrs. Wentworth wasn’t ancient, of course. She’d just seemed that way to me back then, when I was a kid. But now? Now I was starting to see her in a completely different light. I wasn’t sure if it was a crush or something deeper, but I knew I cared about her. I liked being around her, more than I’d expected.

The night at the opera had been surprisingly enjoyable, even though opera wasn’t exactly my thing. She’d treated me like an equal, like someone mature enough to share the experience with her. And now, here I was, lying next to her in this hotel room. It had all been a series of fortunate coincidences—her packing an overnight bag, deciding to rent a room just in case we had a few drinks, and the hotel’s mix-up with the beds. She’d even thought to bring me silk pajamas, which felt like such a considerate gesture. Still, all those little things had led to this moment, to me sleeping beside her, even if it was mostly innocent.

I’d been surprised by how quickly she’d fallen asleep, her grip on my arm firm and unyielding. I felt a pang of guilt when my fingers brushed against her nipple through the thin fabric of her nightgown, but it had been an accident, really. Her movements in her sleep had guided my hand there. And when I came in my new pajamas, pressed so close to her, I would’ve cleaned up if her hold on me hadn’t been so tight.

When I woke up, it was to the sensation of the covers being pulled back, and I watched as she slipped out of bed, careful not to wake me. I didn’t say a word, just enjoyed the sight of her moving gracefully across the room. When she returned from the bathroom, I pretended to stir awake, but she didn’t notice until she’d climbed back into bed, her body pressing against mine once more.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," she murmured, her voice soft and teasing. "Did my sweet Stevie have a good night's sleep in his darling new jammies?" She kept the covers pulled down, her gaze lingering on me. I wasn’t sure if she noticed the faint stain that had dried on the silk, but there was no way she could miss the obvious tenting of my pajama bottoms. Morning wood was a regular occurrence for me, and today was no exception.

I didn’t want to draw attention to it if she hadn’t already noticed, and I also felt that familiar awkwardness when she used words like “jammies.” I was an adult, and sometimes it felt like she still saw me as a kid. So I just smiled and replied, “Good morning,” keeping it simple.

Her hand reached over, fingers brushing against the silk of my pajama top. “I just love the way silk feels against skin,” she said, her voice low and almost reverent. “These are so soft, so slippery, so wonderful. Don’t you agree? Don’t you love the way this feels?” Her touch was light but deliberate, her fingers gliding over my shoulders, my chest, and even my stomach.

It was driving me wild. I could feel my cock twitch beneath the fabric, and I desperately wanted to hide it, but I didn’t want to make it obvious. She just lay there, smiling, her hand moving over the silk, completely unaware of the effect she was having on me. All I could manage was a quiet, “Yes, I agree. It feels great, Mrs. Wentworth.” She didn’t need to know exactly what I meant.

Then she paused, her gaze shifting past me to the nightstand on the other side of the bed. “Wait,” she said, her tone suddenly distracted. “Let me grab the program.” She meant the one from the opera the night before. She shifted, leaning over me, her body pressing against mine as she reached across. It was awkward, her breasts brushing against my face as she stretched, her hips pressing down on my erection.

Her movements were unintentionally torturous. The way she wiggled and squirmed as she tried to grab the program sent waves of pleasure through me. I groaned silently, trying to keep my composure, but it was nearly impossible. If I had been more experienced, I might have acted on the urge to pull her closer, to let things escalate. But instead, I focused on not losing control, on not embarrassing myself.

Finally, she found the program and slid slowly off me, her body leaving mine with a lingering warmth. She held up the program, pointing something out, but I wasn’t paying attention. My eyes were fixed on the way her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her nightgown, and I was doing everything I could to keep my reaction from being too obvious.

Finally, she mentioned something about needing a shower and slipped out of bed, heading to the bathroom for a quick rinse. Eventually, we both ended up taking showers—mine was a bit on the colder side, a necessary measure to cool down the heat simmering inside me. Once we were both dressed, I noticed she had thoughtfully packed clothes for me again. Not a full suit, but not casual jeans either—something in between, a little more polished, a little more grown-up. By the time I was ready, she had already gathered everything, and we made our way downstairs. In the lobby, she handed the suitcase to a staff member who took it to the car, and then we headed to breakfast. Over the meal, she casually mentioned that we’d be spending the day together in the city, just the two of us, enjoying each other’s company. The idea made me happy—not because of what we’d do, but simply because I’d be with her. It didn’t matter what we did; I just wanted to be near her.

After breakfast, we started walking toward the car, but she suddenly decided to cross back over to the opera house. Naturally, I followed. It wasn’t exactly early—we hadn’t exactly rushed out of bed or made it to breakfast at the crack of dawn—but it was around 11 a.m., so the information desk was open. While she spoke to someone there, I took the opportunity to look around, admiring the grandeur of the building. I wasn’t sure what she was inquiring about, but I didn’t mind; the architecture alone was enough to hold my attention.

When she returned, she was beaming, her smile lighting up her face as she slipped her arm through mine. She led me away from the main hall and into the area where the private boxes were located. Those boxes, I had to admit, were one of the most fascinating parts of the whole opera experience. We stepped into the one we’d sat in the night before, and she paused, gazing out at the empty theater. “Here it is, sweetheart,” she said softly, her voice warm and intimate. “Our box. Our special place to watch the opera and all the people.”

I couldn’t help but feel a swell of emotion. Here I was, standing beside this woman I was growing closer to every day, someone who made me feel happier and more alive than I’d ever expected. And we were in this luxurious, private space, a world away from the ordinary. She kept her arm linked with mine, pulling me closer, and I reveled in the closeness, in the way her presence seemed to ignite something deep inside me. It was a feeling I never could have anticipated when I first arrived at her house, annoyed and reluctant. But now? Now, I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else.

I couldn’t help but feel a warmth spread through me whenever she called me sweetheart. It was a stark contrast to some of the other things she’d called me, which had a way of making me feel smaller, less significant, even though I was very much an adult—just younger than her. Sometimes, she had this habit of treating me like I was still a kid, like when she’d mention things like jammies or talk to me in that tone women sometimes use when they’re trying to be playful but end up sounding condescending. But then there were moments, like the ones we’d shared in private, where the dynamic between us felt entirely different—more equal, more intense. Those moments were undeniably sexual, even if the circumstances were a little unconventional. They were raw, electric, and undeniably erotic. Sweetheart was one of those words that could mean so many things, but when she said it, I chose to believe it was the kind of word she’d use with someone she genuinely cared about, someone she might even see as a romantic partner.

It might sound strange, but standing there in that empty theater, feeling her body pressed against mine, her arm snaking around my waist, sent a jolt of desire through me. Honestly, there was something about her that always seemed to ignite that fire in me, no matter how innocent the situation might appear. And it didn’t help that her hand wasn’t just resting on my waist—it had slipped lower, her fingers casually brushing against the edge of my back pocket. To anyone else, it might have looked like nothing, but the way her fingers lingered there, teasing the fabric, sent a rush of heat straight to my groin. I could feel myself hardening, my body betraying me in the most obvious way. Of course, it didn’t last long—some security guard poked his head in, breaking the moment with a curt reminder that the theater was closed and we weren’t supposed to be there.

But that was fine. We left without a fuss, her arm still linked with mine as we made our way back to the car, which was waiting for us just outside. I had no idea what she had planned next, but we drove a short distance and ended up at a shopping district. I didn’t need anything, but Mrs. Wentworth seemed determined to browse through every store we passed. She didn’t buy anything at first, just walked arm in arm with me like she needed the support, though I suspected it was more about keeping me close to her.

Eventually, we found ourselves in a boutique filled with dresses after visiting what felt like half a dozen other shops. A polite saleswoman greeted us and began showing Mrs. Wentworth a selection of gowns while I stood by, waiting. After what felt like an eternity, she turned to me with a smile and said, “I don’t buy a thing unless Stephen approves of it. Honey, which of these three do you like best? It’s what I’ll be wearing tomorrow night.” I had no clue what tomorrow night entailed, but I played along, figuring I’d find out soon enough.

The saleslady beamed, clearly pleased with the interaction, and the two of them disappeared into the dressing room. When they finally emerged, Mrs. Wentworth was wearing a long, high-necked dress in some kind of plaid pattern. It was… fine, I guess, but it didn’t exactly scream excitement. They both looked at me expectantly, and I shrugged, offering a noncommittal, “It’s nice, I suppose.” Without a word, they turned and went back into the dressing room, leaving me standing there, wondering what the hell tomorrow night had in store.

Then they emerged again, this time with a dress that was entirely different from the first. It was short, a vibrant shade of pink, and clung to her body in a way that was almost too tight. Mrs. Wentworth glanced at me, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she said, "I know you can see the lines of my underwear, darling, but just ignore that. Pretend I’m not wearing anything underneath at all." My throat went dry, and I didn’t respond, too caught up in the mental image her words had conjured—her bare skin beneath that dress, the way it would feel to touch her without any barriers.

She must have noticed my silence because her smile faltered, and she sighed, "I can tell he doesn’t like it." With that, she turned on her heel and disappeared back into the dressing room, the saleslady trailing behind her like a shadow.

When they returned for the third time, I couldn’t help but smile. The dress was stunning—a soft blue that draped elegantly over her figure. It wasn’t overtly provocative, but it had a subtle allure, with a neckline that dipped just enough to hint at what lay beneath. The skirt flowed loosely, not clinging like the pink one, but it suited her perfectly. "Wow," I finally managed to say, my voice low and appreciative. "That’s really nice."

Her smile returned, bright and satisfied, and the saleslady beamed as well. "I knew he’d prefer this one," Mrs. Wentworth said, her tone smug but playful. The blue dress was understated yet undeniably captivating, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

As the saleslady went off to fetch a pair of shoes or some other accessory, Mrs. Wentworth leaned down toward me, her lips brushing my cheek in a soft, lingering kiss. "I’m glad you like what you see," she murmured, her breath warm against my skin. And I did—oh, I did. When she bent over, the neckline of the dress gaped slightly, giving me a tantalizing glimpse of her bra, the lace barely containing her. It was impossible not to feel a rush of heat at the sight, and I knew then that this dress was the one.

She changed back into her regular clothes, and we left the shop after paying, the dress box tucked under my arm. Soon, I was carrying not just that box but another from a shoe store, a smaller one filled with cookies, and a fourth containing a purse. By then, I felt more like a pack mule than a companion, but I didn’t mind. The day had been enjoyable, even if my hands were now full and my stomach empty from skipping lunch.

We made our way back to the car, which was parked in a garage since finding street parking in the city was nearly impossible. After loading the trunk with all the boxes, I held the door open for her, something she always seemed to appreciate. As she slid into the passenger seat, she brushed against something and asked me to help dust her off.

I didn’t see much, just a bit of lint or something on the back of her blouse, but as I gently brushed it away, my fingers lingered. Through the thin fabric, I could feel the outline of her bra, the straps and the curve of her back. It was a small, intimate moment, and I couldn’t help but savor the sensation, the way my touch seemed to linger just a little too long. It was innocent enough, but it left me with a lingering warmth, a quiet thrill that stayed with me as we drove away.

"No, Stephen," she said, her voice soft but firm, and for a moment, I worried I’d crossed a line, that I’d been too bold. But then she continued, her tone shifting, almost playful, "The blouse isn’t so bad. But the skirt, dear—I need you to help me with that. Be a good boy and take care of it for me." Her words lingered in the air, teasing, as she leaned forward, her hands resting on the side of the car. She bent slightly, her hips arching back, the fabric of her skirt pulling taut against her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

I wanted to be helpful, of course, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me at the thought of touching her, even if it was under the guise of brushing off some imaginary lint. My hand hesitated for just a moment before I began, moving slowly, deliberately, letting my fingers glide over the fabric. She didn’t protest, didn’t pull away, and I took that as permission to linger just a little longer. But I didn’t want to push it, so I stopped after a few seconds, my pulse quickening. That’s when she spoke again, her voice low, almost a purr. "Be thorough, Stephen. Make sure you get everything." She bent a little more, her skirt tightening further, the outline of her panties now unmistakable beneath the fabric. My breath hitched as I resumed, my hand cupping slightly, the motion feeling less like brushing and more like caressing. It was intoxicating, and I could feel myself growing hard, my body reacting to the intimacy of the moment. Finally, I forced myself to stop, though every part of me wanted to keep going. I didn’t want to overstep, didn’t want her to think I was taking advantage.

When I pulled away, she straightened, and for a moment, I thought I saw a flicker of disappointment in her eyes. "Oh, did you finish? Thank you, dear Stephen," she said, her voice warm but with a hint of something else—something that made my stomach tighten.

We climbed into the car, and I started the engine, my hands still tingling from the contact. She gave me directions, and I realized we were leaving the city behind, heading back toward her house. But before we got there, she guided me to a small, quiet shopping plaza, where she directed me to park. I followed her inside, my cheeks flushing as I realized where we were—a boutique filled with delicate lace and satin, a store dedicated to women’s lingerie. The air was perfumed, the lighting soft, and the mannequins displayed in the windows were dressed in pieces that left little to the imagination. I felt out of place, but Mrs. Wentworth seemed entirely at ease, her confidence making it clear that I was there as her companion. The sales assistants, all impeccably dressed women, didn’t bat an eye at my presence, though I couldn’t help but feel self-conscious. My eyes wandered to one of the mannequins, its curves accentuated by a sheer black negligee, and for a moment, I let myself imagine what it would be like to have something like that in my hands, to feel the fabric against skin.

My daydream was interrupted by an older woman, her voice polite but firm. "Sir, if you’d follow me, please. Madame will be trying on a few things." I nodded, realizing I’d lost track of Mrs. Wentworth, who had already disappeared into the fitting area. The woman led me to a chair placed strategically near the dressing room door, and I sat, my heart racing as I wondered what would happen next.

I tried to avert my gaze, I really did, but the temptation was too much. The dressing room had a curtain, and it was slightly ajar, just enough for me to catch a glimpse through the narrow opening. I kept leaning forward, pretending to tie my shoe, but really, I was angling myself just so to steal a peek through that tantalizing crack. Unfortunately, Mrs. Wentworth wasn’t in the outer area—she was deeper inside, in another room. I could hear the sales assistant chatting with her, holding up various garments, helping her make her choices. Then, out of nowhere, I heard her say, “Oh, that’s a good one to keep too. Come, let’s see it in this mirror over here.” And just like that, Mrs. Wentworth stepped out of the inner room and into the outer area. My breath hitched. She was wearing the most exquisite lingerie—black with delicate white polka dots, a matching set that included panties, a bra, stockings, and even a garter belt. It was breathtaking.

My view was cut short, though, because the older saleswoman returned at that exact moment. She caught me bent over, my face practically pressed against the curtain, and asked, “Is everything all right, dear?” I shot up so fast, my cheeks burning, and tried to act casual, slumping back into the chair as if nothing had happened. She gave me a knowing smile, almost laughing, and I was certain she’d caught me red-handed. But instead of scolding me, she sat down beside me and asked, “Do you enjoy shopping? I don’t think I’ve seen you in my store before. Is this your first time, or is she buying something for you?”

I felt a rush of heat flood my face, a mix of anger and embarrassment. “No, of course it’s not for me,” I stammered. “I mean, I’ve never been here before—at least, not until today—and I’m just here to help her.” My voice was a little too loud, a little too frantic, but thankfully, Mrs. Wentworth chose that exact moment to emerge from the dressing area. She hadn’t bothered to get dressed again, and she didn’t seem to notice me as she walked past, bending down to examine a pair of shoes on a nearby shelf. She stayed in that position for what felt like an eternity, giving me an unobstructed, up-close view of her stunning, full backside, encased in those sheer, silky panties that left nothing to the imagination.

She slipped the shoes on, admiring her reflection in a low mirror before straightening up and heading back toward the dressing room. As she passed me, she finally noticed my presence and added, almost as an afterthought, “Oh, hi there, sweetie-pie. Almost done, and then we can pack up my purchases and go.” And with that, she disappeared behind the curtain once more.

The older saleswoman let out a soft laugh, leaned in, and planted a kiss on my cheek. “See you later, sweetie-pie,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement, before walking away, still giggling to herself.

Minutes later, Mrs. Wentworth emerged, her pace brisk as she swept past me, forcing me to rise and trail behind her and the assistant. We made our way to the front of the store, where the older woman rang us up, accepting payment from Mrs. Wentworth with practiced ease. She handed me the bags, her eyes twinkling as she gave me a sly wink. To Mrs. Wentworth, she offered a polite, "We hope to see much more of you in the future. Thank you for your patronage, and we look forward to meeting all your needs." With that, we exited the store.

I loaded the bags into the trunk, the weight of our purchases a testament to the day’s indulgence. As I slid into the driver’s seat and started the car, Mrs. Wentworth was already engrossed in a phone call. I couldn’t make out who she was speaking to or the nature of the conversation, but it dawned on me that I hadn’t checked in with my mother. Not that I particularly wanted to, and thankfully, that wasn’t who she was calling. Her voice carried a playful tone as she said, "Hi, Janine. Of course, I didn’t forget. Are we late? Oh, I’m with Stephen, naturally. Stop it—you’re being wicked. He’s been very helpful. No, no, I know you’re joking. Yes, we were just about to head your way. Perfect. See you soon."

She ended the call, her expression shifting to one of mild exasperation. "Darling," she began, her voice tinged with regret, "I have some unfortunate news. My dear friend Janine invited me over for tea, and I can’t believe I nearly forgot. You remember her from our little gathering, don’t you? I’m terribly sorry, but we’ll need to make a stop. I hope you don’t mind."

I did remember Janine—vividly, in fact (see Staying with Mrs. Wentworth, Day Three)—but I kept those thoughts to myself, simply replying, "Of course, I don’t mind at all. I’m more than happy to go anywhere with you." It was the right response; her smile widened, and she leaned over to kiss me, even as I navigated the car.

When we arrived at Janine’s, her home was charming, though not as grand as Mrs. Wentworth’s. It had a cozy appeal, and she welcomed us warmly. She was alone, explaining that her husband was at work but that Kim would be stopping by later. Janine looked striking, her dress cut lower than I remembered, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her cleavage. While my admiration for Mrs. Wentworth far outweighed any fleeting distraction, Janine’s presence was undeniably alluring. She embraced Mrs. Wentworth, her eyes catching mine over her shoulder as she did so, a mischievous wink accompanying the gesture. Then, she turned her attention to me, exclaiming, "Come here, you adorable thing," before pulling me into a tight hug. Her hands found their way to my backside, gripping firmly as she pressed her hips against mine.

Mrs. Wentworth’s expression shifted to one of mild disapproval, her tone carrying the authority of her former profession as she chided, "Janine, behave yourself. You’re setting a terrible example."

We finally pulled apart, and Janine led the way into the kitchen, her fingers giving my backside a playful pinch as I walked past her. The kitchen smelled of something rich and savory, and the half-empty bottle of wine on the counter suggested she’d been indulging while cooking. We moved through to the dining room, where the table was set for tea. It was clear these women had a routine, a ritual of sorts, and I was the new addition to their little gathering. As we settled into our seats, Janine excused herself to answer the door, announcing that Kim had arrived.

While she was gone, Mrs. Wentworth leaned in close, her voice low and cautious. “Stephen, darling, do be careful with Janine. She’s… unpredictable, especially when she’s had a drink or two. She can be quite mischievous, and I wouldn’t want her to give you the wrong impression.” Her tone was protective, almost maternal, but there was a flicker of something else—something that made me wonder if she was more concerned about Janine’s intentions or her own.

Before I could respond, Janine returned, Kim trailing behind her. “Kimmie, you remember Stephen, don’t you? The delicious Stephen?” Janine’s voice was teasing, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she nudged Kim toward me. “Go on, give him a hug!” Kim, shy and hesitant, stumbled into me, and we embraced awkwardly, our bodies pressed closer than they might have been without Janine’s not-so-subtle encouragement.

We took our seats, and Mrs. Wentworth helped Janine pour the tea, the steam rising in delicate curls from the cups. The table was laden with little cakes and cookies, and Janine, ever the hostess, handed out martinis to the ladies. Mrs. Wentworth downed hers quickly, her lips tightening as she glanced at Janine, who was already refilling her glass. I stuck to tea, though I didn’t hesitate to reach for the cookies. Someone had to be the first, and I wasn’t about to let politeness get in the way of a good snack.

Janine had arranged the seating so that I was right beside her, our knees almost touching under the small circular table. Her hand found its way to my thigh, her fingers resting there lightly but deliberately. “He seems so hungry,” she announced, her voice carrying a teasing lilt. “I hope he doesn’t fill up on just cookies.” Mrs. Wentworth’s lips pursed, her disapproval evident, though she said nothing, her glare sharp enough to cut glass.

Janine, undeterred, raised her glass. “I’m so glad everyone’s here. Drinking alone is such a bore—tea, of course,” she added with a wink. “Now that we’re all together, let’s enjoy ourselves. Help yourselves to the pitcher on the table. No one stops at just one, do they?” Her gaze shifted to Mrs. Wentworth, her smile sly. “Now, Doris, darling, do tell us all about how you’ve been corrupting your delicious young man today.” Her eyes flicked to me, and for a moment, I felt like a prize on display, something to be savored.

Mrs. Wentworth, however, was not amused. She reached for another martini, her movements sharp, her frustration simmering just beneath the surface. “Janine, please,” she said, her voice tight. “You’re giving Stephen the wrong idea about how proper ladies behave. We’ve done nothing of the sort. Last night, I took Stephen to the opera to broaden his cultural horizons, and today we did some shopping. Now we’re here, having tea. It’s all very respectable.” Her tone was firm, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—something that made me wonder if she was trying to convince Janine or herself.

Janine rolled her eyes dramatically, her lips curling into a sly smirk. "Doris, honestly, could you be any more dull? Opera and shopping? That’s hardly the kind of excitement a young man like Stephen dreams about. You could’ve at least taken him out to some downtown bars, stayed out until dawn, or even slept under the stars in the park. Did you at least buy something fun? I’m shocked our young stud here didn’t doze off last night or today." Her voice dripped with playful sarcasm as she leaned closer, her hand sliding over to my lap, her fingers pressing firmly into my thigh, her touch lingering just a little too long.

I kept my composure, reaching for another cookie to distract myself, but Mrs. Wentworth bristled, her tone sharp and defensive. "Stayed out all night? Don’t be ridiculous! We went home and got a proper night’s sleep, thank you very much." Her words were clipped, and though she tried to keep her expression neutral, I caught the flicker of unease in her eyes as she avoided looking directly at me. She continued, her voice a touch too hurried, "This morning, we went to a few stores, picked up some necessities, and grabbed a few groceries." She left out the details of where we’d actually been, and while I didn’t mind her discretion, I couldn’t help but wonder why she was so reluctant to share.

Janine turned her attention to me, her gaze heavy with mischief. "Stephen, darling, I’m so sorry you had to endure such tedium. Opera wouldn’t even make my list. If it were up to me, I’d whisk you off to a motel and spend the entire afternoon giving you a far more... hands-on education. In fact, my husband won’t be home for another hour. We could ditch these two and head upstairs for some private lessons. Or, if you’re feeling adventurous, we could invite Kimmie to join us for a little threesome. What do you say?" She grinned wickedly, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

I knew she was teasing, but Kimmie’s soft giggle and Mrs. Wentworth’s exasperated outburst told me the line had been crossed. "Janine! For heaven’s sake, stop it. You’re just trying to shock us now," Mrs. Wentworth snapped, her cheeks flushed with a mix of anger and embarrassment. Despite their bickering, it was clear this was a familiar dynamic between them, a kind of playful antagonism they were used to. The tension dissipated almost as quickly as it had flared, and they moved on to another topic as if nothing had happened. But my mind lingered on Janine’s words, my imagination running wild as I tried to keep my expression neutral, not wanting to betray the vivid images playing out in my head.

As they chatted, my gaze drifted from one woman to the next, taking in the subtle dynamics of their interactions. Despite the mundane nature of the conversation, there was an undeniable thrill in being surrounded by them. Janine’s flirtatiousness was relentless, and it clearly grated on Mrs. Wentworth, who seemed to notice every time Janine’s hand brushed against my leg. And she did it often—so often that I began to suspect it was deliberate, a way to provoke both me and Mrs. Wentworth. Each time Janine addressed me, her body angled toward mine, her movements deliberate and suggestive. The last two times, she didn’t just pat my leg—she reached over and gripped the growing bulge in my pants, her fingers squeezing with a boldness that left me breathless. Mrs. Wentworth’s glare intensified with each transgression, and on the final occasion, she actually hissed at Janine, her anger palpable. That seemed to put an end to it, at least for the moment.

Janine was clearly tipsy, if not outright drunk. She’d downed three martinis, which was a lot, and I suspected she’d had a drink or two before we even arrived. Mrs. Wentworth had matched her drink for drink, but without the pre-tea head start, she was only slightly tipsy, her composure fraying but not entirely unraveled. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, and I couldn’t help but feel like a pawn in their little game, caught between their teasing and their tempers.

Janine’s dress was one of those wrap-around styles, the kind that clings in all the right places, accentuating her cleavage while leaving plenty of room for her to play with the hem, exposing her legs as she pleased. And expose them she did. She shifted in her chair, letting one leg slip out from beneath the fabric, pushing the dress up higher than necessary. It was deliberate, of course. Her eyes met mine, a sly smile playing on her lips as she glanced down, making sure I noticed the flash of blue lace panties she was so generously revealing. The lace was intricate, delicate, and impossible to ignore. My gaze lingered, and I couldn’t help but look, even though I knew I shouldn’t.

Mrs. Wentworth was fuming, her irritation palpable, and Janine seemed to relish in it, pushing her buttons with every move. Suddenly, Janine’s grin widened, and she turned to Doris with a mischievous glint in her eye. “You mentioned shopping earlier, didn’t you? Well, I think I might’ve picked up something a bit more exciting than whatever you bought. Let me show you.” With that, she stood, her fingers working quickly to untie the sash of her dress. The fabric fell away, revealing a matching set of blue lace lingerie that clung to her curves in all the right ways. She was right—she looked stunning. She sauntered over to me, her gaze locked on mine as she addressed Mrs. Wentworth, though her words were clearly meant for me. “Doris, maybe we should all open up and let Stephen decide whose underwear he likes best. What do you think, Stevie? Want to be the judge of your favorite lady’s choice?” She leaned in closer, her breasts mere inches from my face, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Hmmm?”

I stayed silent, knowing better than to engage. Mrs. Wentworth, however, had had enough. She was on her feet in an instant, shoving Janine back with a sharp, “Sit down, you drunken fool! You’re just trying to provoke me, and it’s not going to work.”

But Janine, who had clearly achieved her goal of riling Doris up, only giggled, her laughter light and teasing. “Oh, Doris, darling, I don’t want you to be mad. I just want Stephen on his knees, worshipping me. But if you’d rather take the lead, I wouldn’t mind sharing.” Her laughter grew louder, more unrestrained, as if the entire situation was nothing more than a game to her.

Mrs. Wentworth’s reaction surprised me. Instead of escalating the tension, she simply turned to me, her voice calm but firm. “We should leave, Stephen. I think Janine needs some time to herself. Why don’t you thank her for the tea, and we’ll be on our way.”

I braced myself for another outburst, but it never came. We stood, and I murmured a polite thank you, while Mrs. Wentworth added, “Thank you, Janine. We’ll have to do this again soon. Oh, and let’s give Kim a ride—she’s had as much as I have.”

With that, we made our way to the door, the tension dissipating as if nothing had happened. Janine, now completely out of her dress, hugged both Mrs. Wentworth and Kim like old friends, her earlier antics seemingly forgotten. Then she turned to me, pulling me into a tight embrace, her half-naked body pressing against mine. Her lips found mine in a hard, demanding kiss, her hands roaming freely. When she finally pulled away, she whispered in my ear, her voice low and promising, “Next time, we fuck.” Her smile was wicked as we stepped out into the evening air, leaving the chaos behind.

We climbed into the car, with me behind the wheel. The others had clearly indulged a bit too much, which was why I was the designated driver for Kim. Her place wasn’t far, and we made the short drive to drop her off. Mrs. Wentworth insisted on walking her to the door, and the two of them stood there chatting for a moment before she returned to the car. Once she slid back into the passenger seat, we set off toward home. The silence stretched between us, thick and unspoken, until I finally broke it. “So… what was that all about? That was… kind of a strange afternoon, don’t you think?”

Mrs. Wentworth let out a long, weary sigh, her gaze drifting to me as she seemed to weigh her words carefully. “Stephen, you’re such a good sport, putting up with all of us. Janine must have been quite the shock for you.”

I should have been shocked, I suppose, but the truth was, I wasn’t. If anything, it had stirred something in me, though I knew better than to admit that out loud. “Mrs. Wentworth, I wasn’t shocked at all. I mean, I’ve got friends who are… well, kind of like that, so it wasn’t a big deal. I just wasn’t sure how everything played out, or how we knew when it was time to leave and all that.”

She smiled then, a sly, knowing curve of her lips. “You have friends like Janine? Really? A lot of the girls you know tease you, grab your crotch, invite you to get on your knees, and strip down to their underwear? Maybe you lead a far more exciting life than I thought, Stevie dear.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, and I stumbled over my words. “No, no, that’s not what I meant. I don’t know a lot of girls who are into… that kind of thing. But, you know, some people just… act a certain way or say certain things. I just meant I was cool with it.”

She reached over, her hand resting lightly on my knee, and let out a soft laugh. “Yes, of course. Sweetie, Janine has always been a bit wild. She loves to let loose, especially when she’s had a few drinks. It just makes her… well, crazier. I could tell you stories about her and Kim and me back in the day, but never mind that. I was a little worried she might have been serious about trying to seduce you, but most of it was just to get under my skin. She’s always loved teasing me for fun. There was this one time in college when… well, never mind. I knew it was time to go.”

Her tone shifted then, lighter, more playful, as she gave my arm a gentle slap. “Not that you seemed to mind when one of my best friends was practically naked and throwing herself at you. Maybe that’s your thing, dear. You like having all your women strip down to their underwear and drape themselves all over you.” She laughed, her voice tinged with amusement, as if she were narrating some absurd, over-the-top scene from a movie.

I chuckled along with her, shaking my head. "No, no, that’s not it. I mean, that wasn’t what I was thinking at all. It’s not like it’s something that’s happened before. She’s your friend, and I was just trying to be polite, you know?" She laughed softly, her smile warm and teasing as she looked at me.

By the time we pulled up to her place, the evening had settled into a quiet rhythm. I hopped out of the car and held the door open for her, feeling a strange mix of roles—part chauffeur, part something else entirely. She stepped out gracefully, and while she unlocked the front door, I grabbed the bags and the small suitcase from the trunk, hauling them inside. She took a couple of the bags herself, then gestured for me to take the rest upstairs to her room.

I carried everything up, my footsteps muffled by the plush carpet. Once I’d set the bags down, I lingered for a moment, my eyes drifting over the silky sheets on her bed, the soft sheen catching the light. My gaze wandered to her dresser, and curiosity got the better of me. I opened a drawer, peeking inside, but quickly shut it, deciding it was better to head back downstairs before she noticed.

She was already on the couch when I returned, a bottle of wine uncorked and two glasses waiting. "Come here, sweetie," she called, her voice warm and inviting. "We’re going to have a lazy evening, just the two of us. Too much wine, too much relaxation. I’ve got some appetizers warming up in the oven—just a little something to nibble on. Now, come sit with me."

I joined her on the couch, sinking into the cushions beside her. It felt incredible, just the two of us sharing this quiet, intimate moment. The wine flowed, the conversation easy, and for a while, it was like the rest of the world didn’t exist. When the oven timer chimed, I got up to retrieve the appetizers, arranging them on a plate before bringing them over.

As I set the plate down, she tilted her head, her expression playful but curious. "Stevie, darling," she began, her tone light but probing, "I’ve been wondering something. You can be honest with me, sweetie. Janie said something about you… well, about you eating her. Have you ever done that before? And before you get all flustered, this is just between us. I know a lot of men haven’t, and I’m guessing you probably haven’t either, right?"

I froze, staring at her for what felt like an eternity. Sometimes, she really did seem to enjoy pushing boundaries, didn’t she? Was she trying to embarrass me? It was such a personal question, not the kind of thing you just casually bring up. Maybe it was the wine talking. Yeah, that had to be it. I hadn’t done anything like that, of course. I mean, I’d thought about it, but I’d never been in a situation where it was even a possibility. I wasn’t exactly experienced in that department. So, I admitted it. "Yeah, well, I haven’t exactly done that. I mean, I don’t remember every single date I’ve ever been on, but I’m pretty sure I never got around to that."

She giggled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Oh, you’d remember, my sweet boy. I don’t think most men jump into that right away. They need a little… guidance, don’t they?"

Her gaze drifted, distant and contemplative, as if she were lost in some private reverie. "A man learns when someone guides him," she murmured, her voice soft but deliberate. "He needs a teacher, someone who knows how to show him the way. For his own good, of course. A good teacher does that." It didn’t feel like she was speaking to me directly—more like she was thinking aloud, and I just happened to be there to overhear. Her eyes weren’t on me; they were fixed somewhere far beyond the room, as though she were unraveling some deeper thought.

I didn’t want to linger on the topic of my inexperience, so I let it drop. She kept sipping her wine, and I followed suit, nursing the glass she’d poured for me while nibbling on the assortment of appetizers she’d prepared. It wasn’t a full meal, but I wasn’t particularly hungry anyway. The wine was warm, the food was light, and the atmosphere felt easy, almost indulgent.

She slipped off her shoes, one by one, and stretched her legs out in front of her. I couldn’t help but glance at them—long, smooth, and impossibly alluring. I’d always admired her legs, and she probably knew it. But before I could get too caught up in the sight, she stood abruptly, announcing, "Be right back," before heading upstairs. I heard her footsteps fade, and I knew she was going to change.

When she returned, she was wrapped in a long silk robe, the fabric shimmering faintly under the soft light. It wasn’t the short one I preferred, the one that gave just the right glimpse of her legs, but I supposed the show was over for now. She settled back onto the couch, flipping through channels aimlessly before finally shutting the TV off altogether.

She took a long, deliberate sip of her wine, then turned to face me, her expression suddenly serious. "Stevie," she began, her voice steady but tinged with something I couldn’t quite place—nervousness, maybe, or resolve. "We’re friends now, and your mother told you to help me when I need it. You’ve been wonderful, truly. But I can’t forget that I was—and still am—your teacher. And I’m embarrassed about what happened today with Janine. But I have a solution. Stevie, sweetheart, will you trust me?"

Her eyes searched mine, earnest and pleading, and I felt a rush of something—admiration, maybe, or loyalty. Of course I trusted her. "Mrs. Wentworth," I said, my voice steady despite the flutter in my chest, "I trust you completely. You’ve taught me so much already, and whatever you say is fine with me."

Her face softened, a small smile tugging at her lips. She seemed relieved, maybe even pleased. Then, without warning, she shifted on the couch, her movements slow and deliberate. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper, though there was no one else around to hear. Her legs bent, knees parting slightly, and I caught a glimpse of white silk peeking through the slit of her robe. My breath hitched as I stared, transfixed, at the delicate fabric clinging to her. She didn’t seem to mind my gaze; in fact, she seemed to welcome it.

"Stevie, darling," she murmured, her tone both gentle and instructional, "we’re going to begin a lesson. Just a lesson, nothing more. It’s perfectly clinical, I assure you. Intimacy like this would typically happen without clothing, but I’ll leave these panties on—they’re very thin, very sheer—so you understand this is purely educational. Now, I want you to bend over and gently kiss my thigh, right near the edge of the panties. This is how a man begins to please his partner orally."

My mind was spinning, caught between disbelief and a strange, heady thrill that this was actually happening. I stayed silent, afraid that if I spoke, I might shatter the delicate tension in the air. Instead, I simply obeyed, letting her guidance lead me.

I leaned closer, my lips brushing against her skin, tracing a path of soft kisses and tentative licks along the curve of her thigh, right up to the edge of her panties. The scent of her was intoxicating—musky, warm, and uniquely hers, like a fragrance I’d never encountered before but already craved. It was overwhelming in the best way, and I couldn’t help but breathe her in, letting it fill my senses.

Her hands were on me now, one cradling the back of my head while the other gently urged me closer. Her voice, low and husky, broke through the haze. “Now, darling, kiss along the front of my panties. Yes, just like that. Perfect. Stay there for a moment, and take your time.” The fabric was soft beneath my lips, slightly damp, and I could feel the heat radiating from her. It was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but linger, savoring the way she responded to every touch.

Her legs parted a little wider, and her breathing grew uneven, her voice trembling with each word. “Stevie, that’s my clitoris,” she murmured, her tone both instructional and breathless. “When I’m aroused, it becomes more noticeable. It’s incredibly sensitive, even through the fabric, so be gentle. But trust me, your partner will love the attention you give it.”

I tried to focus, to follow her instructions precisely, but it was hard not to get lost in the moment. The way her body reacted to my touch, the soft sounds she made—it all felt so natural, like I was discovering something primal and instinctive. I wanted to make her feel good, to see if I could elicit even more of those delicious reactions from her.

Her hands tightened in my hair, her grip firm but not painful, as if she was struggling to hold herself together. Her body shifted restlessly beneath me, her hips lifting slightly, and I could tell she was enjoying this as much as I was. Her words came in fragmented bursts, sometimes sharp and specific—“Yes, Stephen, oh, right there, yes!”—and other times just incoherent murmurs of pleasure.

Eventually, her grip loosened, and I lifted my head slightly to take in the sight of her. Her back was arched, her chest rising and falling rapidly, and her eyes were closed, lost in the sensations. Her panties were soaked now, the dampness clinging to my chin, and I realized with a jolt of understanding that this was her arousal, her body’s way of responding to what I was doing.

She wasn’t speaking anymore, just letting out soft, breathy moans and shifting beneath me, her movements growing more erratic. Then, suddenly, her body tensed, her legs trembling, and a muffled cry escaped her lips. I didn’t stop, not wanting to break the spell, but soon she was pulling me away, her hands guiding me back up until I was no longer between her legs.

She held my head against her chest, her breathing ragged as she tried to steady herself. I could feel the rapid beat of her heart beneath my cheek, and I knew without a doubt that she’d just come. The realization sent a surge of pride and satisfaction through me, a deep, almost primal pleasure in knowing that I’d been the one to bring her to that peak. Even if this was just a lesson, the fact that I’d made her feel that way was more thrilling than anything else.

After a while, she shifted back to her original position, settling comfortably on the couch. I half-expected her to excuse herself and head upstairs to change, but she stayed put, her presence lingering in the room like a warm, unspoken promise. Minutes passed, and she didn’t glance my way, her tone shifting back into that instructive, almost clinical cadence. “Anyway,” she began, her voice steady but with a hint of something beneath the surface, “you can see now that if you’re ever with a woman who’s interested in something like that, you’ll know what to do. You understand why it was so… inappropriate of Janine to suggest something like that today. Honestly, I don’t know what she was thinking.”

I wasn’t sure where this was going, so I nodded, my voice soft but earnest. “Yeah, it was really surprising. And not right of her to ask that.” I hesitated, wanting to express my gratitude but unsure how to phrase it without sounding awkward. “Um, thank you, though… for teaching me. I mean, for the lesson.” My words stumbled out, and I felt a flush of heat rise to my cheeks. I wanted her to know how much I’d enjoyed it, how much it had meant to me, but I didn’t want to overstep or make her uncomfortable.

Finally, she turned to me, her eyes softening as a small, knowing smile played on her lips. “You’re just the sweetest young man, aren’t you?” she murmured, her voice warm and affectionate. Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t rushed or fleeting—it lingered, soft and deliberate, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she could taste herself on my lips. The thought sent a shiver through me, but I didn’t pull away. It was nice. More than nice.

The rest of the evening passed in a haze of conversation, the remnants of wine, and the last few bites of appetizers. My body was still humming with tension, but we didn’t revisit what had happened earlier. Instead, we talked about lighter things, her laughter occasionally breaking through the quiet. When she finally kissed me goodnight, it was gentle, almost maternal, but it still left me wanting more. “Night night, sweetie,” she said, her voice soft as she stood and disappeared into the laundry room for a moment before heading to bed.

I lingered for a bit, my mind racing. About fifteen minutes later, I found myself passing by the laundry room. Curiosity got the better of me, and I stepped inside. There, perched on the edge of the hamper, were the panties she’d been wearing earlier. They were unmistakable, hanging there almost carelessly, still damp. My breath hitched as I reached for them, my fingers brushing against the fabric. I couldn’t resist—I slipped them into my pocket, my heart pounding as I made my way upstairs.

Her door was open, as it always was—part of her “open door policy,” as she called it. I paused at the threshold, peeking in to say goodnight. She was already in bed, the soft glow of the lamp casting shadows across her face. “Night night, Stevie,” she said, her voice drowsy but warm. “Thank you for taking care of me today. I hope you sleep well.”

I changed quickly, my movements hurried as I climbed into bed. The panties were still in my pocket, and I couldn’t ignore the pull they had on me. I slipped them out, the fabric cool against my skin, and let my imagination take over. The memory of her, of what we’d done, was enough to drive me wild. I tried to be quiet, mindful of her open door, but it didn’t take long before I was coming, the panties clutched in my hand as I relived every moment of the day. It had been incredible, overwhelming, and as I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help but smile, already anticipating what tomorrow might bring.


Chapter 6: Mrs W. Enjoys Act Three

The morning light filtered through the curtains, coaxing me awake with a languid, almost reluctant pull. My body stirred beneath the sheets, and as I shifted, I felt the soft fabric of the panties I’d tucked away the night before brushing against my skin. A shiver ran through me, a visceral reminder of what had transpired between us. Licking Mrs. Wentworth had been… electrifying. More than anything else I’d experienced since I’d arrived here, it had left me breathless, craving more. Yet, even as the memory sent a flush of heat through me, confusion lingered, tangled in the aftermath.

Mrs. Wentworth was an enigma, a puzzle I couldn’t quite solve. One moment, I thought I had her figured out, and the next, she’d do or say something that left me utterly bewildered. When my mom had first insisted I come stay with her, I’d been furious. I was nearly nineteen, for God’s sake—a grown man. I didn’t need a babysitter. But it hadn’t taken long to realize that Mrs. Wentworth wasn’t just some stuffy, overbearing guardian. She wasn’t even that old, though she was easily twice my age. And despite myself, I liked her. More than liked her, if I was being honest. There was something about her—her warmth, her confidence, the way she looked at me—that drew me in, even when I didn’t fully understand her.

Since I’d arrived, there had been moments—intense, intimate moments—that had left me reeling. Last night had been the most intense yet. But what did it all mean? I wasn’t exactly a seasoned expert when it came to these things, and Mrs. Wentworth… she was like two different people sometimes. Like the night she’d gone down on me, her mouth hot and insistent, her hands gripping my thighs as I came undone. I’d thought it would change everything between us, but the next day, she’d acted as though nothing had happened. Like it was just another Tuesday. It was maddening, thrilling, and utterly confusing.

I was already hard, the memory of her taste still lingering on my tongue, but I forced myself to resist the urge to indulge again. Instead, I dragged myself out of bed, pulled on some clothes, and headed downstairs. As I passed her room, I noticed the bed was already made, the room empty. She was up and about, as usual, her day already in motion.

When I reached the kitchen, she greeted me with that same radiant smile, her voice soft and warm. “Good morning, my sweet Stephen. Did you sleep well?”

I wasn’t about to bring up last night—not yet, anyway. So I played it cool, shrugging casually as I replied, “Oh, yeah. Slept great. You?”

Her smile deepened, a knowing glint in her eyes. “I had the sweetest dreams,” she said, her tone dripping with implication. “There’s fresh coffee and bagels on the counter, darling.”

I helped myself to a bagel, my mind racing. Normally, mornings were when she’d tease me, probing with questions that highlighted my inexperience. Not that I’d ever admit to being inexperienced, but she had a way of seeing right through me. Today, though, I decided I’d take the lead—or at least try to steer the conversation away from anything too revealing.

As I took a bite, I glanced at her, my voice steady despite the nerves fluttering in my chest. “So, Mrs. Wentworth… there’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you.”

She leaned forward, her expression eager, almost predatory. “Oh, ask me anything, sweetheart,” she purred. “You know I’m here to help you, to teach you, to answer all those questions you’d never dare ask your mommy.” Her smile was sweet, but there was something darker beneath it, something that made my pulse quicken.

Damn. She had that way of throwing me off balance again, her words wrapping around me like a tight embrace I couldn’t quite escape. Whenever she brought up my mom in that tone, it sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of nerves and something else I couldn’t quite name. But I wasn’t going to let her steer the conversation this time. I wanted answers, and I wasn’t backing down. "Okay, Mrs. Wentworth," I began, my voice steady despite the flutter in my chest. "You’re always asking me about what I’ve done or what I like, but what about you? I mean, I don’t really know much about you. Are you really as experienced as you seem? Because your friend Janine made it sound like you weren’t."

There. I’d said it. Maybe not as boldly as I’d hoped, but I’d put it out there, and now it hung in the air between us, heavy and charged.

For a moment, she didn’t respond. I couldn’t quite read her expression—was that a flicker of nervousness? Or maybe just surprise? She took her time, sipping her coffee slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. Finally, she set the cup down and leaned back, her lips curving into a smile that wasn’t quite the same as before. "Stephen, what an intriguing question," she said, her voice soft but deliberate. "I’m not entirely sure what you’re asking or why you’re asking it. I suppose I’m not as experienced as some might assume, but it really depends on what you mean by ‘experienced.’ Surely you’re not expecting me to recount every intimate encounter I’ve ever had, are you? I was married for a few years, though not for long. And no, darling, I’m not a virgin, if that’s what you’re wondering." Her smile lingered, but there was something different about it now, something sharper, more knowing.

I felt my nerves spike, but I wasn’t going to let her derail me. I wanted to push harder, to take control of the conversation for once. "I didn’t mean I wanted a list or anything like that," I said, my voice a little shakier than I’d intended. "I just… I thought I’d ask." Then I remembered Janine’s comment, and it gave me a little boost of confidence. "Actually, Mrs. Wentworth, I was thinking about what Janine said. She kind of implied that you were… well, a prude. Not that I think you are," I added quickly, backtracking a little. "It’s just that she made it sound like you weren’t all that experienced."

Her reaction was immediate. She froze at the mention of Janine, her expression tightening ever so slightly. When I said the word "prude," I knew I’d crossed a line. She didn’t snap or lash out, but I could see her gathering herself, her movements deliberate, her composure carefully reassembled.

"Stephen," she said finally, her voice calm but with an edge I hadn’t heard before. "I’m surprised at you. I don’t think you mean to be hurtful, but that was quite a thing to say. There’s nothing wrong with being inexperienced, darling. Perhaps your own lack of experience is weighing on you, but it shouldn’t. You’re only 19. Yes, you’re an adult, but experience takes time, of course. Now, I certainly don’t have the same level of experience as, say, a prostitute—no, no, I know you weren’t suggesting that. But tell me, Stephen, do I seem to you like I don’t know what I’m doing?" Her gaze was steady, her tone light, but there was a challenge in her words, a dare for me to answer honestly.

Her gaze lingered on me, steady and unreadable, not hinting at anything beyond the surface. It wasn’t suggestive, not in the way that might have made my pulse quicken or my thoughts spiral. Yet, there was an unspoken understanding between us, a quiet acknowledgment of the moments we’d shared, even if we never put them into words. Her expression made it clear she wasn’t going to bring them up—not unless I did. And suddenly, all the confidence I’d mustered earlier evaporated, leaving me flustered and unsure. I felt the weight of my own words, the fear that I’d come across as cruel, and it hit me harder than I expected. The thought of hurting her, even unintentionally, twisted something inside me. My emotions were raw, tangled, and far more intense than I’d anticipated.

“Oh, no, Mrs. Wentworth,” I stammered, my voice softer now, almost pleading. “I didn’t mean to suggest anything. I was just… trying to talk, you know? Just making conversation.”

Her smile returned, warm and forgiving, though there was a flicker of something else in her eyes—something knowing. “I understand, Stevie, dear,” she said, her tone gentle but firm. “Janine has a way of getting under people’s skin. That’s what she does. Flirting, teasing—it’s her way of getting attention. Some women are like that, you know.”

I nodded, though my mind was still racing, trying to piece together what Janine’s intentions had been. But Mrs. Wentworth, she was calm, composed, and completely in control of the conversation now. She leaned forward, her hands reaching across the table to clasp mine, her touch warm and reassuring. “Sweetie,” she said, her voice soft but steady, “it’s okay. Janine… she’s lonely sometimes. And when she’s lonely, she lashes out. Says things she doesn’t really mean. But we don’t hold it against her. She’s our friend, and we understand. Now, tell me, Stevie… you don’t really think I’m a prude, do you?” Her eyes locked onto mine, unwavering, until I shook my head, unable to look away.

“Good,” she said, her smile widening. “This conversation has been… a lot. I think I’ll go get dressed now, unless there’s something else you want to say?” She paused, waiting, and when I didn’t respond, she nodded. “No? Alright, then.”

She stood, graceful as ever, and left me sitting there, feeling like an idiot. The silence stretched, heavy and uncomfortable, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to apologize, to make things right. I didn’t even know what had come over me earlier—why I’d been so pushy, so careless with my words. I got up and made my way upstairs, knocking lightly on her door. It was open, as it always was—she never closed it, a rule she’d made clear from the start.

“Uh, Mrs. Wentworth?” I called out, my voice tentative.

From inside the closet, her voice floated back to me, light and teasing. “What is it, Stephen? Do you have more questions?”

She emerged a moment later, one hand resting on her hip, her expression curious but not unkind. She was in the middle of getting dressed, her blouse neatly buttoned but her skirt still absent. The blouse was long, flowing, but it clung to her in a way that was undeniably alluring. I tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to notice how effortlessly sexy she looked, even in the middle of something so mundane.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Wentworth,” I blurted out, the words tumbling over each other in my rush to get them out. “I feel like such a jerk. I didn’t mean to upset you earlier, and I’m really sorry for the way I acted. I don’t even know what I was thinking. I just… I feel terrible about it.”

Her demeanor shifted instantly, the tension melting away as her face lit up with a smile so bright it took my breath away. She crossed the room in a few quick steps and pulled me into a hug, her arms wrapping around me tightly. Her body pressed against mine, soft and warm, her cleavage brushing against my chest, her bare legs brushing against mine. I could feel myself hardening, but in that moment, I didn’t care. She felt too good, too comforting, to let anything else matter.

"Oh, Stephen, my darling boy," she murmured, her voice soft and warm, like honey dripping over my skin. "I’m not upset with you, not at all. But hearing you say that... it means so much to me. Let’s just put it behind us, shall we? No one’s dwelling on it, least of all me. We’ll move forward and make today absolutely wonderful, just the two of us."

She released me from her embrace, her hands lingering for a moment before she turned away. She bent to pick up her jeans, and as she slid them on, I caught the briefest flash of black lace against the curve of her backside. It was fleeting, but enough to send a jolt of heat through me. When she turned back around, she looked effortlessly alluring—casual yet undeniably sexy. The long white shirt she wore over her jeans was almost sheer, and beneath it, the outline of her black bra teased through the fabric. It was subtle, but unmistakable, and my eyes were drawn to it like a moth to a flame.

I must have been staring because her lips curved into a knowing smile, one that suggested she enjoyed the attention. "Come on, Stevie," she said, her tone playful. "I need your help making the bed. I hope you’re up for being my little helper today."

"Of course," I replied quickly, eager to please. I moved to the other side of the bed, my hands gripping the cool, slippery satin sheets. I hadn’t noticed them before, but now I couldn’t stop running my fingers over the smooth fabric. Watching her bend over to straighten the sheets, I was captivated—not just by the hint of cleavage, but by the way her bra pressed against the thin fabric of her shirt, revealing just enough to keep my imagination running wild.

"Do you like the sheets, Stevie, honey?" she asked, her voice low and teasing. "There’s something about satin, isn’t there? The way it feels against your skin, so soft and cool. Imagine being wrapped in it, your whole body enveloped in that smooth, luxurious sensation. Maybe I’ll let you try it out sometime."

I swallowed hard, my hand still stroking the satin. "I’d like that," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. In my mind, I wasn’t thinking about the sheets alone—I was imagining her there with me, the satin clinging to her skin as much as it would to mine.

We finished making the bed, and I was grateful for the distraction. Any longer spent in that room, surrounded by the scent of her perfume and the sight of her in that barely-there shirt, and I wouldn’t have been able to hide the effect she had on me. My pants were already uncomfortably tight.

Downstairs, we worked together on a few tasks, but she reminded me that we had plans to go out soon. I’d completely forgotten about it, my mind too preoccupied with her. She also mentioned calling my mom, and I realized with a pang of guilt that I’d barely thought about her since she’d left town. It wasn’t like we talked every day, but part of me had expected her to reach out. Still, it didn’t matter. Right now, all I could think about was the woman in front of me, her presence filling the room and my thoughts in a way that left little room for anything else.

I settled into the plush armchair in the living room, waiting patiently because Mrs. Wentworth always took the lead in these situations. She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper as she reminded me to stay quiet while she dialed. Then, with a mischievous grin, she perched herself on the arm of my chair, turning the volume up so I could hear every word. Her soft giggles filled the air as the phone rang, making the whole thing feel like some covert operation rather than a simple call to my mom. But, of course, it went straight to voicemail.

Mrs. Wentworth’s expression shifted to one of mild irritation, and without hesitation, she redialed. On the third attempt, my mom finally picked up, and Mrs. Wentworth launched into her cheerful greeting. "Hi, hun, it’s me, Doris. Remember me and your son back here while you’re off gallivanting in Vegas? Yes, yes, I know it’s business," she said, rolling her eyes at me before standing up and beginning to pace the room.

She moved in slow, deliberate circles as she spoke, her voice light but laced with curiosity. "I know, I know. It’s hard to hear the phone sometimes. Are you okay? You just sounded a little off, that’s all." Then, without warning, she came back to me and settled herself onto my lap, holding a finger to her lips to signal silence but angling the phone so I could still catch most of the conversation.

Having Mrs. Wentworth so close was... distracting, to say the least. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but there was something undeniably intimate about the way her weight pressed against me, the warmth of her body seeping through the thin fabric of her clothes. It wasn’t just physical—it was the closeness, the way her presence made me feel connected to her in a way I couldn’t quite explain. And no, that doesn’t make me some kind of creep. It just means I had feelings, strong ones, and they were hard to ignore.

On the other end of the line, my mom’s voice sounded strange—distant, distracted, and her breathing was uneven. She mumbled something about killing time between work commitments, her words trailing off as if her mind was elsewhere. Mrs. Wentworth asked if she was alone, and my mom quickly insisted she was, but I wasn’t convinced. There was a faint background noise, maybe a TV, but something about the way she spoke made me think she wasn’t by herself.

Mom didn’t ask about me, at least not that I heard, but Mrs. Wentworth smoothly interjected, "Stephen’s right here in the next room. Let me go get him." She paused for a moment, pretending to shuffle around, then handed me the phone, her voice a little louder than necessary, as if we weren’t already sitting inches apart. "Stephen, it’s your mommy. She was asking about you," she said, her tone playful.

As I took the phone, Mrs. Wentworth didn’t stay still. She shifted and squirmed, trying to find a comfortable position on my lap, and every movement sent a jolt of awareness through me. It was distracting in the most tantalizing way, and I had to remind myself to focus on the conversation. Meanwhile, my mom’s side of the call was... odd. She barely spoke, her breathing heavy and labored, as if she’d just finished something strenuous. She might’ve been tired, but my gut told me there was more to it. I couldn’t shake the feeling that someone else was there with her, and whatever they were doing—or had just finished doing—was leaving her breathless. She didn’t moan, but there was something in her tone, something that made my imagination run wild. Maybe it was just me, but I doubted it.

I would have tried to keep talking, to dig deeper into what was going on with my mom, but Mrs. Wentworth’s hand slid down between us, her fingers curling around the growing hardness in my pants. It was impossible to focus on anything else after that. She didn’t say a word, didn’t even glance at me, but her grip tightened—once, twice, three times—and suddenly the phone call felt like a distant afterthought. Not that I completely forgot about it, of course. I could still hear my mom’s strange, uneven breathing on the other end, but it barely registered. She wasn’t saying much anyway, just the occasional vague murmur. Not that I expected her to. I wasn’t exactly the center of her world, not now, not ever.

“Okay, be a good boy for Doris,” she finally said, her voice sounding far away, like she was already halfway out the door. “I’ll see you when I get back. I’m not sure when that will be yet. Things keep changing here.”

“Okay,” I replied, my voice steady despite the distraction of Mrs. Wentworth’s hand still lingering on me. “See you when you’re done. Bye.” And just like that, the call was over. Mrs. Wentworth took the phone from me, her fingers brushing mine as she did, and stood up, walking over to place it back in its charging station. She shook her head, muttering something under her breath that I couldn’t quite catch.

“What did you say?” I asked, curious, but she just flashed me a small, secretive smile.

“Nothing,” she said, waving a hand dismissively. “Just talking to myself. Now, I need to get ready. It’s going to take me a while, and then we’ve got a long drive ahead of us. I made dinner reservations, so we’ll eat first this time. I think that’ll help.”

With that, she headed upstairs, leaving me sitting there, my mind still half on the call and half on the way her hand had felt on me. It took me a moment to remember that we were going back to the opera tonight, and that dinner was part of the plan. The first time we’d gone, I’d been nervous, unsure if I’d enjoy it, but it had turned out to be… nice. The music wasn’t bad, and the whole atmosphere was kind of fun in a formal, fancy way. Plus, Mrs. Wentworth looked incredible when she dressed up for it. That alone made it worth it.

It always took her forever to get ready, though, so I figured I had some time. Eventually, I headed upstairs to change, pausing outside her room when I noticed the door was slightly ajar. I peeked in, but she wasn’t there. Back in my own room, I was about to start agonizing over what to wear when I saw that everything was already laid out for me. She must have done it earlier, which was thoughtful of her. It saved me the trouble of overthinking it.

The outfit was pretty much what I’d come to expect for the opera—a sharp gray suit, one I’d worn before, paired with a new tie. Everything else was there too, though I did notice she’d set out a pair of silk boxer shorts for me. I usually wore briefs, but these were… different. More formal, I guess. And honestly, I liked them. They felt smooth against my skin, a small but noticeable luxury that made me feel a little more grown-up, a little more like I belonged in this world she was showing me.

I managed to make it downstairs before her, even though I’d taken the time to shave first. When she finally appeared, I couldn’t help but stare. I’d seen the dress when she bought it the other day, but now, seeing her in it, she looked absolutely stunning. The dress wasn’t overly tight, but it hugged her figure in all the right places, and she radiated confidence and elegance. As she descended the stairs, she flashed me a warm smile and said, “Would you mind putting that suitcase over there into the car? I packed a few things just in case it gets late and we decide to stay in the city instead of driving all the way back. It’s only a precaution, of course.”

I nodded and carried the suitcase out to the car. Last time, I hadn’t even known about this little detail, and I’d been caught off guard. Part of me thought we could still drive home, but honestly, I’d enjoyed staying over the last time, and I secretly hoped we’d do it again. When I came back inside, she extended her arm toward me, her tone suddenly formal and poised. “Good evening. Shall we go?” It hit me then—this was a date, and she was teaching me how to navigate these kinds of moments, how to treat a woman with respect and charm.

I took her arm, guiding her toward the car with a playful grin. “Allow me to escort you, miss,” I said, feeling a little silly but knowing she’d appreciate the gesture. And she did—her eyes lit up, and she seemed to relish the little act of chivalry. It was moments like these that made me feel like I was stepping into a role I hadn’t known I could play.

Driving was another perk I loved. The car was a dream, and I relished the feel of the wheel in my hands. I kept my focus on the road, but I couldn’t help stealing glances at her. She sat with her legs crossed, her dress riding up just enough to reveal a tantalizing amount of skin. Her legs were incredible—long, smooth, and impossibly alluring. I had a thing for women’s legs, and I was pretty sure she knew it. The way she sat, the way she occasionally shifted, felt like a deliberate tease, but not in a cruel way. It was playful, almost like a reward for being on my best behavior.

As we drove, she turned to me, her expression softening into something more serious. “Stephen,” she began, her voice gentle but probing, “are you okay about your mom?” The question caught me off guard. I hadn’t really thought about my mom much since the phone call. It had been the usual—short, awkward, and devoid of any real connection. But that wasn’t anything new. I shrugged, trying to sound nonchalant. “Yeah, I’m sure she’s fine. Honestly, I’m happier here than I would be there. So, no problems.”

She studied me for a moment, her brow furrowing with concern, but she seemed to accept my answer. “I’m sorry we called her now,” she said, her tone tinged with regret. “I didn’t expect her to be so… distant. But it doesn’t matter. You did what you had to do, and now we’ll forget about her and whatever she’s up to. Tonight, I’m going to focus on having a wonderful time with my date—a charming, handsome man who’s going to make all the other women jealous.” Her words were light, teasing, but they carried a warmth that made me feel seen, appreciated.

By the time we reached downtown, the mood between us was electric. She had this incredible way of making me feel like I was the most important person in the room, like I was capable of anything. And as we stepped out of the car, ready for the night ahead, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement. Tonight was going to be unforgettable.

She directed me to park in the garage connected to both the hotel we’d stayed at before and the opera house, though we weren’t heading to either of those places tonight. Instead, we stepped out onto the bustling city street, strolling just a block or so until we reached a quaint, intimate restaurant tucked away in the heart of the city. The place was dimly lit, exuding an air of understated elegance, with a hushed atmosphere that felt almost reverent. The staff moved with a quiet precision, not overly warm but attentive in a way that reminded me of those polished servants you’d see in old films, always there when you needed them but never intrusive.

She took charge of ordering, sensing my uncertainty with the menu, which was filled with dishes I wasn’t entirely familiar with. I settled on a beef dish, rich and flavorful, while she insisted on a bottle of wine. I wasn’t much of a wine drinker, but I didn’t mind indulging, especially since the drinking age had been lowered to 18 a few years prior. The wine was smooth, and though she drank more of it than I did, I enjoyed a couple of glasses myself. The food was exquisite, each bite a revelation, and the entire experience felt refined, sophisticated, and undeniably adult. It was the kind of formal dinner that set the perfect tone for an evening at the opera, and I couldn’t help but feel a quiet thrill at how grown-up it all seemed.

She was radiant, her happiness infectious, and I found myself mirroring her mood as the night unfolded. Every so often, she’d reach across the table to squeeze my hand, her touch warm and reassuring, as she shared little tidbits of advice about dating—what women liked to talk about, the small gestures that could make or break an evening, the things that might make a man nervous without him even realizing it. Her words were thoughtful, her tone light, and I appreciated the way she seemed to genuinely want to guide me. But then, with a playful wave of her hand, she declared, “Enough of that. No more teaching tonight. It’s just you and me, enjoying ourselves.” Her smile was dazzling, and as she took my hand again, I felt the soft brush of her foot against my ankle, her shoe apparently discarded beneath the table. It was a teasing, flirtatious gesture, and though it might have been playful, it sent a jolt of warmth through me that I couldn’t ignore.

When the waiter returned, she politely declined dessert, explaining that we had opera tickets to catch. His eyes lit up at the mention of the show, and he shared a few words about the performance, mentioning that the lead singer had even stopped by the restaurant once. It was clear this place was a favorite among opera enthusiasts, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of belonging, as though I were part of some exclusive club.

After dinner, I offered her my arm as we stepped back out into the night, not because she needed the support but because it felt like the right thing to do. The streets were alive with couples, many of them older, their arms linked in the same way ours were. I noticed I was one of the younger men in the crowd, but instead of feeling out of place, I felt a quiet pride. Mrs. Wentworth was treating me like an equal, like an adult, and that meant more to me than I could put into words.

We made our way up the grand, red-carpeted steps to the opera house’s foyer, the air buzzing with anticipation. While she slipped away to the bar, I lingered, taking in the scene—the elegantly dressed patrons, the murmur of conversation, the sense of occasion that hung in the air. When she returned, she carried two glasses of champagne, handing one to me with a smile. “Champagne at the opera is tradition,” she reminded me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and something deeper, something that made my pulse quicken. The night was just beginning, and I couldn’t wait to see where it would take us.

We sipped our champagne, the bubbles dancing on our tongues as we observed the crowd milling about. I didn’t recognize anyone from our previous visit, though I doubted many people attended twice in the same week. For a brief moment, we exchanged pleasantries with an older couple passing by. The man, George, looked to be well into his eighties—frail, slender, and not particularly tall. His wife, Kitty, was perhaps a decade younger, her face meticulously painted with makeup that seemed almost theatrical. She stood a good four inches taller than him, her figure fuller where his was lean, a striking contrast. Though she didn’t carry herself with the same grace as Mrs. Wentworth, she had a certain charm, her appearance polished and elegant for her age. Both of them were warm and gracious, their smiles genuine as they spoke to us.

At one point, George took Mrs. Wentworth’s hand in his, lifting it delicately to his lips and pressing a soft kiss to her knuckles. Almost simultaneously, Kitty extended her hand to me. I hesitated for a split second, unsure of the proper etiquette, but George’s swift action gave me the cue I needed. I mirrored his gesture, bringing Kitty’s hand to my lips and brushing a light kiss against her skin. They lingered for a few minutes, engaging in polite conversation before excusing themselves to find their seats ahead of the crowd. As Kitty leaned in to kiss me on both cheeks—a gesture that felt delightfully old-fashioned—her hand slipped behind me, giving my backside a playful pinch that was anything but traditional.

Mrs. Wentworth, of course, noticed. Her lips curled into a sly smile as she teased, “I think she’s taken quite a liking to you, Stevie, darling. If they hadn’t left, I might have had to slap her hands away to keep her from whisking you off.” Her laughter was light and infectious, and I couldn’t help but chuckle along with her. Just then, the lights flickered, signaling the start of the performance, and we made our way inside to our private box.

It was the same box as before, and Mrs. Wentworth wasted no time sliding her chair close to mine, her thigh brushing against me as she whispered, “Aren’t you glad I secured our usual spot, sweetheart?” She handed me the opera glasses with a mischievous glint in her eye. “I know you’ll need these to keep an eye on La Belle Sofia and her… impressive lung capacity.” Her teasing was familiar, a playful jab at my supposed fascination with the lead singer’s ample décolletage.

I felt my cheeks flush as I stammered, “No, of course not. I’m not just here to stare at women.”

She pulled me closer, her warmth seeping into me as our chairs nearly touched. “Oh, I’m only teasing, my dear. You’re my date tonight, after all.”

The music swelled, filling the grand space with its rich, melodious tones. Opera wasn’t exactly my preferred genre, but with her beside me, I found myself enjoying it more than I expected. She seemed to relish the closeness too, her body pressed against mine in a way that felt both comforting and electrifying. About halfway through the first act, she leaned in, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, “Look, there are George and Kitty, just below us in the tenth row.” I glanced down, alternating between focusing the opera glasses on the stage and on Kitty, who sat with her husband. My gaze wandered across the audience, taking in the sea of faces, each one absorbed in the performance.

The music was surprisingly captivating, more so than I had anticipated, but my attention still wandered, and I found myself scanning the crowd, which held a peculiar fascination for me. There was something about having a pair of opera glasses and a vantage point above the audience that made the experience more engaging, almost like a game. Not that I was some kind of voyeur or anything—though, admittedly, from that elevated angle, the view of the women below was... intriguing. Some of them were more striking than others, their décolletage catching the light in ways that made it hard to look away.

It was odd, really. Kitty’s cleavage, for instance, held a certain allure simply because I’d met her earlier. I couldn’t quite explain why that made a difference, but it did, even though she was significantly older than me—older than Mrs. Wentworth, too. Still, my gaze roamed freely, taking in the scene. Mrs. Wentworth, meanwhile, stayed close, her presence a constant warmth beside me. If I glanced at her just right, I could catch a glimpse down the front of her dress when she leaned forward, though it vanished when she sat back. Her dress, which seemed modest enough when she was standing, rode up over her knees when she sat and crossed her legs, revealing a tantalizing stretch of thigh. Her leg kept brushing against mine, the chairs in our box arranged so closely that the wall pressed against us, leaving little room to move.

When the first intermission arrived, we made our way back to the lobby. Mrs. Wentworth was radiant, her mood infectious. She guided me to the familiar post we always stood by and declared, “Champagne time! Guard our spot, darling, while I fetch us drinks.” She returned swiftly, glasses in hand, her smile as sparkling as the bubbles in our drinks.

“Tell me, my dear,” she began, her voice soft and teasing, “are you enjoying yourself? Isn’t the opera simply divine?”

“Yeah, it’s actually really good,” I admitted. “The music’s great, and the whole atmosphere—it’s an experience.”

Her smile widened, her happiness palpable. “I noticed you spying on your new friend Kitty—and the rest of the audience, for that matter. It’s adorable, but don’t forget, you’re mine tonight.” She laughed, her tone light and playful, and I knew she was only teasing.

Not long after, George and Kitty joined us, their warmth and charm undiminished. George moved slowly, his age evident, but his smile was genuine. We chatted about seating arrangements, and they were delighted to hear we were in a box. “Oh, we used to have a box ourselves,” Kitty reminisced, her eyes twinkling. “I loved looking down at the crowd from above. It’s such a cozy, intimate space up there in the dark.” She glanced at Mrs. Wentworth with a knowing smile. “Now, I suppose we’re the ones being watched from above.” Then, with a wink in my direction, she added, “Row H, seat 14,” and gave me a playful poke.

She was lively and fun, and I could tell Mrs. Wentworth enjoyed her company too. It was one of the highlights of the evening, getting to know people who were so different from us. Mrs. Wentworth simply remarked, “The stairs can be a bit of a challenge, but the tranquility up there is worth it.”

We continued chatting, and Kitty turned to Mrs. Wentworth—or Lana, as she was going by tonight—and asked with a playful glint in her eye, “Lana, are you and Stephen married, by any chance?” I couldn’t help but notice how Mrs. Wentworth seemed to slip into the name Lana so effortlessly, and I liked it. It felt intimate, like a little secret between us. The question itself almost made me laugh out loud. At first, it struck me as absurd, but then I thought about it more. After all, we were on a date, and this was the opera—a place where people might assume all sorts of things about the couples they saw.

Mrs. Wentworth—Lana—slid her arm around my waist, her touch warm and possessive, and replied with a sly smile, “Oh no, we’re not married. Not yet, anyway. Things between us are still… quite informal. You know how it is.” Her tone was light, but there was something in the way she said it that made me wonder what she meant. Was she hinting at something more? Or was it just her way of keeping things playful? Kitty, for her part, seemed to be enjoying herself, her teasing tone lingering in the air. “Well, you’d better keep a close eye on him if he’s still up for grabs,” she quipped, laughing as she reached over and gave my backside a quick pinch.

I was stunned, my cheeks flushing hot. I hadn’t expected that, especially with George standing right there and Lana so close. But Kitty’s age seemed to give her a free pass, as if her teasing was harmless and everyone just brushed it off as good-natured fun. Still, I couldn’t help but feel a little flustered. Soon after, Kitty and George excused themselves to return to their seats, George moving a bit unsteadily as they walked away. Lana turned to me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Isn’t it funny that she thought we were married? I thought it was rather sweet,” she said, her voice soft and warm. Then she looped her arm through mine, pulling me closer as she added, “Though I’m sure she’d be jealous if she knew what a handsome man I had all to myself.” Her words sent a little thrill through me, and I couldn’t help but smile as we made our way back to our box.

As we walked, I found myself thinking aloud. “I mean, it was kind of funny. If we were married, one of us would probably be wearing a ring, right? I noticed Kitty had one.” Lana stopped suddenly, just before we reached our seats, and turned to face me with a mischievous grin. “Stephen,” she said, her voice teasing, “were you checking out Kitty? I didn’t realize she was your type. I wouldn’t want to stand in your way, you know. And I’m sure Kitty isn’t the kind of woman who’d let a little thing like marriage stop her if she had her eye on you. Maybe you think I’d be better suited for George.”

Her words caught me off guard, and I felt a pang of something—embarrassment, maybe, or even a little hurt. “No, no, of course not,” I stammered, my voice earnest. “Mrs. Wentworth—Lana—I didn’t mean to imply anything like that. I wasn’t checking her out, I swear. I’m here with you, and I’m not like that at all. And George? He’s definitely too old for you!”

She laughed softly, the sound warm and reassuring, and pulled me into her arms as we sat down. “Don’t forget, you’re supposed to call me Lana tonight,” she reminded me, her tone playful but firm. “And don’t worry, darling. I’m just teasing you. Lana is very happy to be spending her evening with Stephen. As for George…” She paused, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Well, age is just a number, isn’t it? I don’t worry about the difference in ages between two adults. Though, I will say, the men I date do tend to be younger than me, not older.” With that, she leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, her warmth lingering long after she pulled away.

A flush of embarrassment mingled with a thrill of excitement washed over me, but the music was about to begin, so I turned my attention to the stage, retrieving our opera glasses. Mrs. Wentworth—no, Lana—leaned forward, her gaze fixed on the performance, but then she settled back into her seat, crossing her legs in a way that radiated ease, almost as if she were on the verge of drifting off. My eyes lingered on her legs, stealing glances whenever I could without being too obvious, though I also let my gaze wander across the audience.

There were a handful of people I enjoyed observing, including some in the box seats across the way. Kitty, now that I knew her, became one of those I couldn’t help but glance at. She was seated differently tonight, giving me a clearer view, and she seemed aware of where we were, occasionally looking up at us. At one point, she pressed her hand to her neck and wiggled her fingers in my direction—a playful little wave meant just for someone peeking through opera glasses. It made me smile.

Meanwhile, Lana was the picture of relaxation. She wasn’t asleep, but her eyes were closed, giving me the perfect opportunity to admire her without her noticing. She was stunning, her legs so captivating that they nearly made me forget everything else around me. She stirred just before intermission, her alertness returning as if she’d sensed the timing. As we made our way down the stairs, she pinched my butt—twice—her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me.

She wasted no time in securing us champagne, and Kitty and George soon joined us. Kitty sent George off to fetch their drinks while she excused herself to the restroom, and Lana handed me her glass before following her. When George finally returned—he moved at a leisurely pace—we made polite conversation while we waited. He was quiet, a bit hard of hearing, but undeniably kind.

Kitty reappeared and positioned herself right beside me, downing her champagne with impressive speed. “Lana,” she said, her tone light and teasing, “I have to say, you and your fiancé are the most entertaining couple we’ve met in months. It’s a shame there aren’t more intermissions to get to know you better before we head back to the hotel after the show. We usually stay overnight. Have you two ever done that?”

I hesitated, unsure how to respond, but Lana stepped in smoothly. “We don’t usually plan ahead,” she said with a playful smirk. “Sometimes we head home, and other times we stay. Stephen never lets me know until the last minute.” They both laughed, and I played along, though I knew she was spinning the story entirely.

The lights flickered, signaling the end of intermission, and Kitty and George hurried off—George moving at his usual unhurried pace. As they left, Kitty turned back with a smile. “I’ll wave from down below,” she called, her voice carrying a hint of mischief.

We made our way back to our seats, the lingering taste of champagne still on our lips. Mrs. Wentworth, ever the one to savor every last drop, had finished her glass while I’d barely managed half of mine. She seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself, her mood light and playful as we strolled through the dimly lit corridor. As we approached the stairs, she looped my arm around her waist, her fingers brushing against mine as she leaned into me. “Help me up the steps, darling,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing. But then she paused, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, “A little lower, Stephen. It’s late, and your date won’t mind, I promise.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I hesitated for only a moment before sliding my hand down to rest on the curve of her backside. I gave her a gentle squeeze as we continued walking, my heart racing as we stepped into the privacy of our box. She settled into her seat, her eyes glinting with mischief as she turned to me. “Tell me, Stephen,” she began, her voice soft but deliberate, “when you’re at the movies, do you ever kiss your date if the scene is slow or the theater is nice and dark?”

I felt my cheeks flush, unsure how to respond, but she didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she pressed a finger to her lips, silencing me with a quiet “shhh,” before leaning in. Her lips met mine in a kiss that was tender yet insistent, reminiscent of the way she’d kissed me on our very first date. My lips parted instinctively, and I kissed her back, my pulse quickening as her tongue teased the edge of my mouth. She pulled back just enough to murmur, “This is what I meant. I wanted to know if you kissed like this.” But she didn’t wait for a reply, her lips capturing mine again, her tongue delving deeper this time.

Our kisses grew more urgent, our tongues tangling as we explored each other with a hunger that left me breathless. My hands roamed over her back, feeling the delicate fabric of her dress beneath my fingers, while hers traced the contours of my body, igniting a fire that burned hotter with every touch. I could feel the layers of her clothing, the seams and textures adding to the intoxicating sensation of being so close to her. And then, her hand drifted lower, her fingers brushing against the growing hardness in my lap. I tried to act as though it was the most natural thing in the world, as if I’d been expecting it all along.

My own hands ventured further, finding the soft curves of her breasts beneath her dress. I caressed them gently, my fingertips grazing over the hardened peaks of her nipples, even through the layers of fabric. When I pinched them lightly, she let out a low, throaty moan that sent a jolt of desire straight through me. Her lips broke away from mine, and she tugged at me, urging me to slide out of my seat and onto the floor. The opera continued in the background, but it was nothing more than a distant hum now, drowned out by the sound of her breathing and the pounding of my own heart.

She spread her legs, her skirt hitching higher as she guided me into place. Her hands tangled in my hair, not directing me but holding me close as I leaned in, my tongue tracing the damp fabric of her panties. She was already so wet, her arousal evident as I teased her, my tongue flicking over her most sensitive spots. I focused on her clit, circling it with deliberate strokes, just as she’d taught me. Her grip on my hair tightened, her breath hitching as she arched into me, lost in the pleasure I was determined to give her.

Her thighs would tighten around my head every so often, gripping me with a force that was both thrilling and slightly suffocating. I could feel the pressure of her legs clamping down, pulling me closer, as if she wanted to bury me deeper into her. A part of me worried she might cry out, her pleasure too much to contain, but another part of me—the reckless, hungry part—didn’t care if the entire theater heard. She didn’t scream, though. Instead, her fingers hooked into the edge of her panties, tugging them aside to give me full, unfettered access to her.

It didn’t take long after that. Within minutes, her body began to tremble, her thighs quivering against my ears as her orgasm ripped through her. She arched forward, her breath hitching, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the crown of my head. But then, with a gentle tug, she pulled me away, signaling for me to stop. We stayed like that for a while, her hand still tangled in my hair, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Eventually, she straightened herself, smoothing her skirt and adjusting her posture with a quiet, composed grace.

I climbed back into my seat, my heart still racing, and barely had time to collect myself before the final notes of the opera echoed through the theater. She leaned in then, her lips brushing mine in a kiss that was tender but insistent, before trailing across my cheeks and forehead, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake.

As we stepped into the dimly lit hallway behind the boxes, she paused, her voice low and intimate as she whispered, “I love the opera.” Her words were simple, but the way she said them, the way her eyes lingered on mine, made it clear that she wasn’t just talking about the music.


Chapter 7: Mrs. W. Enjoys the Nightcap

As we stepped out of the opera box, Mrs. Wentworth was practically glowing with delight, her lips brushing against mine in a soft, lingering kiss as she murmured, "I adore the opera." Her happiness radiated, no doubt amplified by the endless glasses of wine and champagne we’d indulged in throughout the evening. And, of course, there was the fact that I’d spent the final act on my knees before her, my mouth working between her thighs until she trembled with release. It had been unexpected, unplanned—a moment that neither of us had anticipated when we’d begun this charade of a date. Though she’d been adamant about teaching me, guiding me, I doubted she’d imagined it would lead to this.

I felt incredible, too. In the rare moments when our relationship had crossed into something more intimate, we never spoke of it afterward. It was as though Mrs. Wentworth transformed into someone else entirely during those times, and by the time we could address it, she’d reverted to her usual composed self. But tonight, I didn’t care to analyze it. I didn’t want to question why or how. I simply reveled in the lingering sensation, the faint taste of her still on my lips, and the heady thrill of what had just transpired.

We strolled back to the lobby, much as we had during intermission, but now the opera was over, and the crowd was dispersing. Earlier, she’d told our intermission acquaintances that we might head home, though sometimes we stayed over. We hadn’t actually decided, and I wanted to ask her what she was thinking, but I hesitated, unsure how to broach the subject.

We crossed the walking bridge toward the parking garage and the hotel, the night air cool against our skin. She didn’t mention a room, didn’t say a word about it. Instead, she simply instructed me to wait by the elevators while she disappeared, presumably to retrieve a key. I didn’t mind. In fact, I was relieved.

When she returned, she seemed calmer, though her happiness still shone through. I offered to fetch the car and grab the overnight bag she’d packed, just in case. But she waved me off with a soft laugh, her voice warm and teasing. "Don’t be silly, darling. That was all taken care of when we arrived before dinner."

As we stepped into the elevator, we ran into George and Kitty, the couple we’d chatted with during intermission. George looked even more weathered now, the hours having taken their toll. He appeared exhausted, his age showing more prominently—I guessed he was well into his eighties. Kitty, on the other hand, seemed as lively as ever. Earlier, I’d thought she was perhaps five or ten years younger than George, but now I would have guessed the gap was far wider. Still, she was kind and pleasant, her energy undiminished by the late hour.

As we stepped into the elevator, the conversation flowed, though George remained mostly silent, his energy clearly waning as the night wore on. Kitty, on the other hand, was as lively as ever, her voice carrying a playful lilt. "Stephen," she said with a mischievous grin, "your hair looks a bit... disheveled." I couldn't help but laugh, knowing full well the reason behind my tousled appearance was something she couldn’t possibly guess. Her eyes then shifted to Mrs. Wentworth, and she added, "Lana, we’re just popping up to our room for a moment, but then we’re heading to the bar on the top floor for a nightcap. The view is simply divine."

Lana—the name Mrs. Wentworth sometimes used when we were out, though her real name was Doris—smiled warmly. "Oh, we might just join you," she replied, her tone casual but with a hint of something more. "Stephen has a soft spot for that bar." Her words sent a little thrill through me, though I tried to keep my expression neutral.

When we reached our floor, Kitty gave my backside a playful pinch as I stepped out of the elevator. It wasn’t the first time she’d done it that evening, and while it was unexpected, I found it more amusing than anything else. I shot her a quick grin before following Mrs. Wentworth down the hall to our room.

Once inside, I set the bag down on a nearby table and wandered over to the large window. The view wasn’t as breathtaking as the one from the top floor, but even from the 25th story, the city sprawled out below us in a glittering mosaic of lights. Mrs. Wentworth came up behind me, her body pressing gently against mine, and her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, "Isn’t it stunning? The kind of view that makes a girl feel... romantic." Her voice was low, deliberate, and I knew she was well aware of the effect it had on me. Still, I kept my response simple. "I’m glad we decided to stay over."

She took my hand, her grip firm but playful, and tugged me toward the door. "Since we’re here, we might as well make the most of it. Let’s head up to that charming bar and enjoy ourselves without worrying about driving back." Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I let her lead me back to the elevator.

The bar on the top floor was quiet, the kind of intimate space that felt almost private. We settled into a cozy booth by the windows, the entire wall offering a panoramic view that outshone even the one from our room. The city lights twinkled like stars, and for a moment, it felt like we were the only two people in the world. We ordered brandy, though it wasn’t my usual drink. It felt fitting for the moment, sophisticated and indulgent, even if the taste wasn’t quite to my liking.

As we sat there, lost in the view and the quiet hum of the evening, Kitty appeared behind us, her presence breaking the spell. I’d almost forgotten she’d mentioned joining us. Without waiting for an invitation, she slid into the booth beside us. "Just me tonight," she said, her tone light but tinged with a hint of weariness. "George was completely worn out by the evening. He’s already in bed—he tires so easily these days." Her words carried a note of fondness, but also a quiet resignation, as if she were used to this rhythm of their lives.

Mrs. Wentworth’s expression softened with genuine concern as she inquired about George’s health, her voice laced with sympathy. Kitty sighed, her tone tinged with a mix of fondness and resignation. “Well, a lot of it comes down to age, you know. George is quite a bit older than I am, and that brings its own set of challenges. But honestly, it’s fine. It’s one of the reasons he enjoys going to events like this—meeting new people, keeping things lively. Lana, he told me how much he enjoyed meeting you, and he wanted me to apologize for not joining us tonight. Oh, and he liked you too, Stephen, I’m sure,” she added with a playful wink.

I chuckled, shaking my head. I had no doubt George was far more captivated by Mrs. Wentworth, even if he wasn’t exactly the lecherous type. “I think he spent more time talking to, uh, Lana than to me,” I replied, grinning. “I hope he feels better by morning.”

Kitty leaned in, her hand brushing against my knee as she squeezed it lightly. I was wedged between her and Mrs. Wentworth in the curved booth, and her touch sent a jolt of warmth through me. “Don’t be jealous,” she teased, her voice low and teasing. “I’m sure he just didn’t appreciate your cute butt as much as someone like me does.” She laughed, her eyes sparkling, then turned to Mrs. Wentworth with a mock-serious expression. “Not that I’m trying to steal your man, Lana.”

The atmosphere was light and playful, the kind of easy camaraderie that made the evening feel effortless. Kitty was a natural at keeping the conversation flowing, her charm as intoxicating as the brandy we were sipping. At one point, Mrs. Wentworth mentioned how much she enjoyed dressing up for the occasion. “I love this dress and everything I bought to go with it,” she said, her voice warm with satisfaction. “There’s something about being all dressed up that feels so indulgent. I did think about changing into something more casual, but Stephen was in such a rush to get up here that it made the decision for me. And now I’m glad I didn’t—you didn’t change either,” she added, shooting me a knowing smile, even though her words weren’t entirely accurate.

Kitty, clearly enjoying herself, matched Mrs. Wentworth drink for drink. “Oh, I didn’t even consider changing,” she said with a laugh, her voice slightly slurred but still lively. “I didn’t want to risk being late and missing you two. Besides, my corset isn’t exactly a quick in-and-out kind of thing.” As she said the word corset, she lifted her breasts slightly with her hands, drawing attention to the way the garment accentuated her figure.

I wasn’t exactly an expert on corsets, but her gesture immediately drew my gaze to her chest. Her breasts were lifted perfectly, the cleavage on full display, and I couldn’t help but notice how striking she looked. I’d caught myself glancing at her more than a few times throughout the evening, but now that she was deliberately calling attention to it, I found it impossible to look away. I had a feeling that might have been her intention all along.

Mrs. Wentworth, ever the conversationalist, began asking Kitty about the corset, her curiosity piqued. But I was too distracted to pay much attention to their exchange. The alcohol had loosened my inhibitions, and I wasn’t exactly subtle about where my eyes lingered. Mrs. Wentworth, however, didn’t seem to mind. “Oh, I’ve thought about trying a corset,” she said, her tone thoughtful. “Do you like wearing it? It’s incredibly flattering on you. You look absolutely stunning.”

Kitty smiled warmly, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and gratitude. "Oh, Lana, you’re too kind," she purred, her voice soft and appreciative. She shifted closer to Mrs. Wentworth, which, of course, meant she was now practically brushing against me. Their conversation flowed around me, but my attention was entirely consumed by the way Kitty leaned forward, her cleavage on full display, almost close enough for me to feel the warmth radiating from her skin. She lowered her voice to a whisper, her tone dripping with playful confidence. "I adore how it holds me together, you know? It’s like it knows exactly how to accentuate everything. And this little bit of lace here," she said, her fingers teasingly loosening a button, "well, let’s just say it tends to catch a certain kind of attention." Her gaze flicked to me, and she let out a light, knowing laugh.

Both women were laughing now, their eyes fixed on me, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks. I tried to look away, but it was impossible not to be drawn back to the way they were discussing the corset, its fit, and where Kitty had found it. Finally, Kitty turned to me, her expression softening. "Stephen," she began, her voice warm and inviting, "I’m so glad Lana managed to convince you to stay over instead of driving home. George and I were just saying how lovely it was to meet such delightful people at the opera. Most of the crowd is dreadfully dull, but you and Lana—you’re something special. So full of life."

I stumbled over my words, trying to sound as composed as possible. "Yes, we felt the same about you two. Lana and I come here often—twice this week, actually—and we really enjoyed your company." I glanced at Mrs. Wentworth, who was beaming at me, her smile telling me I was doing a decent job of sounding cultured and mature. She looked pleased, and that made me feel a little more at ease.

Kitty’s smile widened, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. "Well, I do hope we can enjoy your company again soon. But for now, they’re closing up here, so why don’t you follow me, and we’ll head out?" Without waiting for a response, she stood gracefully and began to walk away. Mrs. Wentworth and I exchanged a quick glance before following her, almost instinctively, as if pulled by some invisible thread.

When we reached the elevator, I hesitated, unsure of how to end the evening. "I guess this is goodnight, then," I said, my voice tinged with a mix of relief and reluctance. But before I could step back, Kitty closed the distance between us, her arms wrapping around me in a firm, unexpected hug. Then, to my surprise, she kissed me—not a fleeting peck, but something more deliberate, more lingering. My heart raced as she pulled away, her lips curving into a sly smile.

We all stepped into the elevator, and Kitty pressed the button for her floor. "But you’ll both join me in our suite for the nightcap we didn’t have time to finish," she insisted, her tone leaving no room for argument. She turned to Mrs. Wentworth, holding both of her hands and locking eyes with her. "Just a quick drink, and then you can be on your way to whatever it is you two have planned."

We didn’t exactly agree, but we didn’t refuse either. The elevator doors closed, and before I knew it, we were stepping into their suite. My eyes widened as I took in the sheer size of the space—it wasn’t just a room; it was an entire suite, complete with multiple areas. A woman emerged from one of the doors, whispering something to Kitty before disappearing back into what looked like a bedroom.

Kitty noticed my curiosity and explained with a casual wave of her hand, "That’s our nurse. George prefers to travel with one these days, and honestly, it’s been quite helpful." Mrs. Wentworth and I exchanged another glance, both of us clearly impressed by the opulence of the suite.

Finally, I found my voice. "Wow, did you get all of this just for the night?" I asked, my tone a mix of awe and disbelief.

Kitty’s laughter was soft, almost musical, as she shook her head. “Oh, darling, no. This suite is ours whenever we need it. Didn’t you realize? George owns this hotel—among others, of course.” Her tone was casual, as though she were discussing the weather, but there was a glint of something more in her eyes, something that made my pulse quicken.

I blinked, caught off guard. “Wow, no, I had no idea. I mean, I didn’t know anything about you two. I just thought you were… well, nice people we happened to meet at the opera.” My voice trailed off, feeling suddenly inadequate in the face of her effortless sophistication.

Kitty’s gaze shifted to Mrs. Wentworth, her lips curving into a sly smile. “He’s so sweet, isn’t he? And sexy, too. I can see why you adore him. Be careful, Lana, or I might just have to steal him away.” Her words were playful, but there was an edge to them, a hint of something darker, more tantalizing. Before I could react, she stepped closer, wrapping her arms around me in a hug that lingered far longer than necessary. Her body pressed against mine, warm and deliberate, and I could feel the faintest tremor of something unspoken passing between us.

Mrs. Wentworth’s expression was unreadable, her lips parted slightly as though she were about to say something but thought better of it. She simply watched Kitty, her eyes narrowing just a fraction, as if trying to decipher the game being played. Kitty, for her part, seemed to revel in the tension, her movements fluid and deliberate as she stepped even closer to Mrs. Wentworth. For a moment, I wasn’t sure what was happening—was Kitty flirting with me? With her? Or was it all just some elaborate performance designed to keep us on edge?

Kitty’s voice dropped to a whisper, soft and intimate. “Lana, were you admiring my corset earlier? Did you want one for yourself? Or perhaps you’d like to borrow this one? I think Stephen might enjoy that.” Her tone was teasing, but there was an undercurrent of something more, something that made my stomach tighten.

Mrs. Wentworth met her gaze head-on, her voice firm but not unkind. “No, Kitty. It looks stunning on you, and I wouldn’t dream of asking you to take it off. But I do think I’d like to get one for myself someday.” Her words were measured, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—curiosity, perhaps, or even a challenge.

Kitty’s hand moved then, so subtly I almost missed it. She reached out, her fingers brushing lightly over Mrs. Wentworth’s chest, her touch lingering just a fraction too long. It was as though I wasn’t even in the room, as though the two of them were caught in some private moment I wasn’t meant to witness. Then, with a soft chime, Kitty rang a small bell, and the nurse we’d seen earlier reappeared, her presence as quiet and unobtrusive as a shadow. Kitty murmured something to her, and the nurse disappeared once more, leaving the three of us in a charged silence.

The atmosphere shifted then, Kitty’s demeanor becoming almost breezy as she poured us each a drink and began chatting about the view, the hotel, and the city beyond. It was as though the tension of moments before had never existed, replaced by an easy, almost casual friendliness. But the memory of it lingered, like the faintest trace of perfume in the air.

After about ten minutes, Mrs. Wentworth stood, signaling that it was time for us to leave. Kitty rose as well, her movements graceful and deliberate. She pulled me into another embrace, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was anything but casual. Her hands gripped my backside, her nails digging in just enough to leave a mark, and I felt a jolt of heat shoot through me. When she turned to Mrs. Wentworth, she kissed her on both cheeks, her lips brushing against her skin with a tenderness that felt almost intimate.

The nurse reappeared, handing Kitty a small bag, which she passed to Mrs. Wentworth with a smile. “I hope you both sleep well tonight. I’d love to see you again soon—perhaps for breakfast, if you’re not in a rush to leave. Or maybe dinner before the opera. George would adore seeing you both again.” Her words were warm, but there was a promise in them, a suggestion of something more to come.

We thanked her and made our way to the elevator, the weight of the evening settling over us like a heavy blanket. Once we were back in our room, I turned to Mrs. Wentworth, my voice low. “That was… a little strange, wasn’t it?” The words felt inadequate, but they were all I had. The night had been a whirlwind of emotions, of unspoken desires and fleeting touches, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it all.

Mrs. Wentworth tilted her head, her lips curving into a soft smile. "Kitty was just being... Kitty. She’s a bit eccentric, but she genuinely enjoyed our company. With her age and the kind of wealth she has, she’s in a different world socially. It’s just how she is." Her voice was calm, almost soothing, as if she were trying to reassure me.

Then she moved to the suitcase, her fingers deftly unzipping it. "Darling," she began, her tone warm and intimate, "I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of packing for both of us. I thought it might make things easier." She glanced up at me, her eyes searching for my reaction.

Of course, I didn’t mind. Not at all. In fact, I loved it—the way she called me "darling," the way it felt like we were a married couple, comfortable and familiar, yet still tinged with that spark of affection. It struck me then, how deeply I felt for her, how much I wanted to be close to her, not just physically but emotionally too.

I excused myself to the bathroom, taking a few minutes to freshen up, brushing my teeth and splashing water on my face. When I returned, she had laid out a pair of pajamas on the bed, neatly folded and waiting for me. She smiled, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Now, be a dear and slip into the jammies I brought for you while I change," she said, her voice playful yet commanding.

I couldn’t help but chuckle at the word "jammies." Darling? Sure. But jammies? That was a bit much. Still, I obliged, sliding into the dark red silk pajamas she’d chosen. They were luxurious, the fabric cool and smooth against my skin, and I couldn’t deny how good they felt. My body was still humming with the lingering arousal from earlier, and the silk only heightened the sensation. I stood by the window, gazing out at the city lights, the view breathtaking even from our lower floor.

I didn’t hear her approach, but suddenly she was there, her body pressed against my back, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, "You look absolutely adorable in your jammies, dear. Do you like them?"

I didn’t turn around, not yet. Her closeness was intoxicating, and I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her nightgown. "They’re very nice, Mrs. Wentworth," I murmured, my voice low. "Thank you."

She shushed me gently, her hands turning me to face her. "No, no," she said, her tone firm but affectionate. "This is still our date. You can call me Lana. Tell me, do you like Lana’s nightgown?"

She stepped back, giving me a full view, and I was speechless. The gown was satin, the same deep red as my pajamas, but where mine were shorts, hers flowed down to the floor, elegant and sensual, designed for the privacy of the night. She looked stunning, and I felt a surge of desire mixed with awe. "Wow, Lana," I breathed. "You look... incredible. I feel like the luckiest man alive."

She twirled once, the fabric swirling around her, her smile radiant. But then she paused, her expression shifting to something more serious, almost vulnerable. "Stephen," she said softly, "I don’t want you to be upset with me. I feel terrible. I feel like... like you might be mad at Lana."

I was taken aback. "What? Why would I be mad? Lana, I’m not mad at all. This has been the best date of my life."

She gazed at me, her eyes soft yet intense, and gently tugged me toward her until we were both perched on the edge of the bed. “Stephen,” she began, her voice low and intimate, “this is a date, isn’t it? And we’ve uncovered so many things that happen on a date—dinner, the opera, the bar. My darling, Lana has been having the most extraordinary time, but I can’t help feeling guilty. I wasn’t thinking of you, not the way I should have.”

Ah, now I understood. She must have realized that opera wasn’t exactly my thing. “Don’t think like that, Lana,” I said, my voice steady but warm. “I’d never been to an opera before, and I’ll admit, I didn’t expect to enjoy it. But seeing you so enthralled, being there with you, made it all worthwhile. Honestly, I did enjoy it. But watching you enjoy it? That’s what made it truly special for me.”

She turned to me then, her arms wrapping around me in a tight embrace. Her lips brushed against my ear as she whispered, “That’s exactly what I mean, my love. You made Lana so happy. You thought of me, and I… I didn’t think of you. You were so selfless, Stephen. You went down on the floor in our opera box, just for me.” Her words sent a shiver through me as she recounted what had happened barely an hour ago. Reliving it made my pulse quicken all over again.

“Do you remember, Stephen?” she murmured, her breath hot against my skin. “You were kissing me, and I got so excited because you’re such an incredible kisser. Then you decided to go down on the floor…” I remembered her pushing me down, but I didn’t interrupt. I wanted to hear her tell it. “And then your tongue, so gentle, so perfect… you gave Lana such a wonderful evening. I had the most delicious orgasm, Stephen.”

I knew all of this, of course, but hearing her say it, her voice husky and intimate, was unbearably erotic. She spoke directly into my ear, her body pressed tightly against mine, her words wrapping around me like a sensual spell.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes locking onto mine, her expression a mix of vulnerability and desire. “Stephen, I feel so selfish. I almost think I deserve to be spanked again.” Her words caught me off guard, and I wasn’t sure how to respond. Before I could say anything, her hand slid between my legs, and I realized just how hard I was. She gripped me through the silk of my pajamas, her touch firm and deliberate. “Get into bed,” she whispered, her voice a command and a promise all at once.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I slid under the covers, the cool sheets a stark contrast to the heat building inside me. She turned off the light, plunging the room into near darkness, save for the faint glow of the city lights filtering through the window. It was just enough to outline her silhouette as she joined me in bed.

Her lips found mine, soft at first, then growing hungrier, more insistent. I felt her hand slip beneath the leg of my shorts, her fingers wrapping around me, stroking me slowly as we kissed. Her body pressed against mine, her satin gown sliding against my skin. I kissed her back with equal fervor, my hands exploring the curves of her body through the thin fabric. I could feel the firmness of her nipples beneath the satin, and I teased them gently, relishing the way she arched into my touch.

Her fingers worked deftly at the buttons of my pajama shirt, her lips trailing down my chest with a hunger that matched the intensity of our earlier kisses. Each kiss grew lower, her mouth exploring my skin with a fervor that left me breathless. When her lips brushed against my navel, the heat of her breath sent shivers through me, her passion unmistakable. Her hands slid lower, tugging at the waistband of my shorts, freeing my aching cock from its confines. She paused, her gaze lifting to meet mine, her voice soft but filled with emotion. "Stephen, Lana loves you," she murmured, her words sending a thrill through me.

Then her mouth was on me, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony, teasing and tasting every inch of my throbbing length. She took her time, her tongue swirling around the shaft before dipping lower to lavish attention on my balls, her touch driving me wild. It felt like an eternity, though it couldn’t have been more than a few minutes. My breath hitched, my body tensing as I gasped, "I’m about to cum." She pulled back just in time, her gown catching the release as she pressed the fabric against me, her satin folds cradling me as I shuddered with pleasure. We lay there together, her head resting on my chest, the silence between us heavy with unspoken intimacy.

Hours passed in that quiet embrace, the night stretching on in a haze of contentment. At some point, she slipped away to the bathroom, the sound of running water faint in the background. When she returned, she slid back into bed beside me, her warmth a comforting presence as we drifted off together.

The curtains, left open to let the city’s glow filter through, ensured the morning sun would rouse us gently. As the light crept in, Mrs. Wentworth stirred, her voice soft but commanding. "Stay there, I’ll get this," she said, rising to close the curtains before disappearing into the bathroom once more.

I lay there, the silk shorts the only barrier between me and the cool sheets, my mind replaying the events of the night—and the entire week. None of it had been what I’d expected, and yet it had been more than I could have imagined. My thoughts were interrupted by her voice, playful and inviting. "Stephen, darling, this date isn’t over yet." I turned to see her standing at the foot of the bed, her presence commanding my full attention.


Chapter 8: Mrs. W. and Stephen

I lay there in the soft morning light, the city sprawling far below us, the golden rays streaming through the windows, a gentle reminder that the whirlwind of the past week hadn’t been some fleeting fantasy. Just seven days ago, I’d been irritated at my mother for insisting I stay with her friend, Mrs. Wentworth—my former teacher from what felt like a lifetime ago. I’d rolled my eyes at the idea, convinced she’d be the same dull, aging woman I remembered. But she wasn’t. Not at all. She was vibrant, captivating, and far from boring. In fact, I’d found myself growing deeply attached to her, drawn to her in ways I hadn’t anticipated.

We’d spent the week in a strange, intoxicating dance of intimacy. She’d become “Lana” during our practice dates, teaching me things I’d never imagined, guiding me with a confidence that left me breathless. Our encounters had been electric, though we hadn’t gone all the way—not yet. Just the day before, I’d knelt before her at the opera, my mouth worshiping her in a way that made my heart race even now. And later, in the hotel, she’d given me the most incredible blowjob of my life. Not that I had much to compare it to—my experience was limited, but it didn’t matter. With her, it was perfect.

We’d shared a bed all night, her body pressed close to mine, the intimacy of it overwhelming in the best possible way. In just a week, I’d reached a point where I couldn’t imagine not being near her, not wanting to care for her, to be there for her in every way she needed.

As I lay there, lost in thought, I realized I was wearing only the silk pajama shorts she’d bought for me. My top had somehow disappeared during the night, leaving me bare-chested and vulnerable. The sound of her returning from the bathroom pulled me from my reverie. I’d grown accustomed to her morning persona—so different from the fiery, uninhibited “Lana” of the night before. In the daylight, she seemed almost unaware of what had transpired between us, as if it were a dream she’d already forgotten.

But this morning was different.

Her voice cut through the quiet, soft yet commanding. “Stephen, darling,” she purred, “the date isn’t over yet.”

I glanced up, my breath catching as I saw her standing near the foot of the bed, leaning casually against the wall. She wasn’t dressed in her usual clothes. Instead, she wore something entirely unexpected—a corset. Not the traditional kind with laces and boning, but something sleek and modern, a gift from Kitty the night before. It was red and black, the satin gleaming under the morning light, paired with matching panties that clung to her curves.

The way it hugged her body was nothing short of breathtaking. It pushed her breasts up, the soft flesh spilling slightly over the top, the sight of it sending a jolt of desire through me. Her expression was a mix of mischief and allure, her eyes dark with promise.

I must have looked stunned, because she smirked, her voice low and teasing. “Lana’s not ready to go to breakfast.”

God, I loved when she called herself Lana. It always meant something extraordinary was about to happen.

She moved closer, her presence commanding the space as she reached the edge of the bed. With a deliberate tug, she freed the sheet from its tangle, letting it fall away as she gracefully sank to her knees. My breath hitched as I glanced down, catching the mischievous curve of her grin just before her head vanished beneath the fabric. The sensation of her tongue tracing the arch of my foot sent a shiver through me, and I froze, utterly captivated. Her mouth worked its way up, licking, sucking, teasing—each touch igniting something deep within me. It wasn’t what you’d call a traditional act of intimacy, but the thrill of it was undeniable. Hidden beneath the sheet, her movements were a mystery, but the warmth of her lips and the softness of her kisses as she traveled up my leg were intoxicating. It felt surreal, like a fantasy I hadn’t dared to dream. The memory of the last time she’d taken me into her mouth flashed in my mind, how she’d brushed it off the next morning as if it had never happened. But today, the way she was moving, the way she was touching me—it felt like she might give me that gift again.

Her tongue danced higher, skimming the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, her fingers nudging the hem of my shorts just enough to expose more of me. She hadn’t reached my cock yet, but the weight of her hair, the brush of her face against my hardness, was maddening. I could feel her breath, her warmth, as she pressed her lips to my stomach, her tongue swirling around my navel as if she were savoring every inch of me. Then, suddenly, the sheet was pushed aside, and there she was, her eyes locking onto mine. Her expression was a mix of delight and something darker, more primal—like a predator poised to devour its prey. It was intoxicating, the way she looked at me, her hunger so palpable it made my pulse race.

Without breaking eye contact, she leaned in, her tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up my chest, over my collarbone, and along the curve of my neck before her lips met mine. The kiss was electric, her mouth claiming mine with a fervor that left me breathless. My hands roamed over her body, exploring the satin corset that clung to her curves, gripping the swell of her ass as she pressed herself against me. She broke the kiss with a soft moan, her hands moving to her panties, sliding them down her legs before playfully dragging them across my face. The scent of her arousal was heady, and I groaned as she kissed me again, her body shifting above me.

She sat back, her fingers working at the hooks of her corset, the deliberate slowness of her movements only heightening the anticipation. The sound of each clasp releasing was like a countdown, each one bringing her closer to being fully exposed. Finally, she pulled the corset open, her back arching as her breasts spilled free, the sight of them almost too much to bear. She leaned down, guiding one nipple to my mouth, her fingers tangling in my hair as she urged me to take her in. I did, eagerly, my tongue and teeth teasing her until she gasped, her body writhing above me.

Her hand reached behind her, her fingers wrapping around my cock, guiding me to her entrance. She shifted slightly, her eyes never leaving mine, and then I felt it—the heat of her, the tightness as she lowered herself onto me. The sound she made, that low, satisfied hum, sent a jolt of pleasure through me. It was perfect, natural, and yet my mind was reeling, overwhelmed by the reality of being inside her. Her eyes held mine, her smile soft but knowing, as she began to move, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm that left me utterly undone.

I was moving inside her with a slow, deliberate rhythm, savoring every sensation, when her voice broke through the haze, soft and urgent. “Faster, darling,” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin. I obeyed, my pace quickening, my thrusts growing deeper, harder, until I felt that familiar, unstoppable pressure building within me. Just as I was about to warn her, she leaned down, her lips brushing my ear, and murmured, “Let go. Do it. Yesssssss…” Her voice was a sultry command, and I obeyed, surrendering completely. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, one after another, until I was utterly spent.

We lay there afterward, tangled together, her warm body pressed against mine. Her chest rose and fell against me, her breasts soft and heavy, her breath still uneven. Her head rested beside mine, her lips grazing the sensitive spot behind my ear. The world faded away, and for a moment, I thought we might drift off to sleep, wrapped in that blissful, post-coital haze.

After what felt like an eternity, she shifted, lifting herself off me with a quiet grace. She reached for the sheet, using it to clean up the evidence of our passion before slipping her panties back on. “Why don’t you freshen up, sweetheart?” she suggested, her voice playful. “I think Lana’s lover boy could use a shower.”

I nodded, still dazed, and made my way to the bathroom. She followed, grabbing a washcloth and running it under the water before gently wiping herself down. Then, with a teasing smile, she left me to it. I stepped into the shower, letting the warm water wash over me, and took my time shaving and cleaning up. When I emerged, the bed was neatly made, and a set of clothes was laid out for me—blue khakis, a crisp dress shirt, and boxers. I reached for an undershirt, but she stopped me, her hand sliding over my chest. “No undershirt,” she said firmly, her touch lingering. I dressed quickly, feeling the soft fabric against my skin.

She was already fully dressed by the time I finished, looking effortlessly elegant in a yellow blouse, a sleek skirt, and heels. Our bags were packed and waiting by the door. I had no idea what the day had in store for us, but in that moment, I didn’t care. Whatever it was, I was ready.

Down in the lobby, someone greeted us and took our bags. We made our way to the restaurant, where we were shown to a table. To my surprise, Kitty and George were already there, seated and chatting. I glanced at Mrs. Wentworth, who simply shrugged, her expression unreadable.

George, however, was full of energy, greeting me like an old friend—or perhaps more accurately, like a doting grandfather. He kissed Mrs. Wentworth’s hand with old-fashioned charm, though his gaze lingered a little too long on her cleavage, betraying his less-than-chivalrous thoughts. Kitty, as charming as ever, seemed even more radiant than the night before. Maybe it was because I’d just had sex, but I found myself less preoccupied with her undeniable allure this morning. Still, I kissed her hand as George had done, but she pulled it away, wrapping me in a tight hug instead. Her teeth grazed my ear, and I caught George’s amused smile. She then turned to Mrs. Wentworth, embracing her with equal affection. I couldn’t hear what Mrs. Wentworth said, but Kitty’s response was clear: “I’m glad. Did you wear it?” A pause, then, “No wonder you were late to breakfast.” I saw Kitty’s hand give Mrs. Wentworth’s backside a playful squeeze before they both sat down.

Despite the age difference, we had a fantastic time together. It was surprising, really, how comfortable and natural it all felt. George could have been my grandfather, but we laughed and talked like old friends. The breakfast was delicious, but even if it hadn’t been, the company would have made it unforgettable. On a day like that, I would have enjoyed breakfast with just about anyone, but sharing it with them made it truly special.

I rose from the table, excusing myself to head to the bathroom, and Kitty decided to accompany me, mentioning she needed to check out or inform the front desk about something. She linked her arm through mine, a gesture that felt pleasantly old-fashioned, and guided me to the restroom. “See you soon,” she said with a smile before I stepped inside.

Once I was done, I stood at the sink, washing my hands and staring at my reflection in the mirror, lost in thought about how much had shifted in such a short time. My mind was still spinning when I caught sight of Kitty in the mirror behind me, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. “Kitty,” I said, my voice a mix of surprise and amusement, “this is the men’s room.”

Her response didn’t shock me, though. “I know,” she said, her tone casual as she stepped closer, wrapping her arms around me from behind. Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, as she spoke into my ear. “Stephen, I’m not as old as you think I am, and I like you.”

Her words didn’t catch me off guard entirely. I’d felt the tension building between us since last night at the opera, the way her eyes lingered on me, the subtle hints she’d dropped. Though, if I’m being honest, part of me had wondered if her attention was more directed at Mrs. Wentworth. What did surprise me, however, was the way her hands moved, sliding down to grip the growing bulge in my pants. I watched her through the mirror, my breath hitching as she unzipped my trousers and reached inside, her fingers brushing against me. The sound of her voice, low and sultry, sent a shiver down my spine. “Mmmmm, Kitty likes,” she murmured, her touch deliberate and teasing.

I was undeniably turned on. Kitty had been alluring from the moment we met, and her age didn’t matter to me in the slightest. But as her hands worked their magic, my thoughts immediately turned to Mrs. Wentworth. I couldn’t do this. I wouldn’t. “Kitty,” I said, my voice firm despite the heat pooling in my stomach, “I can’t. You’re amazing, but Lana is… well, she’s right outside, and I could never. I’m in love with her. I can’t.”

It was the first time I’d admitted it out loud, even to myself, and the words felt heavy yet freeing. My feelings for Lana—Mrs. Wentworth—were undeniable, and saying it aloud only solidified how deeply I cared for her.

Kitty didn’t seem upset in the slightest. Instead, she smiled, her expression warm and understanding. “That’s so sweet,” she said, her tone almost maternal. “I knew you two were special. I should’ve known I’d have to convince her to share you—or at least lend you to me for a bit. Leave it to me.” With that, she stepped back, smoothing her dress before leaving the restroom.

The whole encounter left me feeling off-kilter, and I took a few moments to collect myself, adjusting my clothes and splashing some water on my face. When I finally returned to the table, Mrs. Wentworth gave me a curious look, though no one else seemed to notice anything amiss. She stood to excuse herself to the restroom, leaning in close as she passed me. “Remind me to talk to you about George,” she whispered, her tone cryptic.

As she walked away, Kitty rose from her seat and followed her, the two women heading to the ladies’ room together. I couldn’t help but smile at the sight—apparently, women of all ages had this habit of going to the restroom in pairs. I’d always thought it was a younger woman thing.

George, meanwhile, leaned back in his chair, a grin spreading across his face. “I like your woman,” he said, his voice tinged with admiration. “She’s feisty. I’ve had my share of feisty ones before Kitty tamed me.” His words carried a hint of nostalgia, and I couldn’t help but chuckle, though my mind was still reeling from the strange, intimate moment with Kitty.

I wasn’t sure how to respond to George’s comment. I doubted Mrs. Wentworth would appreciate being referred to as “my woman,” but men like George seemed to get away with saying things like that, given their age. He launched into a detailed account of all the women he’d been with before Kitty, his voice carrying a nostalgic, almost boastful tone. The ladies were taking their time in the bathroom, so George had plenty of opportunity to keep talking.

When he started describing one woman whose “tongue was three feet long,” I decided to interrupt. “George,” I said, cutting in, “why did you end up settling down with Kitty?”

He paused, his expression softening as he leaned back in his chair. “Well, she was incredible in bed, no doubt about that, my friend. But the truth is, I loved her. Still do. We just… understand each other.” His voice grew quieter, more reflective, and I found myself at a loss for words. There was something unexpectedly profound in his answer, something that didn’t require a response.

Finally, Kitty and Lana returned. Kitty was beaming at me, her smile warm and knowing, while Lana looked slightly different—still smiling, but there was something in her expression I couldn’t quite place. She didn’t sit back down, and George looked a little disappointed, but she said, “Honey, I remember you mentioned wanting to get back by noon. I think we should probably head out.”

It was clear she wanted to leave, and I was fine with that. I said my goodbyes to George and then hugged Kitty, who whispered in my ear, “Can’t wait to see you soon.” I’m almost certain George gave Mrs. Wentworth’s backside a quick squeeze as she said goodbye, but I couldn’t blame him—he was just an old man trying his luck. It was a pleasant farewell, and we left with promises to meet up again soon.

As we walked away, Mrs. Wentworth slipped her arm around me and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to share you this morning.” Her words sent a warm rush through me, and I couldn’t help but smile. “I like them,” I replied. “They’re nice, and I hope we see them again, but I was ready to leave. I’m just as happy with just the two of us. But… there’s something I need to tell you. Kitty followed me into the bathroom earlier, and she… well, she made a move on me. I turned her down, but I wanted you to know.”

By then, we were crossing the pedestrian walkway back toward the opera house. Mrs. Wentworth stopped abruptly, pulling me into a tight hug. “I’m so proud of you!” she exclaimed. “I thought she might try something, but I wasn’t sure when you came back so quickly. I’m glad you said no, even though I do like her.”

We started walking again, her arm still around me. “You know, I like them too,” she said, “but they are… something else. The whole time you were in the bathroom, George kept trying to put his hand between my legs, running it up my thigh. It was a little creepy, but also kind of sweet in a strange way.” She noticed the anger flashing across my face and quickly added, “Don’t be jealous, sweetie. He’s just an old man who can’t do much anymore, and I had it under control.”

I took a deep breath, trying to calm down. “I guess it’s okay,” I said, though my voice still carried a hint of irritation. “But I don’t like him thinking that way. Or his wife thinking she could go after me like that.”

We slipped into the opera house, the space around us eerily quiet, and made our way to what Mrs. Wentworth always referred to as "our box." She didn’t stop talking as we walked, her voice low and intimate, filling the air between us. "Kitty clearly has a thing for you," she murmured, her tone a mix of amusement and possessiveness. "I can’t say I blame her for wanting a taste of what’s mine. Honestly, I’m surprised more people aren’t lining up to steal you away from me." Her words sent a warm, satisfying thrill through me, and I didn’t mind one bit when her hand slid down to my backside, her fingers gripping and squeezing with a playful possessiveness that made my pulse quicken.

By the time we reached the box, the atmosphere felt charged, electric. Mrs. Wentworth turned to me, her eyes soft but intense. "I love being here with you," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "This place feels like ours—a little world where we belong, where so much began." Her words wrapped around me like a warm embrace, and before I could respond, she turned me toward her and kissed me. It wasn’t a gentle, fleeting kiss—it was deep, hungry, and full of intent. I kissed her back just as fiercely, our tongues tangling, exploring, as if we were rediscovering each other all over again. We stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, lost in each other, our bodies pressed close, our breaths mingling.

When we finally broke apart, neither of us let go. She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "Stephen," her voice trembling slightly, breathless. "You know Kitty isn’t just into men, don’t you? Do you wonder why I was gone so long?" Her hands slid down to my ass, gripping me hard as she pulled me even closer. "She followed me to the bathroom," she continued, her tone low and sultry. "When I came out of the stall, she grabbed me—maybe the same way she grabbed you." As she spoke, her hands moved with purpose, kneading my flesh, her touch firm and demanding.

"She’s beautiful, Stephen, and so bold. I was shocked. She told me she knew George had been all over me and wanted to apologize—but not for his actions. She wished it had been her hands on me instead of his." Mrs. Wentworth’s voice dropped even lower, her words dripping with a mix of nervous excitement and something darker, more primal. "While we talked, I was nervous—terrified, really. Anyone could have walked in. What if you had? What if you’d seen me there, locked in an embrace just like this one, with Kitty’s lips on mine, her hands roaming my body?" She punctuated her words by kissing me again, her tongue sliding into my mouth, her hands guiding mine to her chest, where she pressed them against her breasts, urging me to touch her.

I didn’t say a word. I didn’t need to. My hands moved on their own, massaging her, teasing her nipples through the fabric of her dress, my own arousal growing with every word she spoke. The idea of Mrs. Wentworth being kissed by another woman, of her being desired so openly, didn’t anger me—it excited me in a way I hadn’t expected. My breath hitched as she continued, her voice a seductive murmur. "Stephen, darling, I had no idea she’d tried anything with you. I didn’t know she’d made a move on you too." Her hand slid between us, her fingers finding the hard length straining against my pants, and she squeezed, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

Finally, her lips brushed against my ear, her breath warm and intimate as she pulled me closer. "Darling," she murmured, her voice low and husky, "I didn’t let it go any further. I stopped before it could. All I could think about was this morning, when you were inside me, filling me so completely. The thought of Kitty on her knees, her tongue tracing every inch of me, trying to bring me to the edge—it didn’t appeal to me. All I wanted was you..." Her hand slid between us, gripping the hard length of me through my pants, her fingers tightening possessively. "...I only wanted you inside me."

We pulled apart reluctantly, the air between us thick with unspoken desire. She gave me a sly smile, her eyes glinting with mischief. "We should probably go," she said, her tone teasing. "I don’t think they’d appreciate it if I dragged you down to the stage and had my way with you right there."

Hand in hand, we left, not heading back to the hotel but to the garage where her car was parked. She handed me the keys, and I drove us home. The ride was quiet, but it wasn’t an uncomfortable silence. It was the kind of quiet that spoke of shared understanding, of two people who didn’t need words to communicate. Mrs. Wentworth made one call, to her friend Janine. "Yes, maybe tomorrow," she said, her voice soft but firm. "I’m exhausted, and I think a quiet night in will do us both some good. What? Oh, stop it, you silly thing. Alright, see you soon."

She laughed as she hung up, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Janine says hello," she told me, her tone light. "I thought we’d stay in tonight. Just the two of us."

As we pulled into her driveway, I nodded. "Whatever you think is best, Mrs. Wentworth."

She smiled at me, her expression warm and inviting. "Stephen," she said softly, "when it’s just us, you should call me Lana."

My heart skipped a beat. She’d never invited me to use her first name before, even if it wasn’t her real one. It felt like a milestone, a sign of trust and intimacy. I stepped out of the car and walked around to open her door, offering her my hand. "Here we are, Lana," I said, my voice steady despite the flutter in my chest. "May I escort you inside?"

She took my hand, her smile widening as I led her into the house. It wasn’t late, so we didn’t rush to eat. She had a few things to attend to, and I busied myself while she worked. The evening stretched on, quiet and uneventful, until the doorbell rang after dark.

I stood up, my nerves prickling, but she descended the stairs laughing. It was just a delivery guy with Chinese food. She paid him, and we sat down to eat, opening a bottle of wine to accompany the meal. It was a new experience for me, pairing wine with Chinese food, but it felt nice—normal, even.

After dinner, I cleared the dishes, and though it wasn’t late, she announced she was ready for bed. "It’s been a long, exhausting day," she said, her voice tinged with weariness. "I think bed is exactly where I need to be." She kissed me softly, her lips lingering for a moment, before heading upstairs, leaving me to follow.

Her reasoning was persuasive, and I couldn’t deny that I was exhausted too. Not long after she’d gone upstairs, I decided to follow, my feet carrying me up the stairs with a quiet purpose. When I passed her room, I noticed she wasn’t there—likely in the bathroom, I thought. So, I continued to my own room, intending to prepare for bed and bid her goodnight before sleep claimed me.

But when I stepped inside, I was met with an unexpected sight. The bed was completely bare, stripped of its sheets and blankets, the mattress exposed and uninviting. It dawned on me that everything must have been sent off to be washed, leaving me without a proper place to sleep. I hesitated, unsure of where to find fresh linens, and decided to seek out Mrs. Wentworth for guidance.

I found her back in her room, already settled in her bed, the soft glow of the bedside lamp casting a warm, intimate light across the room. Clearing my throat, I began, “Um, Mrs.—I mean, Lana… I don’t have any sheets. If you could just tell me where—”

She cut me off with a soft, knowing smile. “Don’t worry about that,” she said, her voice low and inviting. “I think you’d be much better off sleeping in here tonight. Go ahead, strip down to your shorts and climb in with me.” As she spoke, she pulled back the satin sheets, revealing a space beside her, and patted the spot gently, her eyes holding mine with a quiet intensity.

I didn’t need to be told twice. My heart raced as I quickly shed my clothes, leaving only my boxer shorts, and slid into the bed beside her. The cool satin brushed against my skin, and the warmth of her body so close to mine sent a shiver of anticipation through me.


Chapter 9: Mrs. W Gets Comfortable

The past week had been an emotional rollercoaster, to say the least. I’d been simmering with frustration at my mom, who seemed oblivious to my existence most of the time. But when she left for some work trip, she dumped me at Mrs. Wentworth’s place—my former teacher, of all people. I’d tried to hold onto my resentment, but it didn’t take long for that to crumble. She was... captivating. I couldn’t help but notice how stunning she was, how effortlessly she drew me in. What started as her giving me advice about dating turned into something far more intense. I fell for her, hard. And last night, after the opera, everything changed. It was electric, passionate, and utterly unforgettable. This morning, we took it even further. We made love. It wasn’t just the sex—though that was incredible—it was the connection, the way she made me feel. It was the most extraordinary night of my life.

Now, we were back at her place, and I was ready to crash for the night. But when I went to my room, I found my sheets in the wash. Mrs. Wentworth—Lana—casually suggested, “Stephen, why don’t you just climb into bed with me tonight? We’ll sort the rest in the morning.” I didn’t hesitate. Stripping down to the boxers she’d bought me, I slid between the cool, silky sheets she’d pulled back for me. The satin felt incredible against my skin, smooth and luxurious, sending a shiver of pleasure through me. There was something undeniably sensual about it, something that made my pulse quicken.

She tugged the sheets up, then reached over to turn off the last light. In the darkness, she rolled back toward me, her body warm and inviting as she pulled me closer. “There,” she murmured, her voice low and intimate. “This has to be better than sleeping in that spare room with no sheets. Besides, I’m guessing you’ve never slept on satin before. Do you like how it feels against your skin? It’s... intoxicating, isn’t it?”

“No, Lana,” I corrected myself, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve never slept on satin. It’s... amazing.” As I spoke, her hand found mine, guiding it to her thigh. The fabric of her nightgown was just as smooth as the sheets, and I could feel the heat of her skin beneath it. She moved my hand slowly, letting it glide over her thigh, then her stomach, and finally up to her breasts. When she released my hand, I didn’t stop. I kept caressing her, my touch growing bolder, more deliberate.

“Yes, Stephen,” she breathed, her voice trembling with desire. “The way silk feels against us, the way it clings and slides... it’s so erotic. The way two bodies can become one, wrapped in this soft, sensual cocoon. The way it—oh, yessss...” Her words dissolved into a moan, and I felt her arch into my touch, her body responding to mine in ways that left me breathless.

The moment I decided to take her nipples between my fingers, I could feel how hard and aroused they were, and I couldn’t resist giving them a gentle but firm pinch. Her reaction was immediate—a sharp intake of breath, a soft moan—and I knew she liked it. So I kept going, alternating between massaging her breasts and teasing her nipples, each touch making her squirm beneath me. Her words had dissolved into incoherent sounds, little gasps and whimpers that only spurred me on. She was lost in the sensation, her body writhing, her mind no longer forming sentences, just pure, unfiltered pleasure.

After a while, her hands found my head, gripping me tightly as she pulled me down to her chest. She guided me to her nipple, her movements frantic, her body shifting restlessly on the bed. I could feel her watching me, her eyes dark with desire as my tongue pressed against the fabric of her nightgown, tracing the outline of her hardened nipple. Then, without hesitation, I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking gently through the thin material. Her head fell back, her eyes closing as she stared up at the ceiling, her breath coming in shallow bursts.

I couldn’t resist any longer. My hands moved to the strap of her nightgown, sliding it off her shoulder and peeling the fabric down to expose her breast. My mouth descended on her, my tongue swirling around her nipple, teasing it with the edge of my teeth before finally sucking it deeply. Her response was electric—a cry tore from her throat, raw and unrestrained, her back arching off the bed like a bowstring pulled taut. The sound, the movement, the way her body responded to me—it was intoxicating, and I wanted more. I wanted to drown in her.

I paused for a moment, catching my breath, but she wasn’t having it. Her hands were in my hair again, pulling me up to her, her lips crashing against mine in a desperate, hungry kiss. She was breathless, her chest heaving, and as her mouth claimed mine, her hand slid down between us, her fingers wrapping around the hard length of me straining against my shorts. I didn’t need to tell her how much I wanted her—my body was already screaming it. Her touch was insistent, her fingers pushing the fabric down until my shorts were bunched around my knees, leaving me exposed and aching for her.

We shifted together, our bodies finding their rhythm, our lips never parting. Her legs wrapped around me, her hand tugging her nightgown higher and higher until it was out of the way. Finally, she broke the kiss, her voice a breathless whisper against my lips. “Fuck me, my darling,” she pleaded, her tone urgent, her body trembling with need.

I moved slowly at first, letting her guide me, the tip of me just barely inside her. But she was impatient, her hips rising to meet me, her moans urging me on. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I thrust into her, deeper and faster, her body meeting mine with equal fervor. She was in control, her movements wild and unrestrained, her cries growing louder, more desperate. Her hands pushed against my chest, forcing me upright, her legs locking around my back as she arched beneath me, her arms splayed out to the sides. I was struggling to hold on, to keep pace with her as she writhed and twisted, her body a symphony of pleasure that I never wanted to end.

Finally, her movements ceased, her body stiffening as if caught in a sudden freeze-frame. Her face contorted, mouth hanging open in a silent gasp, as though time itself had paused for the briefest of moments. Then, like a dam breaking, she let out a scream so loud it seemed to echo through the room, her body trembling uncontrollably, wave after wave of pleasure rippling through her.

Almost instantly, I felt the pressure building within me, impossible to contain. With a groan, I surrendered, spilling myself deep inside her, my arms tightening around her quivering form as I held her close, our bodies fused together in the aftermath of our shared release.

It was nothing short of breathtaking. A few seconds later, still tangled in the aftermath, she shifted slightly, her legs still locked around me. She reached up, her fingers gripping my shoulder, pulling me down until I collapsed on top of her, our heads resting side by side on the pillow.

I was panting, my breath uneven, while she gasped for air, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Yet, despite the exhaustion, there was a radiant happiness in her expression. We lay there, wrapped in the warmth of each other, our hearts pounding in unison, the silence between us speaking volumes. There was no need for words, no need to move—just the comforting presence of our bodies pressed together, the rhythm of our breathing syncing as we basked in the afterglow.

I nearly drifted off, lulled by the steady beat of her heart and the softness of her skin against mine. But sometime later—maybe an hour, maybe less—she let out a soft sigh and shifted beneath me. "I need to freshen up, darling," she murmured, her voice husky and warm.

Reluctantly, I rolled off her, carefully pulling out, my body still half-aroused. As I withdrew, she reached for the silk of her nightgown, using it to wipe me clean before slipping out of bed and disappearing into the bathroom. I lay there, naked and spent, contemplating whether to get up and find something to wear.

When she returned, she was clad in a fresh nightgown, this one also made of satin, the fabric gliding over her skin like liquid. She climbed back into bed, her eyes meeting mine as she instructed me to stay as I was—naked. With a soft smile, she settled beside me, the satin sheets cocooning us both as we drifted off to sleep, her body a comforting presence against mine.

Morning came, and I awoke feeling refreshed, the memory of the night still lingering in my mind. Mrs. Wentworth was already awake, her gaze fixed on me as she greeted me with a playful, "Good morning, sleepyhead." I couldn't help but smile in response.

Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she added, "I can't believe you're already up," her giggle sending a shiver down my spine. I felt her hand brush against the tented satin sheet, my morning erection impossible to ignore. Before I could say a word, she leaned in, her lips brushing against the fabric where it clung to the tip of my arousal.

Then, with a wicked grin, she closed her mouth around it, the satin sheet still between us, her tongue teasing me through the delicate fabric. Her hands roamed lower, rubbing the sheet where it pressed against my balls, the sensation almost too much to bear. I knew I wouldn't last long, and when she paused to whisper, "Don't hold back," I didn't need any further encouragement.

Within moments, my body tensed, and I came with a groan, my release spilling into the satin sheath of her mouth and the sheet. She sat back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. "I should have saved some for my morning coffee," she teased, her laughter low and sultry.

I glanced down, noticing the mess we'd made of the sheets, and couldn't help but laugh along with her, the intimacy of the moment wrapping around us like the satin that had witnessed it all.

She rose from the bed, her movements languid and deliberate, and began to dress. "Be a dear," she said, her voice soft and teasing, "after your shower, bring the sheets for the washer." Her tone was casual, as though this were just another mundane task, but the air between us was thick with the memory of what we’d shared—twice now—and the intimacy of waking up together, of her mouth on me through the satin sheets. It was a morning like any other, yet it wasn’t. Not anymore.

We lingered over breakfast on the patio, the sun warm on our skin, the day stretching out before us like a promise. I broke the silence, my voice low but filled with longing. "I wish this would never end." She turned to me, her gaze piercing, her expression unreadable for a moment before she replied, her words deliberate and weighted, "It doesn’t have to." Her response hung in the air, a tantalizing possibility that made my chest tighten.

I could have stayed there with her all day, lost in the quiet rhythm of our shared solitude, but Mrs. Wentworth had obligations. She’d postponed her friends yesterday, and today was their usual day for tea or lunch. They were expected at two. "Maybe we should call your mom before we get started?" she suggested, her tone light but her smile enigmatic. I shrugged, brushing it off. "Not today," I said, and she smiled that mysterious smile again, as if she knew something I didn’t.

Upstairs, we prepared together, sharing the same space, the same air. I didn’t mind when she chose my clothes, her hands brushing against me as she laid out the tight shorts she wanted me to wear. "I don’t know if our friend can get hard again," she teased, her voice playful, "but you know how you can be." She watched me intently as I pulled them on, the fabric snug against my skin, soft and silky, a blend of spandex and satin that felt almost luxurious. She’d bought them specifically for this purpose—to keep my body in check when I served as her waiter, though I couldn’t help but wonder if she enjoyed the effect they had on me just as much.

Her smile widened as she reached down, her fingers grazing me through the fabric, her touch light but deliberate. She adjusted me, her hands guiding my hardening length into the slightly looser pocket along the right leg. "I like that," she murmured, her voice low and approving. Then, with a final, lingering touch, she stepped back. "I don’t want you to make a mess," she said, her tone teasing but firm.

I stood there, waiting, as she undressed and began to put on her own outfit. She started with a pair of black satin panties, the fabric clinging to her curves, so tight they looked almost painted on. "Originally, I thought they were a size too small," she said, her voice casual as she glanced over her shoulder at me, "but I like them. Don’t you?"

"I like them a lot," I replied, my voice thick with desire. And I meant it. She bent over, her movements slow and deliberate, pretending to search for something on the floor. Each time she did, her back arched, her ass framed perfectly by the tight black satin, the sight of it making my breath catch. She crawled across the floor to the dresser on the other side of the room, her movements fluid and deliberate, and I realized she was teasing me, drawing out the moment, savoring the effect she had on me. It worked. My body responded instantly, the tight shorts doing little to hide my reaction.

Finally, she stood and reached for a matching bra, holding it out to me. "Be a dear and fix me up, honey," she said, her voice soft and inviting. I stepped closer, my fingers trembling slightly as I fastened the hooks, my hands lingering on her skin, the warmth of her body seeping into mine. The air between us was electric, charged with the promise of what was to come.

Then she slipped into her stockings and garter belt, and I swear, the sight of her like that was enough to make my head spin. She was a vision, all curves and smooth skin, and the way she bent her leg to hook each garter strap sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Her movements were deliberate, teasing, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away as she pulled each strap taut, her leg crooked just enough to make my pulse race. She pulled a dress from the closet, but it needed a quick touch-up. Instead of ironing, she decided to toss it in the dryer for a few minutes, handing it to me to hold while she slipped on a pair of understated black heels. She led the way downstairs, still in nothing but her lingerie, and I followed, my gaze locked on the sway of her hips as she moved. She tossed the dress into the dryer, leaving it to warm up, and stayed like that, half-dressed, while I stood there, barely able to think straight.

It was beyond sexy, and I realized with a start that I was still only in those tight shorts she’d picked out for me. She noticed too, of course, and with a playful smirk, she sent me back upstairs to grab my shirt and pants. “They’re on the bed in the spare room,” she said, her voice light but commanding. I hurried up, dressed quickly, and returned to find her in the kitchen, making last-minute preparations for the food. She glanced up as I entered, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took me in. “Wait a second, honey,” she said, stepping closer. “Let me make sure you’re presentable.” She circled me slowly, her gaze lingering on the way the pants hugged my backside, her hand brushing over the curve of my ass before she nodded in approval. “Yes, that’ll do just fine.”

She was still in her underwear, and I couldn’t help but admire how effortlessly she carried herself, so confident and unbothered. She retrieved her dress from the dryer, hanging it carefully to avoid wrinkles, but she didn’t put it on right away. “I want to be careful,” she murmured, smoothing the fabric with her hands. It wasn’t until the doorbell was about to ring that she finally slipped into the dress, and I helped her zip it up, my fingers trembling slightly as I fumbled with the tiny clasp. The last forty-five minutes of her walking around in nothing but her lingerie had left me painfully hard, and though the pants were snug enough to keep things somewhat contained, they didn’t exactly hide the effect she had on me.

I answered the door to find her friend Janine standing there, already sweeping inside with a flourish. “Oh, hello, darling,” she purred, planting a kiss on my cheek and giving my backside a playful swat. “It’s just me and Kimmie today. I hope that’s enough women for you.” She winked, and I felt my face flush as Kim followed her in, offering a more polite greeting but still hugging me warmly. Mrs. Wentworth welcomed them with her usual grace, and we all made our way to the dining room. Janine wasted no time, her eyes flicking down to the unmistakable outline of my erection before she smirked. “Stevie, darling, I know you’re happy to see me,” she teased, her tone dripping with mischief. “But let’s not waste time today. Open the wine and skip the tea.”

I hurried to the kitchen to fetch the wine, my cheeks still burning, as the women continued their conversation. “Doris,” Janine said, her voice carrying a note of admiration, “I absolutely adore this little piece of man flesh you’ve got staying here. And Kimmie, don’t think I didn’t notice you staring at that bulge of his. Admit it, you were, weren’t you?”

Kim let out a soft, nervous giggle, her voice barely above a whisper as she murmured, “Oh, Janine, stop it.” I half-expected Mrs. Wentworth to interject, to say something, but she remained silent, her expression unreadable as she let the moment linger.

Returning to the dining room, I slipped into my role as the dutiful waiter, pouring wine with what I hoped was a convincing air of professionalism. Janine, ever the bold one, kept her gaze fixed elsewhere, pretending to ignore me entirely. But her hand, hidden beneath the table, had other ideas. Her fingers found their way to my crotch, squeezing firmly as I poured, her touch deliberate and unapologetic. Kim, on the other hand, didn’t touch me, but her eyes were warm and friendly, her attention unwavering. Mrs. Wentworth, mid-conversation with Janine, paused just long enough to murmur, “Thank you, dear,” before her hand casually brushed against my bulge, giving it a couple of light pats that sent a jolt of heat through me.

I wasn’t entirely sure who knew what, or how much they could see, or what Mrs. Wentworth was expecting from me. But I didn’t have time to dwell on it as I busied myself with arranging the lunch plates on the table. Just before taking my seat, I tried to sound as formal as possible, announcing, “Lunch is served,” in my best imitation of a proper servant.

As usual, the ladies launched into a lively conversation, their words weaving through topics I had little knowledge of—old memories, shared friends, and stories from their past. After a while, Mrs. Wentworth gestured for me to fetch another bottle of wine. I obliged, returning to pour for each of them in turn.

Starting with Mrs. Wentworth, she smiled up at me, her voice soft but teasing. “I could get used to being waited on like this,” she said, her hand lingering on my bulge, her fingers giving it a firm squeeze as if to ensure I stayed hard. I had no doubt she was fully aware that her friends could see the outline of my arousal through my pants—after all, she’d noticed it the last time we’d done this (see “Staying with Mrs. Wentworth, Part Three”). But she seemed to enjoy keeping me on edge, as though I were some kind of prized possession she was proudly displaying.

When I moved to Janine, I couldn’t help but notice how her blouse was practically falling open, the buttons undone just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of what lay beneath. As I poured her wine, her hand never left me, her fingers stroking me with a boldness that left me breathless. “I really need to get one of these,” she remarked, her tone casual, though her meaning was anything but. The other women chuckled, assuming she was referring to having a servant like me, but from where I stood, it was clear she had something far more intimate in mind.

Kim was last, her demeanor quieter but no less attentive. She asked me a few polite questions about the wine, the lunch, and how I was enjoying myself. Each time I tried to step away, she’d pose another question, forcing me to linger. Her eyes never met mine, though—they remained fixed on the prominent bulge in my pants, her gaze both unnerving and undeniably arousing.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Mrs. Wentworth watching the exchange, her expression calm, almost amused. She didn’t seem angry or jealous—just observant, as though she were enjoying the little game unfolding before her. As I finally finished pouring and took my seat, Mrs. Wentworth turned to Kim with a knowing smile. “Is everything okay, Kim?” she asked, her tone light but laced with implication.

Kim blushed furiously, mumbling something incoherent in response.

The rest of lunch passed without much incident, the conversation flowing easily as the women continued to chat and laugh, their attention shifting away from me for the time being. But the tension in the room remained, simmering just beneath the surface, a quiet promise of what might come later.

It was all good, really. Just being in the company of these three women was enough to keep me entertained. They each had their own way of making me feel... noticed. Kim, with her quiet, almost shy demeanor, couldn’t seem to take her eyes off the very obvious bulge in my pants. And honestly? I didn’t mind one bit. It was flattering, in a way, the way her gaze lingered, even if it made me a little nervous. Janine, on the other hand, was something else entirely. She had this wild, almost predatory look about her, like she was sizing me up for a meal. I couldn’t tell if she was genuinely interested or just trying to get a rise out of Mrs. Wentworth, but either way, it didn’t seem to bother her. In fact, Mrs. Wentworth seemed to be the one who couldn’t keep her hands to herself, sneaking in touches when she thought no one was looking, more than the others combined.

When it was time for them to leave, I played the part of the dutiful servant, holding the door open and offering assistance if needed. Kim surprised me with a soft kiss on the cheek, her lips warm and sweet against my skin. Janine, of course, took it a step further. She pressed her body against mine, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was anything but innocent. Her tongue teased my ear as she whispered, “Next time, maybe I’ll have that for lunch,” sending a shiver down my spine. But it was Mrs. Wentworth who really caught me off guard. With a playful smirk, she asked, “Don’t I get a kiss from the waiter too?” Before I could respond, she pulled me into a kiss that was far more intense than Janine’s, her hands gripping my ass as she pressed herself against me, making it impossible to hide just how much I was enjoying this little game. Her friends watched, wide-eyed, as she finally let go and turned to them with a casual, “Thanks for coming, girls. Have a good night.”

As they made their way to the car, their voices carried back to us, a mix of laughter and hushed whispers. Mrs. Wentworth giggled softly, her cheeks flushed. “I think that might have been a bit much, but I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it.” I chuckled, shaking my head. “They’re definitely going to think it was bad.” She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, no. It was very naughty. I think you bring out the worst in Lana, darling. Do you think Lana was a very naughty girl?” I played along, grinning. “It’s okay. Yes, Lana was naughty, but I don’t mind.” Her expression shifted then, a playful seriousness taking over. “No, I know the rules. I’m not supposed to be naughty. I know that Lana must be punished.” With that, she took my hand and led me into the family room, closing the curtains behind us.

She had me sit on the couch, and then, to my surprise, she dropped to her knees in front of me. “I’m so sorry, Stephen. I’ve been very bad, and I know you must be firm. Lana deserves a spanking.” Her voice was soft, almost apologetic, but there was a glint in her eyes that told me she was anything but sorry. She stood up then, positioning herself across my knees, one leg draped over mine. Her dress clung to her curves, the outline of her garters visible beneath the fabric. She smoothed her dress down, her movements deliberate, and then reached back to place my hand on her ass, her breath hitching as she waited for what came next.

My hand came down on her ass with two swift, sharp smacks. Not too hard, but enough to make a satisfying sound and leave a sting that I knew she could feel. It was different from the first time I’d spanked her—back then, I’d been unsure, caught off guard, even a little hesitant. But now? Now I knew her. I knew what she wanted, what she needed, and I knew I was going to enjoy every second of it. And she… she seemed to revel in it too. I’d never considered spanking as something erotic before, but with Mrs. Wentworth, it was impossible to think of it as anything else. It was electric, intimate, and undeniably arousing.

I continued, my hand landing on her firm, round cheeks with just the right amount of force—enough to make her gasp but not enough to truly hurt her. After each smack, I smoothed her skirt back into place, my fingers lingering on the fabric as it clung to her curves. I couldn’t help but admire the way the material stretched taut over her ass, the faint outlines of her panties and the subtle ridges of her garters visible beneath. It was a sight that sent a thrill through me, and I found myself savoring every detail.

After four smacks, she suddenly pushed herself up, her voice breathless but firm. “No, Stephen, this isn’t enough. I’ve been a very bad girl, and this is supposed to be a punishment. I can feel how much you’re suffering too, lying here like this. Go on, take off those tight underwear I made you wear. You shouldn’t be restricted like that.” She waited patiently as I shifted, fumbling to remove my pants and the constricting biker-style underwear beneath. I didn’t bother with the underwear again, just pulled my pants back on, feeling the freedom and relief as my cock strained against the fabric, no longer confined.

“Now, undo me, please,” she said, her tone soft but commanding as she turned slightly, presenting the zipper of her dress to me. I complied, my fingers trembling slightly as I pulled it down, and she let the dress fall away before settling back onto my lap. “A naughty girl doesn’t deserve to keep her dress on during a spanking,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

She lay back down across my knees, her body squirming slightly as she adjusted herself. My eyes were drawn to the way the shiny satin of her panties clung to her, the fabric stretched tight over her curves. She’d mentioned once that they were probably a size too small, and I couldn’t help but admire how they accentuated every inch of her. I let my hand glide over the smooth, glossy surface, savoring the feel of her beneath my palm before I began again. Smack.

I paused between each strike, listening to the way her breath hitched, feeling the way her body shifted and writhed against me. The soft, breathy sounds she made were intoxicating, and I knew I wasn’t hurting her—not really. The groans were different this time, more pleasure than pain, and it only fueled the fire burning inside me. Smack. Pause. Smack. Pause. I kept going, each strike deliberate, each pause filled with the sound of her gasps and the feel of her body moving beneath my hands. Twelve smacks in, I was ready to stop, but she had other ideas.

In a voice that was barely more than a whisper, trembling with need and desire, she said, “I think I’ve been naughtier than that, sir.” Her words hung in the air, heavy with promise, and I knew this was far from over.

I didn’t argue—how could I? I was too lost in the moment, too consumed by the way her body responded to every touch, every sound she made. My hand came down again, eight more times, each smack echoing in the room, each one drawing a gasp or a moan from her lips. By the time I stopped, my cock was straining against the fabric of my pants, aching and leaking, the pressure building with every movement she made. She writhed in my lap, her moans growing louder, more desperate, her body trembling beneath my touch. When I finally paused, she stayed there, sprawled across me, her breathing ragged, her body still shaking faintly. I couldn’t take my eyes off her—the way her panties clung to her, the way her curves were accentuated by the tight fabric. My cock twitched, desperate for release, and she shifted slightly, her movements brushing against me, sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

Then, slowly, she slid off me, her legs unsteady as she stood. The spot where she’d been sitting was damp, and I couldn’t help but wonder how soaked her panties must be. She stood there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her nipples hard and pressing against the fabric of her bra. Her eyes met mine, dark and hungry, a wildness in them that made my pulse race. She glanced down, her gaze lingering on the bulge in my pants, the wet spot that had formed where my cock strained against the fabric. Her lips parted, and for a moment, she just stared, her expression a mix of desire and something darker, something untamed.

Without a word, she reached behind her, dragging the coffee table closer. She lifted my leg, positioning it on the table, my knee bent, and then she straddled it, her hips grinding against my thigh. The sensation was electric—she was using me, rubbing herself against me, lost in her own pleasure. I could feel the heat of her through the fabric, the way her body moved with a rhythm that was almost primal. My cock throbbed, desperate for attention, and then her hand found me, gripping me through my pants, her fingers squeezing in time with the roll of her hips.

I leaned back, my head spinning, my body teetering on the edge. I tried to hold back, to keep control, but it was impossible. She was relentless, her movements growing more frantic, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. And then, with a soft cry, she came, her body shuddering against mine. Her hand never stopped, never slowed, and within seconds, I was joining her, my release spilling into my pants, the sensation overwhelming.

We sat there for a moment, catching our breath, the air thick with the scent of sweat and desire. Finally, she stood, her legs still trembling, and gave me a sly smile. “You might want to change those pants, sweetie,” she said, her voice low and teasing. She turned and walked toward the bathroom, leaving me to clean up and change. When I came back downstairs, she was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs. She didn’t say a word, just leaned in and kissed me, her lips soft and lingering. Then she turned and walked up the stairs, her hips swaying with every step. I stood there, watching her go, my heart pounding, until she reached the top and glanced back over her shoulder, her eyes locking with mine for a moment before she disappeared.

She reappeared downstairs after about twenty minutes, fully dressed and composed, as if the intense, intimate moments we’d shared earlier had never happened. “Oh, Stevie, sweetheart,” she began, her tone casual, almost too casual, as she glanced at her phone. “I noticed we missed another call from your mother. We can call her back if you really want to, or we can just go ahead and have dinner. Your call.” 

I wasn’t in the mood to talk to anyone, let alone my mother, so I opted for dinner. She didn’t press me or judge, but I could tell it pleased her—Mrs. Wentworth, or Lana, as I was starting to think of her—seemed lighter, happier, as if my choice had lifted some invisible weight off her shoulders. 

Dinner was quiet, intimate in its own way. She’d made a casserole, something warm and comforting, and we ate together at the table, the silence between us easy, unforced. Afterward, we settled on the couch, side by side, the glow of the TV casting soft shadows across the room. She poured us each a glass of wine, and we spent the evening like that, wrapped in a calm, almost domestic tranquility. There was nothing overtly sexual about it, but I found myself enjoying her company all the same. 

When she announced she was heading to bed, it was still early, but I decided to follow her upstairs. Not because I expected anything—though, admittedly, the thought crossed my mind—but because it felt right, natural, to be close to her. I slipped into the other bathroom to get ready, pulling on my usual sleepwear: a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. I wasn’t entirely sure if I was still supposed to sleep in her room, but I figured it was better to assume I was. 

She was still in the bathroom when I crawled into bed, the sheets cool and smooth against my skin. They were different from the last set, but still satin, still luxurious. When she finally joined me, she was wearing silk pajamas—a top and shorts that clung to her curves in a way that was both understated and undeniably sexy. She slid into bed beside me, her body warm and close, and we drifted off to sleep like that, her presence a quiet comfort. 

Morning came, and with it, the usual morning erection. It’s just one of those things, a natural part of waking up, but it didn’t hurt to have a stunning, mature woman in silk lying next to me. My hardness pressed against her, and she laughed softly, her voice still thick with sleep. “Down, boy,” she teased, her tone playful. “Let’s get some food in us today.” 

We made our way downstairs, still in our sleepwear, and prepared breakfast together. I brewed coffee while she handled the food, and we carried our plates out to the deck, the morning air crisp and refreshing. It was peaceful, sitting there with her, the world still quiet around us. 

About an hour later, the phone rang, breaking the calm. She glanced at the screen and rolled her eyes. “Oh, it’s the bitch,” she muttered, then immediately caught herself, her expression softening as she turned to me. “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetheart. I shouldn’t have said that. It’s your mom, and I didn’t mean it.” 

I couldn’t help but smile. We were on the same page, after all. “Don’t worry, Lana,” I said, my tone light. “It’s the truth, and I feel the same way. But I guess I should answer it.”

She flashed a mischievous smile and took the call herself. "Oh, hello there. How lovely of you to call. Are you tied up with anyone today? What? Oh, no, I meant tied up in meetings—what did you think I meant? Anyway, I should probably hand the phone over to Stephen. What? Oh, don’t even start. Stephen is an absolute delight to have around, and I’m not even entertaining the thought of you coming home. Opportunities like this are important, aren’t they? Yes, well, let me fetch Stephen for you. I believe he was planning to head out later, so I’ll just make sure he’s still here."

With a wicked grin, she passed the phone to me. I hesitated for a moment, then brought it to my ear. "Hey, Mom. Not much going on here, just wrapping up breakfast and figuring out the day. Going out? Yeah, I hadn’t quite decided where yet, but you know how it is. How’s everything on your end?" I listened to her ramble, pulling a face, and Lana caught my eye, winking as if we were partners in some secret scheme.

Then, without warning, she dropped to her knees right in front of me. I was still nodding along to my mom’s chatter about Vegas, trying to keep my voice steady, while Lana pressed soft kisses against the front of my shorts. It didn’t take long—maybe ten seconds—before I was fully hard. She tugged at the waistband, pulling them down until my cock sprang free. Her grin was downright sinful as she wrapped her lips around me, her tongue swirling and her mouth moving up and down with practiced ease. I’d never had many blowjobs before, so I didn’t have much to compare it to, but damn, she was good.

I struggled to keep my voice even as I spoke to my mom, the thrill of the situation only heightening the arousal. Here I was, casually chatting with my mother, while her friend had me in her mouth, her lips and tongue working me over. It was surreal, intoxicating. "No, Mom, it’s fine. I don’t think she minds having me around. We’re getting along really well. She’s been... very friendly."

She pulled back for a moment, her hand gripping me tightly as she leaned down to lick and tease my balls, her tongue flicking and swirling in a way that made my breath hitch. Then she glanced up at me, her eyes dark with desire, and mouthed the words, "Give it to me."

I had to bite back a groan, trying to focus on the conversation. I asked my mom a question, buying myself a moment as she launched into a lengthy response. That was all the time Lana needed. With her guidance, I let go, my release spurting out in thick, hot streams, coating the front of her silk pajama top. The blue fabric clung to her skin, soaked and glistening. She grinned up at me, licking the tip clean with a satisfied smirk before sitting back on her heels, looking utterly pleased with herself.

She rose to her feet, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she stood directly in front of me, proudly displaying the mess I’d made. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she let me watch the sticky trails slowly slide down her body, her expression daring and utterly shameless. It didn’t take long—thankfully—for me to wrap up the call with my mom. “Okay, Mom, I’ve got to go. Have fun in Vegas,” I managed to say, my voice steady despite the chaos unfolding in front of me.

Once the phone was down, I was at a loss for words. Lana just stood there, her grin widening as she soaked in my stunned silence. She seemed to relish the way I was struggling to process what had just happened. “I’ll take a shower and get dressed,” she said casually, as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. “We told your mom we were going out, so maybe we should.” Her finger trailed through the streaks of my release, collecting a glistening glob on her fingertip. She examined it for a moment, her smile deepening, before turning and heading upstairs, leaving me to gather my thoughts.

Upstairs, she disappeared into the shower, and I was left standing there, unsure of what to do next. I didn’t have a clue what to wear, but I figured it didn’t need to be anything too fancy. After a few minutes of hesitation, I ducked into the downstairs bathroom to clean up, then made my way upstairs. By the time I got there, she was already out of the shower, wrapped in a bathrobe and moving around her bedroom with effortless grace. She glanced at me and smiled, pointing to a neatly laid-out outfit in the other bathroom. “In case you weren’t sure what to wear,” she said, her tone light and teasing.

I slipped into the clothes she’d chosen—nothing too formal, just a pair of nice trousers and a decent shirt. It was a step up from jeans, and I didn’t mind the slightly dressier look. It made me feel a bit more mature, like I was keeping up with her effortless elegance. Mrs. Wentworth, on the other hand, didn’t need much to look stunning. Her skirt hugged her hips perfectly, showcasing her legs in a way that always left me breathless. The stockings she wore only added to the effect, and though she wasn’t dressed for a black-tie event, she looked effortlessly chic, ready for anything from a nice dinner to a casual shopping trip.

A short while later, we were in the car, heading out. She’d tossed a couple of small bags into the backseat, explaining, “In case we get hungry.” But our first stop was just a mile away—her friend Kim’s house. “We need to run an errand,” she said, her tone casual, though I could sense there was more to it.

I followed her to the door, where Kim greeted us with surprise but obvious delight. I could tell she was itching to ask about the kiss she’d witnessed the day before, but she held back. At one point, she stammered, “Um, Janine and I were talking, and we wondered, um…” Mrs. Wentworth didn’t offer any help, so Kim eventually just said, “We just wondered when we’d all get together next.”

“Soon, I hope,” Mrs. Wentworth replied smoothly. “Just let us know when.” With that, we said our goodbyes and headed back to the car. As we walked away, she reached over and gave my ass a playful pinch, her eyes glinting with mischief. I was pretty sure she did it just because she knew Kim was watching.

Back in the car, she leaned back in her seat, her fingers tapping lightly on the dashboard as she turned to me with a sly smile. "Drive to your old neighborhood," she said, her voice soft but commanding. I furrowed my brow, unsure of what she meant, but she clarified, "I mean your mom's old house, that area over there. It might be a nice change of pace for us, don’t you think?"

It struck me as an unusual suggestion, but I didn’t mind. The idea of revisiting that part of town felt oddly intriguing, like stepping into a memory that wasn’t entirely mine anymore. The drive took a while, but I didn’t mind. Being behind the wheel with Lana beside me was its own kind of pleasure. Sure, I could steal glances at her legs, the way her skirt rode up just enough to tease, but it was more than that. There was something about her presence that made even the most mundane moments feel charged, like the air between us was always humming with possibility.

When we finally arrived, we decided to grab coffee, but not before driving past my mom’s old house. I pulled over across the street, the engine idling as I stared at the familiar facade. My eyes caught the for-sale sign planted firmly in the front lawn, and I froze for a moment, my mind racing. I hadn’t known. I hadn’t even considered it. Lana’s voice broke through my thoughts, soft and apologetic. "I’m sorry, hun. Didn’t you know your mom put the place on the market? She should’ve mentioned it, I guess. You still have a key, don’t you? If you want to go in, we could."

I shook my head, the idea of stepping inside feeling suddenly foreign, like walking into a stranger’s home. "No, there’s no reason to go in. There’s nothing for me there anymore. No stuff I care about, no memories worth holding onto."

Lana reached over, her hand warm and reassuring as she squeezed mine. "You’ve got new clothes, a new life, don’t you? Whether she stays in Vegas or not, it doesn’t matter. It shouldn’t. You’re with me now, and that’s what counts."

Her words hit me like a wave, washing away the last remnants of doubt. She was right. That house, that life, it wasn’t mine anymore. I was with Lana, and somehow, I knew this wasn’t just a temporary arrangement. It felt like the start of something bigger, something real. Without another thought, I drove away, leaving the past behind.

We passed the Starbucks we’d stopped at before—the one from that second day with Mrs. Wentworth—and I pulled in without hesitation. I didn’t care if I ran into anyone from my old life. None of it mattered anymore. I was here with Lana, and that was all I needed.

We ordered our coffees and a snack, settling into a cozy corner where we could people-watch and talk. Of course, it was inevitable that Julie would show up. She must’ve been a regular, stopping by on her way to work. At first, she pretended not to see us, but I knew better. She couldn’t resist. After a few minutes, she sauntered over to our table, her lips curled into that familiar smirk, ready to stir up trouble.

I wanted to ignore her, to pretend she didn’t exist, but Lana seemed to relish the confrontation. Before Julie could even open her mouth, Lana cut in, her tone sweet but laced with a sharp edge. "Oh, hi. You’re that funny waitress from the restaurant we went to last week, aren’t you? I’m Lana. Remember?"

Julie’s face tightened, her bitchy demeanor faltering for just a second. She clearly hadn’t forgotten how Lana had outmaneuvered her the last time. "Oh yeah," she sneered, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "You’re hard to forget, Lana. A real piece of work."

Lana just smiled, her eyes glinting with amusement, and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of pride. She was mine, and she wasn’t going to let anyone—least of all Julie—ruin our day.

I was irritated, but Lana’s foot nudged mine sharply beneath the table, a silent reminder to keep my cool. “I do aim to leave a lasting impression,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “But I suppose I forgot how green-eyed you were the last time we crossed paths. Maybe you should work on that.” 

Julie’s face flushed with anger, her lips curling into a sneer. “Jealous? Oh, please! Of him and you? Like I’d ever waste a single thought on either of you.” 

Lana’s smile only widened, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, of course not. It’s so clear you’re not jealous at all. Totally obvious.” She shifted her chair closer to me, her thigh brushing mine, and leaned in, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she whispered, “Sweetheart, I’ve got something you want, but you’ll never get it. Not from me.” Her hand slid under the table, her fingers grazing my thigh before settling firmly on my crotch. 

I couldn’t help but smirk. It felt incredible. Julie had always been a thorn in my side, her constant snark and dismissiveness somehow making her more intriguing. But now, seeing her flustered and fuming while I sat next to Lana—this stunning, confident woman who had chosen me—was beyond satisfying. 

Julie’s sneer faltered, but she didn’t budge, her pride keeping her rooted to the spot. 

Lana, ever the provocateur, lifted her hand back up, her fingers glistening slightly as she brought them to her lips. One by one, she licked them clean, her gaze never leaving Julie’s. “Maybe it’s not me you’re jealous of,” she murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Maybe it’s Stephen. Maybe he’s got something you’re dying to have.” She winked, slow and deliberate, as she finished licking her fingers. 

Julie’s face turned crimson, her composure shattering as she spun on her heel and stormed out of the café. 

It was glorious. The girl who had always been so quick to belittle me was now rendered speechless, utterly defeated by the magnetic force that was Lana. 

Later, we headed back to my mom’s house to change. Lana insisted we be cautious, pointing out that we couldn’t be sure if someone might show up to show the place, though she doubted it. “We’d hear them coming anyway,” she said with a shrug, slinging a small bag over her shoulder. She didn’t need to change, she assured me, just wanted to freshen up a bit. She thought I looked fine as I was. 

I wandered into what used to be my old room, scanning the space. It struck me how little of it still felt like mine. There was nothing here I wanted, nothing that tied me to this place anymore. As I stood there, lost in thought, Lana emerged from the bathroom, her expression soft and concerned. 

“Stephen, are you okay?” she asked, her voice gentle. “You’re not upset about her selling the house, are you?” 

I shook my head, forcing a smile. “No, really, I’m fine. Let’s go grab something to eat.” 

She grabbed her bag, and we left the house behind. 

We ended up at the restaurant where Julie worked, not because the food was particularly good, but because Lana seemed determined to twist the knife a little deeper. The hostess led us to a table, and it quickly became clear that Lana had specifically requested one of Julie’s sections. She played it off like a coincidence, but I knew better. She’d mentioned wanting to get there early, noting that Julie’s shift ended at seven. I didn’t mind the subtle jab. In fact, I was all for it.

Lana made a grand, theatrical gesture of glancing down at Julie’s nametag, her lips curling into a sly, knowing smile. “Ah, yes, hello, Julie,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “It’s going to be such a pleasure having you wait on us, bringing me everything I could possibly need. Though, of course, the one thing I truly desire—well, you don’t have that, do you? Because I already have him.” Her fingers brushed against my arm possessively, her eyes glinting with triumph.

Julie’s face flushed crimson, her lips tightening into a thin line. “Bitch,” she spat, her voice low and venomous, but Lana only laughed, a soft, melodic sound that seemed to dance in the air between them.

“Now, now,” Lana chided, her tone light but laced with warning. “Let’s not resort to such language. I’d hate to have to report you to your manager and get you fired, all because you can’t handle the fact that I’m enjoying the company of a man you clearly want for yourself. Be a good little server, won’t you? Go fetch us a bottle of wine. This one, if you please.” She pointed to the menu with a flourish, her smile never wavering.

Julie stormed off, her shoulders stiff with barely contained fury, and Lana leaned closer to me, her breath warm against my ear. “This is going to be so much fun,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, sending a shiver down my spine.

The rest of the meal passed with Julie maintaining a strained professionalism, though Lana made sure to kiss me deeply every time Julie returned to our table. Each kiss was deliberate, lingering, and designed to provoke, and I couldn’t help but revel in the way Julie’s jaw tightened each time. As the evening wound down, Lana called Julie over once more, her voice dripping with faux innocence. “Bring us the check, dear,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I’m afraid we can’t stay for dessert. I’m feeling… rather impatient. In fact, I might just have to take my boyfriend into the ladies’ room and have my way with him. Is that allowed? Does the restaurant have a policy about that? I’d hate to get you in trouble for letting your customers enjoy each other a little too much.”

Julie’s face burned, but she said nothing, her voice barely above a whisper as she muttered, “No,” before snatching Lana’s credit card and retreating to process the payment.

When she returned, Lana signed the receipt with a flourish, then stood, her movements graceful and deliberate. Julie reappeared, her expression tight, and Lana smiled sweetly. “You did a good job, despite your… feelings,” she said, her tone dripping with condescension. “So I left you a generous tip.” Then, without warning, she grabbed Julie by the shoulders, pulling her close and pressing a kiss to her lips—a kiss that was almost as intense as the ones she’d given me. Julie froze, her eyes wide with shock, and Lana pulled back, her smirk widening. “You’re a better kisser than she is,” she said to me, her voice teasing, before taking my hand and leading me out of the restaurant.

Outside, I held the car door open for her, and she paused, her eyes locking onto mine. Her lips met mine in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened, our bodies pressing together as the heat between us grew. My hands roamed over her, and she squirmed against me, her fingers finding the bulge in my pants and squeezing gently. We kissed and groped for what felt like an eternity, the world around us fading away, until Lana finally broke the kiss, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps. “I don’t want you to cum in the parking lot, dear,” she murmured, her voice husky with desire, before sliding into the car, leaving me aching and desperate for more.

I circled the car and slid into the driver’s seat, the engine purring to life as we pulled out of the parking lot. My initial thought was to head straight home, but Lana had other plans. “Let’s not rush,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. Instead, we drove for about ten minutes, the city lights blurring past us, until we reached an upscale shopping district. It wasn’t one of those sprawling malls but a collection of high-end boutiques and designer stores, their windows glowing with luxury. Lana suggested we stroll around, claiming it was the perfect way to unwind after dinner. Honestly, I didn’t mind—the walk would do me good, especially after the tension that had been building since we left the restaurant.

Being with Lana, no matter what we were doing, felt like its own kind of indulgence. She had this way of making even the most mundane activities feel electric. We stopped at a small boutique, its window display showcasing an array of elegant shoes. The stores here stayed open late, and since we’d eaten early, we had plenty of time to kill. Shoes weren’t exactly my thing, but Lana made trying them on an event. Her legs were impossibly long and toned, and she knew exactly how to draw my attention to them. The saleswoman hovered nearby, offering assistance, but Lana kept turning to me, flashing me glimpses of her legs as she slipped on pair after pair. It was deliberate, playful, and utterly intoxicating. She ended up buying a pair, which I dutifully carried for her, the weight of the bag a small price to pay for the show she’d just put on.

For the next forty-five minutes, we wandered from store to store, mostly window-shopping. The displays were a mix of opulence and artistry, but nothing caught our attention until we stepped into a dress shop. It was the kind of place that catered to formal occasions—elegant gowns, prom dresses, bridal wear, and pieces that Lana might wear to the opera or a gala. We bypassed the prom section entirely, heading straight for the more sophisticated offerings. Lana’s eyes lit up when she spotted a black ball gown, its description promising drama and allure. She grabbed one to try on, disappearing into the fitting room while I lingered by the window, half-distracted by the glittering street outside. The shop owner, a helpful woman with a keen eye, brought over a few more options, and soon enough, they called me over to see.

When Lana stepped out, it was like the air in the room shifted. The dress was stunning—long and black, with a fitted bodice that dipped daringly low, leaving her shoulders and the tops of her breasts bare. The skirt flowed elegantly, but it was the green accents that caught the light, adding a touch of unexpected flair. The shop owner suggested a white push-up bra to enhance the look, and they disappeared back into the fitting room to adjust. When they returned, Lana’s cleavage was even more pronounced, her breasts lifted and pressed together in a way that made it impossible to look away. All I could manage was a breathless “wow,” which earned a laugh from both women.

The shop owner, clearly enjoying herself, hinted that there was another dress Lana should try. “Just for the style,” she said with a wink, as if she knew exactly what she was doing. Lana emerged again, still wearing the push-up bra but now clad in a white satin gown. It was a wedding dress, its bodice smooth and structured, the neckline plunging just as daringly as the black gown. The shop owner gushed about how beautiful Lana looked, turning to me for confirmation. I nodded, my throat suddenly dry, as the woman casually mentioned that some couples bought dresses like this to “spice things up.” Her wink was unmistakable, and though I didn’t say a word, I could feel the heat rising in me, my body responding in ways that were impossible to ignore.

Lana turned, her movements deliberate and unhurried, and gestured for the saleslady to undo the dress right there in the open. She stepped out of it gracefully, her body on full display for me, before slipping back into the dressing room to change. The air between us felt charged, electric, as if the simple act of her undressing had set something alight. She and the saleslady chatted for a few minutes, their voices low and conspiratorial, before we finally left the store, the tension lingering like a secret we both carried.

We strolled down the street, the night air cool against our skin, when Lana suggested we stop for a nightcap at a quaint little café. But before we reached it, she paused in front of a lingerie store, her fingers brushing against the palm of my hand in a way that sent shivers up my spine. We stood there for a few minutes, her touch light but deliberate, as we both gazed at the delicate fabrics and lace on display. It was as if she was teasing me, her fingers tracing patterns on my skin, hinting at something more.

Finally, we settled at a sidewalk café, the soft glow of the streetlights casting a warm, intimate light over us. Lana ordered two lattes and a decadent chocolate dessert to share, her voice low and sultry as she spoke to the waiter. She turned to me, her eyes dark with mischief, and asked, "Stephen, do you like it when I try on clothes for you?" I nodded, unable to find the words, and she smiled, patting my hand gently. "I love trying things on for you," she confessed, her voice a whisper that only I could hear. "When I tried on those dresses, I got so wet, I wanted to have you right there in the store. I love this feeling—wild, untamed, like I’m just one step away from letting go, from having you anywhere, no matter who’s watching."

Her words were like a spark, igniting something deep inside me. I could feel myself growing harder, the ache between my legs impossible to ignore. "Lana," I murmured, my voice rough with desire, "I love that feeling too. I love sitting here, knowing I’m hard as a rock under this table while we drink coffee. I’m glad it’s dark, or everyone would see what you do to me."

Just then, Julie from the restaurant appeared, walking down the sidewalk. Lana’s face lit up with a mischievous grin, as if she had been expecting this moment all along. She called out, "Hello, Julie!" and of course, Julie stopped, her curiosity piqued. Lana was in a playful, naughty mood—maybe it was the wine she’d had earlier, or the shot in her coffee, or perhaps it was just the thrill of the night. Whatever it was, she was reveling in it.

"Julie, darling," Lana purred, her tone dripping with mischief, "we were just thinking about you and our lovely dinner. Well, I was, anyway. Poor Stephen here can only think about how hard he is right now, and my hand reaching over to squeeze him." As if to prove her point, I felt her fingers brush against me, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. "I think he wants a quickie in the alley by where we parked, but we’ll see. How was your shift, sweetie?"

Julie sneered, "Like you care," but I noticed she didn’t walk away. In fact, she sat down, her eyes flickering with curiosity as Lana moved closer to me, her hand still teasingly close. Julie leaned slightly, trying to catch a glimpse of what Lana’s hand was really doing, but the table hid our secret. Lana’s grin widened, her confidence unshakable, as she continued to play her little game, her fingers tracing patterns that only I could feel.

Lana, with a sly grin, instructed the waitress to bring a latte for Julie, then leaned in close, her voice a low, sultry whisper. "I know you're dying to see, but I’m trying to keep this discreet. Though, I’ll tell you, he’s as hard as steel—the kind of steel you’d want thrusting deep inside you. Well, inside me, of course, because that’s exactly where he’s going to be very soon." Lana’s words were bold, dripping with intention, and they sent a thrill through me, even as Julie’s expression shifted from shock to something more complicated—part annoyance, part fascination.

Julie, though clearly irritated, couldn’t hide the flicker of admiration in her eyes. It was strange, really, considering how she’d once seemed to relish teasing me. Now, she sat there, sipping her coffee, her gaze fixed on Lana as if trying to unravel her. Lana, ever the provocateur, leaned in again, her voice a conspiratorial murmur. "We can’t stay long—we live too far away. But I’m torn, darling. Should it be the car or the alley? Decisions, decisions."

Julie’s eyes flicked to me, her brow furrowing. "Wait, Stephen, I thought you lived just a mile from me?" Before I could respond, Lana cut in smoothly, her tone light but firm. "Oh, no, that’s the house his ex is selling. We’re an hour away now." She flashed me a knowing smile, and I nodded in agreement, though Julie looked thoroughly confused. Lana, ever the picture of poise, dropped some cash on the table and stood, her voice sweet but final. "Goodnight, Julie."

As we walked toward the car, Lana’s hand found mine, her fingers tightening as she whispered, "Don’t look back." I obeyed, though I could sense Julie rising from her seat, her curiosity getting the better of her. A few steps later, Lana tugged me forward, her pace quickening. Her sleek Mercedes was parked just beyond the bustling shopping area, and as we reached it, she set the bag of shoes on the hood and turned to me, her lips crashing against mine with a hunger that left me breathless.

Her hands were everywhere—one gripping my waist, the other sliding down to the front of my pants, her touch igniting a fire that burned hotter with every second. We stumbled against the wall of a nearby building, hidden in the shadows away from the streetlights. My hands roamed under her skirt, fingers tracing the curve of her thigh, while her breath hitched against my mouth.

Breaking the kiss, she pulled me around the corner, her voice a husky command. "Come here." We were out of sight now, the glow of the shops fading behind us. Her hands gripped my hips, pulling me flush against her, our bodies moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm. My lips trailed from her mouth to her neck, then lower, as she unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her breasts. I took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently, and she moaned softly, her hips grinding against me.

Her hands slid down my back, gripping my ass as I knelt before her, my hands pushing her skirt up and her panties down. My mouth found her wetness, and I licked her slowly, savoring the taste of her arousal. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as her body trembled, her moans growing louder. I wanted nothing more than to feel her come undone, to hear her cry out as she reached the edge and fell over it, completely and utterly mine.

It didn’t take long—just a few breathless, heated moments—before her body tensed, her breath hitched, and a muffled cry escaped her lips. She trembled against me, her thighs quivering as she finally tugged my head back, pulling me out from beneath her skirt. I looked up at her, my lips still damp, and found her smiling down at me, her eyes dark and satisfied, her chest rising and falling with the rhythm of her lingering pleasure.

She stepped back, her movements slow and deliberate, and kicked her panties off her ankle, leaving them discarded against the rough brick wall of the building. We walked the short distance to her car, her heels clicking softly against the pavement, her hips swaying with every step. I held the door open for her, my hand lingering on the frame as she slid into the driver’s seat. Before I could close it, she turned her head, her voice low and teasing, and called out, “Good night, Julie,” to the shadowy figure lingering in the distance. I glanced over my shoulder, catching a glimpse of Julie’s silhouette before I climbed into the car, the engine purring to life as we drove off into the night, the promise of more to come hanging thick in the air between us.


Chapter 10: Mrs. W is Naughty

What began as an inconvenience had somehow transformed into the most unexpected, life-altering experience. When my mother insisted I stay with Mrs. Wentworth while she attended some meeting, I was initially irritated. At nearly nineteen, I didn’t need a babysitter, especially not someone who had once been my teacher. But Mrs. Wentworth wasn’t the stern, elderly figure I’d imagined. She was warm, captivating, and far younger than I’d remembered. And then, well—if you’ve read the first nine chapters, you already know how deeply we connected. Staying with her became something I cherished, something I never wanted to end.

I was utterly stunned the night Mrs. Wentworth had me on my knees after dinner, but I don’t want you to think our time together was solely defined by those moments. There were countless hours where we simply enjoyed each other’s company, where the intimacy was in the quiet, shared moments rather than the physical. She was, in many ways, two distinct people. In the mornings, she was more reserved, more composed—the woman I’d first met when I arrived. She carried herself with a quiet propriety, almost as though she were slipping back into the role of the teacher I’d once known. But at night, or at least on certain nights, she transformed. She became Lana, the name she insisted I use in front of others, and she was bold, unrestrained, and utterly intoxicating.

For the next few days, though, she remained more like her morning self. We fell into a rhythm, a domestic ease that felt both comforting and natural. We spent our days together at her house, rarely venturing out, and while there was a simmering tension between us, nothing overtly sexual happened. It was as though we were both savoring the calm before the storm, the quiet before the inevitable intensity.

A few days later, over breakfast, Mrs. Wentworth broke the silence with a question that caught me off guard. “Are you worried at all that no one has called?” she asked, her tone casual but her eyes sharp. When I stared at her blankly, she clarified, “You know, the woman who dropped you off here? It’s been a while since she called. Are you okay with that?”

I laughed, realizing I’d almost forgotten about my mother. She hadn’t called in days, but the truth was, I didn’t care. “No,” I said, shrugging. “I’m not worried. I guess I don’t care if she calls or not.”

Her reaction was immediate, a flicker of something—satisfaction, maybe?—crossing her face. Whether it was because I was content or because I’d stopped caring about my mother, I couldn’t say. But it pleased her, and that was enough. She grabbed my hand, her touch firm and commanding. “Come on,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Let’s get ready.” I’d almost forgotten—her friends were coming over again.

Every few days, or at least while I was staying with her, Mrs. Wentworth hosted tea or lunch with a small group of her friends. And she loved having me play the role of waiter or butler, something I didn’t mind in the slightest. It was the only real request she ever made of me, and honestly, I found it amusing. There was something thrilling about serving these women, watching as they sipped their drinks, their laughter growing louder, their stories more scandalous with each passing hour. It was a game, a performance, and I was more than happy to play my part.

As we stepped into her bedroom, she turned to me with a playful glint in her eye. "You’ll need to wear those tight shorts I got you earlier," she said, her voice teasing. "We can’t risk your little friend making an unexpected appearance and causing a scene, can we?" She laughed softly, her tone light but firm. "First impressions matter, after all. And since you’ll be in black, I think I’ll go with white today." She tossed the black shorts toward me—the ones she’d bought a week ago to keep everything in place—and then disappeared into her closet.

By the time she returned, I had already slipped into the shorts, tucking myself carefully down one leg just in case things got... ahem... more complicated. I was pulling on the pants over the shorts when she emerged, and thank goodness I’d taken the precaution. She stood there in nothing but a white bra and panties, the kind that made my breath catch in my throat. The panties were sheer, silky, and snug, clinging to her curves in a way that made them look almost too small, though she insisted they fit just fine. And the bra—oh, the bra—was a delicate lace-and-silk concoction that somehow managed to be both modest and utterly alluring at the same time. Together, they were a vision of femininity, elegant and sensual in a way that made it impossible to look away.

She caught me staring but didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she ran her fingers lightly over the front of her panties, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "I know what you’re thinking," she said, her voice low and knowing. "They’re small, aren’t they? And so thin, so silky, that they feel like they might just tear apart if I’m not careful. Like they could slip right off at any moment. Am I right?" I didn’t dare tell her what I was really thinking, so I just nodded, my throat suddenly dry.

"Don’t worry, Stevie, darling," she purred, her tone reassuring but laced with mischief. "It’s sweet of you to be concerned about my comfort, but I’ll be just fine. I’m slipping on these thigh-highs—no garter needed—to be extra cautious. That should keep everything in place. And I’ll be wearing this long cotton dress to cover up, so no need to fret." She paused, holding the dress in her hands, her expression thoughtful. "Actually," she added, a sly smile playing on her lips, "I think I’ll leave it off for now. We’ve got cleaning and table-setting to do, and I’d hate to get this white dress dirty before the guests arrive. It’s only fair I help you get everything ready."

With that, she turned and walked away, her heels dangling from one hand and the dress draped over her arm. I scrambled to finish dressing, my heart racing as I hurried to catch up with her.

The next hour stretched on, each minute a delicious torment as Mrs. Wentworth remained in nothing but her underwear, her dress still draped over her arm, untouched. She moved about the house with an air of casual indifference, as if her state of undress was the most natural thing in the world. But for me, it was an exquisite kind of torture, a slow, deliberate tease that she seemed entirely unaware of. Every time she bent over, those impossibly tight panties clung to her curves, the fabric straining against her perfect backside. I couldn’t help but stop what I was doing, my eyes glued to her as she moved. It felt like she was bending over far more than necessary, her movements deliberate, though she never let on. Then, as if to test my resolve further, she dropped to her hands and knees, crawling across the dining room and living room floors, claiming it helped her find things she’d dropped. My heart raced, my body reacting in ways I couldn’t control, but I forced myself to stay composed. The last thing I wanted was for her to think I was some kind of pervert, though the truth was, I was barely holding it together.

By the time her friends arrived, I was wound so tight I could barely think straight. The waiter’s uniform, combined with the unforgiving spandex shorts, did little to hide the effect she’d had on me. Sure, the shorts kept everything tucked down one leg, but the snug fit of the pants left little to the imagination. If anyone looked closely, they’d see exactly what was going on beneath the fabric. When the doorbell rang, Mrs. Wentworth nearly answered it in her underwear, only to gasp and dart off to the laundry room at the last second. “Stephen, please get the door,” she called over her shoulder, her voice tinged with panic. “I almost forgot! That would have been a disaster. What would people think? I’ll be right out.” It was a close call, but I didn’t mind playing the part of the dutiful butler.

I opened the door to find Janine and Kim standing there, just the two of them today. “Good afternoon, Madam,” I said, my voice smooth and practiced, like something out of a period drama. “Mrs. Wentworth will be right with you. Please, come in.” They exchanged amused glances, clearly entertained by my performance. Kim stepped forward first, wrapping me in a warm hug, her laughter soft against my ear. But when it was Janine’s turn, her embrace took on a different tone. Her hands lingered, one sliding down to brush against the obvious bulge in my pants. “Someone’s happy to see me,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing. “This makes me hungry.” My face flushed, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me at her boldness. She released me just as Mrs. Wentworth reappeared, her dress now perfectly in place, and greeted her friends with kisses on the cheek.

We all moved into the dining room, the three women taking their seats while I stood ready to serve. “You may begin,” Mrs. Wentworth said, her tone formal but with a glint of mischief in her eyes. I moved around the table, carefully placing portions of the chicken and salad onto each plate. Kim was polite, her smile warm, but Janine couldn’t resist another opportunity to tease. As I leaned over to serve her, her hand brushed against me again, her touch deliberate and lingering. Mrs. Wentworth pretended not to notice, her expression serene as she sipped her wine. Once everyone had been served, she raised her glass. “Let’s start with the wine and skip the tea,” she announced, her voice light and playful. I poured for her first, the glasses emptying quickly as the afternoon stretched on, the tension in the room thick and unspoken.

I lingered at the table, eating alongside them, though their conversation mostly revolved around themselves. Kim complimented Mrs. Wentworth on her dress, but Janine wasted no time diving into her usual provocations. "It’s nice and white and... well, boring," she drawled, her tone dripping with mockery. "Is this your way of showing Stevie here just how dull you are? Like, 'Hi, Stevie, I’m so boring even my clothes are devoid of color.' I bet he’s been dying of boredom the whole time he’s been here. Tell me, have you even taken him out at night, or do you keep him cooped up here, wallowing in monotony?" Her eyes flicked to me, sharp and teasing, but Mrs. Wentworth cut in before I could respond.

"Don’t be ridiculous, Janine," she said, her voice calm but firm. "I’m plenty of fun, and Stephen is enjoying himself. He’s learning new things, too."

Janine rolled her eyes dramatically, her lips curling into a smirk. "Oh, I’m sure he is. When was the last time you even went out without him tagging along?"

Mrs. Wentworth didn’t rise to the bait, though her tone carried a hint of defensiveness. "Remember the charity event I told you about? And I took Stephen to the opera. That’s a full social life, wouldn’t you say?"

Janine nearly snorted, her sarcasm thick. "Oh, yes, the opera. I’m sure that was the highlight of Stevie’s dreams. Absolutely thrilling." Her tone was biting, but she wasn’t entirely wrong. She leaned back in her chair, adding, "And let’s not forget the charity event. Did you make a wild night of it? Stay out till dawn?" When Mrs. Wentworth admitted she’d been home by nine, Janine actually laughed, though no one seemed particularly offended.

By then, the wine bottle was empty, so I excused myself to fetch another from the kitchen. What Janine didn’t realize was that I could still hear every word they said, even from the other room. Her voice carried, low and suggestive. "So, what do you say we take your little houseguest, lay him out on the table, and have him for dessert?"

Kim burst into laughter, calling Janine naughty, but to my surprise, Mrs. Wentworth didn’t seem offended. She laughed along, her voice light and unbothered.

When I returned with the wine, I started with Janine, pouring her glass first. But she held up a hand, stopping me as she drained her glass in one go. Her other hand, meanwhile, slid under the table, her fingers brushing against the unmistakable bulge in my pants. I flushed, but she didn’t stop, even as she set her glass down and murmured in a husky, almost predatory tone, "Fill me up, Stevie." Mrs. Wentworth’s eyes flicked to us, but she didn’t say a word, though her gaze lingered a little too long.

Moving to Kim, I expected her to keep her hands to herself, and she did—but her eyes didn’t. They were fixed on the very obvious outline Janine had left in my pants, her gaze lingering with a mix of curiosity and amusement. By the time I reached Mrs. Wentworth, her glass was empty, and her breathing had quickened, though she said nothing. She drank her wine quickly, her eyes darting to my bulge before she looked away, her cheeks faintly pink. She didn’t touch, of course, but the tension in the room was palpable.

They finished up quickly after that, and I retreated to the kitchen where dessert was waiting, ready to be served. Each plate held a slice of cheesecake, rich and creamy, just begging to be devoured. I grabbed two plates at a time, balancing them carefully as I made my way back to the dining room. I set one down in front of Kim, the porcelain clinking softly against the table. I asked if she wanted coffee to go with it, but she just gestured to her wine glass, which was still nearly full. I guessed she was pacing herself, probably because she was the designated driver. She sipped slowly, her movements deliberate, her eyes lingering on me in a way that made my pulse quicken.

Janine, of course, made me wait again. She drained her glass in one go, her lips wrapping around the rim as she tilted her head back. This time, she didn’t touch me, but her dress had ridden up just enough to reveal a tantalizing stretch of her thigh. My eyes lingered there, drawn to the smooth, exposed skin. I poured her more wine, though there wasn’t as much left in the bottle as I’d expected. The liquid barely reached halfway up her glass. I excused myself to fetch another bottle, along with the remaining plates of cheesecake.

As I reached for the plates in the kitchen, Mrs. Wentworth appeared behind me, her voice soft but commanding. “Steve, honey,” she began, her tone laced with something I couldn’t quite place. “I noticed we ran out of wine. I had an extra glass, so I finished it before you could give the last bit to Janine. You should bring another bottle so she can have a proper pour.” Her words were casual, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—something that made my stomach tighten.

When I turned to respond, I caught her staring at me, her gaze intense and unrelenting. Her cheeks were flushed, and she seemed a little unsteady on her feet, though she tried to hide it. She listened as I assured her I’d bring another bottle, but she didn’t stop staring. For a moment, she just stood there, her breath coming a little faster than usual, before she abruptly turned and hurried back to the dining room.

I followed with the cheesecake, setting one plate in front of Mrs. Wentworth and the other at my own seat across the table. Then I grabbed the newly opened bottle of wine and made my way back to Janine. “Sorry about the short pour earlier,” I said, trying to sound formal, though my voice wavered slightly. “We’ve opened another bottle, so you can have a proper glass this time.”

Janine leaned in closer, her fingers brushing against my crotch as she smirked up at me. “Okay, Stevie baby,” she purred, her voice low and husky. “Give me what you’ve got.” My breath hitched as I poured, my hand trembling slightly as I lingered, savoring the heat of her touch until she finally released me.

I was about to set the bottle down on the side table when Mrs. Wentworth’s voice cut through the air. “Since the bottle’s open,” she said, her tone casual but with an undercurrent of something more, “I’ll have another little bit.” I turned to her, noticing her glass was already empty again, despite the fact that she’d had more than her fair share earlier. I poured her a modest amount, but she shook her head. “Keep going,” she insisted, her voice firm. I obliged, filling her glass nearly to the brim. She still had that strange look in her eyes, one that sent a shiver down my spine. It was unsettling, but also... thrilling. No one else seemed to notice, but I couldn’t look away.

The conversation continued to flow, and I made sure everyone’s glasses were topped up with wine. Each time I leaned in to pour, Janine’s fingers would brush against me, her touch deliberate and lingering, while Kim’s gaze remained fixed on me, her eyes dark and unreadable. By the time I poured the last glass, I couldn’t help but notice how Janine’s dress had ridden up, revealing far more than she probably intended—or maybe she did. It was one of those wrap-around styles, tied at the front like a robe, with a slit that ran high up her thigh. As she sat, her legs crossed and uncrossed, the fabric shifted, exposing more and more of her smooth skin. By the end of the afternoon, the slit had parted enough for me to catch a glimpse of her blue panties. There was no doubt in my mind she was doing it on purpose, teasing me with every subtle movement, her eyes daring me to look.

When I poured Mrs. Wentworth’s final glass, I took my time, the wine cascading slowly into her glass. That’s when I felt it—her hand resting lightly on my backside, her fingers pressing just enough to make me freeze for a moment. She didn’t move it, just left it there, a silent but unmistakable gesture that sent a jolt through me. But the afternoon was winding down, and soon it was time for them to leave. I walked each of them to the door, saying my goodbyes. Kim hugged me tightly, and as she did, I felt someone—Janine, maybe—push my hips forward, pressing me against Kim. By then, I was achingly hard, and there was no way she couldn’t feel it. She didn’t say a word, but the way she lingered in the hug made me think she didn’t mind.

Janine, of course, made a spectacle of her farewell. She kissed me hard, her lips demanding, her hands gripping the bulge in my pants with a firmness that left no room for misinterpretation. “I’d take you right here if these two weren’t around,” she whispered loudly, her voice carrying enough for everyone to hear. “See you soon, sexy.” Her words hung in the air as she stepped back, her smirk telling me she knew exactly what she was doing.

Mrs. Wentworth lingered behind, standing close to me as the other two women made their way down the steps. I closed the door, the click of the latch echoing in the sudden quiet. The moment the door shut, the atmosphere shifted. Mrs. Wentworth turned to me, her eyes blazing with something raw and uncontained. Before I could react, she grabbed me, shoving me against the door, her mouth crashing into mine. This wasn’t like Janine’s playful flirtation—this was hunger, pure and unrestrained. Her tongue tangled with mine, her hands roaming over my body with a desperation that left me breathless. I felt her fingers fumbling with my belt, yanking at my pants, her movements frantic and urgent.

She was panting, her breath hot against my skin, her hands everywhere at once. My pants were around my knees in seconds, and then I was exposed, her fingers wrapping around me, her moans low and guttural, like she’d found something she’d been searching for. She pushed me toward the living room, but my clothes tangled around my ankles, and I stumbled, falling to the floor halfway between the hallway and the living room. There I was, sprawled out, my pants pooled around my feet, naked from the waist down but still dressed above, completely at her mercy.

She stepped over me, her movements deliberate and unhurried, her dress rising higher and higher until it was well above her waist. With a practiced ease, she tugged at the tight, damp fabric of her panties, sliding them down one leg until they dangled precariously from her knee. Her thigh-highs clung to her legs, but she didn’t bother removing them as she began to lower herself onto me. Her hand found my cock, already throbbing and eager, guiding it into her as she sank down with a low, satisfied moan. Once she was fully seated, she began to move, her hips rising and falling with a rhythm that was both desperate and controlled, her body consumed by a raw, primal hunger.

She rode me with abandon, her moans growing louder, her movements more frantic. I could feel the heat of her, the way her body clenched around me, and I fought to hold on, to keep myself from losing control too soon. But it was impossible to ignore the intensity of it all, the way she seemed to lose herself in the moment, her hands gripping my shoulders, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Behind me, I heard the faint creak of the door opening, but I couldn’t see who it was. Mrs. Wentworth, however, seemed unfazed, her eyes locked on the intruder as she continued to move, her pace only quickening, her moans growing louder, more insistent. She didn’t stop, didn’t even pause, her focus entirely on the pleasure she was taking from me.

It was Janine, I realized later, who had returned, likely having forgotten something. She stood there, silent and watching, as Mrs. Wentworth rode me with a ferocity that was almost feral. The room was filled with the sounds of skin against skin, of moans and gasps, and then, just as Mrs. Wentworth’s climax began to crest, Janine’s voice cut through the haze. “Isn’t this different?” she said, her tone teasing, almost amused. “It’s like college, but this time I’m watching you get fucked.” Her words seemed to push Mrs. Wentworth over the edge, her body convulsing as she let out a scream of release, her nails digging into my skin. And then, as if on cue, I felt myself give in, my own climax crashing over me as I spilled into her, my body shuddering with the force of it.

For a few moments, she collapsed on top of me, her chest heaving, her breath hot against my neck. I lay there, stunned by the sheer intensity of what had just happened, by the fact that we’d done this right there on the floor, half-dressed and completely consumed by lust. After a while, she sat up, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her face. She was still breathing heavily, her cheeks flushed, her eyes bright with a mix of exhilaration and something else—something that felt like pride. She leaned to one side, her fingers brushing against the damp fabric of her panties, still hanging from her knee. With a deliberate slowness, she slid them off completely, her eyes never leaving mine as she did.

She stood then, her movements graceful despite the lingering tremors in her legs, and I felt myself slip out of her with a soft, wet sound. She looked down, watching as my cock, still semi-hard, emerged from her, glistening and slick. Her smile widened, almost mischievous, as she reached for her discarded panties, using them to clean the mess we’d made, her touch lingering, almost reverent. I couldn’t help but watch, captivated by the way she moved, by the way she seemed to savor every moment of it.

When she was done, she stood, smoothing her dress back into place, her expression a mix of guilt and amusement. “Lana’s a very bad girl, I think,” she said, her voice soft, almost playful. “I should have stopped when Janine came in, but I couldn’t. We were very, very naughty, weren’t we?” She laughed then, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down my spine, and I couldn’t help but smile back, still reeling from the sheer, unexpected thrill of it all.

I tried to keep a straight face, though the playful energy between us was impossible to ignore. "Yes, Lana is very, very bad," I said, my voice low and teasing. "And bad girls... well, they deserve to be punished, don’t they?"

Her eyes lit up with mischief, a sly grin spreading across her lips. "Oh, absolutely," she purred, her tone dripping with playful menace. "Lana needs to be punished. Thoroughly. She’s such a naughty, dirty little slut. A bad, bad girl who can’t help herself." She drew out the words, almost like a chant, her voice soft but deliberate, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I couldn’t help but think back to earlier, to the way she’d responded to the spanking, the way she’d moaned and arched into it. It was clear she didn’t just tolerate it—she craved it. And honestly, so did I.

But there was something else nagging at me, something I couldn’t quite shake. Janine’s words had been echoing in my head, and though I hadn’t been able to see her face when she’d spoken, the tone had been unmistakable—teasing, almost knowing. "Lana," I began, my voice cautious but curious, "what did Janine mean earlier? When she said this was like college but the opposite? Was she joking, or... was there something more to it? I wasn’t really paying attention at the time, but now I can’t stop wondering."

Mrs. Wentworth—Lana—paused, her hands stilling as she adjusted her dress. For a moment, she looked almost embarrassed, her cheeks flushing as she avoided my gaze. She didn’t answer right away, instead busying herself with smoothing out her clothes before heading upstairs, clearly expecting me to follow. I did, of course, trailing behind her as she led the way to her bedroom.

Once inside, she began rummaging through her drawers and closet, pulling out fresh clothes as she spoke, her voice steady but distant, as though she were recounting a story she hadn’t told in years. "Stephen," she began, not looking at me, "when I first went to college, I was... young. Naïve, I suppose. In my second year, Janine became my roommate, and she was... well, she was nothing like me. She was bold, confident, and she had this system—this way of making sure she had the room to herself whenever she needed it. But one night, I was already in bed, asleep—or so she thought. She came in with a guy, and she told him not to worry, that I was a heavy sleeper. Which, of course, I wasn’t. I think she knew that, though. I think she knew I was awake, and she was just... playing with me. Our dorm room wasn’t big, and from my bed, I had a pretty clear view of hers. The guy kept telling her to be quiet, not wanting to wake me, but she... she wasn’t quiet. Not at all. And I... I couldn’t help but watch. A couple of times, I even lifted my head to get a better look, and I think she noticed. She didn’t say anything, but she did it again. And again. Seven or eight times that year, at least. I think that’s what she meant earlier—that this was the reverse of that."

She finally turned to look at me, her expression a mix of vulnerability and something else—something almost defiant. "I hope you don’t think it’s strange," she said softly, "that I was a voyeur back then. I didn’t plan on being an exhibitionist today, but... it just happened. And I think I liked it. A lot. I hope you don’t mind." Her voice was tentative, but there was a spark of something in her eyes—something that told me she wasn’t just asking for my approval. She was sharing a part of herself, a part she’d kept hidden for years, and it was intoxicating.

Who was she trying to fool? Of course, I didn’t mind—not one bit. I made sure to tell her so. “Mind? Are you kidding? I thought it was incredible. Lana—Mrs. Wentworth, I mean—of course, I don’t care about what happened in college. Honestly, I probably would’ve done the same thing. I think most people get a little thrill from watching, you know? Like catching a glimpse of someone through a window or something. It’s just one of those things. And let’s be real, sexual fantasies can be all over the place—it’s about going with whatever feels right in the moment. Sure, I was a little thrown when I first heard Janine’s voice, but hey, why not roll with it? It turned out to be a hell of a lot of fun. Maybe knowing someone’s watching is part of the excitement for some people. Who knows?”

She seemed to relax after that, her shoulders easing as she smiled. “Oh, I knew you’d get it! But it was still so naughty, don’t you think? Very, very naughty. And you’re absolutely right—Lana is a dirty, dirty girl who definitely needs to be punished after dinner.” Her voice was playful, almost teasing, and she was clearly in a much better mood now. She finished getting dressed, though “comfortable” wasn’t exactly the word I’d use. She slipped into red lingerie, more stockings, and then draped a silk robe over it all, leaving just enough to the imagination. She led the way downstairs, her confidence radiating.

I, on the other hand, opted for something more practical. I grabbed some comfortable clothes from the bathroom, including a pair of boxers to let things breathe a little. While I was changing, she ordered a pizza and poured more wine, the kind of casual domesticity that felt oddly intimate. We settled on the couch, not saying much, just waiting for the pizza guy to arrive. When he did, she handed me some cash and sent me to the door, which made sense—until she decided to make things interesting.

As I was paying, she called out from where she stood, loud enough for both of us to hear, “Make sure he gives you the breadsticks, honey!” I glanced back, and there she was, her robe slipping just enough to reveal one perfectly exposed bra cup. The pizza guy’s eyes widened, and I couldn’t help but smirk. She looked incredible, but she disappeared just as quickly, leaving me to finish the transaction.

When I returned to the family room, she was back to being fully covered, flipping through TV channels like nothing had happened. I opened the pizza box, arranged the breadsticks on a plate, and we dug in, settling on some random show she’d chosen. For the next hour, we ate and watched, but her robe seemed to have a mind of its own. It kept slipping open, revealing glimpses of her lingerie, and each time she’d notice and quickly cover up again. It happened over and over—six or seven times, maybe more—and each time, the robe stayed open just a little longer. I could feel myself getting hard, though I tried to play it cool. I wasn’t hiding it, exactly, but I wasn’t exactly flaunting it either. The tension was there, simmering beneath the surface, and I had a feeling things were far from over.

After another glass of wine, she turned off the TV and looked at me with a soft sigh, her eyes glinting with a mix of mischief and anticipation. "I suppose it's time," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. "Lana is ready for her spanking. But, darling, could you do me a favor? I hate the idea of lying on the rough fabric of your pants during my punishment. I know you’re wearing those silky boxers I bought you—would you mind taking off the pants? Just so I don’t have to worry about the roughness, hmm?"

Of course, I wasn’t about to argue. The thought of spanking her already had me eager, and if she wanted me to strip down to my boxers, I wasn’t going to complain. I slid my pants off in one smooth motion, the silky fabric of the boxers clinging to my skin, cool and smooth against my growing arousal. She watched me with a sly smile before deciding to lie down across my lap, her movements deliberate and teasing. She squirmed a bit, adjusting herself, her satin robe brushing against my bare thighs in a way that sent shivers up my spine. The friction of the smooth fabric against my skin was electrifying, and I could feel myself hardening beneath her, my cock pressing insistently against the thin barrier of my boxers. Her squirming felt like a kind of foreplay, and I had to bite back a groan as she finally settled into place.

Once she was positioned just right, I began. My hand came down gently, the sound of the impact muffled by the soft satin of her robe. I wasn’t hitting her hard—this wasn’t about pain, but about the ritual, the symbolism of it all. I loved the way her robe felt beneath my palm, the way the fabric whispered against her skin with each strike. After each spank, I’d let my hand linger, rubbing gently over the curve of her ass, feeling the warmth of her body through the thin material before sliding my hand away. She squirmed each time, her movements sending little jolts of pleasure through me, and I could feel her body responding, her breath hitching ever so slightly.

But after just five spanks, she stopped me, sitting up with a playful pout. "I’m sorry, sweetie," she said, her voice dripping with faux innocence. "I shouldn’t be wearing a robe for my spanking. That wasn’t right at all." She stood, stepping around the coffee table, her movements slow and deliberate. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes locking with mine for a moment before she turned and walked to the window. With a flick of her wrist, she pulled back the curtains, exposing the backyard. Her yard was private, shielded by tall hedges, but the act of opening the curtains felt daring, like we were inviting the night to watch. Then, with a dramatic flourish, she let her robe fall to the floor, revealing the red silk and lace lingerie beneath. The bra and panties clung to her curves, the white stockings—the kind that stayed up on their own—framing her legs perfectly. I’d always had a thing for stockings, and on her, they were nothing short of breathtaking. The contrast of the red against her pale skin, the way the lace teased at the edges, and the way she stood there, framed by the open window, was utterly intoxicating.

She returned to me, her hips swaying with each step, and laid back across my lap, adjusting herself so that my hard cock was nestled just beneath her thigh, the tip pressing insistently against her. I placed one hand on her thigh, my fingers brushing against the lace top of her stocking, while my other hand hovered over the curve of her ass, the silk of her panties stretched taut over her skin. She looked incredible, her body arched slightly, her head turned to glance back at me, her lips parting as she whispered, "I’m ready for my lesson, sir." Her voice was low, sultry, and filled with promise, and I knew this was only the beginning.

My hand came down in a gentle smack against the delicate fabric of her panties, the sound muffled but still satisfying. My other hand, free and eager, found its way to her thigh, fingers curling slightly to give her a soft, teasing squeeze. Each time, she let out a soft "Ow," but it was more of a breathy moan than anything else, her voice trembling with something far from pain. A couple of times, she arched her back, her body shifting subtly, pressing herself backward just enough that the part of her thigh I was gripping rose higher and higher. I couldn’t see her hands clearly, but I was almost certain she was touching herself, her fingers brushing against her breast in a way that made my pulse quicken.

By the eighth spank, I decided to let my fingers wander a little further. Instead of just squeezing her thigh, I let them drift lower, brushing lightly against the edge of her panties, grazing the sensitive skin just beneath. My touch was tentative, almost accidental, but her reaction was immediate—a shiver that ran through her body, not one of discomfort but of anticipation. It only made me want to explore more.

The next time my hand came down, I let my fingers linger, stroking gently under her body, tracing the damp fabric of her panties. I was surprised by how wet she already was, the heat and slickness of her arousal unmistakable even through the thin barrier. Her moan was louder this time, less restrained, and it sent a jolt of desire straight through me. I repeated the motion, alternating between the sharp, playful smacks and the slow, deliberate strokes of my fingers, teasing her through the soaked silk. It wasn’t long before her hands reached back, her fingers finding their way to my balls, caressing them through the smooth fabric of my boxers. I twitched under her touch, my cock straining against the silk, the tip damp and throbbing where it pressed against her belly.

With each stroke, I spent more time touching her, less time spanking. I couldn’t get enough of the way her body responded to me—the way she squirmed, the way her breath hitched, the way her moans grew louder and more desperate. Her head dipped lower, her face almost touching the floor as she arched her back, her body writhing against my hand. She wasn’t just moaning now; she was gasping, her voice rising in pitch as her orgasm built. I could feel it coming, the tension in her body coiling tighter and tighter until, with one final, sharp smack, she cried out, her body shuddering as she came undone.

Her hips bucked wildly, her hands gripping my thighs as she rode out the waves of pleasure. When it finally subsided, she pulled my hand away, her body collapsing onto the floor as she tried to catch her breath. After a moment, she stood, her movements slow and deliberate, and then she was straddling me, her legs on either side of mine as she settled onto my lap. Her lips crashed into mine, her kiss hungry and demanding, her tongue tangling with mine as her hand reached behind her, fingers wrapping around my aching cock. It didn’t take long—within seconds, I was coming, my release soaking through the silk of my boxers as she kissed me deeply, her body pressed tightly against mine.

When she finally pulled away, she was smiling, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I was a very naughty girl," she murmured, her voice low and teasing. "Thank you for punishing me." She giggled softly, her fingers brushing against my cheek before she stood, slipping her damp panties off and tossing them into my lap. "These got a little wet, Stevie," she said with a wink, her tone playful as she turned and walked away, leaving me dazed and breathless as she disappeared up the stairs.


Chapter 11: Mrs. W is a Nurse

The morning light filtered through the windows as I made my way downstairs, my head heavy and my body aching. Mrs. Wentworth’s house no longer felt like just a place I was visiting. It was strange how things had shifted. At first, I’d been furious about being left here, dumped off for a few days with someone who used to be my teacher—though “old” wasn’t the right word for her. Sure, she’d taught me back in fourth grade, but she’d been young then, and she still was, in a way. Older than me, obviously, but not old. And I wasn’t a kid anymore either. Nineteen, to be exact. She was… well, whatever age she was. It didn’t matter. What did matter was how she kept referring to this place as “our house.” And now, somehow, I was starting to think of it that way too.

This morning, though, I wasn’t thinking much about any of that. I felt awful. Something had happened during the night—my body was on fire, my throat raw, and my head pounding. I sneezed as I shuffled into the kitchen, my nose running and my eyes watering. Mrs. Wentworth spun around quickly, her short satin robe swirling around her legs. Normally, I might have noticed the flash of her underwear, but I was too miserable to care. I just slumped into a chair, my body heavy and uncooperative. She hurried over, her voice soft and concerned. “Oh, sweetie, you look terrible. Are you sick? You’re burning up. Oh no, we need to get you to bed—or maybe the doctor. Yes, that’s it. Go back upstairs and get dressed. I’ll call my doctor right now. She’ll see us, I’m sure of it. Hurry, darling.”

Within minutes, she was ushering me into her car, her hands firm but gentle as she guided me into the passenger seat. The doctor’s office wasn’t far, and somehow, Mrs. Wentworth managed to get us an immediate appointment. The receptionist, an older woman with a no-nonsense demeanor, exchanged a few words with Mrs. Wentworth before a nurse appeared almost instantly. She was younger than the receptionist but older than Mrs. Wentworth, her face kind but efficient. The waiting room was empty, which made me wonder what kind of doctor this was.

They asked all the usual questions—how I was feeling, what my symptoms were—and then took my temperature, checked my throat, and poked and prodded in that clinical way they do. The nurse left, and I felt a flicker of nervousness. “Mrs. Wentworth,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, “is this doctor a woman? I’ve never been to a female doctor before. Maybe we should find a male one?” She just laughed, her tone light and reassuring. “Relax, sweetie. It’s just a doctor.”

And then she walked in. The doctor was younger than the nurse, probably in her early forties, with a warm smile and an air of confidence that was impossible to ignore. She wore the standard white coat, paired with a skirt that hugged her figure in a way that was both professional and undeniably attractive. Even in my feverish state, I couldn’t help but notice how striking she looked—there was something undeniably alluring about a woman in a uniform, someone so composed and in control. She was kind, yes, but there was a quiet authority about her that made me feel both safe and… something else I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

The doctor spoke at length, her words flowing smoothly, though it was Mrs. Wentworth who fielded most of the questions. She barely addressed me directly, which struck me as odd, though in my foggy, feverish state, I didn’t dwell on it much. She did, however, perform the usual checks—peering into my eyes and ears, pressing the cold stethoscope against my chest to listen to my breathing. Her voice was calm but firm when she said, “Stephen, I’d like to conduct a full examination of all your… parts, but we’ll have to save that for another time. For now, let’s focus on getting you well before I start poking around.”

I nodded weakly, muttering a quiet, “Okay.” Her choice of words lingered in my mind—parts and poking—it didn’t sound like the kind of language I’d expect from a doctor. Maybe she was just being casual, or perhaps she meant I’d need a comprehensive checkup later since she hadn’t seen me before. Either way, it left me feeling slightly uneasy, though I was too exhausted to dwell on it.

She stood, scribbling something on a notepad before handing a slip of paper to Mrs. Wentworth. “You did the right thing bringing him here so quickly,” she said, her tone serious but reassuring. “I’m concerned about the congestion in his chest, but it’s nothing we can’t manage. No need for hospitalization, but he’ll likely feel worse before he starts to improve. Ideally, you’d have a nurse on hand, but as long as someone is monitoring his temperature and listening to his chest regularly, he should be fine resting at home. A little movement is good, but plenty of rest in between. Call me immediately if anything changes or new symptoms appear. I’ll see you both again soon—perhaps we can schedule a joint visit next month if it works out.”

The appointment wrapped up quickly, and Mrs. Wentworth wasted no time whisking me back home and straight to bed. She’d transformed the spare room—the one I’d been using since I arrived—into a makeshift sickroom. She fluffed the pillows, adjusted the blankets, and tucked me in with a tenderness that felt almost maternal. “My sweet, little patient,” she cooed, her voice soft but laced with determination. “I need to run out and grab a few supplies, but I’ll be back soon to nurse you back to health. Don’t you worry. Just rest while I’m gone.”

I bristled slightly at being called sweet and little—terms that felt infantilizing—but I was too drained to protest. Besides, I was grateful for her care, especially in my weakened state. The pills and shot the doctor had given me were already taking effect, and as soon as Mrs. Wentworth left, I drifted into a deep, heavy sleep. The room was pitch black, the curtains and shades drawn tightly, shutting out any trace of daylight.

I must have slept for hours, though it was hard to tell in the darkness. When I stirred, a faint light glowed softly across the room, casting a gentle illumination that allowed me to make out vague shapes. It was a new addition—a small lamp, perhaps, or a nightlight. The room had changed subtly; a chair now sat beside the bed, and in it, I could see the outline of Mrs. Wentworth, her presence a quiet, comforting constant in the dimness.

"Oh, good. You're finally awake. Let's check," she murmured, her voice soft but firm as she slipped a thermometer beneath my tongue. Her hand brushed against my skin, sending a faint shiver through me, though I wasn’t sure if it was from the fever or her touch. She reached over to the small table she’d placed beside the bed, flicking on a lamp that cast a warm, gentle glow across the room. "I tried to turn this room into our own little clinic without disturbing you," she explained, her tone almost conspiratorial. "No light from outside, though. I’ve blocked it all out while you’re sick. It’s like a special sanctuary, a place just for healing. That’s why everything is white—the sheets, the blankets. I had a set already, but I bought more so I can keep everything fresh and clean for you. Now, I hope you don’t mind that I’ve decided not to bring in a nurse. If you’ll let me, I’ll be your nurse. I’ll take care of you, and I promise, I’ll make you feel as good as new."

Her eyes lingered on me, expectant, as though she needed some kind of reassurance. I swallowed, my throat dry, and managed to croak out, "Thank you, Mrs. Wentworth. I know I’ll feel better with you taking care of me. I just don’t want to be a burden."

Her face lit up, a radiant smile spreading across her features. "Oh, I’m so glad you feel that way. But none of this 'Mrs. Wentworth' business anymore. From now on, I’m on duty. You can call me Nurse. And if you need me, just press this call button," she said, holding up a small device and placing it within my reach. "I’ll come right away. It would make me so happy to nurse you back to health. Here," she added, handing me a glass of juice. "It’s packed with nutrients and vitamins. It’ll help. I know it will. Drink it now, and take your next pill. I’ll go and get some food for you—soup for now. Oh, and I’m not exactly dressed for nursing, so I might change into something more appropriate."

I sipped the juice, the cool liquid soothing my parched throat, and swallowed the pill she handed me. Despite the relief, I felt worse than before, a heavy ache settling deep in my bones. I remembered the doctor’s warning—that I’d feel worse before I got better. A few minutes later, Mrs. Wentworth returned, carrying a tray laden with a bowl of soup, a slice of bread, and a few other small items. I noticed she’d changed into a long, shapeless white dress that looked almost like a nurse’s uniform.

"Wow, thanks, Mrs. Wentworth. This is very nice," I said, my voice still weak.

She placed a finger gently on my lips, silencing me. "No, remember, I’m Nurse now. See my uniform?" she said with a playful smile, gesturing to the dress. "I got a few of these so I’d look the part. I don’t really like this one, though. It’s a bit scratchy, but I suppose it’s part of the role."

I nodded, managing a small smile. "Okay. Thank you, Nurse, for bringing my meal. And I took my pill, like you said."

Her smile widened, and she reached for a medical chart, jotting down notes with a practiced hand. "Medication administered at 25 past the hour. Oral temperature was 101.5. Food given afterward. Good, that’s all in order. Now, eat up like a good boy," she instructed, her tone warm but firm. "I need to go change again before I adjust your bedding. This uniform is terrible—itchy and uncomfortable. It was a mistake to wear it."

She left me to eat my soup, and though it was simple, it soothed me a little. When she returned, her uniform had changed, and it was far better this time. The dress was white, buttoned neatly up the front, with a belt cinched around her waist. It wasn’t short—it fell to her knees—and the buttons were mostly fastened, so it didn’t look cheap or tacky. Yet, there was something undeniably sexy about it, though I couldn’t quite put my finger on why. Maybe it was the uniform itself, or maybe it was just her. All I managed to say was, “Wow.”

She smiled, clearly pleased with herself. “This is better, isn’t it? I look like a proper nurse now, the kind you’d find in a high-end hospital or a private clinic for… special patients.” Her tone was playful, almost teasing.

I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t nurses usually wear scrubs or something?”

She gave me a look, half-amused, half-dismissive. “Scrubs? Absolutely not. I’m a classy nurse, darling. Elegant, even. Scrubs are far too casual for what we’re doing here. Now, let me tuck you in properly.”

She moved around the bed with practiced ease, smoothing the sheets and adjusting the blankets. It felt so good to be cared for like this, and I couldn’t help but watch her every move. There were moments when she bent over, her dress shifting just enough to make my breath catch. A couple of times, I almost reached out, my fingers itching to brush against her, but I stopped myself. It was just a fleeting, stupid thought, nothing more.

When she finally turned off the lights, I drifted off almost immediately. The exhaustion and the pills pulled me under, and I slept deeply, unaware of the time passing. The room stayed dark, no outside light creeping in to give me any clues. When I finally woke, disoriented, I reached for the call button. She’d told me to use it, and I figured it was what she wanted. Within seconds, the door opened, and she stepped in, the hallway light spilling in behind her. She flicked on a lamp, and I blinked, my eyes adjusting.

As my vision cleared, I noticed the stethoscope draped around her neck. She smiled, clearly proud of the addition. “I thought the stethoscope would help complete the look. Oh, and the white stockings too. Don’t you think it makes me seem more authentic?”

I nodded, but my attention was drawn to the way she kept fumbling with things, bending over to pick them up. Each time she did, I caught glimpses of the garter belt beneath her dress. Real nurses probably didn’t wear garter belts—they’d be too impractical for a long shift. But on her, it was… intriguing. Maybe it was silly, but it lifted my spirits in a way I hadn’t expected. My nurse was full of surprises, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the effort she was putting into this role.

She rose gracefully, her movements deliberate and precise, and retrieved a thermometer from her pocket. With a practiced hand, she slid it under my tongue, her fingers brushing lightly against my lips. When she pulled it out and examined the reading, her brow furrowed slightly. "Hmm, 102 now. It’s inching up. I hope this thermometer is accurate—I bought a few different ones just to be sure. Let’s listen to your chest so I can give the doctor a proper update." Her voice was soft but professional, though there was a flicker of something else beneath the surface, something that made my pulse quicken despite my exhaustion.

She peeled back the blankets, her hands cool against my skin, and exposed my chest. The stethoscope felt icy as she pressed it against me, her face a mask of concentration as she listened intently. She moved it across my chest, then slid it under my shirt to my back, her fingers grazing my skin in a way that sent a faint shiver through me. I tried to distract myself by letting my gaze wander down her uniform, though the buttons were frustratingly fastened, leaving only the barest hint of her cleavage visible. The edge of a lace bra peeked out, and the sight of it, combined with the faint outline of her garter belt beneath the fabric, stirred something in me—though not enough to fully rouse me from the fog of fatigue. I was tired, yes, but not entirely immune to her allure.

When she finished, she sat back, her expression softening. "Everything sounds fine. I’ll make a note for the doctor. But first, let’s get you looking a bit more presentable. I think my patients should be in proper gowns—I picked up a few from a medical supply store, just like a real hospital. Let’s get you changed." Her smile was warm, almost playful, as she began to undress me. Her hands were gentle but efficient, and I could tell she was a little surprised when she noticed I wasn’t hard. Normally, her touch would have had me straining against my clothes, but the fever had dulled my usual response. Still, there was something undeniably intimate about the way she handled me, her fingers brushing against my skin as she slipped the gown over my shoulders and tied it securely at the back.

She left the room briefly, phone in hand, to update the doctor, and returned with a thoughtful expression. "The doctor says your temperature is expected to stay high for a while, but she doesn’t think it’s contagious. She wants me to keep monitoring your chest and heart, and she suggested a bit of movement to keep your blood flowing. So, let’s get you up and walking, shall we?" Her tone was encouraging, and before I could protest, she was pulling back the covers and helping me to my feet.

Her arm slipped around my waist, her hand resting just inside the open back of the gown, her touch warm and steady against my bare skin. The gown flapped awkwardly as we moved, and I felt a little exposed, but I didn’t mind. Her presence was comforting, even if the situation was a bit strange. I didn’t really need her support, but I didn’t say anything—there was something about the way she held me, the way her body pressed against mine as we walked, that made me want to stay close to her, even if just for a little while longer.

We didn’t venture downstairs, just wandered aimlessly around the room. I couldn’t help but notice how cluttered the space was—our bedroom, or maybe it was hers, was a chaotic mess, filled to the brim with boxes stacked haphazardly everywhere. It seemed like she’d dumped everything she’d ordered or purchased in there, and the sheer volume of it all was overwhelming. After a while, she guided me back to the bed, tucking me in with a promise to return soon.

When I woke again, I realized I’d been drifting in and out of sleep, caught in a strange, disorienting cycle where time felt meaningless and everything seemed off-kilter. Once more, she rushed in the moment I pressed the call button, her presence immediate and efficient. This time, though, I was feeling slightly better, and when she entered, I managed a weak smile and greeted her with a playful, “Hello, nurse.”

Her smile in return was warm and genuine, and it lifted my spirits. I knew how much of a burden my illness was on her, and I was deeply grateful for all she was doing. She paused for a moment, striking a pose in her crisp uniform, the stethoscope dangling from one hand and the thermometer clutched in the other. “Hello, patient,” she replied with a playful smirk. “Nurse Lana is here to make you feel better.”

This time, I got a better look at her uniform. It was pristine white, cinched at the waist with a belt, and buttoned all the way up and down. A few of the lower buttons were undone, presumably for ease of movement, which explained why she wore white stockings. In the light, the fabric appeared almost sheer, clinging to her figure in a way that left little to the imagination. She must have changed her bra, too, because I could see the faint outline of red lace beneath the thin material, the color peeking through and accentuating her cleavage. The open buttons only added to the effect, making her look both professional and undeniably alluring. She might have been playing the role of a nurse, but there was no denying how sexy she looked.

She slipped the thermometer under my tongue, her movements precise and efficient, and then began her routine, bending over frequently as she worked close to me. I didn’t mind the view one bit, staying perfectly still as the thermometer did its job. When it finally beeped, she straightened up and checked the reading, her smile widening. “Well, 100.2,” she announced. “That’s moving in the right direction.”

“Now, lie as flat as you can,” she instructed, removing the pillows and gently guiding me onto my back. Then, with a practiced ease, she hiked her skirt up a couple of inches and climbed onto the bed, positioning herself directly on top of me. “This is important for a good reading,” she explained, her tone matter-of-fact. “I need to sit right on you while I listen to your chest.”

She’d pulled the covers back, and I could feel the smooth fabric of her stockings brushing against my skin, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of me. Her weight settled on me, and while it might have been uncomfortable if I’d been fully erect, I was still struggling in that department. Still, there was a faint stirring, a slight hardness that hadn’t been there before. She remained seated, her movements deliberate as she listened intently, before finally announcing, “Now, the back.”

I expected her to climb off, but instead, she tugged me closer, her body leaning over mine as she positioned herself to examine my back from above. Kneeling as she was, she seemed taller, her chin hovering just above my head, and my face naturally nestled into the warm, soft curve of her cleavage. I couldn’t help but savor the sensation, the way her skin felt against me, the faint scent of her perfume mingling with something uniquely her. She shifted slightly, her movements causing her thighs to brush against me, and I didn’t mind one bit—especially since it meant my face was pressed even deeper into her chest. Her wiggling was almost playful, as though she were searching for the perfect spot, and I was more than happy to let her take her time.

Finally, she released me, her voice soft but firm as she declared that I sounded fine, though she made no move to get off me. “Sweetie,” she murmured, her tone both soothing and commanding, “you’re definitely improving, but we have to follow the doctor’s orders to the letter. First, we’ll take my temperature, and then I need you to use the stethoscope on me.” She slipped the thermometer into her mouth, and I couldn’t help but find the sight oddly alluring—the way her lips wrapped around it, the subtle movements of her cheeks as she held it in place. When it beeped, she checked the reading and nodded, satisfied. “Now,” she continued, her voice low and steady, “I need you to listen to my heart first. Press the stethoscope right against my skin, here.” She gestured to a spot just above her chest, her fingers brushing against the fabric of her uniform. “You’ll be able to hear if the rhythm’s off. Then we’ll move lower, and you’ll listen to my breathing. The doctor says you can tell a lot from the sounds—whether it’s smooth or rough, clear or strained. Just follow my directions, okay?”

As she spoke, I did as she instructed, pressing the stethoscope to her chest and listening intently. Her heart sounded strong, steady, but there was a faint quickness to it that hadn’t been there before. She unbuttoned her uniform further, exposing more of her skin and the edge of her bra, guiding my hand to different spots—first between her breasts, then over one, and finally just below the line of her bra. Each time, my fingers brushed against her skin, the warmth of her body radiating through the thin fabric. She peeled back the top of her bra slightly, her breath hitching as I moved the stethoscope lower, my finger grazing the edge of her nipple. She held her breath for a moment, then exhaled slowly, her chest rising and falling as she directed me to listen again.

“One more time,” she said, her voice a little breathless now, “up here, on my heart. How does it sound?” I could hear the steady thrum of her pulse, but it was undeniably faster than before, a subtle but unmistakable shift. “It’s strong,” I told her, my voice low, “but it’s definitely quicker now, Nurse. Still regular, though.” She nodded, her eyes meeting mine, and for a moment, the air between us felt charged, electric, as though something unspoken had shifted between us.

She gave me a soft, knowing smile before gracefully sliding off me, her hands immediately busying themselves with fluffing the pillows and gently guiding me to lie back down. "Good, it's time for you to rest now. Here we go," she murmured, her voice soothing as she adjusted the sheet around my hips. Her fingers brushed lightly over my erection, which, though not as firm as it could be, was undeniably present—a marked improvement from earlier. I didn’t dwell on it, but perhaps it was a small sign that my health was on the mend. Her smile widened, her tone teasing as she remarked, "Someone seems to be feeling better."

I had been spending most of my time sleeping, but now, for the first time, I felt like I was improving rather than declining. Mrs. Wentworth, with her tireless efforts and unwavering care, was doing an exceptional job. It was almost as if she had transformed into a real nurse, her dedication and attention to detail making her seem like a professional.

The next time I woke, she entered the room carrying a tray laden with supplies. She took my temperature with practiced ease, her eyes lighting up as she announced, "It's almost normal—much better." Without hesitation, she pulled back the covers, sat me up, and untied the gown from behind, helping me out of it with a gentle efficiency. "It's time for my patient's sponge bath," she declared, her tone both firm and tender. She retrieved a large sponge from a bucket of water, wringing it out before running it over my stomach. When she paused to dip it back into the soapy water, she hesitated, her expression shifting.

"This is terrible," she said, her voice tinged with frustration. "I need to be more careful. Just give me a moment." With that, she undid the belt around her waist, her fingers working quickly to unfasten the buttons of her dress. She slipped it off, draping it neatly over a chair. My eyes widened as I took in her appearance. Her undergarments were pristine white this time—no red bra in sight. Instead, she wore a satin bra that clung to her curves, paired with a garter belt and panties that were smooth, shiny, and surprisingly voluminous. I wasn’t entirely sure why she felt the need to remove her dress, but I certainly wasn’t going to complain.

She turned back to me, her smile warm and inviting. "That feels much better," she said, her voice low and reassuring. "Let me start with your neck and chest, then your arms and under them. Nice and soapy, then nice and clean." Her hands moved with purpose, the sponge gliding over my skin in smooth, deliberate strokes. "Now your stomach," she instructed, her tone gentle but firm. "Turn onto your side, please. There we go. Let’s get under here, where you’ve been pressed against the bed." Her touch was thorough, moving down my legs and back up, ensuring every inch was attended to. "Much better," she murmured, her voice soft. "Now, let me rinse you off while you roll back onto your back."

She turned, and I couldn’t help but stare as she bent down, her movements deliberate and unhurried. When she sat up again, she began washing my lower stomach, her hands gliding over my skin with a practiced ease before she paused. Leaning across the bed, she reached for something on the other table, her breasts swaying tantalizingly close to my face before she pulled back. She soaped me up once more, then stopped abruptly. “The sponge isn’t quite right for this,” she murmured, her voice low and smooth. “Let me drop it. I have a cloth here instead.” Her fingers brushed against me as she reached for the cloth, and then, without hesitation, she wrapped her hand around my cock. “I like my patients to have a nice, clean penis,” she said, her tone almost clinical, though her eyes betrayed a flicker of something more. “The warm water must feel good, hmm? And as I wash you, I’ll make sure to pay attention to your balls too. There. See how much easier it is when you’re hard? I’m glad you’re so… responsive. Maybe it’s the warm water, or maybe it’s because you’re feeling healthier. Or perhaps,” she added with a sly smile, “it’s because Nurse decided to take off her uniform, and now you can see her in her regulation white silk underwear. At this clinic, we take pride in our appearance. No scrubs here—just silk and class. We caress our bodies in silk while we take care of our patients, washing them slowly, thoroughly. And now,” she paused, her hand stilling, “I’m not sure what to do. I think because I was washing and squeezing your scrotum, paying such close attention to your balls, your cock got a little too excited. It’s starting to leak.”

Her smile widened, and she leaned down, her tongue darting out to touch the tip of my cock. It throbbed violently, and I could feel the blood rushing through me, my pulse quickening. I thought she was about to take me into her mouth, but instead, she stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. I watched, transfixed, as she lowered herself and slid her panties down her legs, the silk slipping off her skin like water. She picked them up and, with a teasing smile, wrapped them around my middle. The sensation was electric—silk gliding over my thighs, my cock, my balls. It was better than any medicine, better than anything I’d ever felt.

She rubbed me everywhere, her hands and the silk working in tandem, and I couldn’t help but groan. She was smiling, her eyes bright with mischief, and twice she leaned down to flick her tongue across the tip of my cock. “I’m so glad my patient is enjoying his sponge bath,” she purred. “And the silk massage, too. I can see how much you’re enjoying it—your cock is twitching, leaking more and more over my silk cloth. Let me just…” Her voice trailed off as she lowered her head, her mouth closing over the tip of my cock with a soft, wet slurp. The sound sent a jolt through me, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. “Oh, Nurse,” I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily. “I can’t—oh, oh, yes!”

She continued to tease me with the silk, her movements slow and deliberate, as I finally let go, spilling into her warm, waiting mouth. She paused, her lips still wrapped tightly around me, her eyes locking onto mine with a look that was both sultry and satisfied. It was impossibly erotic, the way she held me there, her mouth a perfect, wet seal around the tip. Then, with a deliberate slowness, she pulled back, her lips parting just enough to reveal the mess I’d made—my release pooled on her tongue, glistening and thick, already beginning to spill over the edges. She let it drip, her tongue pushing it forward until it cascaded down her chin in a slow, sticky trail, landing on my stomach. With a practiced ease, she used the silk panties to clean up, wiping her chin and catching every drop, the fabric now thoroughly soaked.

“Nurse Lana thinks her patient is feeling much better now,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing, “but you still need a little rest tonight. We’ll have breakfast in the morning, and everything will be back to normal. Let’s both get a good night’s sleep, hmm?” She held the panties in her hand, the fabric damp and clinging, and I watched, transfixed, as she carefully slid them back on, her movements slow and deliberate. She took her time, smoothing the silk over her hips, the material undoubtedly sticky against her skin. The sight of her adjusting them, knowing what they were soaked with, sent a fresh wave of heat through me. She pulled the covers over me, her touch lingering for just a moment, before gathering her dress and slipping out of the room.

I was exhausted, my body spent from the intensity of it all, but I couldn’t help the smile that tugged at my lips as I drifted off to sleep. When I woke, it was to the sound of her voice calling me from downstairs. She hadn’t come in, but I noticed a robe and a pair of pajamas laid out on the chair. I dressed quickly, the soft fabric a welcome change, and made my way downstairs for the first time in days. She was there, waiting, dressed in a robe herself, her usual nurse’s uniform nowhere in sight.

“Good morning,” I said, my voice warm with gratitude. “It’s great to be downstairs again. I feel so much better, thanks to the incredible care from my amazing nurse.”

She smiled, her eyes softening as she gestured to the table, where a spread of eggs and coffee awaited us. “Stephen, you’re too kind,” she replied, her tone light but sincere. “I’m so glad it helped. I was happy to be your nurse for a few days, but I’m even happier that it’s over and you’re feeling better. Let’s try to keep you out of that sickbed from now on, hmm?” We sat together, the morning light streaming in, and shared a quiet, comfortable breakfast, the kind of moment that felt like a fresh start.


The New Boss

His new boss knows exactly how to make him squirm.

The sharp rap on his hotel room door startled Bill, pulling him from his thoughts. He opened it to find Mrs. MacGregor standing there, her presence unexpected and slightly disarming. "Oh, hi, Mrs. M," he stammered, his voice tinged with surprise. "I thought we were meeting at the other hotel and walking to dinner with the group." Bill was on this business trip with a handful of colleagues he’d been interning alongside. He’d been a last-minute addition to the roster, and Mrs. MacGregor, the head of their department, had personally ensured his inclusion. Jane MacGregor was older than Bill—likely in her fifties—but she carried herself with a commanding presence that matched her high-ranking position in the company. Bill had been thrilled when she’d noticed his name missing from the trip list and pulled him aside after a meeting to rectify the oversight. Her assistant had scrambled to secure him a room at a nearby hotel, as the conference site was fully booked. Still, the accommodations were luxurious, and Bill wasn’t about to complain.

Without waiting for an invitation, Mrs. MacGregor stepped inside and settled herself on the edge of one of the beds, her demeanor casual yet authoritative. "Yes, we are, Bill," she said smoothly, "but I wanted to check in with you, make sure you’re enjoying the conference, and apologize for the mix-up with the hotel. We’ll walk to the restaurant together and meet the others there. How are you finding this place? Comfortable enough?"

Bill nodded eagerly, his gratitude evident. "Yes, ma’am. Thank you so much for bringing me along. Honestly, I didn’t expect to be included, so this has been a real treat. The hotel’s great—no complaints at all." He meant every word. The room was spacious, the amenities top-notch, and he felt lucky to be there, even if it wasn’t the main conference hotel.

Jane studied him for a moment, a faint smile playing on her lips. She liked this kid. He was earnest, hardworking, and respectful—qualities she valued highly, especially in a world where such traits seemed increasingly rare. She had a knack for spotting those who didn’t measure up and weeding them out, but Bill was different. He appreciated the opportunities he was given, and that didn’t go unnoticed. "I’m glad you like it, Bill," she said, her tone warm but still professional. "Most people prefer being right at the conference site, but I actually enjoy a bit of distance sometimes. And this hotel is lovely. I’m staying here myself, but let’s keep that between us, shall we?" She winked, and Bill felt a flicker of camaraderie.

He found himself relaxing in her presence, despite her reputation as a tough, no-nonsense boss. She was surprisingly approachable, and he was looking forward to dinner. He’d arrived late the night before, exhausted from travel, and had done little more than grab a few essentials from a nearby store before retreating to his room. Today’s meetings and tonight’s dinner marked the real start of the trip for him, and he was eager to make the most of it.

As Mrs. MacGregor excused herself to use the bathroom, Bill finished adjusting his tie, ready to head out. When she emerged, however, her expression was unreadable, her gaze sharp and probing. "Bill," she began, her voice low and deliberate, "are you staying here alone?"

He blinked, caught off guard by the question. "What? Of course I am. Why?"

Her eyes narrowed slightly as she held up a delicate pair of black silk panties, the fabric shimmering under the light. "Then whose are these?" she asked, her tone firm but not unkind. "Is someone else staying here with you, or have you been... distracted instead of focusing on work? Because these certainly don’t belong to you." Her gaze locked onto his, waiting for an explanation.

Bill’s face burned crimson, his embarrassment a wildfire spreading across his cheeks. He was furious with himself, his mind racing, knowing this was going to be mortifying. His stomach churned, and he could barely find the words to explain himself.

"No, ma’am," he stammered, his voice shaky. "They’re not mine—well, I mean, they’re not anyone’s. I haven’t seen anyone, I swear. I just… I didn’t clean up, and I was going to get rid of them. I didn’t think anyone would stop by, you know? I wasn’t expecting… this." His words tumbled out in a jumbled mess, his nerves getting the better of him. He was rambling, his heart pounding, and he could feel the weight of her gaze on him, making it even harder to think straight.

Jane MacGregor wasn’t angry—far from it. She was amused, her lips twitching with the effort to keep a straight face. She didn’t want to completely humiliate him, but there was something undeniably entertaining about watching him squirm. She decided to play along, her tone serious but her eyes glinting with mischief. "Bill, it’s okay. Just be honest with me. Do you… wear women’s clothes? Are you wearing any right now?"

"God, no!" Bill blurted out, his reaction immediate and defensive. He caught himself, his face flushing even deeper. "I’m sorry, but no, nothing like that. I’m not… I mean, this is so embarrassing, but I just…" He hesitated, his voice dropping to a near whisper. "I was walking last night, and I stopped at that department store. I got some food, a razor, a few things. And then I saw these, and… I don’t know, I was alone in the hotel, and I thought…" He trailed off, his words faltering as he realized how it must sound. "Oh, God, you think I’m some kind of pervert, don’t you? You’re going to fire me, and I swear, this isn’t… I’m not…" He buried his face in his hands, his voice muffled. "This is so humiliating."

Jane couldn’t help but smile, her amusement growing as she watched him unravel. She held the panties up, letting them dangle from one finger, swinging them gently as if to emphasize her point. "Bill, calm down. So, you’re not cheating on a girlfriend or hiring escorts, then?" she teased, her tone light but probing. Bill’s face turned an even deeper shade of red, but he stayed silent, too mortified to respond. She continued, her voice dripping with playful mockery. "So, my star intern gets to a new city, buys himself a pair of cheap silk panties, and uses them to… entertain himself in his hotel room. That’s quite the mental image."

Bill groaned, his hands still covering his face. "I’m not doing anything wrong," he mumbled, his voice barely audible. "I don’t even have a girlfriend. I was just… I don’t know. It was stupid, and I shouldn’t have… Please don’t fire me. I mean, really, please."

Jane softened slightly, though her amusement didn’t fade entirely. She knew she could be harsh, even domineering at times, but she also had a soft spot for the young man. There was something endearing about his vulnerability, and she couldn’t resist toying with him just a little longer. "Bill, relax. I’m not going to fire you over a pair of panties," she said, her tone more reassuring now. "I know men masturbate. Women do too. And if you like pretty things, well…" She shrugged, a sly smile playing on her lips. "I’m sorry for teasing you. But seriously, you’re not in trouble. We do need to go, though. But let this be a lesson for you. Think of it as part of your training to be a future business leader. Discretion is key. In business, you never know when someone might drop by unexpectedly. A good leader always keeps a clean room—just in case your boss decides to pay a surprise visit." She smiled, hoping to ease his discomfort, even if just a little.

Bill rose to his feet, feeling a bit more composed, but Jane halted him with a firm command. "Bill, I want this lesson to stick. About being prepared, about thinking ahead. So here’s what I need you to do. Take those panties back into the bathroom and slip them on under your suit pants. The sensation will serve as a little reminder—no one else will know, but you’ll feel it. And you’ll remember why discretion matters. Don’t give me that look. Do it. Now." Her tone was sharp, authoritative, and it had a way of making people move without question. Bill, like most, didn’t hesitate. He obeyed faster than he’d ever done anything in his life.

When he emerged from the bathroom, his cheeks were flushed, his discomfort palpable. But Jane—Mrs. MacGregor—was already at the door, swinging it open and striding down the hallway before he could even muster a word. They walked out of the hotel together, the crisp air hitting them as they made their way down the street. She chatted casually the entire time, her voice steady and businesslike, discussing the conference, their colleagues, and the agenda for the day. It was as if the incident in the room had never happened. Bill, however, couldn’t shake the strange, illicit sensation of the silk against his skin. It felt wrong, yet thrilling—a secret he carried with him, hidden beneath the layers of his professional attire. Was this some kind of twisted punishment? He couldn’t tell. Everything else about the situation felt normal, and Mrs. MacGregor was the picture of composure, as though she hadn’t just orchestrated the most bizarre moment of his life.

When they reached the restaurant, she paused, pulling out her phone and gesturing for him to go ahead inside. He found the group gathered in a private room, most of them already seated and chatting animatedly. The only open seat was toward the far end of the table, with the head of the table—presumably reserved for Mrs. MacGregor—at the opposite end. There were about ten people in total, most of them familiar with one another, their laughter and conversation filling the room. Bill took his seat, feeling slightly out of place but not entirely unwelcome. He was younger, but not by much, and the atmosphere was friendly enough. Mrs. MacGregor arrived about fifteen minutes later, her presence commanding an immediate, if brief, hush before the chatter resumed.

She settled into her seat at the head of the table, and for a moment, the room seemed to hold its breath. But soon, the conversation picked up again, the clinking of glasses and the hum of voices filling the space. The man seated next to Bill, clearly a few drinks in, leaned closer, his words slightly slurred. "Listen, kid," he began, and Bill bristled at the term but let it slide. The man was drunk, after all. "This is a good company. You’d be lucky if they brought you on full-time. But watch out for her." He jabbed a finger in Mrs. MacGregor’s direction. "She’s a ball buster. Don’t get me wrong—she’s fair, most of the time. But cross her, and she’ll have your balls in a jar on her desk before you can blink." Bill forced a laugh, though the warning lingered in his mind, mingling uncomfortably with the secret he was carrying beneath his suit.

Bill was at a loss for words, so he simply muttered a quick "thank you" as the man stumbled off toward the restroom. The woman seated on Bill’s other side leaned in closer once he was gone, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Don’t pay any attention to Johnson," she said, her tone warm but firm. "He’s still bitter about missing out on a promotion three years ago, and honestly, he’s got some outdated ideas about women in leadership. He’s a bit of a dinosaur, if you ask me." Her proximity was intoxicating, and Bill couldn’t help but notice the subtle, alluring scent of her perfume. Though he felt out of his depth among the group, her kindness was a small comfort, easing some of the tension that had been building inside him. She was the assistant department head, second only to Mrs. MacGregor at the table, and her attention felt like a quiet reassurance.

"Thanks, ma’am," Bill replied, his voice steadying slightly. "I figured he was just drunk or something. Mrs. MacGregor seems really sharp, and she’s been fair so far."

The woman chuckled softly, her hand briefly resting on his knee in a gesture that felt both casual and intimate. "Call me Gretchen, not ma’am," she said with a smile. "We’re colleagues, after all. And for what it’s worth, I think Jane likes you. If things go well, we might even bring you on staff by the end of the month. I hope so." Her smile lingered for a moment before she stood, joining the others who were beginning to disperse.

The group split into smaller clusters—some hailed cabs, while others decided to walk back to the hotel where the conference was being held. Bill considered joining the latter, even though it was out of his way, just to mingle and get to know his potential coworkers better. But before he could make a move, Gretchen pulled him aside, her tone light but insistent. "Wait for Mrs. MacGregor, would you? She shouldn’t walk back alone."

Bill nodded, lingering near the entrance of the restaurant as the others trickled out. He glanced around, his eyes catching on the hostess, who was undeniably striking. He thought he was being discreet, his gaze flickering away whenever she turned in his direction, but he froze when he heard a familiar voice behind him.

"Do you like what you see, Bill?" Mrs. MacGregor’s voice was low, teasing, and it sent a jolt of heat through him.

He spun around, his face burning as he stumbled over his words, feeling utterly exposed. But then she laughed, the sound rich and amused. "Oh, sweetie, you’re too easy. I’m just messing with you. Don’t get your panties in a twist." Her laughter deepened, and Bill’s cheeks flamed even hotter. She was clearly enjoying herself, her confidence radiating as she reached out and gave his backside a playful squeeze. "That’s right," she murmured, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent a shiver down his spine. "My newest staffer is wearing his pretty little panties under that very serious suit. Don’t worry, though—I won’t tell the hostess. Unless, of course, you think she’d find that kind of thing interesting."

Mrs. MacGregor was clearly having fun, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she watched him squirm. She relished the power she had over him, the way she could make him blush with just a few words or a touch. But she also knew when to pull back, and she could see the edge of discomfort in his expression. She liked him, after all, and she didn’t want to push him too far. "Oh, relax, Bill," she said, her tone softening just a little. "I’m only teasing. Come on, let’s head back to the hotel."

The walk back to the hotel was unhurried, the city lights casting a soft glow around them as Mrs. Macgregor spoke in that confident, commanding tone of hers. She painted a vivid picture of the company, emphasizing how it thrived on loyalty and excellence. "Bill," she began, her voice smooth yet firm, "this place rewards those who deliver. I’ve handpicked most of the team myself—people who’ve been with me since I took over or shortly after. Gretchen, for instance, has been by my side for six years now. We’ve built something special here, and I think you saw that tonight at dinner. You’ve got potential, Bill. You’re not just a good intern—you could be so much more."

Bill felt a surge of pride and excitement, his heart pounding as he absorbed her words. "Yes, ma’am," he replied, his voice steady but tinged with awe. "I can see how tight-knit your team is, and I’m truly honored to be part of it. I really like the people, and I’ll do whatever it takes to contribute and be a valuable member of the group."

As they stepped into the hotel lobby, the air seemed to shift, growing heavier with unspoken authority. Mrs. Macgregor’s tone dropped, low and deliberate, as she turned to him. "I need you to understand something, Bill," she said, her gaze piercing. "This is my team. We work together, yes, but there’s no ambiguity about who’s in charge. Someone has to lead, and in this operation, that someone is me. You’ll take direction, and you’ll be obedient. That’s not a question—it’s a fact." Her words weren’t harsh, but they carried a weight that left no room for doubt.

Before they reached the elevator, she paused, reaching into her purse for a tissue. "My shoes," she said, glancing down at them with a slight frown. "They’ve picked up some dirt from the city streets. Fix that for me, dear." She handed him the tissue, her tone casual but her eyes sharp, watching for his reaction.

Bill didn’t hesitate. He knew this was a test, a moment to prove himself, and he wasn’t about to falter. Ignoring the curious glances from others in the lobby, he knelt down, his focus entirely on her. He polished her shoes with meticulous care, his movements deliberate and precise. She stood above him, her presence commanding, until she lifted one knee slightly, signaling him to stop. "Thank you," she said simply, her voice warm but firm.

He rose to his feet, and they stepped into the elevator together. The ride was quiet, the hum of the machinery filling the space as Bill wondered if they were heading to her floor or his. When the doors opened, he led the way to his room, holding the door for her as she followed. She walked straight to the window, her heels clicking softly against the floor, before turning to face him. Her expression was unreadable, but there was a glint in her eye that made his stomach twist with anticipation.

"Let me see your panties, Bill," she said, her voice calm but laced with authority.

He froze for a moment, his mind racing, but he knew better than to question her. Without a word, he bent down to remove his shoes, then his pants, folding them neatly before hanging them on the hanger she pointed to. "The jacket too," she added, her tone matter-of-fact. "We must take care of our clothes." He complied, hanging the jacket alongside his pants, leaving him standing there in nothing but his socks, shirt, tie, and, of course, his panties.

She circled him slowly, her gaze appraising, taking in every detail. Her hand brushed lightly over his backside, her fingers grazing the fabric of his underwear. "Tight," she murmured, a hint of approval in her voice. "That’s good." Her touch was deliberate, her words calculated, and Bill felt a strange mix of vulnerability and exhilaration as he stood there, exposed yet oddly empowered by her attention.

She wasn’t sure if she was referring to the way his body was shaped—taut and firm—or the snug fit of the panties clinging to his backside. Either way, the effect was undeniable. She stepped closer, her presence commanding, her voice dropping to a low, intimate whisper that sent a shiver down his spine. “Bill, darling,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear, “you’ve gone soft. Perhaps the hostess at dinner didn’t quite stir you, or maybe you’ve already forgotten her. Or is it me? Am I boring you? Standing here in front of your boss, a woman who could end your career with a single word, in nothing but your panties—doesn’t that excite you? Or are you just… nervous?” Her words were deliberate, each one calculated to provoke a reaction.

And provoke they did. As she spoke, he could feel the heat rising, the blood rushing south, his body betraying him as he began to harden beneath her gaze. She stepped back, her eyes flicking downward, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. Then she moved forward again, her fingers deftly working at the knot of his tie. “It’s getting better,” she said, her tone almost casual, “but let’s get this out of the way.” She tossed the tie onto the bed, her hands moving to the buttons of his shirt. She undid them one by one, shifting the fabric aside to give herself an unobstructed view. Her eyes lingered, and then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she dragged a single fingernail along the front of his panties, tracing the length of his growing arousal as it strained against the delicate silk. She glanced up at him, her smile widening, and he felt a strange mix of embarrassment and exhilaration.

He was trembling now, his body caught between confusion and desire. Mrs. Macgregor’s touch was deliberate, almost possessive, as she stroked the bulge in his panties like she was petting something precious. Then, without warning, she pulled out her phone, her other hand still teasing him. She dialed a number, her voice calm and professional as she spoke. “Hi, Gretchen. Yes, what time is our client meeting tomorrow? Eleven? Perfect. I don’t have my schedule in front of me. Oh, and bring the new intern with you. Yes, Bill. Make sure he’s there. Thank you.” She hung up, her attention immediately returning to him, her fingers giving his now-throbbing bulge a firm squeeze.

His phone buzzed on the table nearby, and she nodded for him to answer. He picked it up, his voice shaky as he said hello. But she didn’t let up, her hand still working him, making it nearly impossible to focus. “Oh, hello, Gretchen,” he managed, his voice strained. “Tomorrow, yes. Where should I meet you? Eleven? Okay. Lunch?” He glanced at Mrs. Macgregor, who gave a subtle nod. “Yes, I can do lunch. Thank you. Good night.” He hung up, his breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

Mrs. Macgregor leaned in, her voice low and commanding. “This is a lesson, Bill. Concentration is everything. You had to focus on Gretchen, even while your body was screaming for attention.” Her hand tightened around him, her touch expert, relentless. “Look at me,” she ordered, her eyes locking onto his. “Don’t look away. Now, cum. Cum for me, right here in your pretty little panties.” Her words were a command, and he had no choice but to obey.

He ached to comply, his body trembling with the need to surrender, and so he did, his gaze locked with hers as he gave in completely, spilling himself into the delicate silk that clung to him. The sensation was overwhelming, a hot, sticky release that left him breathless and trembling. As he came, she let go, stepping back with a satisfied smirk, her eyes lingering on the evidence of his submission. She wiped her hand casually on the bedspread, her movements deliberate, almost teasing, before she spoke. "Sleep well, Bill," she said, her voice low and commanding. "You’ll need your strength for tomorrow. There’s plenty of work ahead." And with that, she turned and left, her heels clicking softly against the floor, leaving him standing there, still caught in the throes of what had just happened.


The Green Panties

Young man finds himself as the lone man on a ladies’ getaway.

"Come on, Will. It’s going to be an amazing weekend, and you’ll adore my mom. She’s the sweetest, and her cooking? Absolutely divine," Sheri had said, her voice brimming with enthusiasm. She’d planned this little getaway to her mom’s place, and while Will was thrilled to escape the monotony of college life for a few days, he couldn’t help but wish it was just the two of them. Still, he wasn’t about to complain. Spending time with Sheri was always worth it, even if her mom—and her best friend Maureen—were part of the package. Maureen was tagging along, as usual, playing the role of the third wheel, but Will didn’t mind. He and Maureen got along surprisingly well, and Sheri often praised him for being so understanding about her need to spend time with her best friend. Most guys, she said, wouldn’t be so chill about it, but Will? He was different. He didn’t mind the late-night drinks, the endless stories, or the way Sheri and Maureen seemed to exist in their own little world sometimes.

Sheri had painted such a vivid picture of her mom—this nurturing, almost saintly figure who baked pies and radiated warmth. Will had half-expected to walk into a scene straight out of a Hallmark movie, with a sweet, grandmotherly woman in an apron, flour dusting her hands as she pulled a fresh apple pie from the oven. Sheri’s mom lived just an hour away, but Will had never made the trip before. He knew the basics: her mom had gone through a divorce about a year ago, Sheri was an only child, and now her mom lived alone. That last part was a relief, at least—it meant there’d be plenty of space for all of them in the house.

The drive up was uneventful. Will dozed off in the backseat while Sheri took the wheel, her and Maureen chatting nonstop the entire way. Will didn’t mind. He was the kind of boyfriend who didn’t need to be the center of attention all the time. He was perfectly content to fade into the background when Sheri and Maureen got caught up in their conversations, or when the three of them went shopping together, or even when they just hung out. It was part of what made him so easygoing, and Sheri loved that about him.

When they finally arrived, Sheri’s mom lived in a modest little house at the end of a quiet street, tucked away but still part of a neighborhood. Will carried their bags inside, joking that his sole purpose on this trip was to be the designated luggage handler. Sheri’s mom greeted them at the door, pulling Sheri and Maureen into warm hugs. She’d met Maureen before, of course, but Will was a new face. Sheri introduced him, and Will was… stunned. Sheri’s mom wasn’t anything like he’d imagined. She wasn’t some older, apron-clad woman with flour on her hands. No, she was breathtaking—a striking woman with wild, kinky red hair and eyes so green they seemed to glow. Her skin was pale and flawless, and she looked so much younger than Will had expected. The combination of her fiery hair, porcelain complexion, and those mesmerizing eyes was almost too much to take in. For a moment, he forgot to speak, too caught up in the realization that Sheri’s mom could easily pass for her sister. They didn’t look alike, but the youthful energy radiating from her was undeniable.

Will quickly snapped out of it, hoping he hadn’t been too obvious. Sheri’s mom—Teri, as she insisted he call her—gave him a quick hug and a warm smile. "After all," she said with a playful glint in her eye, "we’re all adults here, aren’t we, Will?"

Will snapped back to the present moment just in time to hear Sheri declare to her mom, "I hope you haven’t planned anything because this weekend is all about us doing absolutely nothing except having fun. Just us girls, no responsibilities, just pure enjoyment." Her voice was light and teasing, the kind of tone that made it clear she was in charge of the weekend’s agenda.

Teri chuckled softly, her green eyes flickering toward Will with a playful glint. "Well, sweetheart, where does Will fit into this girls' weekend? He doesn’t exactly strike me as one of the girls." Her gaze lingered on him just a beat too long, and Will felt his cheeks flush with heat, though no one else seemed to notice the subtle shift in the air.

Maureen, ever the instigator, laughed and chimed in, "Oh, our dear Willie is practically one of the girls. He fits right in, don’t you think, Sheri?" Her tone was teasing, and Will felt that familiar twinge of irritation whenever Maureen decided to poke fun at him. But Sheri, always quick to defend him, shot back, "Don’t be a bitch, Maureen. She’s just kidding. What she means is that Will’s easy to be around, and we can all relax with him here. It’s the same thing."

Teri, ever the gracious host, stepped in to smooth things over. She moved closer to Will, her smile warm and inviting, and wrapped him in a tight hug. It might have been meant as a motherly gesture, but the way her body pressed against his, the faint scent of her perfume wrapping around him, sent a jolt of electricity through him. "Will, I’m so glad you’re here," she said, her voice soft but sincere. "I’m sure we’re all going to have a wonderful time together."

Will felt a rush of warmth at her words, his earlier discomfort melting away. "Thanks, Mrs.—uh, I mean, Teri," he stammered, catching himself. "I’m happy to be here. Just let me know if there’s anything I can do to help out."

After settling into their respective rooms, they all piled into the car for dinner. Will and Sheri took the backseat, while Maureen chatted animatedly with Teri up front. The drive wasn’t long, but it was enough time for Sheri to lean into Will, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered something that made him laugh. Just before they got out of the car, her hand slid teasingly over the growing bulge in his jeans, and she giggled softly, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

They ended up at Murphy’s Pub and Grill, a chain restaurant attached to the local mall. It wasn’t anything fancy, but the nachos were decent, and the Friday night drink specials were hard to pass up. Sheri announced that Will had volunteered to be the designated driver, so he’d stick to just one beer while the rest of them indulged. "It works out perfectly," she added with a grin. "Especially since it’s ladies’ night."

Teri and the girls enjoyed their drinks, the atmosphere relaxed and lively. By the third round, Teri found herself feeling unusually content, the kind of happiness that comes from being surrounded by good company. She glanced across the table at Will, taking in his boyish charm and the quiet confidence he exuded. He wasn’t built like some towering athlete, but he had a lean, fit frame that was undeniably attractive. She noticed how polite and considerate he was, the kind of man who would naturally offer to drive so everyone else could have fun. The kind of man who didn’t seem to mind playing third wheel to his girlfriend and her best friend. There was something about him that intrigued her, something she couldn’t quite put her finger on.

As Teri sat there, her gaze flickering toward Will from the corner of her eye, she couldn’t help but notice how his attention kept drifting back to her. She tried to be discreet, not wanting to get caught, but it was impossible to ignore the way his eyes lingered. She realized why soon enough. Leaning forward slightly, her white blouse—still crisp from work—shifted just enough to reveal a hint of the lace-edged bra she wore beneath. From his angle, she was certain he could see it, and the thought sent a little thrill through her.

She felt a strange mix of emotions—flattered, surprised, and undeniably intrigued. Instead of pulling back, she stayed where she was, subtly offering him a better view. It wasn’t disgust or anger that filled her, but something far more unexpected: excitement. She found herself pleased that he’d noticed, that he’d looked. It had been so long since anyone had paid her that kind of attention, not since her husband had left. She was glad she’d chosen to wear her prettiest bra that morning—ivory lace, delicate and feminine. It felt good to be seen, to feel desired again, even if it was just a fleeting glance.

Twice, she shifted in her seat, adjusting her posture just enough to give him a better angle. It was a small, secret indulgence, and she couldn’t deny how much it pleased her. Will, for his part, was adorably awkward, trying to be subtle, his eyes darting away whenever he thought she might catch him. She found it endearing, the way he was so careful not to be obvious, not to let Sheri or Maureen notice. The three drinks she’d had—more than she usually allowed herself—loosened her inhibitions, and she felt lighter, freer, than she had in years.

This weekend was shaping up to be exactly what she needed. Seeing her daughter home from school always lifted her spirits, but this time, it felt different. With Maureen there, and now Sheri’s new boyfriend, Teri felt a spark of something she hadn’t felt in a long time: youth, vitality, and a sense of being alive. Will’s presence added an unexpected layer to the dynamic, and she couldn’t help but enjoy it.

By the time they left the restaurant, Teri was floating on a pleasant buzz—not drunk, but definitely tipsy, her edges softened by the alcohol and the company. Instead of heading straight back to the car, they wandered into the mall, the restaurant’s attached neighbor. The three women laughed and chatted like old friends, their arms linked as they strolled through the brightly lit corridors. Will trailed behind, content to watch, happy to see Sheri so relaxed and joyful. He knew how much this weekend meant to her, how worried she’d been about her mom since the divorce. Seeing Teri so carefree felt like a victory, and he was glad to be part of it.

Maureen, ever the life of the party, had no qualms about linking arms with both Teri and Sheri as they walked. She hadn’t planned on Will being part of the weekend, but she didn’t mind his presence. Her focus was on having fun, on letting loose with her best friend and her mom. She wasn’t seeing anyone at the moment, and she was more than ready to enjoy herself—whether that meant dancing, drinking, or maybe even finding someone to share her bed with. Not Will, of course. She wasn’t opposed to men, but her preferences leaned decidedly toward women. Still, the weekend promised plenty of laughter, plenty of drinks, and plenty of opportunities to let go. And that was exactly what she intended to do.

Maureen couldn’t help but notice how eager and accommodating Will was, almost like a loyal little puppy trailing after Sheri. He followed them from store to store without complaint, happily carrying their bags, even though they didn’t buy much. Maureen picked up a pair of shoes, Sheri found a sweater, and of course, Maureen couldn’t resist the opportunity to embarrass Will when they wandered into a lingerie shop. She loved teasing him, pushing his buttons, but deep down, she genuinely liked him. He was good to Sheri, never possessive or jealous, and they got along surprisingly well. Still, that didn’t stop Maureen from asking the saleswoman, right in front of Will, whether he thought panties or a thong would suit him better. The look on his face was priceless.

After more playful torment and a few more stores, they decided to part ways for a bit. Sheri sent Will off to fetch the car and meet them at the other entrance while Maureen insisted on one last shop. Will, ever the dutiful boyfriend, didn’t mind at all. He headed off to get the car, knowing he’d be the one driving, and eventually circled back to pick them up. It wasn’t long before the women emerged, arms laden with shopping bags, which they tossed into the back before piling into the car. Maureen, ever the instigator, insisted on a quick stop at the liquor store. She and Sheri dashed inside while Will stayed behind with Teri, who was thoroughly enjoying herself. She’d already decided she liked Will, impressed by her daughter’s choice. The evening was turning out to be far more fun than she’d expected, and the girls’ energy was infectious, making her feel young and alive again.

Will’s gaze lingered on her again, and Teri couldn’t help but feel a little thrill. She liked the way he looked at her, the subtle way his eyes might have been trying to steal a glance. He broke the silence, his voice tentative. “I hope we’re not intruding on your quiet weekend. I wasn’t sure if we should all come.” Teri turned in her seat, her red hair brushing back as she fixed him with her warm green eyes, holding his gaze with an intensity that made him freeze. She reached out, taking his hand in hers, her touch soft but deliberate. “Will, please,” she said, her voice low and sincere. “I’m so happy Sheri came, and that she brought you. I’m thrilled to meet you, and to see how sweet you are. And handsome, too.” She winked, and Will’s cheeks flushed instantly. “I haven’t had this much fun since my divorce, and the night’s only just begun. I’m looking forward to a wonderful weekend with wonderful people.” Her words hung in the air, charged with a warmth that made Will’s heart race.

The women returned from their liquor store detour, climbing back into the car with their haul, and Will drove them all back to the house. No one had quite settled on what to do next, but Teri took charge, announcing she’d whip up some nachos while Sheri and Maureen busied themselves with the drinks. A large pitcher of margaritas was quickly assembled, and the glasses were filled almost immediately. Sheri made sure Will had a drink in hand—after all, they weren’t going anywhere else tonight—and Maureen, ever the hostess, ensured Teri had a glass too, all while sliding the nachos into the oven to bake.

They gathered around the living room, drinks in hand, and settled onto the couch near the large coffee table. Will, as usual, stayed quiet, content to listen rather than dominate the conversation. Sheri and Teri were deep in storytelling mode, reminiscing about Sheri’s younger years, while Maureen interjected with questions, her attention divided between the conversation and keeping everyone’s glasses topped up. Maureen wasn’t entirely sure what she wanted from the weekend yet, but she figured starting it off with everyone happily buzzed was as good a plan as any.

Will, though mostly silent, chimed in occasionally to keep the conversation flowing. When the topic turned to a story about a trip to the mall years ago, he leaned forward, curiosity piqued. “So, what did you guys end up buying today?” he asked, his tone casual but his eyes flickering with interest.

Maureen burst into laughter, her voice dripping with playful mischief. “Oh, Willie darling, you know how it is on a girls’ weekend—matching outfits are practically mandatory. But don’t worry, we only got something for the girls. I did suggest we include you, but your dear girlfriend here vetoed the idea.” She paused, her grin widening as she saw the faint flicker of disappointment cross his face. “Oh, don’t look so sad, I’m just teasing you. We all got the same underwear. It was my idea, of course. Though I wasn’t entirely sure they’d have panties in your size.” She couldn’t help herself; teasing Will was too much fun, especially since he took it so well—and Sheri’s exasperation only made it better.

Sheri, ever the peacekeeper, jumped in. “Maureen, stop it. He’s been so good all day, carrying bags and driving us around. Can’t you just be nice for once? We don’t need to talk about this right now.”

But Maureen wasn’t one to let things go so easily. Her grin turned wicked, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, Sheri, if you’re so concerned about being nice to Will, then you do something about it. You’re the only one who can, after all. Teri and I don’t mind—and I’m sure your little lover boy here has seen you in your undies before. Go on, show him. None of us are wearing ours yet, so it’ll give me and Teri a chance to see if we like the look. Come on, we need a model, and I guarantee Willie won’t complain. Do it. Right now.” Her tone was teasing but insistent, her laughter bubbling just beneath the surface as she leaned back, waiting to see how far she could push.

Maureen, thoroughly tipsy, was relentless in her teasing, her words sharp and playful. Teri, on the other hand, was lost in a fit of giggles, her laughter bubbling up like champagne. Sheri, equally intoxicated, shot Maureen a sharp "shut up" but softened it with a sly wink in Will's direction. She disappeared for a moment, only to return five minutes later, draped in a short, white satin robe that clung to her curves. Her smile was wide, almost mischievous, as she sauntered past Maureen, sticking out her tongue in a playful jab. Turning her back to her mother and Maureen, she leaned in close to Will, her fingers tugging at the robe's tie, letting it fall open just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of what lay beneath. "Just for you, honey," she murmured, her voice low and sultry, before quickly retying the robe and retreating to the couch.

Will's grin was as wide as Sheri's, his eyes sparkling with appreciation. Sheri settled back onto the couch, crossing her long, shapely legs with effortless grace, and reached for her drink, her confidence radiating. Maureen, feigning indignation, pouted dramatically. "That's not fair! Teri and I didn't get to see. You didn't model for us. How are we supposed to know if we like them too? Teri, tell her she has to be good and model for us too."

The room erupted in laughter, the sound warm and infectious. Sheri's eyes gleamed with a wicked spark as she stood, her gaze locking onto Maureen's. "It's up to you, Maureen," she said, her voice dripping with playful challenge. "You can take the robe off me if you want, but then you have to go put yours on too. If you show me off, we all get to see more of you. So, make your choice."

Maureen, never one to back down from a dare, drained the rest of her glass in one swift motion and stood, her grin as wicked as Sheri's. "I'll be right back," she declared, her fingers already tugging at the sash of Sheri's robe. "Don't go putting anything else on, sweet thing."

True to her word, Maureen returned moments later, her own robe barely clinging to her body, the fabric teasingly loose. She positioned herself in front of Sheri, her hands guiding her to stand. With a deliberate slowness, she let the robe slip from Sheri's shoulders, pooling at her feet. The two women, comfortably drunk and thoroughly enjoying themselves, began to turn each other, their movements languid and unhurried. Teri, though visibly uncomfortable, couldn't tear her eyes away, her gaze flickering between them with a mix of nervousness and curiosity.

Maureen, ever the provocateur, pressed herself against Sheri in a playful, teasing gesture, her hands sliding down to give Sheri's panty-clad backside a light, playful smack. "You've got a hot girlfriend, Willie baby," she purred, her grin widening as she glanced at Will. "I think I'm going to have to borrow her." With that, she reached out, her hands cupping Sheri's breasts, and burst into laughter, the sound rich and unrestrained.

Her actions were playful, but there was an undeniable undercurrent of lust, a flicker of something deeper that she couldn't quite suppress. She remembered how much she had always admired Sheri, how much she had always been drawn to her. In that moment, all she wanted was to kiss her, to feel her lips against her own, consequences be damned. But she pushed the thought aside, knowing it was a line she couldn't cross.

Sheri, too, was laughing, her lips curling into a sultry smile as she caught Will's eye. She felt completely at ease, surrounded by people she loved, her inhibitions loosened by the alcohol and the warmth of the moment. She realized, with a faint thrill, that she had enjoyed Maureen's playful spank, that she liked being paraded around for Will, as if she were a prize to be shown off. The combination of alcohol and the heady rush of emotions left her feeling a little flushed, a little wet, and entirely alive.

Will couldn’t bring himself to intervene, not that he wanted to. Instead, he let the moment unfold, his lips curling into a faint, knowing smile as he played along, careful not to draw too much attention to himself. It was surreal, almost dreamlike, having two stunning women draped around him, their matching lingerie sets clinging to their curves in a way that made his pulse quicken. His gaze flickered briefly to Sheri’s mom, who seemed to be enjoying herself, though there was a hint of nervousness in her demeanor. But honestly, it was hard to focus on anything other than the two women in front of him, their bodies practically glowing under the dim light. He was rock hard, his arousal impossible to ignore, and he couldn’t deny that this was shaping up to be one hell of a night.

Maureen, ever the instigator, had a mischievous glint in her eye as she settled herself onto Sheri’s lap, her movements deliberate and teasing. She tilted her head toward Will, her voice dripping with playful accusation. “Hey, Will, I thought you were supposed to be a gentleman?”

Will blinked, caught off guard. “What? Yeah, I am. What’s the problem?”

Maureen’s grin widened as she shifted slightly, her body pressing closer to Sheri’s. “Well, here’s the thing, Will. Your girlfriend—and her very best friend in the entire world, which, by the way, is me—are sitting here in nothing but their underwear. Gorgeous, brand-new underwear, mind you, that makes them both look absolutely irresistible. And yet, here you are, fully clothed. Doesn’t seem fair, does it? I mean, they wouldn’t let me buy you panties, but I think it’s only right that you strip down to your skivvies too. Don’t you agree, Sheri? Wouldn’t a true gentleman make an effort to level the playing field?”

Sheri giggled, her cheeks flushing as she nodded in agreement. “Oh, absolutely, Will. She’s got a point.”

Will, ever the obliging one, didn’t need much convincing. He stood up, his movements slow and deliberate, his heart pounding as he noticed Teri sitting quietly, her posture suddenly more alert, her eyes fixed on him. He didn’t look directly at her, but the knowledge that she was watching, that he was about to expose himself to someone who had been a stranger just hours ago, sent a thrill through him. It was oddly exhilarating, knowing her eyes were on him.

He peeled off his shirt first, the fabric sliding over his skin, and then worked his way down until he was standing there in nothing but a pair of white briefs. He wasn’t overly muscular, but his body was lean and toned, and he couldn’t help but notice the way his erection strained against the thin fabric, the outline unmistakable. If anyone hadn’t noticed before, they certainly would now.

Maureen, of course, couldn’t resist pointing it out. In a loud, exaggerated whisper, she leaned toward Sheri and said, “Sheri, I think he really likes your underwear. I can see his cock hard under those shorts. But don’t stare!” She burst into laughter, her voice echoing through the room.

“Thank you, Will,” Maureen continued, her tone dripping with mock sincerity. “You’ve made us all so much more comfortable. Truly, a gentleman through and through. I’d give you a kiss for being so cooperative, but I don’t think your girlfriend would appreciate her super hot, incredibly awesome best friend in the whole world making out with her guy. So, sorry, you’re out of luck!” She laughed again, her drunken silliness taking over even as she continued to orchestrate the evening’s antics.

“Wait!” she suddenly exclaimed, her voice rising with excitement. “Sheri can kiss you later, so instead of giving you one directly, I’ll give her one to pass on to you.” With that, she leaned over and planted a playful kiss on Sheri’s cheek, the two of them dissolving into laughter once more.

Maureen's lips curled into a mischievous grin, her eyes gleaming with a playful spark. "I bet he'd want a better kiss," she purred, her voice low and teasing. Without waiting for a response, she reached behind Sheri's head, her fingers tangling in her friend's hair as she pulled her closer. Their lips met in a slow, deliberate kiss—soft at first, then deepening with a quiet intensity that made the air around them feel charged. Will and Teri sat frozen, their eyes wide, unable to look away as the two women shared a moment that was both tender and electric.

When they finally pulled apart, Maureen's smile was radiant, her cheeks flushed with a mix of satisfaction and daring. She was riding high on the thrill of it all, her inhibitions loosened by the alcohol and the intoxicating atmosphere. Sheri, too, seemed to be enjoying herself, her laughter light and carefree. Their friendship had always been close, teetering on the edge of something more, and tonight, that line felt thinner than ever. Maureen's mind was racing with possibilities, her thoughts wild and unrestrained. In this moment, there was almost nothing she wouldn't consider.

Sheri, ever the picture of composure, didn't comment on the kiss or the tension it had stirred. Instead, she glanced down at her empty glass and said casually, "My glass is empty." It was a simple statement, but it broke the spell, shifting the focus back to the playful, chaotic energy of the evening.

Maureen sprang into action, her movements quick and purposeful. She grabbed a few glasses and darted toward the kitchen, calling over her shoulder, "Hey, Will, get in here and be a waiter!" Her voice was bright and commanding, leaving no room for argument.

Will obeyed without hesitation, carrying out dishes and picking up two drinks from Maureen. The first glass he handed to Sheri, who took it with a sly smile. As she accepted the drink, she leaned in and kissed him once, her hand brushing against the unmistakable bulge in his briefs, giving it a teasing squeeze. "I like the waiters at this bar," she murmured, her voice dripping with playful innuendo.

The second drink went to Teri, who accepted it with a quiet "thank you." Her eyes, however, lingered on the outline of Will's arousal, her gaze flickering briefly before she looked away. Will felt a mix of embarrassment and excitement, his pulse quickening under her silent scrutiny.

Maureen returned to the room, her hips swaying with exaggerated confidence as she made sure everyone had a drink. She paused in front of Sheri, wiggling her backside provocatively until Sheri reached out and snapped the waistband of her panties. "You going to put that ass somewhere or just wiggle it?" Sheri teased, her tone light but her touch lingering.

With a laugh, Maureen settled back onto Sheri's lap, her energy infectious. She glanced at Teri, noting with satisfaction that the other woman was making steady progress on her drink. "Teri," Maureen began, her voice warm but laced with mischief, "aren't you glad we're having such a fun girls' weekend together? All of us?"

Teri nodded, her expression a mix of uncertainty and curiosity. She seemed to be teetering on the edge of something, her usual reserve giving way to a flicker of daring.

Maureen pressed on, her tone playful but pointed. "I have to complain, though. I bought us all matching outfits on my dad's credit card, and I have one, sexy Sheri has one, and even our Willie is down to his shorts. But I don't think you've even tried yours on. That doesn't seem fair."

Teri hesitated, her words caught in her throat. She felt unsure, but there was a part of her that wanted to be pushed, to step out of her comfort zone and into the whirlwind of the evening.

Maureen, ever perceptive, sensed the shift in Teri's demeanor. She stood up, grabbed the silk robe, and instructed Will to wait. Then, with Sheri and Teri in tow, she disappeared into another room. Out of sight, the atmosphere shifted to one of focused determination, as if they were in a private dressing room. Will could only wonder what was happening, his imagination running wild.

When they returned, everything seemed the same—except for Teri, who was now breathing heavily and wrapped in the robe. No one said a word, but the air was thick with anticipation, the unspoken tension crackling between them all.

Will tried to keep his gaze subtle, his eyes darting around without drawing attention, but he couldn’t see much of anything revealing. About ten minutes later, after some idle chatter that felt like it was going nowhere, Maureen turned to Teri and beckoned her over. With a slow, deliberate motion, Maureen began untying the silk robe, her fingers working the sash with a practiced ease as she spoke in that casual, teasing tone of hers.

“Teri, darling, it’s only fair, don’t you think? We’re all friends here, and we’ve got to match, right? There’s only one robe, so I’m going to take it off, and you’ll see just how comfortable we all are. Doesn’t that feel better already? God, you’re absolutely stunning! Sheri, don’t you think she’s gorgeous?” Maureen’s voice was light, almost playful, but there was an undercurrent of something more, something that made Teri’s cheeks flush.

Sheri grinned, her eyes sparkling as she chimed in, “Wow, Mom, you’re rocking that set better than any of us!” Her words were lighthearted, but they sent a fresh wave of heat to Teri’s face, her blush deepening as she tried to process the compliment.

Will, for his part, stayed quiet, his eyes drinking in the scene like it was some kind of dream he never wanted to wake up from. He couldn’t help but agree—the matching lingerie looked incredible on all of them, but there was something about Teri that stood out. The same bra and panty set clung to her curves in a way that was just… different. It wasn’t that she was out of shape—far from it. Her more mature figure carried the lingerie with a kind of effortless elegance that made it look even better on her than on the others. Her auburn hair and those striking green eyes only added to the effect, making her seem almost ethereal. Will couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but there was no denying it—Teri was the most captivating of the three. The growing tightness in his boxers was a testament to that. This weekend was shaping up to be the best of his life, and it was only Friday night.

Teri, meanwhile, was surprised by how good she felt. The satin against her skin was soft, luxurious, and it made her feel… alive. She’d been on edge all evening, ever since she’d caught Will staring at her at the restaurant. Now, standing there in the matching lingerie, she felt like she was part of the group, one of the girls. She didn’t even mind when Maureen’s hands lingered on her, though she wasn’t quite ready to let Maureen kiss her the way she had Sheri. Not yet, anyway.

What really struck her, though, was Will. He might have been quiet, staying on the outskirts of the conversation, but his eyes kept finding her. She’d caught him looking more than once, and she’d been doing the same, her gaze lingering on him when she thought no one would notice. She’d even found herself staring at the unmistakable bulge in his shorts, and while it embarrassed her, it also thrilled her in a way she hadn’t expected. He might have been her daughter’s boyfriend, but there was no denying she’d caught his attention—and it felt good.

The conversation flowed on, Maureen keeping everyone’s glasses topped up with drinks. Will stayed where he was, partly because he was feeling the effects of the alcohol—he wasn’t used to drinking this much—but mostly because he was hard and didn’t want to draw attention to himself. Sitting quietly meant he could watch whoever he wanted without anyone noticing, and right now, that was exactly where he wanted to be.

Maureen’s chatter with Teri provided Will the perfect opportunity to let his gaze linger, his eyes tracing the curves of her body with a hunger he couldn’t quite suppress. He noticed, with a thrill that sent a jolt straight to his groin, that her breasts were fuller than the other two women’s, and that was only part of what made her so utterly captivating. She was stunning, her beauty radiating in a way that made his pulse quicken and his body respond in ways he couldn’t hide. He tried to be discreet, but he was almost certain she’d caught him staring more than once, her knowing glances sending a shiver down his spine.

Maureen, meanwhile, was working her charm on Teri, though she seemed to sense that tonight wasn’t the night for anything more. Still, she made sure Sheri’s glass was never empty, teasing her to play the role of the dutiful waitress. Sheri, ever the playful one, fetched the last of the pitcher from the kitchen, her hips swaying as she returned with a mischievous grin. She poured Teri a drink, curtsied with exaggerated flair, then filled Maureen’s cup, handing it back with a cheeky, “How’s that, Princess?”

As she turned to Will, Maureen reached out and gave Sheri’s ass a playful smack, her voice dripping with mock authority. “You give good service, wench.” Sheri laughed, her eyes sparkling as she leaned over Will, her breasts brushing tantalizingly close. “And something to keep the gentleman happy,” she purred, her tongue darting out in a teasing flick before she winked and sauntered back to her seat, her hips swaying with every step.

Teri couldn’t help but laugh at Maureen’s antics, but when Sheri turned her attention to Will, something shifted inside her. It was ridiculous, she knew, but a pang of jealousy flared in her chest. She wanted Will’s eyes on her, not Sheri. She quickly pushed the thought aside, chiding herself for being so foolish, but the feeling lingered, a quiet ache she couldn’t quite shake.

Then Maureen, ever the instigator, gave her a chance to shine. She stopped Sheri from sitting down, spinning her around with a grin. “Hey, waitress, I think you’ve got the cutest butt here,” she declared, her hand grazing Sheri’s backside. Sheri giggled, and Teri feigned offense, her lips curling into a playful pout.

Maureen wasn’t done. “Get over here and wiggle it if you think you’ve got it,” she challenged, her tone teasing. Teri, emboldened by the wine and the electric energy in the room, took a long drink and stood up, surprising everyone. “Okay, let’s do this. Is Will the judge?” she asked, her gaze locking with his in a way that made his breath catch.

Maureen quickly interjected, “No, he’ll just pick his girlfriend. I’m much more objective. Sorry, Willie-boy.” The room erupted in laughter as Maureen positioned the two women in front of her, turning the moment into a full-blown spectacle. She poked and prodded, urging them to wiggle and sway, and Will couldn’t tear his eyes away. From his vantage point, he had a perfect view of their fronts as they moved, their bodies undulating in a way that left him utterly captivated.

Then Sheri, inspired by the playful atmosphere, leaned over the coffee table, her ass jutting out as she wiggled it seductively, pushing back against Maureen with a grin. Maureen gave Teri a light smack, her tone teasing. “I’m not sure you can beat that.”

Teri, never one to back down from a challenge, bent over, her own backside on full display as she stuck it out, her movements deliberate and alluring. Both women watched, their eyes wide, while Will’s gaze was drawn to the way her arms pressed her breasts together, the cleavage on display making his mouth go dry. His eyes lingered there, lost in the sight, until he looked up and caught her winking at him, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. He quickly looked away, his heart pounding, the heat in the room almost unbearable.

Maureen declared with a playful grin, "Two absolutely stunning asses on two incredibly sexy ladies, but the winner is Sheri." She rose from her seat, pulling Sheri close, and kissed her deeply, her hands gripping Sheri's backside with a firm, possessive hold. The room buzzed with laughter and a charged energy as everyone settled back down.

Sheri felt a warm flush spread through her, her body tingling from the unexpected intensity of Maureen's kiss. Maureen, tipsy and riding the high of the evening, was thoroughly enjoying herself, her hands having roamed freely over both women, and now her lips lingering on her best friend's. Teri, meanwhile, was quietly pleased with herself, her eyes darting to Will every so often, a small thrill running through her as she noticed the effect she’d had on him. He was hard, and she knew it was because of her. In her mind, she’d won something far more satisfying than any silly competition.

Will, for his part, was utterly captivated. He’d seen Maureen and Sheri flirt before, but watching them kiss was something else entirely. It didn’t stir jealousy in him—no, it stirred something far more primal, something that made his pulse quicken. But it was Teri who truly held his attention. She was teasing him, he was sure of it, and the realization sent a jolt of excitement through him. When he caught her glancing at his lap, he shifted slightly, no longer trying to hide the effect she had on him. He wanted her to see.

As the clock ticked past midnight, Sheri finally broke the spell, announcing, "Okay, time for bed, I guess. We’ve got a long weekend ahead of us." Maureen jumped up immediately, her voice light but firm as she added, "Will, don’t get any ideas. I’m not listening to you two all night while the rest of us lie there frustrated. I’m bunking with Sheri, and I’m locking the door to protect us." The group erupted into laughter as Sheri and Maureen led the way upstairs, their playful banter echoing down the hall.

At the top of the stairs, Sheri paused, turning to Will. She leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his lips. "Thanks for being such a good sport tonight. See you in the morning. You’re in the spare room and office up there," she said, her voice warm and teasing. Will watched as the two women disappeared down the hallway, Maureen’s hand slipping to Sheri’s backside, her tongue sticking out at Will in a playful, exaggerated gesture. He chuckled, shaking his head, only to realize Teri was standing behind him, her presence suddenly close and intimate.

"Oh, sorry," he said quickly, stepping aside. "Thanks, by the way, for having us all." Teri, relaxed and uninhibited, didn’t think twice about the fact that she was standing there in nothing but a bra and panties, or that Will was in his underwear. The alcohol had loosened everyone’s inhibitions, and she felt a strange, carefree lightness. She squeezed his arm gently, her touch lingering as she walked with him the few steps to her bedroom. "Thanks, too," she said, her voice soft and warm. "I’m feeling so relaxed and young, just being with all of you. I hope you have everything you need—sheets and all. Come get me if you need anything." She hesitated, as if she wanted to say more, but then stopped herself, slipping into her room with a final, lingering glance.

Will made his way to the spare room, finding the sheets and making up the bed. He glanced around, deciding to sleep in his shorts, the air warm and heavy with the lingering energy of the evening. He turned off the lights, then the curtains, the room falling into a soft, dim glow. As he slid under the sheets, the door creaked open. His heart skipped a beat, his mind racing. Sheri? No, she wouldn’t—not with Maureen there. His breath caught as the figure stepped around the bookcase that blocked his view of the door. It wasn’t Sheri. It was Teri.

She was still clad in nothing but her underwear, though that hardly mattered—everyone else was in the same state of undress. The room was so dark that he couldn’t make out much, just the faint outline of her figure. She began to speak, her voice soft and hesitant, but then she moved closer, her body leaning over him as she reached for the lamp on the shelf beside the bed. The sudden brightness made him squint, his eyes instinctively closing against the harsh light, though he couldn’t help but enjoy the way her body hovered above him, so close he could feel her warmth.

“I should’ve made sure everything was ready for you,” she murmured, her tone apologetic yet tinged with something else—something that made his pulse quicken. “I hope you found everything you needed. Oh, is the light too bright?” She leaned back over to adjust the lamp, and this time, her breasts brushed lightly against his face, the brief contact sending a jolt of electricity through him. She straightened up, her gaze flickering down to the unmistakable bulge beneath the sheet. Even in the dim light, she could see enough to know he was hard, though she wished she could see more clearly, like she had earlier.

“Thanks for checking on me,” he said, his voice low and steady, though his heart was racing. “I feel very taken care of. I found the sheets, and I think I put them on okay.”

She stepped back, giving him a better view of her, but then she moved quickly, almost nervously, as if she’d suddenly remembered something. “Wait, I should fix this,” she said, her hands reaching for the sheet. “It’s upside down.” In one swift motion, she pulled it off, her eyes never leaving the tented fabric that hid his arousal.

She fumbled with the sheet, turning it around, but her attention was clearly elsewhere. Her gaze kept drifting back to the bulge, her lips parting slightly as she stared. Then, without warning, she let go of the sheet and reached out, her fingers brushing against him. The touch was tentative at first, but then she used both hands to pull the sheet away completely, her movements slow and deliberate, as if time itself had slowed down.

For a moment, he didn’t react, his breath caught in his throat. But then his hand moved, his fingers trailing up the back of her leg, over the smooth curve of her ass, still covered by the thin fabric of her panties. “This is the one I’d have picked if I was the judge,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. A low moan escaped him as her hands wrapped around his cock, her touch firm and confident.

She shifted closer, one knee resting on the bed, creating a gap between her legs that he couldn’t ignore. The soft glow of the lamp illuminated her body just enough for him to see, and his hand moved higher, slipping between her thighs. His fingers found the damp fabric of her panties, stroking the wetness that had already gathered there. She gasped, her tongue darting out to lick his shaft, her mouth warm and eager as she teased him.

But when his fingers found their mark, she let out a deep, guttural moan, her body trembling with the intensity of her arousal. She continued to lick and suck, her mouth working him with a rhythm that drove him wild, but it was clear she was on the edge herself. Her hips began to shake, her moans growing louder as she came, her mouth still wrapped around him. The sight of her, consumed by her own pleasure, pushed him over the edge, and he came with a shuddering groan, her mouth still moving on him.

For what felt like an eternity, neither of them moved, the room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing. Finally, she pulled away, her hands busying themselves with the sheet as she covered him up, her movements quick and almost nervous. He didn’t know what to say, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. The air between them was thick with unspoken words, the weight of their shared moment hanging heavy in the silence.

She approached him again, her movements soft and deliberate, her presence filling the space between them with an electric charge. Her voice was a hushed murmur, barely audible, as she whispered, "Thank you," her breath warm against his skin. Her eyes, those mesmerizing green pools, held his gaze for a fleeting moment, and he could see something tender, something unspoken, glowing within them. It was as if her gratitude wasn’t just for the moment but for something deeper, something neither of them could quite articulate. Then, with a swift motion, she reached for the lamp, her fingers brushing the switch, and the room plunged into darkness once more. He caught the faintest glimpse of her silhouette as she turned, her figure graceful and fluid, before she disappeared into the hallway, the sound of her footsteps fading as she hurried back to her room. The warmth of her gaze lingered in his mind, a quiet, intimate imprint that left him both satisfied and longing for more.


An Exciting Dinner

Mature woman dines with her boss’s family.

Janet didn’t exactly despise her job, but she wasn’t head-over-heels in love with it either. It was just… a job. A decent one, though. The pay was good, and she rarely had to deal with the kind of workplace nonsense that made people dread Mondays. Her colleagues mostly left her to her own devices, her boss was tolerable—even pleasant at times—and it gave her a sense of purpose, something to fill her days. Her social life wasn’t exactly bustling. Back in her college days, she’d been more outgoing, more connected, but as the years rolled by, that had faded. Now in her forties, she hadn’t been on a date in what felt like forever. Not that she brought it up at work. She wasn’t close enough to anyone there to dive into the messy details of her personal life.

That day, she’d spent most of her time assisting her boss, Tom, with a presentation. She liked him well enough. He treated her with respect, which was more than she could say for some of the men she’d worked with over the years. He appreciated her contributions, and honestly, she made him look good. He never crossed any lines, never made her uncomfortable with inappropriate comments or advances. Sure, he’d glance her way occasionally, but that was just… what men did. It wasn’t because she was some stunning goddess or because she dressed provocatively. Janet was attractive, sure, but not in a way that turned heads everywhere she went. She dressed smartly, professionally, not to draw attention.

Still, she was aware that if she bent over just a little too far and her blouse gaped slightly, revealing a hint of cleavage, most men would sneak a peek. It was harmless, really, and Tom was harmless too. He was married to a lovely woman, Bonnie, whom Janet had met a few times, and they had a daughter, Meredith, who occasionally stopped by the office. In fact, Bonnie and Meredith had shown up that very day, just as Janet and Tom were wrapping things up.

Janet was perched on the edge of Tom’s desk, ready to head out, when Bonnie and Meredith walked in. Tom glanced up, his face lighting up with a warm smile. “Oh, here they are—Bonnie and Meredith. I guess that’s my cue to call it a day. Thanks for all your help, Janet. Seriously, I don’t know what I’d do without you. I’m all set for tomorrow. Have a great evening.”

Bonnie was the epitome of grace, always polite and never overstepping into her husband’s professional life. She was in her fifties but carried herself with the poise and elegance of someone much younger, her wealth affording her the luxury of aging gracefully. She and her 22-year-old daughter didn’t look like sisters, but the age gap between them wasn’t glaringly obvious either. “Tom, don’t stop on our account! Hello, Janet. It’s so nice to see you again,” Bonnie said warmly, leaning in to kiss Janet lightly on the cheek.

Janet, who had been about to make her exit, was struck, as always, by Bonnie’s effortless charm and her knack for making people feel at ease. She returned the smile, adding quickly, “Oh, don’t worry, Mrs. Brown. We were just finishing up. I wouldn’t dream of keeping my boss from his dinner!”

Bonnie gave Janet’s shoulder a gentle pat, her tone playful yet sincere. “Aren’t you just the sweetest? Honestly, Tom, why don’t you bring someone like Janet home for dinner instead of all those dull young men you keep dragging over?”

Meredith’s voice cut through the air, sharp and laced with a bitterness that didn’t quite match her polished exterior. “Because he’s always trying to set me up with some dull accountant he can manipulate,” she said, her tone dripping with resentment.

Tom, ever the diplomat, jumped in with a chuckle, his voice light but firm. “Oh, come on, Meredith, you’re just joking. Of course, we’ll have Janet over soon. Bonnie’s cooking is unforgettable—she’s a magician in the kitchen, my wife.” His words were smooth, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes, a hint of defensiveness that Janet couldn’t quite place.

Meredith rolled her eyes, clearly unimpressed, but Bonnie wasn’t about to let the moment slip away. “That’s a wonderful idea, Tom,” she chimed in, her voice warm and inviting. “Janet, you can’t possibly say no to your boss, can you? I know you’re busy, but how about next Friday?” Her smile was sweet, almost too sweet, and Janet knew there was no way to refuse without seeming rude.

“Friday sounds perfect, Mrs. Brown. Thank you,” Janet replied, forcing a polite smile. She felt the weight of Bonnie’s gaze, the unspoken expectation that she would comply. Bonnie reached out, her hand soft but firm as it squeezed Janet’s. “Wonderful. It’s a date, then. We’ll see you then.” And with that, the Browns swept out of the office, leaving Janet standing there, slightly dazed.

By the time Friday rolled around, Janet had resigned herself to the idea of dinner with the Browns. She liked Tom well enough—he was a decent boss, and Bonnie had always been kind to her. Still, Meredith’s comment about her father’s matchmaking tendencies lingered in the back of Janet’s mind. She hoped there wasn’t some hidden agenda, like a son waiting in the wings. But as far as she knew, the Browns only had Meredith, and Janet was far too old to be paired off with anyone’s son, anyway.

She hadn’t seen much of Tom in the days leading up to the dinner, and she’d taken the time to stop by her apartment to change out of her work clothes. She slipped into a simple but elegant dress, something that felt appropriate for a dinner with her boss and his wife. She also brought a bottle of wine, a gesture she hoped would be appreciated.

When she arrived at the Browns’ home, Bonnie greeted her at the door, looking every bit the polished, wealthy wife in a blue dress and pearls. She enveloped Janet in a warm hug, her perfume a subtle mix of flowers and something richer, more expensive. “You really didn’t have to bring anything,” Bonnie said, taking the wine from Janet with a gracious smile. “We’re just thrilled to have you here.”

They moved into the kitchen, a sprawling space that was easily the largest Janet had ever seen. Bonnie immediately set to work, her hands moving deftly over a collection of pans on the massive stove. Tom appeared from another room, looking more relaxed than he ever did at the office. He’d shed his tie and replaced it with a soft sweater, and he greeted Janet with a hug—a gesture that felt oddly intimate, given their usual professional distance.

“Janet, can I get you a glass of wine?” Tom asked, his voice warm and inviting. “Bonnie’s already opened a Chardonnay.”

“That would be lovely, Tom. Thank you,” Janet replied, her smile polite but cautious. “Please let me know if there’s anything I can do to help with dinner.”

Bonnie turned, brandishing a cooking spoon with mock sternness. “Absolutely not. You’re our guest. Just sit there and look pretty,” she said, her tone playful but firm.

Janet couldn’t help but smile. There was something about Bonnie that she genuinely liked—a warmth and ease that made her feel at home, despite the formality of the setting. She found herself wondering about Tom, though. He was being unusually friendly, his compliments about her appearance more personal than professional. It left her with a strange, unsettled feeling, one she couldn’t quite shake.

She couldn’t help but notice the subtle shift in Tom’s demeanor, the way his voice carried a hint of something more than just casual friendliness. It wasn’t outright flirting—not with his wife right there—but there was a certain warmth, a playful edge to his tone that made her pause. It was enough to plant a seed of curiosity in her mind, a quiet wonder about what might be going on beneath the surface.

When he handed her the glass of wine, she reached out instinctively, her fingers brushing against his as she took it. The contact was brief, but it was enough to make Tom blush, his cheeks flushing a faint pink. The moment hung in the air, awkward and charged, until the sharp click of heels on the floor broke the tension. Meredith strode in, her presence commanding the room as she demanded a glass of wine. Tom, ever the dutiful father, hurried to oblige, pouring her a drink while making introductions.

“Meredith, sweetheart, you remember Janet from the office, don’t you?” he said, his voice smooth and practiced. “Janet, I think you’ve met my daughter before.”

Janet smiled politely, her eyes meeting Meredith’s. “Of course. Hello again, Meredith. How are you?”

Meredith leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’m just glad you’re not another one of Dad’s office guys he’s trying to pawn off on me.”

Janet opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, Bonnie swooped in, grabbing Meredith by the arm and pulling her close. “Oh, look, Janet!” Bonnie exclaimed, her voice bright and enthusiastic. “You’ll love this. I bought our dresses together. Don’t we look like twins?”

Janet’s gaze flickered between the two women. They didn’t look exactly alike, but the resemblance was striking. Both wore similar shades of blue, their dresses hugging their figures in a way that was both elegant and undeniably sexy. Meredith’s dress was shorter, more daring, while Bonnie’s was slightly more conservative, though no less alluring. The pearls around Bonnie’s neck added a touch of sophistication, making her look every bit the polished, wealthy wife. Janet couldn’t help but admire them both.

“You both look stunning,” Janet said, her smile genuine. “I love it.”

Bonnie beamed, clearly pleased, while Meredith rolled her eyes, though Janet could tell she was enjoying the attention more than she let on. Tom, standing nearby, chuckled softly. “I’m lucky to be dining with three beautiful women,” he said, his tone light but appreciative.

Soon, they moved to the formal dining room, the table set with precision and care. Bonnie guided Janet to a seat beside her, insisting she take the place of honor. “You sit right here, next to me,” Bonnie said, her hand lingering on Janet’s shoulder for a moment longer than necessary.

By now, Janet was on her third glass of wine, the alcohol warming her from the inside out. She was enjoying the evening far more than she’d anticipated, basking in the attention Bonnie lavished on her. The older woman’s compliments were frequent, her touches—a squeeze of the hand, a brush of the arm—just enough to make Janet feel special, cherished. It was intoxicating in its own way, and Janet found herself relaxing into the role of the guest of honor.

But then, as Bonnie stood to serve the soup, something happened that made Janet freeze. She felt it—a foot brushing against her leg. At first, she dismissed it as an accident, a fleeting touch. But then it happened again, lingering this time, deliberate. Her breath caught, her mind racing as she tried to process what was happening.

She wasn’t naive. She’d been hit on before, more times than she could count. But this? This was unexpected. Tom had always been so professional at work, so respectful. Sure, he’d glanced at her the way men sometimes did, but he’d never crossed any lines. And yet, here she was, sitting at his dining table, feeling the unmistakable pressure of his foot against her leg.

For a moment, she wondered if she’d misread the situation. Maybe it wasn’t Tom at all. Maybe it was Bonnie. The thought made her pulse quicken. Bonnie had been so attentive all evening, her touches lingering, her compliments effusive. Janet wasn’t attracted to women, but she couldn’t deny that Bonnie’s attention had been flattering, even if it had made her wonder. At forty and single, she was used to people speculating, to the occasional raised eyebrow or whispered assumption. But this? This was something else entirely.

She chose to ignore it, for now, focusing instead on the warmth of the wine in her glass and the sound of Bonnie’s laughter as she returned to the table. But the question lingered in the back of her mind, a quiet, insistent whisper she couldn’t quite silence. What exactly was going on here? And more importantly, what did she want to do about it?

But it was Tom, sitting directly across from her, his foot tentatively brushing against her leg, testing the waters in the most brazen way. His wife was right there, for heaven’s sake, and his daughter was seated beside him. Janet’s breath hitched, her mind reeling. She couldn’t believe what was happening.

Her eyes darted to Tom, but he refused to meet her gaze, his expression unreadable. Then she glanced at Bonnie, who was laughing at something Meredith had said. Janet’s thoughts spiraled. Bonnie was stunning, effortlessly radiant in a way that made Janet feel almost plain in comparison. If she were a man, she’d be utterly captivated by Bonnie, not her. Janet wasn’t into women, but there was something about Bonnie’s energy—playful, magnetic, and undeniably alluring.

Still, Tom was her boss, and she wasn’t about to cause a scene. Not here, not now. But then his foot pressed more deliberately against her leg, sliding up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm. He still wouldn’t look at her, and Janet’s pulse quickened. Before she could react, Meredith’s voice cut through the tension, pulling her attention away.

“So, Janet,” Meredith drawled, her tone dripping with mischief, “are you single? I mean, you’re here on a Friday night with my parents. No boyfriend? No ex-husband? Just hanging out with the most boring people on the planet?”

Meredith’s smirk was infuriating, and Janet could see the glint of trouble in her eyes. Tom shifted uncomfortably, his face flushing, and Janet wondered if it was because of Meredith’s audacity or the fact that his foot was now inching higher, grazing the sensitive skin above her knee. Bonnie, however, was having none of it.

“Meredith Brown!” Bonnie snapped, her voice sharp. “That is incredibly rude. You apologize right now. And for your information, your father and I are far from boring. You’d be shocked if you knew just how… interesting we can be.”

Meredith snorted, clearly amused, while Tom’s blush deepened. Janet couldn’t help but wonder if Bonnie had any idea just how “interesting” her husband was being at that very moment.

Bonnie stood abruptly, gathering the dinner plates with a clatter, and called over her shoulder for Tom to fetch another bottle of wine. His foot retreated, and he rose obediently, disappearing into the kitchen. That left Janet alone with Meredith, who leaned back in her chair, a sly grin spreading across her face.

“I’m sure you didn’t cancel a hot date for this,” Meredith said, her tone teasing. “But don’t worry. You’ll be home in time for a little… self-care with your vibrator.”

Janet’s jaw dropped, her temper flaring, but before she could retort, Tom reappeared, a fresh bottle of wine in hand. “More wine, ladies?” he asked, his voice casual as he began pouring.

At the same time, Janet felt the unmistakable pressure of a foot sliding back up her leg, this time venturing higher, slipping beneath the hem of her dress. Her eyes widened as she realized it wasn’t Tom’s foot at all. It was Meredith’s. The realization hit her like a punch to the gut.

Meredith’s wicked grin confirmed it, and Janet’s mind spun. She wanted to shove the foot away, to put an end to this madness, but something held her back. Instead, as Bonnie returned to the table, Janet subtly pushed her chair closer, shielding her lap from view, her heart racing as she tried to make sense of the chaos unfolding around her.

Bonnie, ever the gracious hostess, kept the conversation flowing effortlessly, ensuring no awkward silence lingered after Meredith's bold remarks. Janet, however, was far too distracted to focus on the chatter. She felt Meredith's other foot pressing insistently against her knees, forcing them wider apart, while the first foot ventured higher, its toes brushing tantalizingly against the delicate fabric of her panties.

Janet bit down on her lower lip, hard, and reached for her wine glass, hoping the cool liquid would steady her nerves and stifle the soft moan threatening to escape her throat. But the wine did nothing to calm her; if anything, it only emboldened Meredith. The younger woman's toes danced with a wicked precision, teasing Janet in ways that made her breath hitch and her thoughts scatter. Bonnie's voice droned on in the background, but Janet couldn’t make out a single word. Her world had narrowed to the sensation of Meredith’s foot and the heat pooling low in her belly.

Meredith’s voice cut through the haze, sharp and deliberate. “Doesn’t that sound like a good idea, Janet?”

Janet blinked, utterly clueless about what had been said, but she managed to nod and murmur, “Oh, yes, definitely.”

Bonnie beamed, clearly thrilled by Janet’s agreement, and leaned in to wrap an arm around her shoulders, giving her a warm, affectionate squeeze. “Wonderful, Janet! It’s settled then. I’ll take care of all the arrangements.” She paused, as if remembering something, and turned to her husband. “Tom, go fetch the coffee pot, and I’ll grab the cups and cream.”

As Bonnie and Tom disappeared into the kitchen, Meredith leaned across the table, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Take off your panties and kick them over to me.” Janet’s eyes widened in shock, but Meredith didn’t miss a beat. “Do it now, or I’ll crawl under the table and take them myself.”

Janet’s heart raced as she discreetly slipped her panties down her legs, her movements careful and deliberate. They caught on her heel for a moment, and she had to wiggle her foot subtly to free them without drawing attention. Finally, she gave a small kick, sending the delicate fabric skittering across the floor toward Meredith. The younger woman’s grin was positively wicked as she bent down, ostensibly to retrieve her napkin, but Janet knew exactly what she was really after.

Janet tried not to stare, not wanting to draw suspicion, but she couldn’t help noticing the corner of her own panties peeking out from beneath the napkin in Meredith’s hand. They were plain white silk, unremarkable and almost indistinguishable from the dinner napkins, but the sight of them in Meredith’s possession sent a shiver down her spine.

Meredith dabbed at her lips with the napkin, her eyes locked on Janet’s, a mischievous glint in her gaze. Each time she brought the napkin to her mouth, Janet’s stomach twisted with a mix of anxiety and something far more illicit. She worried someone might notice, but the thrill of the secret was intoxicating, sending a rush of heat through her veins.

Then, as if to heighten the torment, Meredith let out a sudden sneeze. She pressed the napkin to her face, holding it there as though bracing for a second sneeze. Janet knew it was all part of the game, a deliberate ploy to keep her on edge.

After a few more agonizing minutes, Janet decided she needed to escape the tension. She offered to help Bonnie clear the table, and the four of them worked together to tidy up. Once the last dish was carried into the kitchen, Janet made her excuses, eager to leave before Meredith could escalate her teasing any further.

As she gathered her things, Meredith’s voice stopped her in her tracks. “Janet, make sure you’ve got everything you came with,” she said, her tone dripping with faux innocence.

Tom, ever the gentleman, thanked her for coming and pressed a polite kiss to her cheek. Janet felt a pang of guilt for ever suspecting him of anything untoward. But as she stepped out into the night, her mind was still reeling, her body humming with the memory of Meredith’s touch and the secret they now shared.

Bonnie chuckled warmly, her voice light and inviting as she beckoned Janet closer. "Come here," she said, pulling Janet into a tight, lingering embrace. Her arms wrapped around Janet firmly, and she murmured, "Now, don’t forget about Wednesday. I’ll meet you right after work, and I’ll take care of planning the entire evening. I’m already looking forward to it." She held Janet for a moment longer, her affection palpable, before finally releasing her.

Meredith, ever the provocateur, quipped with a sly grin, "Geez, Mom. Get a room, why don’t you?" Bonnie simply laughed it off, but Janet caught the wicked glint in Meredith’s eyes as she smirked at her from across the room. It was a look that sent a shiver down Janet’s spine, one that hinted at mischief and something far more daring.

With a dramatic sigh, Meredith announced, "Thanks for a thrilling evening, everyone. I’m off to find some actual excitement with a friend." She sauntered out, leaving Janet to process the whirlwind of emotions she’d stirred up.

Janet drove home slowly, her mind replaying the events of the evening. It had been enjoyable, yes, but also deeply unsettling. Meredith’s boldness had left her reeling, and she couldn’t quite understand why she’d responded the way she did. There was a strange mix of shock and curiosity swirling inside her, a tension she couldn’t quite shake.

As she unlocked the door to her apartment and stepped inside, she resolved to put the whole thing behind her. But just as she was about to close the door, it was pushed open. Meredith stood there, her expression a blend of mischief and determination. "I followed you," she said casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "I was bored." She tossed Janet’s panties onto the table with a smirk. "I was going to tell my mom you forgot these, but I don’t think she’d quite get it, would she?"

Janet opened her mouth to protest, but before she could utter a word, Meredith’s lips were on hers. Janet’s mind screamed at her to push Meredith away, to stop this before it went any further, but her body betrayed her. She let herself be kissed, her resistance crumbling as Meredith pressed her back against the wall. Before she knew it, Janet was kissing her back, her hands tangling in Meredith’s hair as the heat between them intensified.

Meredith’s hands moved with practiced ease, unfastening Janet’s dress and letting it pool at her feet. She paused only to strip off her own dress, revealing a set of bright red lingerie that clung to her curves. With a wicked grin, Meredith grabbed her phone and pulled Janet close, snapping a few selfies of the two of them together, their bodies pressed tightly, their faces flushed with desire.

In a blur of movement, Meredith guided them to the couch. Janet’s head spun as Meredith’s lips found her nipples, teasing and sucking until Janet was gasping for air. Then came the sensation of Meredith’s fingers, skilled and deliberate, sliding inside her. Janet had never experienced anything like it—Meredith’s touch was electric, more intoxicating than anything she’d ever known.

It didn’t take long before Janet was writhing beneath her, her body arching as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her climax hitting her with such intensity that she could barely breathe. They lay together afterward, their limbs tangled, the silence between them heavy with unspoken words.

Janet didn’t know what to say, so she said nothing. But eventually, she found her voice. "Meredith, I’m not really…" she began, her words trailing off as she struggled to articulate her thoughts.

Meredith cut her off with a sharp, commanding tone. "Janet, you’re whatever I want you to be, whenever I want. Is that understood?"

Janet stared at her, stunned by the audacity of the statement. She couldn’t believe this was the same woman she’d known as her boss’s daughter. And yet, despite everything, she found herself nodding, her voice barely a whisper as she replied, "Yes, Meredith. I understand."


Satin and Seduction

Young man’s unusual Halloween costume.


Chapter 1

Chris and Janet were nestled together on the couch in her cozy living room, their bodies so close that Janet was practically perched on his lap. The interruption had come at the worst possible moment—Janet’s mom had walked in, and though they hadn’t been doing anything more than kissing, the tension between them was palpable. Janet was trying to play it cool, her cheeks flushed, while Chris was doing his best to discreetly adjust himself, the evidence of his arousal pressing uncomfortably against his jeans.

Mrs. Sampson breezed in with her usual cheerful demeanor, her smile warm and welcoming. “Hey, kids! How was school today? Anything exciting on TV?” Chris couldn’t help but like her, even if the way she called them “kids” grated on him a little. He was eighteen, after all, practically an adult. Still, she was kind to him, always inviting him over for dinner with Janet, and he got the sense she wouldn’t mind if she knew what they’d been up to. It wasn’t like they were doing anything that serious—just kissing, touching, the kind of things that made his heart race and his thoughts spiral.

Janet quickly steered the conversation toward dinner and the TV, and before long, they were discussing Halloween, which was just around the corner. Chris, however, was only half-listening. His mind was elsewhere, his gaze lingering on Mrs. Sampson, who he couldn’t help but find strikingly attractive. When Janet’s voice broke through his thoughts, he blinked, startled. “What? Oh, yeah, sure. Of course,” he stammered, realizing he’d missed whatever they’d been saying.

Janet laughed, her tone teasing. “Chris, you’re such a daydreamer. You have no idea what we’re talking about, do you? I just told Mom we’d go to her Halloween party tomorrow, but only if we don’t have to drive two hours back. She said we could all stay at Uncle Jim’s lake house if your family’s okay with it.”

Chris nodded quickly, trying to cover for his lack of attention. “Yeah, that’s what I meant. My mom won’t care, so I’m in. I’ll dig up some old costume—maybe a lumberjack or something. I’ve got an axe somewhere.”

Janet giggled, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “A lumberjack? Chris, you’re adorable, but you’re not exactly big and burly. You’re more… cute and cuddly. Like, you’re practically the same size as my mom. Not exactly rough-and-tumble material. I love that about you, but maybe we should think of something softer for your costume.”

Chris rolled his eyes, though he couldn’t help but smile. “Yeah, okay, whatever. You’re full of ideas. What about you two? You don’t have costumes either, and I don’t hear any brilliant suggestions coming from you.”

Mrs. Sampson stepped in, her tone light and playful. “Alright, enough bickering. Let’s eat, and I’m sure we’ll come up with something. In fact, since you two are going to be my guests and my chauffeurs tomorrow and Saturday, I’ll take charge of the costumes. We’ll get ready at Uncle Jim’s place before heading to the Smiths’ party. Plenty of room for all of us to change there, and I’m not driving a hundred miles dressed as a clown or something ridiculous.”

Janet rolled her eyes dramatically as they made their way into the kitchen, her tone dripping with playful exasperation. "Oh, come on, Mom. Please, no clowns. This isn’t some kiddie party, is it? Let’s aim for something a little more… alluring, yeah? And don’t give me that look—I’m not talking about anything trashy or over-the-top. I know the Smiths, and it’s not going to be that kind of party. Honestly, we’ll be lucky if there’s even alcohol there. But seriously, let’s not go full-on childish and boring. Let’s actually put some thought into this, make it fun and creative."

They sat down to eat, the conversation light and easy, but Chris’s mind was already wandering far from the dinner table. Later, as he lay in bed, his thoughts were consumed by vivid, tantalizing images of Janet and her mom. In his imagination, they were both dressed as lingerie models, their outfits scandalously skimpy, their movements slow and deliberate as they changed stockings, panties, and whatever else his feverish mind could conjure. It wasn’t exactly realistic, but it was enough to fuel a particularly vivid and satisfying dream.

The next day, after school, Chris showed up at Janet’s house with a backpack stuffed with a change of clothes and a toothbrush. His mom had given her blessing for the overnight trip, reassured by the fact that Janet’s mom would be chaperoning. Mrs. Sampson—or Linda, as she insisted they call her now—was already waiting, the car packed and ready to go. She chuckled at the sight of his backpack, teasing him lightly before ushering them all into the car and hitting the road.

She remained tight-lipped about the costumes, refusing to give anything away no matter how much Janet prodded. As they drove, the conversation flowed easily, but the mystery of their outfits lingered in the air. Finally, as they neared their destination, Linda broke her silence. "I thought it would be fun if we all matched, like a cohesive set. But I also didn’t want it to feel like I was the adult and you two were the kids. So, for this weekend, we’re all equals—just three adults, three friends, all on the same level. No one’s costume will be more ‘adult’ than the others. In fact, I made sure any of us could wear any of the costumes. That way, it feels fair, like we’re all in this together. And let’s keep that mindset for the whole weekend, okay? We’re just three friends having a good time."

Her words resonated with everyone, and Chris felt a warm sense of satisfaction. They were all adults now, and the idea of being treated as equals—especially by Janet’s mom—was something he hadn’t realized he’d been craving. The dynamic felt right, natural even.

Janet, however, was still skeptical. "Okay, Linda, that’s all well and good, but please tell me we’re not dressing up as something ridiculous, like three pigs or cartoon characters. Please tell me there’s some thought behind this."

Linda grinned, clearly enjoying the suspense. "First of all, from now on, it’s Linda, not Mom. Got it? We’re just Linda, Janet, and Chris this weekend. And no, we’re not going trick-or-treating. This is an adult party, and while the Smiths aren’t exactly wild, I think what I’ve come up with will be creative and fun—especially for Chris."

Chris glanced up, his brow furrowing slightly as he tried to piece together what Linda meant, but before he could dwell on it too long, the car rolled to a stop in the driveway of the lake house. He had been picturing something quaint and rustic, maybe a cozy little cabin tucked away in the woods, but what greeted him was far from that. The place was more like a sprawling mini-mansion, with its grand façade, multiple balconies, and an air of luxury that made it clear no expense had been spared. It boasted four bedrooms, each one more lavish than the last, and every detail screamed opulence.

As he helped carry in the boxes and suitcases, his surprise must have been written all over his face, because Linda chuckled softly, her voice warm and reassuring. "My Uncle Jim," she began, her tone tinged with a mix of pride and amusement, "he’s done very well for himself. Built this place even though he’s single and doesn’t have kids. He’s hardly ever in the state, so he’s always happy to let us use it. It’s a bit much for just the three of us, but I think we’ll have a great time here."

Janet was already in the kitchen, unpacking what seemed like an endless supply of food and supplies. Linda had thought of everything—except drinks. "Don’t worry," she added with a sly smile, "the house has plenty of water, and Uncle Jim’s wine cellar is fully stocked. We won’t go thirsty."

Linda glanced at the clock, her expression shifting to one of mild urgency. "The party’s in a couple of hours, so we’ve got some time to settle in. Oh, and by the way," she added, her voice dropping slightly, "I’d prefer if we didn’t mention to anyone that we’re staying over. I don’t really talk about the house much, and if we need an excuse to leave early, we can always say we have to drive back. I think it’ll be a fun party, but you never know. Neither of you will know anyone there unless you remember the Smiths from way back. It’s been at least ten years since you’ve seen them, right? I only really know Mrs. Smith from when we worked together, and Mr. Smith is in another department, so I hardly ever see him. But that’s the beauty of it—it’s a costume party, so no one will recognize us. We can be whoever we want to be. And they don’t even know you two are coming, which makes it even more exciting."

Janet rolled her eyes, though there was a playful smirk tugging at her lips. "Yeah, yeah, Linda. I’ll call you Linda, and no one will have a clue we’re related. But seriously, what are we going as? Or should I say, who are we going to be?"

Mrs. Sampson leaned back, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Well, this is where it gets fun," she began, her voice laced with excitement. "I had so many ideas—maybe too many, honestly. I couldn’t settle on just one, and at first, I went with something that didn’t quite fit the vibe of this kind of party, so I scrapped it. Then it hit me—why not all of us dress as the same thing? But figuring out what was the tricky part. I thought about us being a sports team, like baseball or football, but there are only three of us, and the costumes felt... uninspired. Then I considered going as a band or a rap group, all decked out in flashy chains and oversized clothes, but the thought of someone asking us to actually rap? No, thank you. I’m not putting myself through that."

She paused, her expression shifting as if reliving the moment. "I was in this store, chatting with someone, flipping through racks of costumes, and then I saw it—a crown. And not just any crown, but this gorgeous, regal piece. Next to it was this stunning satin gown, and suddenly, it clicked. Why not queens? Elegant, sophisticated, and yes, a little sexy, but not too sexy for the occasion if we do it right. What do you think?"

Janet tilted her head, considering the idea. "Okay, I’m in. At least it’s not some cartoon nonsense. So, are we like a royal family? Two queens and a king? Or do we each have different titles?"

Mrs. Sampson—Linda—laughed, her gaze flicking to Chris, who was sitting stiffly, his face a mix of confusion and mild panic. "Sort of," she said, her tone playful but firm. "But here’s the thing—I was thinking about us doing this together, as equals. I got really into the idea of equality, you know? I was telling the woman at the shop about it, and we both agreed—it’s the coolest, most empowering thing. This weekend, I’m not your mom, and you two aren’t a couple. We’re just three friends, all on the same level. So, we all go as queens. Three queens. What do you say?"

Janet burst out laughing, her eyes darting to Chris, who looked like he’d just been handed a live grenade. "I—I don’t know what you mean," he stammered, his voice rising slightly. "How can I be a queen? I’m not doing anything like that. This sounds... weird, Mrs. Sampson."

Linda stood up and moved closer, sitting on the coffee table directly in front of him. She took his hands in hers, her touch warm and reassuring. "It’s okay," she said softly. "And call me Linda. Just breathe. This isn’t weird—it’s a costume party. People do this kind of thing all the time. You’re not becoming anything. You’re just dressing up. It’ll be fun, I promise. There’s a whole history of people stepping outside the box with costumes, breaking free from those boring, narrow rules. It’s liberating, really. And I’ve thought it all through—we’ll all look the same. No one will even know who’s who. Plus, remember, no one here knows you. The last time anyone saw you, you were, what, eight years old?"

Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, as she spoke, her hands still holding his, her fingers gently stroking his palm in a soothing rhythm. Janet watched, unsure of what to make of it all, but the idea struck her as intriguing—modern, bold, and far from dull. Mrs. Sampson—Linda—kept her focus on Chris, her tone coaxing and warm. "You already shave your legs for swimming, so they’re smooth. I mean, we could have one queen with hairy legs, but why bother? Think about how much fun this will be, how we’ll totally throw people off. And don’t worry, we’ll both be right there with you the whole time."

Chris felt the weight of her enthusiasm pressing down on him, his natural shyness making it hard to muster any real resistance. "Okay, I guess it’s kind of funny," he conceded, though his voice wavered slightly. "But I’m not telling anyone who I am unless they figure it out themselves."

Linda’s face lit up, her excitement bubbling over as she leapt to her feet and pulled him into a tight, exuberant hug. "You’re amazing, Chris. This is going to be the best Halloween ever for all of us. I’ve got a box of stuff ready for each of us. It’ll be quicker for me since I’ve already put it all together, so I can help if anyone runs into trouble. Now, Chris, grab that box and carry it to Janet’s room, along with these other boxes—and don’t forget your backpack. She likes the top of the stairs, then left because of the balcony off the side, right, honey?"

Janet rolled her eyes, amused but slightly exasperated. "It’s fine, Mom—sorry, Linda. I’m pretty sure I can figure out where everything goes with the costume. I’m going to take a quick bath in the whirlpool, and I bet I’ll be ready before both of you."

Linda just smiled, pointing out a few key items in the box before she and Chris headed out. She kept up a steady stream of chatter as they walked, partly to distract him, partly to keep the mood light. They passed the stairs again, then a study, and finally a room where she had him drop off her box. After that, they made their way to his room at the other end of the house. She began unpacking the box, pulling out one item after another.

"It was easier because Janet knew all your sizes for everything," she explained, her tone matter-of-fact.

Chris blinked, surprised by the sheer amount of stuff she was unpacking. He’d assumed it would be one big dress thrown over his regular clothes, but this seemed far more elaborate.

Linda turned to him, her expression warm and encouraging. "Sweetheart, I’m so proud of you for being adventurous. This is going to be incredible. And please, don’t worry about feeling strange. It’s just like acting. With the wig and everything, you’ll look completely different." She held up a long, flowing blonde wig, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Chris's mind was reeling, a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions, but he couldn’t deny the logic behind the wig. His short, practical hair, cropped for swimming, would make him look ridiculous as a queen without it. His eyes widened as Linda carefully laid out a stunning satin gown, the kind that screamed royalty, complete with intricate details that made it impossible to ignore the effort she’d put into this. The gown, the wig, and even the addition of a black lace mask—it was all so elaborate, so meticulously planned. And honestly, he was relieved about the mask. It added a layer of mystery, a shield he could hide behind if things got too overwhelming.

Linda’s voice broke through his thoughts, her tone enthusiastic and fast-paced, as if she were trying to keep him from overthinking. “We’re aiming for realism here, Chris. You’ve got a great build for this—slim, athletic. It makes everything easier. But under the dress, we all have to wear certain things to make it sit just right. And since we’re going all out, I made sure to get the best. This is a kind of slip, a little puffy. They’re called petticoats, but don’t let the name intimidate you. It’s just an extra layer underneath, something no one will see once the costume’s on.”

She was talking a mile a minute, her excitement palpable, but Chris could sense she was trying to ease his nerves. She knew him well enough by now to understand that he was cooperative, the kind of person who’d follow instructions without much fuss. Still, she was gently nudging him, counting on his willingness to go along with her plan.

“Chris, you get it, right? We all have to look identical. Same outfits, same details—we’re going for a cohesive trio here. And trust me, this is going to be fun for you. You’ll get to experience something completely different, something outside your usual comfort zone. The dresses are long, but they stop high enough that we’ll all need to wear stockings. Think of them as really thin socks. Here, take this one, bunch it up, and then we’ll slide it up your leg. First, though, you’ll need to take your pants off. Let me help you. There we go. Now, toes in, and start sliding it up.”

Chris felt a mix of embarrassment and curiosity, his mind racing as he tried to process what was happening. He wanted to protest, to say something, but the words caught in his throat. Mrs. Sampson kept reassuring him, her tone calm and matter-of-fact, as if this were the most normal thing in the world. Janet seemed just as excited, her enthusiasm infectious. They probably had no idea, he thought, that he had a secret fascination with lingerie, that he’d always found himself sneaking glances whenever he could. This was far beyond just looking, though. This was... intimate. And yet, it somehow made it easier to go along with it. Plus, there was the undeniable fact that he had a bit of a crush on Mrs. Sampson. She was confident, commanding, and just a little intimidating—qualities that made it hard for him to say no. So, he obeyed, his heart pounding as he let her guide him through the process.

Linda continued to chatter away, her words flowing like a steady stream as she meticulously dressed Chris, treating him as though he were her very own doll. The stockings fit him perfectly, hugging his legs just right, and she silently thanked her friend at the store for knowing exactly what to do. Chris’s slender frame made the whole process easier, and she couldn’t help but feel a little relieved that he wasn’t bulky or broad. “Now, Chris, sweetheart,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “the stockings need something to keep them in place. Look at this garter belt—isn’t it just lovely? It’s not one of those tiny ones, no. This one will go all the way up to your waist, and all that fabric will make sure you don’t forget you’re wearing it. Let me fasten it for you and smooth it out. See how it sits high, almost up to your chest? But don’t worry, we won’t fasten anything just yet. We need to leave some room so you can take off what you’re wearing now and slip into these matching panties. Oh, and I got these satin ones—aren’t they divine? I know you don’t usually get to wear satin as a guy, but I’m sure you’ll appreciate how it feels. It’s a special treat, really. And I bought these just for you. They might be a little snug around the back, but in a good way—just enough to feel secure. The front, though, has a bit of extra room, you know, for… well, for what needs a little extra space. My friend at the shop assured me these were designed specifically for that. She thought it would help, just in case. I know your head must be spinning with all the details of this costume, but the best ones are always a bit complicated. I need to go check on Janet, so you’ll have a moment of privacy to change into these. I’ll be right back.”

Chris didn’t say a word, but Linda’s confident, matter-of-fact tone made everything seem so normal, so reasonable, that he found himself going along with it without protest. He changed into the panties, the nylon stockings already sending a shiver of pleasure up his legs. The satin felt incredible against his skin, and he couldn’t help but think of the times he’d fantasized about lingerie, his hand wrapped around a pair of panties as he pleasured himself. He felt himself growing hard, but he fought to keep it under control, unsure of what to do next. So he waited, obediently, for Linda to return.

Meanwhile, Linda hurried down the hallway, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. This was going even better than she’d hoped. Chris was responding perfectly, almost as if her constant chatter had lulled him into a trance. She was confident Janet would be fine—her daughter had never been difficult to manage. She slipped into Janet’s room, where her daughter was still lounging in the whirlpool, a bottle of wine already open beside her. “Hi, honey,” Linda said, her tone light but slightly chiding. “Did you take a look at your costume? I didn’t realize you’d started drinking already.”

"Relax, mom—I mean, Linda. It’s just one glass of wine. You know I’m legal now, eighteen and all. I saw the costume. It’s… fancy. I’m honestly surprised you were this imaginative. The three of us matching like this? It’s out there, but I think it’s cool. I don’t know how Chris is going to look in it, but he didn’t freak out, so he must be willing to give it a shot. That’s something, right?"

"No, honey, I talked to him. I explained it’s like a play, where people can be any kind of character. He looked a little nervous at first, but I think he’s over that now. We’ll go, have a good time, and he’ll see it’s just an elaborate costume—nothing more. You’ll be fine, trust me. I added some nice details to your dress. You’ll like it. Your undies are blue, mine are red, but otherwise, we’re pretty much the same. No one at the party will even guess. That’s the fun part, isn’t it? Okay, don’t soak too much longer. I’ll go finish getting ready and check on Chris." With that, she practically sprinted back down the hall.

She burst into the room, her smile wide and bright. "Oh, Chris, darling, you look absolutely stunning. This is going to be so much fun, don’t you think? Let me just help you with a few things." She knelt down, guiding him to stand. "See these? They’re garters. I need to thread them through here, under your panties. It’ll make it easier if you need to take them down later." As she spoke, her hands brushed against his thighs, her fingers deftly working the garters into place.

Her eyes flicked to the growing bulge in his panties, and she couldn’t help but smile. "Now, watch carefully. This is how you fasten a garter. Just like this. You try the other one, and I’ll take care of the ones at the back." She was doing her best to keep her tone casual, to keep him calm, but the tension in the room was palpable.

She quickly grabbed the bra from the bed, her hand accidentally brushing against his hardness as she stood. She didn’t miss a beat, threading his arms through the straps and pulling him close as she reached around to fasten the hooks. "Let me just get this fastened. We need it for realism, and—oh, sorry, I’m having a bit of trouble. There we go. Now, these cups are nice and full, but you’ll need a little help filling them out. I’ve got a couple of my own panties here—we’ll use them to stuff the cups and make sure everything looks just right. See? They’re just my everyday panties."

She held up each pair of panties, giving them a little squeeze before tucking them into the cups of the bra, her fingers working with practiced ease. She couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes widened, the faint flush creeping up his cheeks as he watched her. It was almost endearing, the way he seemed both fascinated and nervous. Once the bra was properly stuffed, she moved on, slipping a petticoat over his hips. “Think of it like a slip,” she explained, her voice soft and reassuring. “You’ve probably seen your mom wear one before. Some boys even like to play with them, you know. But this one’s fancier, and it’ll help keep the dress in shape. Now, let’s get the dress on you.”

It took a few minutes to adjust everything, smoothing out the fabric and making sure it fell just right. When she was satisfied, she stepped back, a proud smile tugging at her lips. “Sit down for a moment,” she instructed, kneeling in front of him. “Now, let’s get you into these shoes. Casual ones won’t do—they’d show too much leg, and honestly, your legs look amazing like this. I’m a little jealous, actually. But don’t worry, I’ve got just the thing.” She reached for the pair of black stilettos she’d set aside earlier. “I know your size—Janet told me—and my friend recommended these. They’re perfect for situations like this. Let’s slide them on… oh, perfect. I know what you’re thinking—walking in these might be tricky. But don’t worry, I’ll help you. Come on, let’s practice.”

She took his hand, guiding him as he tentatively took a few steps down the hall and into her bedroom. “No, no, like this,” she corrected gently, demonstrating how to shift her weight onto the balls of her feet. “There, see? You’re getting the hang of it.” She watched him closely, pleased at how quickly he adapted. “Keep practicing while I finish getting ready,” she said, turning her attention to her own outfit.

She was already mostly dressed, her underwear in place, but she sat on the edge of the bed to pull on her stockings, ignoring his presence for the moment. He continued to walk back and forth, his movements growing more confident, though she could tell he was struggling to keep his eyes off her. Her stockings were a deep, almost-black red, the same shade as her petticoat, and she caught him openly staring as she slipped her dress over her head. She smiled to herself, slipping into her own black heels, which matched his perfectly. “Oh, sweetheart,” she said suddenly, as if remembering something important. “I almost forgot your wig. Here, let me help you.” She adjusted the blonde wig on his head, tucking his hair neatly underneath. “There. Perfect. We could practically be twins now. Let’s go find our third.”

She took his hand again, leading him down the hall to Janet’s door. She knocked lightly, her voice teasing as she called out, “Can we come in? Are you decent? Doesn’t matter—we’re coming in anyway.”

Janet was already dressed, her makeup bold and dramatic—dark around the eyes, with a deep red lipstick that made her look striking. She was staring at the wig in her hands, a faint frown on her face, but when she looked up and saw Chris, her expression shifted to one of surprise. “Wow,” she said, her voice tinged with admiration. “Chris, I wasn’t sure how you’d look, but honestly, it’s like this outfit was made for you. And with the wig? You look incredible. I guess I’ll have to wear mine now, too, so we all match. How do you feel?”

Chris felt a warm flush of gratitude at the compliment, though words seemed to escape him. His mind kept drifting back to the satin panties, the way they clung to him, the way they made him feel—aroused, distracted, and undeniably aware of every inch of his body. He couldn’t bring himself to admit it out loud, but the thought lingered, teasing him. “I don’t know,” he finally managed, his voice a little unsteady. “It’s… definitely strange, but your mom—Linda—she convinced me it’s very Halloween. As long as you don’t think I look too ridiculous.”

Janet’s enthusiasm was infectious, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “It’s amazing that you’re comfortable enough to do this. And honestly, Linda’s idea? Brilliant. You look better than either of us, honestly. Maybe the trick is just to go all in, you know? Own it completely. But there’s just one little thing I think we should add, okay?”

Chris couldn’t help but smile, his heart swelling with a mix of pride and nervous anticipation. Two stunning women, both so eager to spend the evening with him, both so clearly delighted by the whole situation. “Sure,” he said, his voice light, almost playful. “What is it? Anything.”

Janet grinned, her tone teasing but kind. “Just a little makeup. Nothing over-the-top, not like a drag queen or anything, but just enough to match mine and Linda’s.” She gestured toward her mom, who was putting the finishing touches on her own look, her lips a deep, sultry red, her eyes dark and smoky. “Just a touch of lip gloss, maybe something subtle on the eyes. It’ll tie everything together.”

Before Chris could even process the idea, Linda was already handing the makeup to Janet, her movements quick and decisive. “Go ahead, sweetheart,” Linda urged, her voice warm and encouraging. “Just a little touch-up. And don’t forget, the black lace masks will make it even harder for anyone to recognize us. I mean, I’ll probably tell people who I am—they did invite me, after all—but you two? You can be whoever you want to be. We can make it a game, see if anyone figures it out.”

Janet’s eyes lit up at the idea. “Yeah, that’s perfect. Chris and I don’t know anyone here anyway, so there’s no reason for them to know who we are. And if we get bored, we can always slip out early and come back here. But honestly, after all the work we put into these costumes, we have to at least make an appearance. I mean, I thought you’d come up with something boring, Mom, but this? This is so out there, so… artistic. It’s modern, sophisticated—maybe even too sophisticated for some people to get. But we know it’s cool, and that’s what matters, right?”

Chris sat still, letting Janet work her magic, her fingers light and precise as she applied the makeup. He told himself it was no different than preparing for a role in a play, a character he was stepping into for the night. Beneath the dress, he was acutely aware of the way the satin panties hugged him, the way they made him feel—aroused, exposed, and yet strangely safe in this little world they’d created. He was certain they didn’t know, and that was fine. Everyone seemed happy, and he liked seeing them happy. If he was the only one with these… thoughts, these sensations, well, that was his little secret to keep.

Linda observed him with a quiet satisfaction, her gaze lingering as she took in the scene. Janet’s reaction had been perfect—better than she’d hoped. She hadn’t been entirely sure how her daughter would take to the idea, but Janet had embraced it wholeheartedly, even framing it as something artistic and bold. The fact that Janet hadn’t pressed for details about the costume was a relief; it kept Chris at ease, and that was exactly what Linda wanted. From the moment the idea had sparked in her mind, she’d been consumed by it, each new suggestion and addition to the outfit fueling her excitement. For Janet, this might just be a fun Halloween stunt, but Linda was certain there was more to it for Chris. She couldn’t say for sure if he had a thing for panties, but she’d caught him stealing glances at her stockings during his visits, and his willingness to go along with her plans told her everything she needed to know. This was going to work.

She clapped her hands lightly, breaking the moment. No point in sitting around overthinking things. It was time to move. At the car, she handed the keys to Janet with a warm smile. “You drive, honey. I’ll sit in the back and help Chris with his mask.” Her tone was casual, but there was a spark of mischief in her eyes as she slid into the backseat.

Once they were settled, she turned her attention to Chris, her voice soft but deliberate. “Let’s see how this fits, sweetheart, and then I’ll tie it for you at the back. The black lace is perfect for an event like this—so elegant. I love the pattern, actually. I think I might even have a pair of panties that match it. Wouldn’t that be cute?” She smiled, her lips curving into a knowing grin as she noticed the faint shiver that ran through him at the mention of panties.

“With the mask and the costume, no one will have a clue who you are,” she continued, her tone light but persuasive. “And since you don’t know anyone there, it’s even better. But since you’re both up for it, let’s tweak your names a little. I’ll have to stick with Linda—I know a few people there, after all. But Janet, you can be Marie, an old friend of mine from a previous job. No one will question it; we all look ageless tonight. And Chris…” She paused, her gaze lingering on him. “We’ll keep your name close, so you don’t forget. How about Chrissy? It’ll make it easier for people to believe you’re female, and it’ll take the focus off the costume itself. Plus, don’t you think it’ll be fun to see if anyone figures it out?”

Janet nodded, clearly on board with the idea. Chris, on the other hand, hesitated, his expression a mix of uncertainty and reluctant acceptance. At first, the thought of being called Chrissy felt strange, but given the dress and the mask, it made sense. And if it meant no one would recognize him, he was willing to go along with it. The last thing he wanted was for anyone to suspect it was really him underneath it all.

They stepped out of the car and made their way into the party, the air buzzing with energy and the faint hum of music. Linda wasted no time, her confidence radiating as she approached the Smiths with a warm smile. "I’m so thrilled you invited me," she gushed, her voice smooth and inviting. "And thank you for letting me bring my friends along. This is Marie—she’s a dear friend from my last job—and Chrissy, her special friend. Don’t you think we look fabulous? Three queens, or perhaps three royal ladies. We could almost pass for triplets, don’t you think?" Mrs. Smith offered a polite nod, her interest lukewarm at best, while Mr. Smith remained mostly silent, his eyes lingering on the trio with an intensity that was hard to ignore.

As they wandered through the crowd, Chris couldn’t help but notice how uninspired most of the costumes were. A sea of half-hearted attempts—a hat here, a single altered piece of clothing there, or worse, someone slapping on a label and calling it a costume. One older man had the audacity to claim he was Superman, though all he’d done was throw on a Superman T-shirt over his regular jeans. It was laughable, really. The women, however, had put in more effort, though Chris had secretly hoped for a bit more… daring. Still, a few stood out. There were a couple of cat costumes, one worn by a woman in her forties or fifties who had legs that could stop traffic. Her leotard clung to her figure, drawing attention to those incredible legs, and Chris found his gaze drifting back to her more than once. Another woman had gone as a bride, and Chris had to admit, there was something undeniably sexy about it. Brides always had a certain allure, and this one’s dress hugged her curves perfectly, the neckline plunging just enough to make it hard for him to focus when she spoke to him and Linda.

Talking to people was a challenge for Chris. He wasn’t sure how to modulate his voice, how to sound convincing. He clung to Linda like a lifeline, grateful when she stepped in to smooth things over. Early on, she’d explained to a few curious guests, "Chrissy’s recovering from a bit of a virus, so her voice is a little hoarse. But I keep telling her, it just adds to her mystique. Don’t you think it’s kind of sexy?" Her playful tone and the lighthearted joke helped ease the tension, giving Chris an excuse for his softer, slightly off-kilter voice.

Janet stayed close at first, her presence a comforting anchor. At one point, she leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "I feel so sexy tonight," she murmured, her eyes sparkling. "I mean, Linda, Chrissy, the two of us are wearing such sexy underwear—just different colors, blue and red." She giggled, clearly enjoying the thrill of it all.

Chris hesitated for a moment before responding, his voice low. "Mine’s black," he admitted, his cheeks flushing slightly.

Janet’s eyes widened, and then she burst into laughter. "I didn’t even realize that! You really went all out, didn’t you? Linda’s always been thorough with costumes, but this… this is next level. It’s actually kind of sexy. I’d love to see, but I think that might raise a few eyebrows if I started peeking under your dress."

Just then, a man dressed as a vampire approached them. He was older, probably in his forties, with a smooth, confident demeanor that suggested he was used to getting what he wanted. "Hey, ladies," he drawled, his voice dripping with charm. "It’s refreshing to see some people who didn’t phone it in with their costumes. I’ve seen my fair share of royalty during my time in Europe, and let me tell you, you three definitely make the cut. It’s hard to choose between such stunning women, but maybe I don’t have to." His gaze lingered on each of them, his smile sly and knowing.

Chris couldn’t help but feel a shiver of unease as the man lingered, his charm too polished, too rehearsed. Linda’s disinterest was palpable, her body language stiff and dismissive, yet Janet’s reaction surprised him. Instead of shutting the guy down, she seemed to lean into the interaction, her tone almost flirtatious as she introduced herself. “I’m Marie,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate, as if testing the waters. “Nice to meet you. Did you really spend a lot of time in Europe? And, just so you know, we might look similar all dolled up, but trust me, there’s no comparison.” Her words carried a hint of challenge, a playful edge that Chris hadn’t expected.

The vampire—Vlad, as he called himself—took her hand with a flourish, pressing his lips to her skin in a gesture that felt both theatrical and oddly intimate. “Marie,” he murmured, his voice low and dripping with faux reverence. “Like the tragic Marie Antoinette. You seem like someone who feels deeply, just as they do in the old countries. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Marie. In Transylvania, they call me Vladimir, but for you, I am simply Vlad.” His gaze flicked briefly to Linda, catching the sharp disapproval in her eyes, and he quickly added, “I must excuse myself to find a glass of wine. I’ll catch up with you later.” With that, he disappeared into the crowd, leaving behind a faint air of pretension.

Linda watched him go, her lips curling into a smirk of disbelief. “Can you believe that guy?” she muttered, shaking her head. “I’m not even remotely interested in whatever he’s trying to sell. What a creep.”

Janet, however, wasn’t having it. She shot Linda a look, her expression a mix of irritation and defensiveness. “You hate everyone,” she snapped, her tone sharp. “And besides, I don’t think he was interested in you anyway. He’s clearly international, sophisticated from all his travels, and he naturally gravitated toward me first. Obviously, he has good taste.” Her words were laced with a smugness that made Chris roll his eyes.

“Yeah, right,” Chris chimed in, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “Like ‘Vlad’ is his real name. Give me a break.”

Janet’s cheeks flushed with anger, her pride clearly stung. She liked the attention, Chris realized, and the idea of an older, distinguished man—even one dressed as a vampire—seemed to intrigue her. Maybe it was the way he carried himself, or maybe it was the fact that her current relationship wasn’t exactly fulfilling. Whatever the reason, she wasn’t about to let Chris or Linda ruin it for her. “It’s a costume party,” she shot back, her voice rising slightly. “Some people create a name. Others dress like a woman. So maybe you should drop it if you know what’s good for you.”

The tension hung in the air for a moment before they moved on, mingling with other guests, including the hosts. At one point, Chris felt a sharp pinch on his backside and turned to see their host grinning mischievously. Linda noticed and stifled a laugh, her eyes sparkling with amusement. By then, Janet had wandered off, weaving through the crowd, striking up conversations with anyone who caught her eye. She wasn’t sticking close to Chris and Linda anymore, leaving the two of them to navigate the party together for most of the night.

A few hours into the party, the wine had been flowing freely, and the atmosphere had grown more relaxed, more intimate. Linda leaned in close to Chris as she poured herself another glass, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "You know, I love the way it feels to walk around, to really feel what I'm wearing. Like, when I think about my panties—how they brush against me with every step—it makes me think of you. I wonder if you feel it too, the way they rub against you. It must be so different for you, wearing them. They’re yours, but they’re still panties, you know? I bet you think about them a lot, don’t you? But it’s not the same as when a woman wears them. I wonder what it’s like for you. Can you feel them? Are they rubbing against... you know, your thing? You can tell me, Chrissy. Is it hard right now, trapped in those silky little panties? I’m just curious, that’s all. It’s like a little experiment. But honestly, I’d love to see it. I bet it’s adorable—your cock, all stiff and straining against the delicate fabric. It’s such a strange, sexy mix of masculine and feminine. Though, I suppose it would be a bit weird to just drop my gaze in the middle of the Smiths’ living room, wouldn’t it?"

Chris felt a jolt of surprise at her boldness, but it wasn’t unwelcome. He could feel the panties, and he’d been thinking about them more than he cared to admit. Her words sent a rush of heat through him, his cock twitching in response, growing harder with every mention of the word panties. It wasn’t just the thought of his own—it was the image of hers, the way they hugged her curves, the way they must feel against her skin. He nodded, his cheeks flushing as he glanced down, suddenly hyper-aware of the layers of fabric concealing him, even beneath the full skirt. He opened his mouth to respond, but before he could, someone else approached.

It was Diana, a woman they’d chatted with earlier in the evening. The house wasn’t large, and the same faces kept reappearing as guests drifted from room to room. Diana was dressed as a witch, her costume a mix of classic and provocative—a wide-brimmed hat, a sleek black dress, and a slit in the skirt that teased glimpses of her legs when she moved. She was clearly a few glasses in, her words slightly slurred as she greeted them. "Hey, ladies. Are you bored yet? I think half these people are ready to pass out. And honestly, not many of them really committed to their costumes." She turned her attention to Linda, her gaze lingering. "I mean, I’m not exactly one of the royal triplets over here, but check out the lacing on my heels—custom-made. That’s got to count for something, right? And the dress—sure, it’s black, but look at the satin panels. They catch the light just right, very witchy. Oh, and the hat, of course. But," she leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper, "I bet I’m the only one here wearing a corset and lingerie fit for a proper whore. Some lucky man would’ve gotten quite the show tonight if they weren’t all too busy snoring."

Linda grinned, her hand sliding to Chris’s ass as she pulled him closer. "I was just telling Chrissy here," she said, her tone playful, "that I wish there were more men here willing to take risks with their costumes. But Chrissy wasn’t exactly impressed by any of the options either."

Diana nodded, her lips curling into a sly smile. "Oh, I agree, except for maybe one or two. Let’s start with that vampire over there—the one your third keeps hovering around. Honestly, I might have to either shove her aside or suggest we share him. Just look at those shoulders. He can sink his teeth into me or do whatever else he pleases. I’ve spoken to him before, and he’s got this air about him, like he’s the smoothest thing alive. Honestly, I think he’s a bit ridiculous, but who cares about conversation right now? He might be a bit much, but then there’s that younger guy over there. I have no idea what he’s supposed to be dressed as, but I don’t give a damn. I brushed against him in the kitchen earlier, and let me tell you, I liked what I felt. Is it wrong to want him? He’s so young, and I’m... well, not so young anymore. Is it okay for me to crave a man half my age? Don’t answer that. Linda, I’m telling you, I’ve had enough wine, and now I need a cock—pardon my French. I’m horny as hell, and my panties are soaked. Oh dear, you royal ladies must think I’m absolutely scandalous, talking about cocks and panties and my filthy desires." She let out a laugh, her voice dripping with mischief.

Linda was thoroughly enjoying herself. "Diana, you’re the best. Everyone here is so uptight. Trust me, our royal ears aren’t offended—in fact, we might even confess to our own slutty thoughts about cocks and panties and naughty women. Though, I’m not sure about the men in this room. That vampire doesn’t really do it for me. But he seems completely glued to Marie. Maybe she’s into his so-called sophistication. I wonder if Marie’s imagining a little vampire cock right now. Hey, if you can say it, so can I. Chrissy, darling, don’t you agree? Do you think Marie’s into vampires? Maybe she’s fantasizing about him sinking his teeth into her neck—or somewhere else. She might have a thing for vampires, or maybe she’s just a horny girl. Diana’s panties are wet, and now mine are too, just thinking about it." She pretended to be addressing Diana, but her words were clearly meant for Chris. "Diana’s slutty little panties are soaked, and so are mine. Satin, red and wet, clinging to me, making us all so turned on. Maybe you’re wet too, Chrissy. Maybe, deep inside your panties, your body is reacting to all this, and you’re making them damp as well. I bet you’re leaking just a little, aren’t you?"

Linda stopped her playful banter with Chris, raising her voice slightly as she turned her attention toward Diana instead of whispering into Chris’s ear. “Diana, you’re an absolute delight—a dirty, unapologetic slut, and honestly, the highlight of my evening so far. And if that young man catches your eye, who cares? Younger men are wasted on girls their own age, don’t you think? If he’s at least eighteen, and you want him—if you want to make him your little plaything—why shouldn’t you? It’s only fair. Even if he came here with someone else, you should feel free to take him for yourself. You’d be doing him a favor, really. His girlfriend might be too young, too inexperienced to show him what he’s missing. And where is she, anyway? If she’s off flirting with someone else, then he’s fair game. Easy prey for you, my lovely Diana. A young man like that—eighteen, nineteen—he doesn’t even know what he’s missing. You could teach him so much.”

Chris felt a shiver run through him as he listened to their conversation. It was amusing, sure, but also unnerving. He could see their point about Marie’s fascination with the vampire, but honestly, he didn’t care. What really got to him was the way they kept talking about panties, their wetness, their desires. It was making him hard, and he prayed no one could tell. The whole discussion about younger men felt strange, almost surreal, but it was impossible to ignore the heat building inside him.

Diana set her glass down with a deliberate clink and stood up, positioning herself between Linda and Chris. She wrapped an arm around each of them, her touch warm and playful. “Alright, girls, it’s time for me to make my exit. Maybe I’ll find a pretty cock to take home with me as I say my goodbyes. Or maybe I’ll just shock our hosts. The hostess was so uptight about me earlier, but her husband couldn’t keep his eyes off me. I think he’d be more than willing to take care of me—and give her a heart attack in the process.” She smoothed her dress, then cupped her own breasts, lifting them slightly as if to emphasize her point. “I’d do me if I were a guy. Wouldn’t you, girls?” She laughed, her voice rich and unrestrained.

Linda was thoroughly enjoying herself, jumping right into the playful chaos. “Chrissy, darling, our friend here needs our help. She needs our advice.” She giggled, her tone teasing. “What do you think, Chrissy? If you were secretly a man, hiding a nice, juicy cock inside those pretty panties of yours, would you let our dear Diana take it out and ride it to the pleasure she deserves? Or should we force her to seduce the ever-so-dirty Mr. Smith?”

Diana’s laughter echoed through the room, and Chris felt a jolt of shock. Janet’s mom was getting bolder, her language dirtier with every passing moment. It had to be the alcohol. And then there was that question—the pretend scenario that hit far too close to home. Chris forced a soft laugh, playing along, treating it all as a joke, even as his heart raced and his body betrayed him.

Diana gave each of them a playful slap on the ass, her laughter ringing out like a bell. "Oh, I’m not picky, girls. Maybe not tonight, but give me a few more drinks, and I’d be up for a little girl-on-girl fun. A bi-orgy, if you will. But for now, I’m off. Keep an eye on me—I might just blow our host when his wife isn’t looking, or maybe I’ll stop by the store for some batteries on my way home. Goodnight, my naughty little sisters." She winked, her tone dripping with mischief.

She sauntered off, her hips swaying with purpose. Though they were near the door, she headed in the opposite direction, making her rounds to bid farewell. They watched as she approached Mrs. Smith, all polite smiles and grace, before leaning in close to her husband, who was still seated. She whispered something that made him shift uncomfortably, her lips curling into a teasing smirk. Then, with a final glance over her shoulder, she made her way toward the door. Halfway there, she seemed to deliberately veer toward the young man, as if drawn to him like a moth to a flame. Chris couldn’t help but watch, though Linda’s gaze was practically glued to the scene. Diana said something to the guy, his expression shifting from surprise to intrigue. She took his hand, and together they walked toward the exit. As she passed by Linda and Chris, she caught their eyes, her tongue darting out to lick her lips before she flashed them a wicked grin and disappeared into the night.

Linda turned to Chris, her voice a low, conspiratorial whisper in his ear. "I know Diana a little, Chrissy, darling. I didn’t expect her to be here tonight, but honestly, nothing she does surprises me. I thought she might go after that vampire Marie’s with—he’s older, distinguished, probably in his forties. But no, she went for that young man. He’s so much younger than her, probably around your age. Though, I have to say, his costume doesn’t hold a candle to yours. I’m so proud of you for putting in the effort. Dressing up like your girlfriend’s mother, wearing panties and stockings—it’s a lot to ask, but you pulled it off beautifully. And let’s be honest, it’s incredibly sexy. It’ll be worth it, I promise." She gave him a knowing smile before stepping away to refill her wine glass.

Chris felt a familiar heat pooling low in his belly, his pulse quickening. He glanced down discreetly, making sure the growing bulge in his panties wasn’t too obvious. He was leaking pre-cum, his arousal undeniable. Linda had always had this effect on him, though he’d never fully acknowledged it until now. Diana was bold and provocative, but it was Linda who occupied his thoughts, her image burning in his mind. He looked across the room at Janet, standing behind the bar about thirty feet away. Linda made his body thrum with desire, while Janet… well, she didn’t stir anything in him tonight.

Linda returned, her hand slipping into his, and they began to wander through the room. Chris didn’t want to head toward Janet, and they didn’t. Instead, they found Mr. Smith standing alone for once. Linda leaned in, her voice light and casual. "Did Diana leave already? I missed her. I really liked her costume."

Mr. Smith glanced toward the door, clearing his throat awkwardly. "Yes, she came over to say… um, goodbye. I was hoping she’d stay, but I don’t think my wife is too fond of her. Oh, never mind—here she comes. Coming, dear!" He hurried off, leaving Linda and Chris to exchange a knowing look.

They meandered through the crowd, weaving past a few guests until they reached the bar. Janet stood behind it, playing the role of bartender, with the vampire hovering close beside her. Chris barely registered the man’s presence, his mind elsewhere, his desire to linger minimal.

Vlad’s voice cut through the air, smooth and practiced, though Janet remained silent, her gaze distant, as if lost in some far-off thought. “Ladies, how are we this evening?” Vlad’s attempt at charm was palpable. “I didn’t mean to whisk away your delightful third, but Marie here is simply enchanting. Insightful, too. I’ve been thoroughly enjoying our little explorations. She might even have a connection to her namesake, Marie Antoinette, wouldn’t you say? I’ve promised to show her the view from the balcony on the other side of the house. If you’d like to join us, make it a threesome—or a foursome? No? That’s quite all right. We’ll see you soon, then.”

Without a word from Janet, they began to walk away. Linda’s eyes lingered, her lips curling into a faint smirk as she leaned in to whisper to Chris, “I think her button came undone. Did I mention the button? Look at the back of her dress. There’s one right around the back of her knees. It keeps the dress closed, but you can unbutton it for… access. You know, if you need to use the ladies’ room. Or if someone helps you adjust your outfit. Or anything else, really.”

Chris filed the information away, knowing it might come in handy later. But his mind began to wander, wondering if the button had been undone the entire time she was behind the bar. He couldn’t help but notice how close the vampire had been standing to her, his imagination running wild with possibilities.

They continued their stroll through the party, Linda casually unbuttoning the same hidden button on Chris’s dress. “Just remember to sit down,” she teased, her voice low and playful. “That’s what girls do.” When he returned, they mingled with a few more guests, though Chris found his interest waning. Thankfully, his earlier arousal had subsided, no longer fueled by Diana’s provocative antics or Linda’s teasing.

Eventually, they found themselves back near the Smiths, who seemed to be in the midst of a heated discussion. They fell silent as Chris and Linda approached, though not before Linda caught the word “whore” slipping from Mrs. Smith’s lips.

“Hello again,” Linda greeted them warmly, her tone light and unaffected. “Chrissy and I just wanted to say what a wonderful party this has been. We don’t want to overstay our welcome, though—we’ve got a bit of a drive ahead of us.” She left the distance vague, letting Mrs. Smith assume it might be a long journey.

Mrs. Smith’s smile was genuine, though her husband’s expression betrayed a hint of disappointment. “Linda, I’m so glad I invited you. You’re so elegant, not like some of the others who showed up tonight. And your friend Chrissy is absolutely lovely, too.” Her gaze shifted between them, her smile lingering.

Linda raised an eyebrow, feigning surprise. “Did something happen?”

Mr. Smith seemed too preoccupied, his eyes fixed on both Linda and Chris, to respond. But Mrs. Smith waved a hand dismissively. “Oh, nothing major. My nephew seems to have left, and I told George I thought that… well, that witch earlier—the one dressed as a whore—was after him. George insisted it wasn’t true, but you know how men are.” Her tone was light, though the tension in the air was unmistakable.

Linda gave a knowing nod, her lips curling into a sly smile. "Oh, Diana. Yes, I ran into her earlier. She might have had a bit too much to drink, but she was going on about older men and vampires, or something along those lines."

Mrs. Smith exhaled, visibly relieved. "Well, that does make me feel a bit better. Though, the only vampire here is that absurd Tony, and he’s still lingering around. I caught him earlier, locked in a rather passionate kiss with someone—not a witch, mind you, but a princess." She winked conspiratorially at both Linda and Chris, her tone dripping with playful mischief.

Linda, ever the strategist, turned to Mr. Smith with a sweet smile. "Would you mind taking me upstairs? I need to find Marie so we can sort out the ride situation." Her request left Chris alone with Mrs. Smith, who seemed more than eager to continue her stream of consciousness.

Mrs. Smith launched into a tirade about Diana, her husband’s wandering eyes, and her nephew’s rudeness, all while lamenting the exhausting role of being a hostess. "You’re so understanding, Chrissy," she gushed, leaning in closer. "You must know how it is. At a party like this, you can slip into a different persona, but as the hostess, it’s not so easy, especially when George is utterly useless. Oh, and you won’t believe what happened earlier—but you mustn’t breathe a word to George. That police officer over there made some crude joke about illegal searches and pretended to frisk me. It was beyond inappropriate, and he used it as an excuse to grope my backside." She lowered her voice to a whisper, her cheeks flushing. "I should have slapped him, but honestly, it got me all worked up. I didn’t say a word. Now I’m thinking I might convince George to make love tonight, and in my mind, I’ll pretend he’s arresting me. Three glasses of wine, and I’m completely out of control."

Chris chuckled, offering the occasional nod or comment to keep the conversation flowing. "Well, technically, it’s the day before Halloween," he teased. "Maybe tomorrow, on the real Halloween, you can let loose, go somewhere else, and let someone arrest you properly." They shared a laugh, and then Chris leaned in, his voice dropping to a whisper. "Shh, here they come."

Linda reappeared, her tone brisk but cheerful. "Alright, goodbye, you two." She planted a kiss on Mrs. Smith’s cheek, who then turned to Chris, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Goodbye, Chrissy," she said, her hand lingering on his backside with a firm squeeze. She giggled softly, whispering, "You have the right to remain silent. Our little secret, remember."

As Mrs. Smith turned away, Linda seized the moment. She pulled George’s head into the soft warmth of her cleavage, smothering him briefly before pressing a hard, lingering kiss to his lips. Her tongue flicked against his ear, leaving him momentarily dazed. Then, without missing a beat, she grabbed Chris’s hand and steered him toward the door.

Once outside, Linda let out a breath, her voice casual but tinged with satisfaction. "I told Marie that Linda and Chrissy are heading out, but she can grab a cab whenever she’s ready. She wants to stay, so I’m not fussed. I’m taking you back to the house. We’ll wind down, maybe crawl into bed. We’ll catch up with her later." Her tone was matter-of-fact, but there was an undercurrent of something more—something that promised the night was far from over.

Chris couldn’t bring himself to care much about Janet anymore. She had clearly moved on, leaving him behind without a second thought. But honestly, their relationship had been drifting for weeks now, so it wasn’t exactly a shock. What was strange, though, was this unexpected pull he felt toward her mother. It was ridiculous, he knew that. He doubted he’d ever see her again once they officially called it quits, but tonight, they’d spent so much time together, and he couldn’t deny he’d enjoyed himself.

Linda chattered away during the brief drive back, her voice light and playful. “I’m glad we did this. It was fun, in a weird way. The party was… something. At least it wasn’t boring. Well, except for the Smiths. They’re so dull, aren’t they? Even their costumes were boring. Just a silly hat. Honestly, I don’t know how they manage to throw a party without putting anyone to sleep.”

Chris smirked, leaning back in his seat. “Not completely boring,” he said, his tone teasing. Then he told her about Mrs. Smith’s little encounter with the cop and how she’d squeezed his ass. “I think she was hinting that she wished she could go to someone else’s party and pretend to be someone else for a night. I guess that’s kind of what I’m doing, too.”

Linda’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “Maybe she’s not as dull as I thought. But you—you’re not pretending to be someone else. You’re still you, just… in panties and a dress. You’re the same man, Chris. Think about it—your cock, hard and throbbing, trapped in those satin panties. Oh, I’m sorry. Should I not talk about your cock or your panties? I don’t want to make you nervous, hearing me say the word cock or knowing I’m thinking about it, about how it must feel, straining against the fabric. But it’s kind of thrilling, isn’t it? I thought about it a lot tonight. I mean, you were the only one there who really went all out. No other man had the guts to hide his cock in black satin panties. I think any cock would throb in them, honestly. But fine, I’ll stop. I’ll talk about something else. Let’s talk about Marie, the little slut.”

Chris tried to push the image of his cock in those panties out of his mind, but every time she said the word, it sent a jolt through him. He was done with Janet, but he couldn’t help being intrigued when Linda started talking about her, calling her Marie—her costume name—instead of Janet. It felt oddly intimate, like they were sharing a secret.

“I know our third wheel was a letdown, but Marie’s always been a slut. She’s been that way for a while now. Every guy she’s dated has been a complete idiot, like that vampire guy. Most of them were probably younger than him, too. Honestly, the only one of her boyfriends I ever liked was you, sweetie.” She smiled warmly, her hand resting on his thigh, giving it a gentle pat.

"You’ve always treated her far better than she ever deserved, and honestly, I think she was planning to dump you anyway. But I like you, Chris. I really do. That’s why I thought this whole thing would be good for us. I mean, we can still be friends, right? After the way she treated you tonight, it just makes me furious. You know why her button was undone, don’t you? And that look on her face? When we saw her behind the bar, with that guy’s hand up her skirt—maybe you didn’t notice. You’re too trusting, sweetheart. But we left her behind, and now we don’t have to think about her for a while. There were other people there who were actually fun. Diana, for instance. She was a riot. I wish we’d seen more of her, but she ran off with that young guy and scandalized poor Mrs. Smith. Honestly, it’s ridiculous how people fuss over age. It doesn’t matter at all. Anyway, we’re home now, and that’s what counts."

They stepped out of the car at the lake house and made their way inside. Linda convinced Chris to join her for a drink. She poured them both glasses of wine, and they wandered out onto the balcony off the master bedroom. It was tucked away down the hall, on the opposite side of the house from the stairs and Janet’s room.

Neither of them bothered to change. It was just past midnight, and Linda insisted they stay in costume because, technically, it was still Halloween. "Chrissy, darling," she said, her voice soft and teasing, "it’s so private here. You can’t see or hear anyone except for the houses way across the lake, twinkling like little stars. Just the two of us, two girls enjoying a glass of wine and having our own little ladies’ night out. I’m only teasing, of course. But I’m so proud of how we pulled this off tonight. The moment I thought about dressing you up, I knew how sexy you’d look. It’s a different kind of sexy, maybe a little kinky, but you know that vampire idiot wanted his hand up your skirt first. And Diana? She would’ve happily gone full lesbian for you. Admit it, sweetheart—be honest with your new best-girlfriend, your wine-buddy—you were hard all night in those pretty panties, weren’t you?"

Chris felt a mix of nerves and comfort. The wine helped, though he hadn’t had nearly as much as Linda. She made him nervous, but there was something about her that put him at ease too. "This is nice," he said, his voice steady but soft. "It’s so peaceful here, like the rest of the world doesn’t even exist. And no, I wasn’t hard. Well, maybe sometimes. But it doesn’t matter, does it? Panties are just… whatever. They’re sexy, sure, but it’s natural. And Diana was fun—you said so yourself—but I wasn’t thinking about her the most. That vampire guy? He was just an asshole, sorry. It wasn’t our skirts he wanted to rip."

Linda chuckled, her voice low and teasing. "He didn’t need to rip anything, did he? But let’s not waste time thinking about him. Look how this works—see, this button’s already undone. Now, imagine this railing is the bar, and that little slut is standing right behind it. Just act natural, like nothing’s happening. The other person’s hand slips here, behind your knee, brushing against the smooth, silky nylon, caressing gently. But with the button undone, the skirt opens higher if you let it. Just spread your feet a little more. Yes, just like that. See? From above the railing, no one can see a thing—just you and me, watching. But down here, the hand moves slowly, so slowly, sliding up. It can push your skirt higher, just enough to give your ass a soft squeeze. Oh, I love doing that. But I think it went even further, didn’t it? Right here, the hand can touch the soft skin on either side, then glide to the center, right over the panties. And then, without anyone noticing, I can slide my hand forward, just like this. Now I’m cupping your cute little balls in my palm. I bet they look adorable nestled in their silk pouch. On a woman, it’s different—no balls to cup, just a finger teasing, exploring." She pulled her hand away, taking a slow sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his.

Chris was stunned, his mind racing, trying not to overthink what was happening. The way she spoke, so matter-of-fact, so clinical, as if she were teaching a lesson rather than doing something so intimate, made it impossible to stop her. And yet, that very detachment made her even more irresistible. His cock twitched, betraying him, and he couldn’t help the low groan that escaped his lips when she cupped him so possessively.

Linda was thrilled by his reaction, her heart pounding with excitement. He was perfect, just perfect. Her hand trembled slightly as she raised her glass to her lips, savoring the wine and the moment. She silently prayed her daughter wouldn’t come home and ruin this, but she wasn’t about to stop now. "That didn’t help, did it?" she murmured, her voice dripping with mischief. "You don’t fully understand because you’re not a woman. You’ve got this throbbing, needy cock straining against your panties, and it’s so different. Let me help you understand better. Get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here. Then undo my button. Go on, do it."

She watched, her breath catching, as he obeyed without hesitation. He dropped to the floor, crawling toward her with a mix of nervousness and eagerness. She shifted slightly, giving him better access, and he fumbled with the button, his fingers clumsy but determined. Then she spread her legs wide, lifting her skirt just enough to reveal the delicate lace beneath, her gaze locked on his, daring him to continue.

"That's it, just like that. Such a good boy," she murmured, her voice low and sultry, dripping with approval. "Stay right there, on your knees, where you belong. Now, let your hands explore, darling. Run them up and down my legs, both sides, from my knees all the way up to where my panties cling to me. Don’t hold back—don’t be shy. There, that’s it. Can you feel it? Can you feel how that might stir something deep inside a woman? How it might make her pulse quicken, her breath hitch? Now, slide your hand higher, over my ass, and push my skirt up just a little. Feel the fabric of my panties, how they hug me, how they tease. Nice, isn’t it? So soft, so delicate. Take your time, nice and slow. Yes, just like that. Now, let your fingers wander underneath, around the edges, and then—oh, yes, right there—press your middle finger right where it’s warmest, where it’s—oh, fuck—so wet. Can you feel it? Can you see how a touch, just a simple touch, can make a woman—oh, God—so wet, so desperate? Oh, yes, just like that. Oh, fuck. Wow."

She pulled away suddenly, her breath uneven, her cheeks flushed. Turning to him, she tugged him to his feet, her movements quick, almost impatient. It was over too soon, and she knew it. "Anyway," she said, her voice steadying, though her eyes still burned with something unspoken, "now you understand how a woman might feel in that situation. A slut at a bar, at a party, letting someone touch her like that. Here, take your wine. Let’s go inside. We’ll sit by the fireplace. Doesn’t that sound cozy? A little couch, a coffee table, and the warmth of the fire. So much warmer in here, don’t you think? Oh, wait—" She paused, her phone buzzing insistently on the table. "That’s my phone. I’ll put it on speaker, so be quiet, okay? Hello?"

Chris stayed silent, his mind racing, his body still trembling from what had just happened. He couldn’t help himself—he brought his hand to his nose, inhaling subtly, the scent of her still lingering on his fingers. It was intoxicating, overwhelming. But then he heard the voice on the other end of the phone, and his stomach dropped. It was her. His girlfriend. Or maybe, he thought bitterly, his ex-girlfriend now.

"Hi, Linda, it’s Marie," the voice said, light and casual. "I just wanted to let you know there’s no need for you to come back and get me. You’re probably tired and settled in by now. I had a few drinks, and George offered to let me stay the night here. I think they were expecting to host a few people anyway. I thought I should give you a heads-up."

Linda rolled her eyes at Chris, her lips curling into a sly smile. "Hi, Marie," she said, her tone sweet but laced with something sharper. "I’ve got you on speaker because I’m in the middle of changing. I’m glad you’re staying, Marie. It’s very convenient, Marie. It’s good that others are staying over too, so it’s not just you and George. I almost wish we’d stayed as well, Marie, but it’s nice to relax here. Anyone else we know staying over, Marie?"

Chris couldn’t help but notice how many times Linda said Marie’s name, each repetition dripping with mockery. He stifled a laugh, realizing she found it just as absurd as he did that Janet was still playing the role of Marie. But Linda kept it brief, not wanting to linger on the call. "Good, you should relax," she said, her tone clipped. "I think there are six or seven people there. None of your friends, but I’m not sure who else is staying. I’m sure the Smiths will be lovely hosts. Anyway, I should go. Good night." And with that, she hung up, her smirk widening as she turned back to Chris.

Linda ended the call with a sly grin, her lips curling in amusement. "She’s such a bitch, isn’t she? Still clinging to that Marie act. Honestly, it’s for the best. I don’t need anyone poking around, thinking anything’s off. I’m done wasting energy on her. We’re better off without her, don’t you think? In fact, I’m relieved she’s not coming back. Now we can have the whole evening to ourselves, just the two of us, without her hovering around. But first, I need to get this dress off before it gets ruined. Here, help me out." She didn’t wait for a response, already fumbling with the fastenings, expecting him to jump in without hesitation.

As they worked together to peel the dress off her, Linda moved with an effortless ease, as though this were the most natural thing in the world. She hung the dress carefully, then slipped out of the petticoat, leaving her standing there in nothing but her bra, panties, and stockings. She turned to Chris, completely unfazed, as if it were perfectly normal to be half-dressed in front of him. "That’s much better," she said, fanning herself slightly. "The heat was getting unbearable, and I didn’t want to ruin the dress. Oh, and you should probably take yours off too. Then we can relax and have a drink."

Chris was too stunned to protest, his mind racing as he let her guide him through the motions. She helped him out of his dress, instructed him to remove the petticoat, and hung it up neatly beside hers. Then, without missing a beat, she strolled over to the couch and settled in, waiting for him as though this were just another ordinary evening. Her casual demeanor was almost disarming, and Chris found himself both unnerved and oddly comforted by it.

But beneath the surface, Chris was anything but calm. Here he was, sitting across from his girlfriend’s mother, clad in black lingerie that clung to him in all the right—or wrong—places. His cock strained against the fabric, the panties somehow accommodating his arousal, though it only made him feel more exposed. Linda, on the other hand, seemed completely at ease, her relaxed posture and steady gaze making it all the more surreal.

Of course, Linda wasn’t as composed as she appeared. Her heart raced, her mind buzzing with excitement, but she knew she had to keep up the act. Everything was unfolding exactly as she’d hoped, and she couldn’t afford to let her nerves show. She needed to keep the momentum going, to keep Chris in this strange, intoxicating trance. So she kept talking, her voice steady and smooth, filling the silence with words that seemed to anchor him in place.

"You know, Chris," she began, her tone light but deliberate, "I had a feeling this would work out. You’ve always struck me as someone who goes with the flow, who makes the best of any situation. I’ve noticed how Marie—well, Janet, really—never gave you the attention you deserved. But you never complained, did you? You just rolled with it. And when I was planning these costumes, I thought of you. I thought, here’s someone who’s up for anything, someone who’s fun and daring. And I was right, wasn’t I? This has been fun, hasn’t it?" Her eyes sparkled with a mix of mischief and something deeper, something that made Chris’s pulse quicken even more.

Chris couldn’t help but smile, the tension in his body slowly melting away. The wine was definitely playing its part, but it was more than that—it was Linda. She had this way of making him feel at ease, like he was exactly where he was supposed to be. “Honestly, Linda,” he began, his voice softer now, more relaxed, “at first, I wasn’t sure about any of this. It felt… strange, you know? But you made it seem so natural, like it was just another night. And then, everything changed. It was like I stepped into someone else’s skin, someone bolder, freer. And the costume—you went all out. It’s incredible. I guess when you really want to embody a character, you have to pay attention to every little detail, don’t you?”

Linda’s hand found his, her fingers curling around his in a warm, reassuring squeeze. “Exactly,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like silk itself. “I thought about other costumes, of course, but this one… this one felt right. There’s something about silk and satin, the way they feel against your skin. It’s sensual, isn’t it? And I know men feel it too. There’s something erotic about it, the way it clings, the way it moves. I’ve seen the way you look at lingerie, Chris. Don’t think I haven’t noticed you glancing at those catalogs around the house. Don’t be embarrassed—every man does it.”

She shifted slightly, turning to face him more directly as she spoke, her eyes locking onto his. “And some men,” she continued, her tone teasing but not unkind, “they go through their mother’s dresser, don’t they? Or maybe their girlfriend’s laundry, searching for her panties. Or even her mother’s.” She paused, watching him closely, noticing the way his breath hitched, the way his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and something else—something hotter, more primal. “A good costume,” she murmured, leaning in just a little, “is a chance to feel that sensuality from the inside, to really understand what it’s like to wear it, to be it.”

Chris opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. Linda, ever the one to take charge, solved that problem for him. “Darling Chrissy,” she said, her voice sweet but firm, “be a dear and fetch my wine for me. I seem to have left it on the fireplace.”

He moved quickly, almost instinctively, obeying her without hesitation. When he returned, glass in hand, she stopped him before he could sit back down. “Oh, wait,” she said, her eyes widening in mock surprise. “Oh dear. Oh my, Chrissy. That’s my fault.”

He blinked, confused, until her hand brushed against the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of his panties. “No, I didn’t—I mean, I’m sorry,” he stammered, his face burning.

But Linda just smiled, her fingers gently tracing the outline of his arousal through the silky fabric. “Don’t apologize,” she said softly, her voice dripping with a kind of playful warmth. “It was me. I kept talking about panties and penises, and I didn’t stop to think about how my words might be affecting you. How the satin must feel against your skin, how it must be driving you wild, your cock throbbing inside those panties, the fabric caressing you, teasing you.” As she spoke, her hand continued to move, her touch light but deliberate, her fingers exploring the hardness beneath the silk.

“It’s not fair, is it?” she murmured, her other hand drifting down to stroke his thighs, her fingers gliding over the smooth stockings, the garters, the bare skin between the tops of his stockings and the edge of his panties. “Your poor cock, hard all night, trapped in that satin, aching for release.” Her touch was electric, sending shivers through him as she continued to tease and stroke, her words and her hands working in perfect harmony to keep him on edge.

She gazed up at him, her lips brushing against the taut fabric of his panties, tracing the outline of his hard length with soft, lingering kisses. Her mouth moved lower, her lips grazing the smooth satin that clung to his balls, her hands cupping them gently, her fingers teasing and stroking with a delicate touch. She looked up at him, her tongue flicking against the damp spot at the tip of his cock, her eyes dark with desire as she murmured, "I don’t think Marie has ever taken you in her mouth like this, has she? No, of course not. You need to relax, darling. Let me take care of you."

Chris trembled, his breath hitching as the line between fantasy and reality blurred completely. He watched, mesmerized, as she opened her mouth, her lips wrapping around the satin-covered length of him, her tongue pressing against the fabric as she began to suck. Her hands roamed over his body, sliding down the backs of his thighs, over the smooth stockings, then up to grip his ass, her fingers kneading and squeezing, urging his hips to move in time with the rhythm of her mouth. Her hands on his satin-clad ass, her lips and tongue working over his cock through the slick fabric—it was too much. He was on the edge, teetering, unable to hold back.

She sensed it, pulling away just long enough to whisper, "Darling, come for me. Let it all out, right into your pretty panties while they’re in my mouth." Her words were a command, and he obeyed instantly, his body tensing as she took him back into her mouth. Her hands gripped his ass tightly, holding him in place as he came, the satin fabric doing little to contain the flood of his release. It spilled out, soaking through the delicate material, and she didn’t stop, her mouth working him through every shuddering pulse until he was spent.

When it was over, she sat back, patting the spot beside her on the couch. "There," she said, her voice soft and satisfied. "That should help you relax. Now, where were we?" Her tone was casual, as if they’d just been discussing the weather, but the heat in her eyes told a different story.


Chapter 2

Linda’s lips curled into a sly smile as she reached for the wine glass she’d left on the table beside her. She took a slow, deliberate sip, her eyes glinting with mischief as she savored the taste. “You know,” she began, her voice low and teasing, “they never really talk about which wine pairs best with satin and… well, cum. It’s such a shame, really. I’m sorry if I’m being a bit of a tease, but I think that little release of yours might help clear the air. I could only imagine how worked up you must’ve been, spending all night wrapped in satin. And then, well, here we are, both in our naughty little lingerie, and I didn’t even think twice about it. But now we’ve got a bit of a situation, don’t we? A rather messy one. Don’t worry, though—I think I can handle it.” She rose gracefully, leaving Chris to process her words.

Chris sank into the chair, his mind racing. He wanted to say something—thank her, maybe—but the words caught in his throat. How do you even begin to thank someone for something like that? “Thanks for the blowjob, ma’am” didn’t exactly feel appropriate. Instead, he sat there, his gaze dropping to the ruined panties he was still wearing, the evidence of their little escapade clinging to him. Before he could gather his thoughts, Linda returned, her presence commanding his full attention.

She knelt before him, her movements deliberate and unhurried. “I want to keep this night going,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “We’re having fun, aren’t we? So it’s a good thing I came prepared. Those aren’t the only pair of panties I brought for you. I’ve got more, but first, let’s get you cleaned up.” Her smile was warm, almost reassuring, as she reached for the waistband of the panties without waiting for his permission. “See? We kept the panties outside the stockings for a reason. Makes this part so much easier. There we go…” She slid them off him with practiced ease, her fingers brushing against his skin in a way that sent a shiver through him. “Now, let’s use the satin to tidy up any… mess we might’ve left behind. Like this. There. Much better, don’t you think?” She held up a new pair, the fabric delicate and sheer, with just a hint of lace. “These are from the same collection, so they’ll feel just as good. They’re a bit more sheer than the satin, but they’re designed the same way. Your cock and those adorable balls of yours should be perfectly comfortable in these.”

Linda kept talking, her words flowing effortlessly, a steady stream of reassurance and distraction. She didn’t want him overthinking, didn’t want him questioning why he was still dressed in women’s lingerie. This was a fantasy she’d been harboring for a while, and now that it was unfolding, she couldn’t help but revel in it. His shyness only added to her excitement, and the fact that he had once been her daughter’s boyfriend? Well, that just made it all the more thrilling. Maybe her daughter had been a bit of a jerk to him, maybe she’d never explored this side of things with him, but that only made it better, not worse. And Chris—he was perfect for this. His body was just right, not too big, not too small. The same could be said for his cock. It wasn’t enormous, but it wasn’t tiny either. It was… just right. Perfect for playing with. And play she would.

Linda carefully lifted the damp, soiled panties from the couch cushion, her fingers brushing against the slick fabric as she set them down on the side table next to her wine glass. She couldn’t help but glance at them every so often, a little reminder of the naughty fun they’d just shared. Her hand reached out, finding Chris’s, and she gave it a gentle squeeze, her touch warm and reassuring. “You know,” she began, her voice low and teasing, “this might just be one of my favorite Halloweens ever. I’ve always loved a sexy costume, but tonight… tonight I have someone to share it with who I genuinely enjoy being around. Someone who’s making this night unforgettable.” She paused, her lips curving into a sly smile. “And yes, I teased you about being hard. It’s hard not to notice when a handsome young man like you is straining against his panties. Doesn’t that sound funny? I mean, it’s not every day I see a cock tucked into a pair of lacy panties. But I’m sure you’ve touched yourself through panties before, haven’t you? I think a lot of men do. Maybe you’ve even slipped into someone else’s panties when you were alone, just to see how it felt. It’s like masturbating, but with a little extra thrill, isn’t it? The fabric hugging you, teasing you… it’s so much more intimate.”

She could feel the tension radiating off him, the way his breath hitched every time she said panties or penis. It was driving him wild, and she loved it. The power she had over him, the way her words made him squirm, sent a delicious shiver down her spine. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “But this… this is different, isn’t it? It was for me, too. Tonight was special because you let me take control. You didn’t complain when I picked out your costume, and you let me dress you up like my own little doll. My own personal plaything, wrapped in satin and lace, and you didn’t say a word. You just went along with it, and that… that made it so much hotter. I couldn’t stop thinking about it all night. How you were standing there, your cock straining against those pretty panties, and you didn’t even flinch. You were perfect.” She paused, her eyes narrowing slightly as she smirked. “And then there’s Marie—oh, sorry, I mean Janet. That’s what we’re calling her now, right? I knew she’d be a disappointment. Always has been, always will be. But I didn’t care. Not when I had you here with me, being so sweet and so much fun. You stayed by my side all night, talking to people, playing along… and you looked so damn good doing it.”

She took a sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his, and he followed suit, his movements hesitant, unsure if he should speak or let her continue. She didn’t give him the chance. “You know, Chrissy,” she purred, her voice dripping with playful affection, “I’m teasing you, but I mean it. You’re still here, still looking absolutely delicious in that lingerie, and we’re satin sisters now, aren’t we? So I’m going to keep calling you Chrissy. Because you’ve been my pretty little pet all night, and I couldn’t stop staring at you. Standing there, your cock hard and trapped in those panties, and you didn’t even try to hide it. You just… let it happen. And that’s why I had to suck you off earlier. My pretty pet deserved a reward, didn’t he? A little something special for being so good.”

She leaned in closer, the wine buzzing softly in her veins, just enough to heighten the electric charge between them. The air was thick with desire, and she could feel it wrapping around them like a warm, seductive blanket. Her lips met his in a tender, unexpected kiss, one that caught him off guard but quickly drew him in. Chris, though inexperienced in many ways, had a natural gentleness to his touch, and his lips moved against hers with a quiet, eager rhythm. They lingered there, lost in the slow, intoxicating dance of their mouths, the world outside fading into irrelevance.

When they finally pulled apart, Linda exhaled softly, her breath warm and wine-scented, before taking another sip from her glass. Chris hesitated, his voice tentative but sincere as he spoke. "Linda, I know you’ve been thinking a lot about tonight, and I just... I want you to know I had an amazing time. Thank you. Not just for, you know, the things we did, but for how you treat me. I’ve always liked you, and honestly, I don’t care about Marie. We were never really that intense, and I think we were heading toward a breakup anyway. But tonight... tonight was different. It was special. I mean, the dresses were a little out there, but it’s Halloween, right? And you... you look incredible. Like, really incredible. Especially right now."

His words tumbled out in a rush, more than he’d said all evening, and Linda couldn’t help but smile. "You’re so sweet," she murmured, her voice low and warm. "But put your wine down. Good. Now, do me a favor and lie back on the rug. Trust me. Thank you." She watched with satisfaction as he obeyed without hesitation, his body stretching out beneath her as she stood over him, her gaze raking over him with a hunger she didn’t bother to hide.

"I love how you look," she said, her voice dripping with admiration. "It’s just... delightful. You make me happy just to look at you. I know you have a thing for satin and silk and nylon, just like I do. It’s okay to call it a fetish, you know. It’s just admitting that you like it. That it appeals to you. You’re admitting that you love the way your cock feels in panties." As she spoke, her fingers began to trace slow, deliberate circles over the front of her own satin panties, the fabric whispering against her skin as she teased herself. Her touch was light, almost absentminded, but the heat in her eyes betrayed her growing arousal as she stared down at him, sprawled out on the floor like her own personal plaything.

She moved closer, her toes brushing against his as her hand continued to stroke the smooth fabric between her legs. Kneeling lower, she bent forward, her panties grazing his toes, and a soft moan escaped her lips. "Do you like my panties?" she asked, her voice a sultry purr. "Do you mind if I rub my body against yours? Let my lingerie slide over your skin? I love the way it feels, and I think you will too."

Chris didn’t respond, his breath hitching as he lay there, transfixed. This woman, this moment—it all felt like a dream, one he was terrified of waking from. The sensation of her panties against his toes sent a shiver through him, and he couldn’t hold back the low, needy sound that escaped his throat.

Linda took her time, savoring the sensation of his toes against her, letting the friction build within her until she couldn’t resist any longer. She bent forward, her body sliding up his with deliberate, teasing movements. Her thighs, encased in smooth nylon, pressed tightly together as they glided along his sides, the fabric whispering against his skin. Her hips dipped lower, the satin of her panties brushing against his leg, and she felt him tremble as the delicate material grazed his own lingerie for just a fleeting moment. But she didn’t stop—she kept moving, her body rising until she was straddling him, her knees framing his head, her panties hovering just inches above his face. She smiled down at him, her expression a mix of mischief and desire.

She began to rock gently, her hips swaying forward and back, her panties brushing against his chin and cheeks with each motion. “Kiss me, Chrissy,” she murmured, her voice low and inviting. Her panties bumped against his face, and he responded with a soft, tentative kiss. She pulled back, then rocked forward again, and this time his lips met hers with more confidence, his tongue darting out to tease her as she pressed against him. The rhythm was intoxicating, each movement drawing them deeper into the moment.

Then she paused, rising slightly above him, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Without a word, she turned, lowering herself onto his face, her satin-clad hips pressing down, smothering him in the soft, wet fabric. She began to grind against him, her movements slow and deliberate at first, then growing more urgent. Her panties were already damp, the evidence of her arousal unmistakable as she moved, her voice breaking through her heavy breaths. “Oh, Chrissy… baby… you came before, and now it’s my turn. I’ve been so… so fucking horny all night. Taste me. Taste how wet you’ve made me. Lick me, let me use your face… oh, fuck, yes, yes, yes…” Her words dissolved into moans as she lost herself in the sensation, her hips bucking harder, her movements becoming wild and unrestrained.

She was on her hands and knees now, her body arched over him, her thighs gripping his head as she rode his face with abandon. Her arms braced against the floor, holding her steady as she ground against him, her panties soaked and clinging to her skin. “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck… yes, yes, yes…” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Lick me, taste me… oh, God, I’ve wanted this all night. Taste my satin, Chrissy… taste how much you’ve driven me crazy…” Her words were punctuated by sharp, ragged breaths, her body shuddering as she reached the peak of her climax. With a final, desperate cry, she pushed down hard, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, leaving her trembling and spent.

Her body went slack, her panties still pressed against his face as she tried to catch her breath. She collapsed onto his thigh, her head resting there as she slowly came down from the high. “That was… so special,” she whispered, her voice soft and sated. “I don’t want to move yet.”

They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, though it was only minutes. Finally, she stirred, sitting up and helping Chris to his feet. She guided him back to the small couch, both of them still clad in their lingerie, their bodies humming with the afterglow of what had just transpired. Chris looked disheveled, his wig askew, but there was a dazed, contented smile on his face as they settled back into the quiet intimacy of the moment.

Linda sipped her wine, her fingers entwined with Chris's, her touch warm and reassuring. "This," she murmured, her voice low and sultry, "is still Halloween, darling. Our characters? They’d absolutely be lovers, don’t you think? It’s only natural we’d want to please each other. And I’m so glad it’s just us tonight. It makes everything… perfect." Her lips curved into a soft smile, her eyes glinting with something unspoken, something intimate.

Chris, feeling more at ease with every passing moment, nodded. His voice was steady but tinged with a quiet excitement. "You’re right, Linda. I’m so glad it’s just us too. That other person… well, they’d have ruined this. Tonight’s been… incredible. One of the best nights of my life. And I’m so glad I’m sharing it with someone as special as you." His words were sincere, his gaze locked on hers, and for a moment, the world outside their little bubble seemed to fade away.

Linda’s heart swelled at his words, a warmth spreading through her chest. She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a tender, lingering kiss. "Chris," she whispered, her breath mingling with his, "you’re so special. Anyone would be lucky to have you. And this isn’t just one of the best nights—it’s the start of an entire weekend. We’re just getting started, darling." Her voice was soft, almost teasing, as she pulled back slightly, her eyes sparkling with promise.

She stood then, her movements graceful as she wandered around the room, her fingers trailing along the edge of the bed. "You know," she began, her tone casual but laced with something more, "this bed is enormous. I hate sleeping alone. My uncle always had a king-size bed, and it would be such a shame for you to go back to that other room. So, you’re staying here. Let me show you how we take off our stockings first." Her voice was light, almost playful, but there was an undercurrent of something deeper, something that made Chris’s pulse quicken.

She positioned herself near him, one foot resting on a chair, and began the slow, deliberate process of unhooking each garter. Her movements were unhurried, almost hypnotic, as she peeled the stocking down her leg, inch by inch, revealing the smooth skin beneath. She repeated the process with the other leg, her eyes occasionally flicking up to meet his, a small smile playing on her lips. Once the stockings were off, she undid the garter belt, letting it fall to the floor before turning her attention to him. "Your turn," she said, her voice soft but firm. "I’ll help you."

She knelt before him, her hands steady as she began to unhook his garters, her fingers brushing against his skin in a way that sent shivers down his spine. She worked slowly, deliberately, her head occasionally bumping against his thigh as she moved, her breath warm against his skin. When she stood to undo his garter belt, she pressed herself against him, her body close, her hands reaching behind his back to unhook his bra. "Let me help you with this," she murmured, her voice low and intimate. "You’ll probably want to keep your panties on for sleeping, but let’s free you from this for now." Her hands were gentle, her touch lingering just a moment longer than necessary, and Chris could feel the heat of her body, the way she seemed to radiate desire.

She stepped back, her eyes flicking down to where his arousal was evident, a small, satisfied smile tugging at her lips. She knew his youthful energy would return quickly, and the thought sent a thrill through her. Chris, still shy but increasingly comfortable, followed her lead, his mind a whirl of emotions. A day ago, the idea of sharing a bed with Linda would have seemed impossible, but now, with her guiding him, it felt natural, inevitable.

Linda moved to the dresser, pulling out a nightgown that was nothing short of breathtaking—lace and satin, sheer in all the right places, the kind of thing that made Chris’s breath catch in his throat. But she acted as though it were the most ordinary thing in the world, slipping it on with practiced ease. When she excused herself to brush her teeth, Chris quickly retrieved his own toothbrush, his heart racing as he followed her into the bathroom, the promise of the night stretching out before them like a dream.

He stepped out of the bathroom, his body bare except for the black satin and lace panties that clung to him, designed to accommodate his manhood. The fabric felt soft against his skin as he crossed the expansive room, his gaze fixed on the bed where Linda lay waiting. The sight of her there, so casually inviting, sent a shiver of anticipation through him.

As he approached, Linda’s voice broke the silence, warm and teasing. "I didn’t want you to get cold, so I found something that matches your panties. It’s a silk camisole—think of it like a tank top, but much more fun. Go ahead, put it on. It’ll feel like you’re wearing an undershirt and shorts, but with a little extra flair." She handed him the delicate garment, her eyes sparkling with mischief. He slipped it on, the silk cool and smooth against his skin. "There," she said, her voice low and approving. "Much better. Now, let’s turn off the lights."

The room dimmed, but the soft glow from the bedside lamp lingered, casting a warm, intimate light. Linda moved across the bed on all fours, her movements deliberate and unhurried. Chris couldn’t help but stare, his eyes drawn to the way her panties hugged her curves, the satin fabric catching the light and accentuating the shape of her body. At the very top, just above the swell of her ass, was a small heart-shaped cutout that made his breath catch. His gaze lingered, his body responding with a growing stiffness that he couldn’t ignore. Finally, the light went out, plunging the room into darkness.

She returned to her side of the bed, settling onto her side and sliding back toward him. "Come on, Chris," she murmured, her voice soft and inviting. "Push forward a little so I can feel you there. It’ll be cozier, and we’ll fall asleep faster."

He obliged, shifting closer until their legs brushed, the warmth of her skin sending a jolt of electricity through him. Linda pressed back, her body fitting snugly against his, and he could feel the hard line of his erection straining against the confines of his panties, pressing into the soft curve of her thigh. The sensation was intoxicating, a mix of restraint and desire that left him aching for more.

Linda sighed contentedly, her eyes closing as she nestled into the pillows. "Get some sleep, honey," she whispered, her voice tinged with a smile. "Tomorrow’s going to be even better than today." In the darkness, she allowed herself a small, secret smile, her thoughts drifting to the young man beside her—her daughter’s ex-boyfriend, his playful arousal barely contained by the delicate fabric of his panties, pressing against her with a promise of what was to come. She knew she’d sleep well tonight, and tomorrow… tomorrow would be unforgettable.


Chapter 3

Linda and Chris lay side by side, their minds swirling with thoughts as they drifted toward sleep. Though their reflections were different, both were consumed by the memory of the incredible night they’d shared and the tantalizing promise of what tomorrow might bring. Chris’s mind was a whirlwind, his thoughts racing in a way he hadn’t anticipated. Halloween had never been his favorite holiday, but tonight had shifted something in him. It was becoming something he could see himself eagerly anticipating in the future. The day had started so differently—he’d been dreading the long drive, convinced his girlfriend was growing tired of him, or worse, that she’d never truly connected with him in the first place. He’d expected the party to be dull, though he’d held out some hope that the lakeside house might offer a bit of solace. But then, the night had taken a turn he could never have predicted.

Linda, his girlfriend’s mother, had always intrigued him, but he hadn’t expected her to orchestrate such an unforgettable evening. She’d dressed them all in matching outfits, her attention focused on him in a way that felt both thrilling and surreal. And when her daughter had essentially abandoned him for some random guy at the party, Linda had been there, supportive and captivating in a way that left him reeling.

His thoughts drifted back to the party, which had been anything but boring. Wearing the same satin lingerie as the two women had been an unexpected thrill, the fabric brushing against his skin in a way that sent shivers down his spine. Linda’s attention had been intoxicating—her hands on him, her mouth teasing him in ways he’d never imagined. The way she’d rubbed against him, her own pleasure spilling over as she’d practically smothered him with her desire, had been nothing short of mind-blowing. And now, here he was, still clad in satin panties—clean ones this time—and a camisole, lying in bed beside her.

She’d insisted it was just for sleep, and logically, he knew she was right. But every time she shifted, her body brushing against his, he felt the soft slide of her panties against his own, the curve of her ass pressing into him. She was a restless sleeper, her movements constant and unpredictable, and each one sent a jolt of electricity through him. He could still picture her bending over to turn off the light, the satin of her panties stretched taut across her perfect backside. The memory alone was enough to make him hard, and the sensation of his arousal trapped within the confines of his own lingerie only heightened the intensity.

The satin cradled him, the fabric a constant reminder of the night’s events, and he couldn’t help but notice how his hardness pressed against Linda’s ass. She must have been asleep, he thought, because she didn’t seem to notice. He tried, occasionally, to create a bit of space between them, not wanting to seem rude after she’d been the one to position them so closely. But her restless movements made it impossible—her body twisting and turning, her panties sliding against his in a way that was both maddening and irresistible. Eventually, he gave up trying to create distance. It was futile, and if he was honest with himself, he didn’t really want to. The sensation was too good, too intoxicating to resist.

So he lay there, caught in the throes of an erotic fantasy that had somehow become his reality. He assumed Linda was asleep, but she wasn’t—not yet. She was exhausted, her body heavy with the weight of the night’s pleasures, but sleep hadn’t fully claimed her. The evening had been as good for her as it had been for him, though she hadn’t expected her plans to unfold so perfectly. But they had, and now, as she drifted toward sleep, she couldn’t help but smile at the thought of what might come next.

Linda had always found herself at odds with most of her daughter’s boyfriends, the kind of men Janet seemed to gravitate toward. Chris, however, was different. He stood out, though it didn’t take long for Linda to realize her daughter didn’t truly care for him. When she discovered how little intimacy or connection there was between the two, it didn’t shock her. Janet’s indifference was clear, but Linda’s own feelings for Chris were anything but. It was almost ironic, the way things seemed to align between them more often than not.

The mention of Halloween had sparked something in her—a desire to spend more time with Chris, even if it meant enduring her daughter’s usual antics. Janet’s snide comments had planted seeds in Linda’s mind, and she’d nurtured those ideas, letting them grow until she’d orchestrated the entire weekend. Chris, with his quiet demeanor and obvious fascination with lingerie, seemed tailor-made for one of her long-held fantasies. She could tell he was intrigued, maybe even a little overwhelmed, and that only made the idea more thrilling for her. It wasn’t just about her own pleasure; she wanted to see how far she could take him, how much he’d let her explore.

Doing all of this at her uncle’s lake house felt like the perfect setting. Janet’s behavior only made things easier, more transparent. Chris didn’t put up a fight, and Linda had even managed to give Janet a new identity for the night—Marie, the name of the woman Janet’s father had left her for. It was a small, petty jab, but it amused her to no end. Janet, oblivious or perhaps just too self-absorbed to care, played along, embodying the role of Marie without even realizing it. It added a layer of mischief to the evening, a private joke that only Linda was in on.

And then there was Chris, her perfect little panty-clad companion. From the moment she’d dressed him in satin and lace, Linda had felt a constant, simmering arousal. Even after the explosive orgasm she’d wrung from herself while grinding against his face, she’d stayed wet, her body humming with anticipation. It was like a fire she couldn’t—and didn’t want to—put out. She’d packed a variety of outfits, unsure of how the night would unfold, but already she’d managed to get him into a second ensemble and into her bed. The way she wiggled against him, feigning restlessness, was deliberate. Every subtle movement kept him hard, and she reveled in the knowledge of what she was doing to him. “That’s him,” she thought, a sly smile curling her lips. “That’s the younger man you dressed in satin panties, the one you stole from your daughter. That’s his cock, snug in lace, pressed against your ass.” The thought alone was enough to make her shiver.

They lay there, tangled in their own thoughts and the soft friction of their bodies, until morning finally crept in. The bright, golden sunlight of the countryside spilled through the windows, rousing them from their restless sleep. Linda rolled over, wrapping her arms around Chris in a lazy embrace. For a moment, she considered starting something, but she decided against it. Instead, she let him linger in bed while she slipped away to shower and dress.

When she returned, she leaned over him, her voice soft but commanding. “I left a pair of khakis and a shirt for you in the bathroom. I picked them up just in case we ended up somewhere that didn’t allow jeans. They’ll do for today. While you get ready, I’ll run out and grab some coffee and breakfast. Let me know if that little whore calls, trying to get us to pick her up.” Her tone was light, almost teasing, but there was an edge to it—a reminder of the night before and the dynamic they’d established. She left the room, leaving Chris to his thoughts and the lingering warmth of her presence.

Chris rose from the bed, his body still humming with the lingering warmth of the night before. He stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over him, washing away the remnants of sleep. After shaving, he toweled off and glanced around the room, searching for his clothes. The khakis Linda had left for him were neatly folded on the counter, but there was no sign of his shorts or underwear. He frowned, certain he had packed them, and spent a few minutes rummaging through his backpack and the room, but they were nowhere to be found.

Finally, he shrugged and decided to slip into the panties he had worn the night before. They were clean, and with the khakis covering them, no one would be the wiser. It was just underwear, after all, and everything else about his appearance would be perfectly normal.

As he descended the stairs, he heard the front door open, and Linda walked in, her arms laden with a bag of pastries and a tray of coffee. Chris wasn’t much of a coffee drinker, but he figured he’d give it a try—it seemed like the grown-up thing to do. He sat down at the table and began to nibble on a pastry, the buttery flakes crumbling onto the plate.

“I found this amazing little shop,” Linda said, her voice bright and cheerful. “I think everyone in the area must go there. Oh, and guess who I ran into? Diana. I was surprised she wasn’t more hungover, but I invited her for lunch. She’ll be here in a couple of hours.”

Chris felt a flicker of unease. “Maybe I should make myself scarce for a bit while you two eat. She only met me in costume last night, and it might be… awkward.”

Linda laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “Oh, don’t be silly. It’ll be fine. She probably won’t even remember. By the way, have you heard from the whore yet?”

Chris couldn’t help but smirk at the way Linda referred to Janet—or Marie, as she now called her. It was oddly satisfying, as if the name stripped away any lingering attachment he had to her. “No,” he replied, shaking his head. “Nothing from her.”

Linda’s lips curved into a sly smile. She had once felt a pang of guilt for how much her daughter annoyed her, but over time, she had come to see Janet as a reflection of her ex-husband—a man who had always been selfish and cruel. As Janet grew older, she seemed to embody more and more of her father’s worst traits, treating everyone around her with disdain. Chris, on the other hand, was kind and gentle, and it infuriated Linda to see how Janet had mistreated him. Calling her “Marie” and “the whore” felt like a small act of rebellion, a way to reclaim some power. She was almost looking forward to the moment when Janet would call, desperate for a ride, and Linda could revel in the satisfaction of making her wait.

They lingered over their meal, the morning stretching lazily into the afternoon, until Linda finally decided to make the call. She picked up her phone, her fingers tapping lightly against the screen before she dialed Marie’s number. “Hi, Marie. It’s Linda,” she began, her tone casual but laced with a sharp edge. “We were just wondering when we might hear from you. I mean, I don’t know what you’re up to or what you’re expecting, but…” She paused, listening, her lips curling into a smirk. “Oh, that’s fine with us, but how exactly are you planning to get all the way home today without a car? A group is going? Oh, I bet that asshole vampire is part of that group. Oh, I’m sorry—didn’t mean to offend you. Oh, so he’s taking you to your friend Cindy’s place? Great plan. At least he can fuck you there instead of our living room. Oh, I’m sorry, I know it’s not like that. I’ll bring your clothes when we come back. What are you wearing today? Oh, you borrowed something. Whatever, bitch. No, what I said was, have a nice trip.”

She hung up, her smile widening as she turned to Chris. “Did you catch all that, honey? I’m so glad she’s gone.” Her voice was light, almost giddy, and she meant every word. The thought of Marie being out of the picture had been lingering in her mind, and now that it was a reality, she felt a weight lift off her shoulders. She’d been trying to figure out how to make the weekend more enjoyable with Chris, and Marie’s absence made everything easier, smoother, and far more fun.

An hour later, Diana arrived, her arms laden with bags of groceries and supplies for lunch. She and Linda were deep in conversation as they walked in, Diana’s voice carrying a cheerful lilt. “I’m so glad to be back at your uncle’s place. I’ve always loved it here, and—oh, hello! Who’s this?” She paused, her eyes landing on Chris with a curious glint.

Linda didn’t miss a beat. “Chris, help Diana with her packages and put everything on the table,” she instructed, her tone casual but firm. As Chris moved to assist, Diana’s gaze lingered on him, her brow furrowing slightly as if she were trying to place him. But the moment passed, and they all settled in, Linda and Diana chatting animatedly as they unpacked the food.

Then, as Diana uncorked a bottle of wine she’d brought for lunch, she suddenly turned to Chris, her eyes widening in recognition. “Chris! Like Chrissy! That’s it! You were the princess last night. Holy shit, you’re good. I thought you were a woman. Damn, that’s impressive. And Linda mentioned the third wheel’s gone now,” she added, glancing at Linda with a knowing smile.

Linda jumped in quickly, her words flowing smoothly. “Chris is a good friend and a great sport for agreeing to wear that costume. We’re just having a relaxing weekend together, figuring out what to do next. It was my idea to treat the night like a little play, see how long we could keep up the act. It went surprisingly well.”

Diana laughed as she poured the wine, her amusement bubbling over. “Like a play, huh? Or maybe a trick on your friends. I was pretty drunk, but I don’t think anyone suspected a thing. You’ve got to commit to it, you know? Go all in, make it look authentic. Well, Chrissy—I mean, Chris—good thing I didn’t figure it out last night, or I might’ve ruined the whole thing.”

They sat down at the table, the sandwiches laid out before them as Diana continued to pour the wine. Linda leaned in, her tone teasing as she asked, “Diana, you might’ve been drunk, but I think I saw you sneak off with someone last night, didn’t I?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine.

Diana lounged back in her chair, her demeanor loose and unguarded as she spoke with a casual ease. "Oh, absolutely. The party was dull as hell, and I needed something to spice it up. So, I took that young guy—George’s nephew, I think? Doesn’t matter. I had my needs, and he had what I was looking for. That’s all there was to it. I dragged him to my car, didn’t even bother driving anywhere. I was on him in less than five minutes, and he was done in another three. Poor kid was mortified, but I don’t think he’s used to drinking, let alone getting lucky. Not exactly the highlight of my night, though. What about you two? Did you stick around long after I left?"

Linda chuckled, swirling her wine glass lazily. "No, once Marie made it obvious she was all about the vampire, we hung around a bit longer but eventually came back here. We had some wine, stared at the lake, and just… relaxed. I’m sorry your little fling didn’t pan out. You should’ve stayed at the party—might’ve found someone more… capable."

They continued sipping their wine, the conversation flowing as freely as the alcohol. Chris, however, kept his intake modest. He wasn’t accustomed to drinking during the day, but Linda and Diana had no such reservations. Diana’s gaze lingered on Chris at one point, her curiosity piqued. "Chris, I think I remember you wearing a wig—maybe even some makeup. Do you have a background in theater or something?"

Chris shook his head, a faint blush creeping up his neck. "Oh, no, ma’am, not at all. It was all Linda’s idea. She’s the one who orchestrated everything. I was just along for the ride."

Diana found his polite "ma’am" endearing, and it made her wonder just how much her friend Linda was willing to share about their little escapade. The whole idea struck her as tantalizingly risqué.

Linda leaned in, her tone playful but proud. "Well, I wouldn’t say mastermind, but someone had to take charge, right? I wanted to make sure every detail was perfect—something that wasn’t just boring but also a bit of a challenge. Chris doesn’t know anyone up here or at the party, so it seemed like a fun idea to shake things up."

Diana’s eyes sparkled with intrigue as she turned to Linda. "Details really do make all the difference, don’t they? Did you go all out—like, did you buy the heels specifically for this? And what about the rest of the outfit? I’m dying to know how far you took it."

Chris shifted uncomfortably in his seat, but Linda was more than happy to elaborate. "Oh, I went to this little boutique I know. The woman there was fantastic—she helped me nail the details. The shoes were custom, and the lingerie? Perfectly tailored. I wanted all three of us to match, or at least coordinate, but in different colors. The shop had these matching sets designed specifically for a man’s… anatomy. I knew Chris needed to be in panties, but I made sure they had the right kind of… space, if you know what I mean." She smirked, clearly pleased with her meticulous planning.

Diana’s gaze lingered on Chris, her lips curling into a warm, approving smile. It wasn’t mockery—no, she was genuinely intrigued, and Chris could feel the heat rising in his cheeks. She turned to Linda, her voice dripping with admiration. “Linda, what a brilliant idea. And how refreshing that Chris was so willing to go along with it. Not every man would take that kind of risk, you know? Panties and heels—they really ground you in the role, don’t they? They make you feel it, live it.”

Linda nodded, her eyes gleaming with pride. “Absolutely. And it wasn’t just the panties, Diana. Stockings, a garter belt, even a bra—stuffed, of course, to make it all feel authentic. But the panties… oh, the panties were key. Satin, because I’ve always thought a man’s cock responds so well to satin. And I made sure there was room, you know, for… well, for when he got hard. Just the sensation of walking around in those panties, feeling the fabric against his skin, the way it clung to him—it was enough to make him throb. The whole night, we stood there like two princesses, chatting away, but one of us had a secret. A secret that was straining against those satin panties, aching and pulsing with every step. Chrissy could feel it all—the stockings gripping her thighs, the garters digging in, the dress brushing against her skin, and underneath it all, those panties, so tight, so insistent, pressing against her cock.”

Linda’s words were deliberate, her tone teasing, and she kept her eyes locked on Chris, watching him squirm with every mention of panties or cock. Chris could barely contain himself, his fingers gripping the edge of the table, his body betraying him as he grew harder with every word. It was intoxicating, knowing that Linda—his ex-girlfriend’s mother, no less—was talking about him like this, describing him in such vivid detail, right in front of another woman. It was humiliating, yes, but also thrilling in a way he couldn’t quite explain.

Diana’s smile widened as she listened, her eyes never leaving Chris. She could see how much this was affecting him, how Linda’s words were winding him up, and she loved it. Linda’s little monologue was strange, sure, but Diana was certain it was all part of the game—a way to tease Chris, to push him just a little further. And it was working.

Leaning in slightly, Diana’s voice dropped to a low, sultry purr. “Chris, sweetheart, how old are you?”

Chris met her gaze, his voice steady despite the storm raging inside him. “Does it matter? Age is just a number. Once I hit 18, I stopped counting. You know how it is.”

Diana nodded, satisfied. That was all she needed to know. “Chris, I wish I’d been here last night to help you get ready. I would’ve loved to see you in those pretty panties of yours. A nice, hard cock straining against satin… what a sight that must’ve been.”

Linda cut in, her tone playful but firm. “Chris, tell me you put on the khakis I laid out for you. And when I went to the store this morning, I tossed out those old, tired clothes you brought. Please tell me you didn’t decide to go commando in the nice pants I got you. No? Good. That makes me happy. Because I know what that means.” Her smile was knowing, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she let the implication hang in the air.

She turned to Diana with a sly grin, her voice dripping with playful mischief. "You’ll get this, Diana. His socks and those tired old man pants he had were just so... dull. I couldn’t stand it. I tossed them out without a second thought. But don’t worry—I made sure he had something much better to wear. Last night, after his shower, he slipped into the new pair of panties I bought him. Soft, delicate satin, the kind that feels like a whisper against the skin. And now, well, that’s all he’s got left to wear."

Diana’s gaze shifted to Chris, her eyes sparkling with curiosity and something deeper, something more intimate. "So, tell me, Chris—because I think I already know the answer—right now, as we sit here sipping our wine after lunch, are you... pretty? Underneath those pants, is there a secret waiting to be discovered? A hidden treasure of satin, and inside it, your cock, nestled snugly, just waiting to be admired?"

Chris nodded, his cheeks flushing a deep crimson. He felt a strange mix of embarrassment and exhilaration, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t mind Diana knowing, not really, as long as she didn’t mock him. As long as she understood, as long as she saw it for what it was—something thrilling, something intimate.

Linda’s voice was soft, reassuring, as she leaned in closer. "Don’t be embarrassed, darling. It makes us both so happy. Diana’s imagining it now, isn’t she? A firm, throbbing penis wrapped in satin and lace. We’ve both thought about it, how delicious it was to have a penis in panties so close to us, out in the open at the party. Diana loves panties, and she loves penises. And we both love thinking about yours, nestled so perfectly in those delicate little panties."

Diana’s eyes flicked to Linda, her expression a mix of curiosity and desire. "Linda, I want to see. Just a peek. I like the way it sounds, but shouldn’t I get to see it too? I’ll do whatever it takes to earn that little treat, but I want to see. I need to see."

Chris felt a shiver run down his spine, a strange cocktail of fear and excitement bubbling inside him. It was odd, the way Diana was asking Linda instead of him, but somehow it made sense. If Linda wanted him to, he would. He’d already decided, hadn’t he? For this whole weekend, he’d let Linda take the reins, let her plan and decide everything. When he’d heard she’d thrown out his clothes, it hadn’t bothered him. In fact, it had almost felt... right. She knew what he should wear, what would look best, what would make her happy. And wasn’t that the point? Still, the idea of two mature women discussing him, talking about his lingerie, about seeing him—it should have felt strange. But here, at the lake, after everything that had happened, it didn’t. It felt... natural. And yet, despite it all, he couldn’t shake the nervous flutter in his chest. Some things, it seemed, never changed.

Linda’s expression grew thoughtful, her lips curving into a small, contemplative smile. “Alright, everyone,” she said, her voice smooth and deliberate, “grab your wine and let’s move over to the fireplace. Get comfortable. I need a moment to think this through.” She rose gracefully, leading the way into the cozy room, where the crackling fire cast a warm, flickering glow. As they settled in, Linda perched herself beside Diana, her tone softening as she spoke. “Diana, I’m not entirely sure what to do here. I know Chris wants to be polite and accommodating—don’t you, sweetheart?” She glanced at him, her eyes glinting with affection. “Yes, that’s what I thought. But this wasn’t about dressing him up to put on a show for anyone special. It was more… intimate, really. I just thought it would be nice for him to spend the afternoon with me, his cock nestled snugly in those panties, before we decide what to do tonight. I understand why you want to see, though. His cock looks so good in those panties—don’t you think? And I’m sure it’s hard right now, isn’t it, Chris?” She paused, her gaze lingering on him, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “I thought so. We’ve been talking so much about panties and cocks, and your cock in your panties. I imagine hearing two women discuss your cock like this must be… thrilling for you. And there’s no shame in it, darling. We both adore panties, and we both love the idea of yours cradling your cock so perfectly.”

Diana leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Exactly, Linda. I want to see. I’m not here to mock Chris or his beautiful cock. I want to appreciate it. I admire the two of you for being so playful, so daring. Please, let me see?” Her fingers brushed lightly against Linda’s ear, a teasing, pleading gesture that made her intentions clear. Her smile was warm, inviting, and full of promise.

Then Diana turned her attention to Chris, her eyes soft but intent. “Chris, I don’t think you’ll mind if Linda shows me what she’s captured and wrapped so prettily in satin, will you? I’m a little envious of her, I’ll admit, but I can see how much fun the two of you are having together. If you’re uncomfortable, though, just say the word, and I’ll stop. But if you’re okay with it, why don’t you stand up and come over here? Stand beside Linda. I think she’d like that. Come on, darling.”

Chris felt a dizzying rush, as though the room were spinning, though he’d barely touched his wine. Diana’s voice was like honey, smooth and seductive, and when he looked at Linda, he found himself rising to his feet without hesitation. Both women watched him intently as he moved slowly around the coffee table, his steps deliberate, until he stood before them, close enough to feel the heat of their gazes.

Diana exhaled softly, savoring the moment. “That’s it, Chris. You’re doing so well. I’m so glad I’m getting to know you better. Now, stay still. Linda’s going to stand up, and she’s going to lower your pants. She bought them for you, after all. Nice, new pants for her… pet? Her partner? Whatever you are to her, she’s going to show me how she’s dressed you up. Come on, Linda. Be a good girl and show me what you’ve done.” Her voice was a mix of command and coaxing, her excitement palpable as she waited for Linda to make the next move.

The room was thick with an intoxicating tension, a heady mix of anticipation and desire that seemed to wrap around them like a warm, heavy blanket. Chris stood motionless, his breath shallow, his body rigid yet trembling with the weight of the moment. Linda exhaled deeply, her chest rising and falling as she leaned in closer, her eyes locking onto his with a playful, knowing grin. She wanted this—no, she craved it. Diana’s encouragement was there, nudging her forward, but this was Linda’s choice, her desire. It reminded her of their younger days, when Diana would push, and Linda would follow, not out of obligation but because she wanted to, because the thrill of it called to her. Her mind drifted back to the night before, to the way she had felt such a fierce, almost possessive need to claim Chris for herself, to take him away from her daughter, to dress him, undress him, and make him hers. Her fingers moved with deliberate slowness as she undid his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft whisper. She unbuttoned the waistband of the pants she had so carefully chosen for him, her gaze never leaving his, and then, with a deliberate, almost teasing motion, she pulled the zipper down. The sound was faint, almost imperceptible, but in the silence of the room, it felt deafening. She paused, savoring the moment, the power, the control.

Chris was acutely aware of the two women, their presence, their intent. They were using him, yes, but he didn’t mind. In fact, he loved it. There was a nervous flutter in his chest, but Linda had done so much the night before to ease his anxieties, to make him feel safe, to make him want to surrender to her whims. Diana, on the other hand, had unnerved him at first. She was unpredictable, a wildcard, but as the night unfolded, he had come to understand the bond between her and Linda, the history they shared. Diana’s voice, though commanding, carried a softness, a flirtatious edge that put him at ease. It excited him, the way she spoke, the way she looked at him, the way she seemed to know exactly what she wanted. And now, standing there, he felt a rush of arousal, a heat that spread through him, and he didn’t care that they could see it, that they could see how much this turned him on.

Linda’s arms encircled him, her body pressing close as she gripped the waist of his pants from behind, slowly, deliberately lowering them to his ankles. Chris remained still, his erection straining against the delicate fabric of the panties she had chosen for him. Linda’s voice was low, almost purring, as she spoke, one hand resting on the back of his panties, the other gesturing to Diana. “You see, Diana,” she began, her tone dripping with satisfaction, “I chose a pair of satin and lace. Black, of course—it’s always so elegant, so sexy, don’t you think? But look here.” Her hand trailed along the length of his hard cock, the fabric of the panties stretching to accommodate him. “See how beautifully hard he is? His penis loves being in these panties. It loves the attention, the way the silk caresses it. These panties were made for him, Diana. They’re designed to give him just enough room, to let him feel the softness of the fabric without being too tight. It’s perfect, isn’t it? Just enough pressure, just enough freedom.” Her fingers lingered, tracing the outline of his arousal, her voice a sultry murmur as she continued to show him off, to revel in the moment.

Diana’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling with a rhythm that betrayed her growing arousal. A sly smile curled her lips as she turned to Linda, her voice dripping with admiration. “Linda, he’s absolutely divine. So fucking sexy. Did you already know about his little lingerie kink, or did you just stumble into this delicious situation by chance? Chris, sweetheart,” she purred, her gaze shifting to him, “do me a favor and turn around for me. Bend over, hands on the coffee table, so I can get a good look at that satin hugging your ass. Then turn back so Linda and I can admire that gorgeous cock of yours straining against those panties. I want to see every detail.”

Linda’s smile widened as she watched Chris comply, her eyes drinking in the sight of him. “Oh, Diana, you’re right—that angle is perfect. I hadn’t noticed it before. The way the satin clings to his ass, so tight, so tempting. I want to spank him, feel the heat of his skin under my palm. And then when he turns around… that beautiful cock, so hard, so needy, throbbing against the lace. Look at that little wet spot, the pre-cum soaking through. It’s exquisite.” She sighed, her voice low and sultry. “As for his fetish, I wasn’t entirely sure at first. My daughter never did anything with him, so I couldn’t exactly spy on them. And you know how much I adore spying.” She chuckled softly, her tone playful. “But I noticed how distracted he got whenever he caught a glimpse of her bra, so I decided to test the waters myself. I started small—subtle teases, black stockings, a flash of my garter when I ‘accidentally’ bent too far. Then I got bolder—wearing bras that were far too revealing under my blouse, letting the silk and lace peek out when I leaned over. I don’t think he ever questioned why I’d be wearing that red bra under a white blouse. He probably assumed I’d changed when I got home.” She winked at Chris, her expression both mischievous and triumphant.

Diana’s eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. “Wait, your daughter’s boyfriend? Linda, you naughty, naughty girl.”

Linda waved a hand dismissively, her tone casual but laced with satisfaction. “Oh, he’s her ex-boyfriend now. She’s a stupid little whore, and they broke up. Besides, she never appreciated him. She’s always had terrible taste in men, but Chris here… he’s the first one I’ve actually liked. And can you believe it? She never even gave him a blowjob. Pathetic. But it’s fine—we’re done with her now.”

Chris, emboldened by their attention, finally moved. Without a second thought, he stepped out of his pants, leaving them pooled at his feet. He crossed the room and settled into a chair across from the two women on the couch, his expression a mix of confidence and anticipation.

Diana’s gaze followed him, her mind racing as she pieced things together. “Ah, I see. Marie’s the whore. But this weekend… it’s always been about getting the guy you wanted to the lake house, hasn’t it? How did you manage to get rid of Marie? Keep talking, Linda. I’m so turned on right now, if you stop, I might just jump on him—or you—or both of you.”

Linda laughed, her own arousal evident in the flush of her cheeks and the way her body seemed to hum with energy. “Marie took care of herself, honestly. That vampire-obsessed idiot she’s with now? Totally her type—arrogant and insufferable. She didn’t come back with us, which made last night so much better. She called to say she didn’t need a ride home, that she’d found someone else to take her. She completely forgot about Chris. Her loss.” Linda’s smile turned wicked, her eyes gleaming with anticipation. “And now, we can do whatever we want tonight. I’m thinking parties, games… all kinds of fun.”

Diana chuckled, her voice low and teasing. "Well, Marie’s out of the picture now, isn’t she? I hope you don’t mind me crashing your little soirée. I’d absolutely adore spending the evening with you two gorgeous creatures—if you’ll have me, of course. Linda, darling, do you mind?" Her fingers danced playfully over Linda’s skin as she leaned in, her breath warm against Linda’s ear, her words dripping with mischief.

Chris was utterly captivated, his arousal growing with every passing moment. Just a short while ago, he’d been hoping Diana would leave so he could have Linda all to himself. But now? Now he didn’t mind her presence at all. If they were heading to a party, he could handle her tagging along. And while last night had been a wild ride, he was relieved he wouldn’t have to squeeze into another princess costume. The memory alone made him shudder—though not entirely in a bad way.

Linda smirked, her tone light but firm. "Diana, have I ever turned you down in all the years we’ve known each other? Of course not. You’re more than welcome to stay. In fact, you can help us figure out where to go for a proper party tonight." Her words were casual, but there was a spark in her eyes that suggested she was already plotting something deliciously wicked.

Diana’s face lit up, and before Linda could react, Diana leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t a quick peck or a soft brush of lips—it was deep, deliberate, and lingering. Linda was caught off guard, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into it, her mind momentarily distracted from whatever else she’d been thinking about. Chris, on the other hand, was completely stunned, his jaw nearly hitting the floor.

"Thank you, Linda," Diana murmured as she finally pulled back, her lips curling into a sly smile. "I had some ideas for a costume, but I want to make sure we coordinate if we’re going together. I’ll need to pop over to my place—it’s only fifteen minutes away—to change. I’ve got to find something suitable, and I’m afraid my panties aren’t nearly as lovely as darling Chrissy’s." She laughed, standing up and slipping out of her pants with a playful flourish. "Plain pink cotton might not be as exciting, but if Chris is going commando, I think we should match, don’t you?"

Linda stood as well, her movements smooth and deliberate. "Let’s talk costumes. I’ve got a few things upstairs we can look at, and we can decide what Chris should wear. We don’t all need to match tonight—I think last night was enough of a spectacle for him." She paused, a wicked grin spreading across her face as she slid out of her own pants. "As for panties, at least I came prepared."

Chris couldn’t take his eyes off her. Linda was wearing a pair of red lace panties that clung to her curves in all the right ways. She turned slowly, giving him a full view as she lifted the hem of her blouse just enough to tease. Then she leaned over the table, her ass on full display for Diana, who couldn’t resist giving it a playful slap. Both women burst into laughter, and Linda sauntered over to Chris, perching herself on the arm of his chair. She leaned back, wiggling her hips so the delicate lace of her panties brushed against him, her movements deliberate and tantalizing.

Diana kept talking, but Chris wasn’t paying attention anymore. His focus was entirely on Linda, who, after a few minutes, slid off the arm of the chair and landed squarely in his lap. She laughed, a sound that was both light and sultry, before standing up and then sitting back down, grinding herself against the satin-covered bulge between his legs. Diana, ever the provocateur, perched herself on the edge of the table in front of them, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Look at you two," she purred. "One set of pretty panties sliding over another. It’s like watching two naughty little playmates."

Linda shifted her hips, grinding herself against Chris with deliberate slowness, her body arching back just enough to press her lips to his cheek in a teasing kiss. She could feel the heat of his arousal, the way his body responded to her every movement, and it only spurred her on. "Oh, Diana," she purred, her voice dripping with playful mischief, "you’re such a naughty girl. Just because I’m sitting here, giving Chris a little lap dance in his pretty panties, doesn’t mean you get to say such scandalous things. Do you like watching him like this? His cock straining against the silk, pushing against my lace? You want to see him get all worked up, don’t you? Or maybe… maybe you’re just jealous of the attention I’m giving him. Maybe you want to kiss me again, like you used to when we were playmates. I think our sweet panty-clad friend here might enjoy that too."

She leaned back further, her hips still moving in slow, deliberate circles, the friction of her lace panties against his silk-covered erection sending shivers through both of them. As she ground against him, her hands moved to the buttons of her blouse, undoing them one by one with deliberate slowness. Diana, ever the provocateur, didn’t hesitate. She climbed onto the chair, straddling both Linda and Chris, her hands immediately finding Linda’s breasts, cupping them through the matching red bra. Their lips met in a heated kiss, tongues tangling, their bodies pressed together in a tangle of desire. Chris could only watch, his breath hitching as the two women kissed passionately right in front of him, their bodies writhing and grinding against each other and against him.

When their kiss finally broke, Linda was gasping, her chest heaving as Diana’s lips trailed down her neck. One of Diana’s hands had slipped beneath the waistband of Linda’s panties, her fingers teasing and stroking, while the other hand still lingered on Chris, massaging him through the silk. Linda’s head fell back, her moans growing louder, more desperate, as Diana’s touch brought her closer and closer to the edge. "Go ahead, darling," Linda whispered breathlessly into Chris’s ear, her voice trembling with need. "Let yourself go. Cum for me, right there in your pretty panties."

It didn’t take much more than that. Chris groaned, his body shuddering as he came, the silk of his panties dampening with his release. Diana’s hand worked him through it, milking every last drop from him before finally letting go. But Linda wasn’t done. Chris watched, transfixed, as Diana’s mouth moved lower, her tongue tracing patterns over Linda’s skin, her fingers still working between Linda’s thighs. He couldn’t see exactly what Diana was doing, but he could feel it—the way Linda’s body trembled against his, the way her breath hitched and her moans grew louder, more urgent. Her climax hit her hard, her body shaking as she cried out, her screams echoing through the room. She collapsed against him, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her breasts straining against the red lace of her bra as she caught her breath.

For a while, they just sat there, the three of them tangled together in a haze of pleasure and satisfaction. Eventually, Diana and Linda got up, their movements languid and unhurried, and the conversation turned to the plans for the evening. Chris stayed quiet, his mind still reeling from what had just happened, while Diana chatted away as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. She mentioned living just a couple of highway exits from the college and knowing a theater and costume shop that might have just what they needed. The two women headed into the kitchen together, leaving Chris to sit and process everything, assuring him they’d pick something good for him and that he’d have a wonderful time with them.

Diana departed shortly after a brief, hushed conversation with Linda, slipping her pants back on with a promise to return soon. Linda sauntered over to Chris, her confidence radiating as she moved around in nothing but her bra and panties—though they were far from ordinary. The delicate lace and intricate design of her lingerie clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination. Chris, though not fully hard again, couldn’t help but admire the sight. Just days ago, this woman had been his girlfriend’s mother, a figure of authority and distance. Now, she was strutting around in scandalous underwear, fresh from the memory of her grinding on his lap while another woman had her hands all over him. The shift in their dynamic was dizzying, almost too much to process.

She reached for his hand, pulling him to his feet with a sly smile. “Let’s head upstairs,” she murmured, her voice dripping with playful authority. “You’ve made quite the mess of those pretty panties of yours. I adore your penis, darling—your wonderful, throbbing penis—but it’s left quite the sticky surprise, hasn’t it? Come on, follow me.” She led the way up the stairs, her hips swaying deliberately, the lace of her panties teasing him with every step. She took her time, savoring the knowledge that his eyes were glued to her, hungry and captivated.

As they ascended, she kept up a steady stream of conversation, her tone casual yet laced with a hint of mischief. “I hope Diana didn’t shock you too much,” she began, glancing back at him over her shoulder. “We’ve been friends for years, as you can probably tell. We’ve always been… close. This isn’t the first time we’ve kissed in this lake house, but it is the first time I’ve done it while sitting on a man in his panties. She’s a lot of fun, very adventurous, and we don’t get to see each other often since she lives up here—or at least nearby. But I can tell she likes you. Don’t worry, she’ll be back soon. The store isn’t far, and her place is only ten minutes away. Now, go ahead and toss those very messy panties with the others you’ve ruined and hop in the shower. Wash that pretty penis of yours, but nothing else. I don’t think I want you coming unless it’s with me or Diana around.”

Chris obeyed without hesitation, stepping into the shower and rinsing off quickly. Before he could finish, Linda joined him, nudging him out as she began to wash herself. “I want to start the night fresh too,” she explained, her voice carrying a teasing lilt. “Go sit on the bed and wait for me.”

He did as he was told, stepping out of the bathroom to find an open suitcase on the bed, overflowing with an impressive array of lingerie—far more than one would expect for a weekend getaway. He sat on the edge of the bed, waiting patiently, and it wasn’t long before Linda emerged, wrapped in a towel. She approached the suitcase, her fingers trailing over the delicate fabrics as she spoke. “I think we should wait for our friend,” she said, her tone thoughtful. “Let’s just put something on to pass the time. She won’t be long.”

With a mischievous grin, Linda began rummaging through the suitcase, her fingers deftly sorting through the contents. She let the towel drop to the floor, revealing her bare skin, and slipped on a bra. It was white, the fabric delicate and sheer across the front, leaving little to the imagination. Chris could clearly see the outline of her nipples, and Linda seemed to revel in his attention, brushing her fingers over them teasingly before pinching them lightly. They were already hard, standing erect and pointing directly at him, as if daring him to look away. Next, she pulled out a pair of panties that matched the bra—white silk in the front, sheer in the back. They weren’t skimpy, but the generous coverage somehow made them even more alluring, the contrast between modesty and transparency heightening their appeal.

Linda was clearly enjoying the effect she was having on him, and Chris made no effort to hide his gaze. She basked in his attention, her movements deliberate and slow, as if savoring every moment of his admiration. Then, she turned to a smaller suitcase, bending over to search through it. When she straightened up, she was holding a pair of shorts. “Chris,” she said, her voice low and playful, “these aren’t for going out tonight. They don’t exactly hide much when your cock gets hard, but for now, they’re perfect. I love the bright blue color, and you can tell they’re satin—so soft and smooth. The lady at the store called them French knickers, but think of them as sexy shorts, something to wrap around your cock. I know how much it likes pretty things, and this will feel so good against it.”

She helped him slide them on, her fingers brushing against his skin as she adjusted the fabric. He was already half-hard, and she couldn’t resist giving his bulge a light pat once the shorts were in place. “Let’s take a little walk,” she suggested, her tone dripping with suggestion. “Your cock will love the way the satin feels, rubbing against it as you move. The more you walk, the more it’ll feel that smooth fabric sliding over it. Just keep thinking about how it feels—the satin, your cock, the way they move together.” She led him down the hall, one hand resting on the back of the shorts, her fingers occasionally squeezing his ass through the thin fabric. They paused briefly, stepping into the room where Janet had left her belongings.

“Well, here it is,” Linda said, gesturing to the clutter. “Marie’s stuff. I’m tempted to just toss it all, but since she didn’t unpack much, we can probably bring it back whenever we go. Let’s not waste any more time thinking about her or any of this. Come on.” She turned him around, her hand still gripping the back of his knickers, guiding him toward the stairs. At the bottom, she stopped, her body pressed close to his, her breath warm against his neck as she hesitated, letting the tension build between them.

She turned to face him, her eyes locking onto his with a sultry, knowing gaze. "You trust me, don't you, Chris?" she murmured, her voice low and teasing. His arousal was unmistakable, straining against the delicate satin of the French knickers, the fabric stretching taut as he grew harder. Her hand slid down, fingers curling around him through the silk, her touch light but deliberate, a slow, rhythmic squeeze that sent shivers racing up his spine. It was almost like she was giving him a handjob through the fabric, but her movements were so casual, so effortless, that it felt almost natural—like this was just another part of their conversation. Except, of course, he noticed. How could he not? Here he was, completely captivated by her, encased in satin, and she was teasing him with such ease, as if this were the most ordinary thing in the world.

She could see the effect she was having on him, and it thrilled her. Her own body was responding, her nipples stiff and visible beneath the sheer fabric of her bra, the peaks pressing against the delicate material. "Don’t answer," she said with a playful smirk, her voice dripping with confidence. "I already know you do. Tonight is about us, Chris. About having fun, about exploring. Diana will be there, sure, but this is our night. I’m going to make sure you enjoy every second of it. And I want to teach you things—things you’ll love. You want to learn, don’t you?" Her tone was teasing, but there was a promise in her words, a promise of pleasure and discovery.

His eyes were wide, his breath coming a little faster as he tried to keep his gaze on her face, but it kept drifting downward, drawn to the way her body moved, the way her bra clung to her, the way her nipples begged for attention. He was standing there, barely clothed, the French knickers doing little to hide his arousal, the fabric tenting obscenely as he strained against it. "Yes, Linda," he breathed, his voice thick with desire. "Of course I trust you. I’m having the most incredible time. I want to learn everything you want to teach me. I’ll do anything you say—anything for you." He was eager, almost desperate, completely under her spell, and she loved it.

Her smile widened, a slow, seductive curve of her lips as she leaned in closer. "Sweetheart," she purred, her hands lifting to cup her breasts, giving them a gentle bounce that made his breath hitch. She knew he couldn’t look away, knew he’d be mesmerized by the way her nipples pressed against the sheer fabric, hard and eager. "See how excited I am? My nipples are standing up, just like your pretty little playmate in his panties. Your cock loves these knickers, doesn’t it? And I love how it makes me feel. But I need your help, Chris." Her voice dropped lower, more intimate, as she guided his head downward, her fingers tangling in his hair.

"Darling," she whispered, her breath warm against his ear, "my nipples need your tongue. I want you to taste them, to feel the fabric of my bra against your lips. I want them wet, hard, aching for you. Can you do that for me?" She pulled him closer, her body arching toward him, and she knew he wouldn’t resist. He was hers, completely and utterly, and she was going to make sure he never forgot this moment.

The entire weekend, Chris felt as though he were under some kind of spell, a trance that made every command from her feel like the most natural thing in the world. Listening, obeying—it all felt essential, as though his very purpose in that moment was to follow her lead. He had never tasted her like this before, but the thought of it thrilled him. The idea of licking and sucking through the delicate fabric of her bra sent a shiver of anticipation through him. As his tongue swirled against the sheer material, he could feel her nipple pressing back, firm and eager, as if begging for more. Her nipples became his sole focus, his feast, and he lavished attention on one until the fabric was soaked with his saliva. She guided him to the other, and he would have happily spent the entire night there, lost in the sensation, but she stopped him, standing him up with a gentle command.

She gazed down at him, a soft smile playing on her lips. Arching her back slightly, she let her breasts push forward, the wetness from his tongue making the bra cling even more transparently to her skin. Her nipples were hard, standing out proudly, a testament to her own excitement. She was clearly aroused, but she knew they had to pause. "Oh, my sweet Chris," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. "You have such a talented tongue. So eager, so full of energy. And look at you—your beautiful, throbbing cock straining against those panties. It’s so visible now, just like how I feel. Look at what you’ve done to me. Admire it. Now, come with me."

She turned and began to walk away, but then she stopped abruptly, bending down to pick something up from the floor. The way her panties hugged her ass was mesmerizing, and Chris couldn’t help but stare, though he had no idea she’d done it on purpose. She took her time, lingering in that position before finally standing up again.

They had barely made it to the couches, not even sitting down, when the door burst open and Diana came rushing in, talking a mile a minute. She didn’t even notice them at first, too caught up in her own excitement. She was carrying bags, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. "I rushed back as soon as I could! I’m so excited about tonight—it’s going to be amazing! I went shopping and got all sorts of things. You’ll see, it’s going to be so much fun. Oh, hello! You’re both here already. And look at you two—so gorgeous. Chrissy, those panties are adorable, and that little handle sticking out? Very nice." She paused, reaching out to squeeze his silk-covered erection, her touch firm and deliberate. "And those nipples on my playmate? So wet, so tempting. Someone’s been a very naughty boy!" She winked at Chris, her tone teasing. "Now, we need to get ready. Let’s have a little fun now, and then come back for more later. Both of you, march upstairs. I’ll explain everything I’ve planned."

She darted into the kitchen briefly before catching up with them in the bedroom. "First things first," she said, her voice calm but firm. "We need to cool down a bit." She reached for a small, flexible cold pack she’d pulled from the freezer and pressed it against Chris’s hardness. He yelped, the sudden chill making him go soft almost instantly.

"Sorry, Chris," she said with a playful grin. "But it had to be done. Otherwise, we’d never get anything accomplished."

She began tearing into the bags, tossing their contents onto the bed with a flourish. "I picked up a ton of lingerie at the store—mostly for me and Linda. I think Linda has some special pieces for Chris, though. You know, something tailored just for him. For the costumes, it wouldn’t make sense for all of us to dress the same again. Plus, I couldn’t find three of the same outfit anyway. So, here’s the plan: one of us gets to be Little Red Riding Hood, another will be the Evil Queen, and the last will be the Sorceress. I’d love to be the queen—it suits me, don’t you think? And Linda would look absolutely adorable as the Sorceress. That leaves Chrissy as Red. I’m sure you’ll all agree." 

She flashed a knowing smile and peeled off her top, revealing she’d already started getting into character. Beneath, she wore a stunning black corset that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts up, creating a deep, tantalizing cleavage. Chris tried to avert his gaze, but it was impossible—she was breathtaking. She continued undressing, and he noticed her panties matched the corset perfectly. Without missing a beat, she slipped on a garter belt and began rolling stockings up her legs, hooking them into place with practiced ease. She moved with such casual confidence, but it was clear she was putting on a show for Chris, deliberately driving him wild. She paused mid-dressing, leaving herself in the stockings and lingerie, and resumed the conversation, her voice dripping with playful seduction. 

"Linda, sweetheart, the Sorceress costume has black, purple, and white accents. The skirt is satin—so soft and luxurious. But since black is my lingerie color, you’ll have to wear purple. I think it’ll look incredible on you. The panties are satin too—big and silky, they’ll feel amazing against your skin. Go ahead, slip them on while I show you the bra." As Linda stepped out of her panties and into the purple satin, Diana held up a matching bra. "See, darling? The part covering your nipples is satin—Chrissy might be a little disappointed he can’t see as much. But the top half is lace, and it’s absolutely sinful. The lace will peek out over the top of the costume blouse, which is perfect. Let me help you with it. Oh, and no garter belt for you, but I found these thigh-highs that don’t need one. They’re black, but I think that’s fine. Go ahead, put them on so we can show Chrissy." 

Linda was surprised by how aroused she was becoming just from the flirting, the dressing up, and the teasing of Chris. It was thrilling, even without anything more happening. Once she was fully dressed in her lingerie, Diana turned her around and had her bend over, the satin clinging to her curves as she moved.

"Chrissy, darling, just look at how utterly divine these panties are, hmm? And when I bend her over like this, they make her ass look absolutely breathtaking. I can't help but run my hands over the smooth satin, feeling how it clings to her curves—it’s such a perfect combination, don’t you think? The satin against her skin, the way it hugs her so perfectly... it’s like a little secret we’ll all share. Even if no one else at the party knows what’s hidden beneath her skirt, you and I will. And isn’t it just delicious to imagine her wrapped in satin like this? It’s like she’s a gift, all wrapped up for us. Now, maybe it’s your turn to get dressed up, hmm?"

Chris was completely spellbound, his eyes wide and his mind foggy as he stared, unable to look away. He moved as if in a dream, guided by Linda and Diana toward the bed. Diana hung back slightly, letting Linda take the lead, her eyes gleaming with amusement as she watched the scene unfold.

"Sweetheart, Diana really outdid herself with these choices, didn’t she? And Red Riding Hood—oh, it’s just perfect for you. The high collar, the innocence of it... but we’ll make it work with what I’ve got here. Look, I’ve got something special for you too—red satin, just like mine, though a bit smaller. But oh, it’s so vibrant, so bold. Let’s get those boring knickers off and slide these on, hmm? There we go... oh, look at that. A pretty little cock wrapped in red satin. Isn’t that just perfect? I know how much you love panties, and we couldn’t have you feeling left out, could we? My panties, Diana’s panties—they’re all so pretty, and now your cock has its own little pair of slutty red satin panties. Can you feel how soft they are? How they’re caressing you? I bet you love that, don’t you?"

Diana watched, her lips curling into a sly smile as Linda worked her magic on Chris. Every time Linda said the words "panties" or "cock," Chris twitched, his body reacting as if he were under some kind of spell. Linda pressed herself against him, her hands moving deftly as she fastened a bra around his chest, her touch lingering just enough to make him shiver.

"Now, we’ll need to fill this out a bit, won’t we? For the costume, of course. Here, I’ve got some stockings and panties from last night—they’ll do nicely as filler. And over the top, I’ll add these red lace panties in each cup. Can you imagine how that’ll feel? All those panties pressed up against you, hidden inside your bra. You’ll be carrying your own little stash of panties with you everywhere you go. Isn’t that just delicious? Now, let’s get this pretty white blouse on you. Red’s blouse is so innocent, all buttoned up and proper... but look how tight it is. And oh, how thin the fabric is. Grandma might not approve, but I think she’d know Red’s got a little secret, don’t you?"

Linda wasn’t wrong. The blouse clung to him like a second skin, the fabric so thin it was almost sheer. The bright red bra beneath it pressed tightly against the material, leaving little to the imagination. Diana licked her lips, a low growl escaping her throat as she laughed, her eyes dark with mischief.

Chris laughed nervously, his cheeks flushing as Linda slipped a red garter belt around his waist. Diana knelt down, sliding the red stockings up his legs, her fingers brushing against his skin in a way that made his breath hitch. Having two women dress him, their hands all over him, the layers of satin and lace they were wrapping him in—it all felt surreal, like some kind of fever dream he never wanted to wake up from.

Linda slid the final piece of the costume over him—a loose, knee-length skirt that swayed gently as it settled around his hips. "You look absolutely stunning," she murmured, her voice low and sultry. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close, and pressed her lips to his in a slow, lingering kiss that left him breathless and wanting more. Chris could have stayed like that forever, lost in the warmth of her touch, but the other two were already moving, slipping into their own outfits with practiced ease.

Diana and Linda quickly dressed themselves, each adding their own flair to their costumes. They all slipped into high heels, though Diana’s were knee-high boots that zipped up snugly, giving her an air of dominance that made Chris’s pulse quicken. Once they were ready, they piled into the car, Diana taking the wheel as she drove them to the party. It wasn’t far—just a short drive to another spot on the lake—but the anticipation hung thick in the air, electric and unspoken.

The party, however, turned out to be a letdown. It was loud, chaotic, and filled with people who seemed to have no idea how to have fun without being obnoxious. A handful of men dressed as penises strutted around, their costumes as uninspired as their personalities, and the crowd was a mix of twenty- and thirty-somethings who acted more like teenagers. It was all a bit juvenile, and Chris found himself wishing they’d stayed home.

But Diana and Linda were on guard, shielding him from the worst of it. Whenever someone tried to approach them with less-than-honorable intentions, the two women stepped in, their protective instincts kicking in. At one point, Diana turned to Chris and kissed him deeply, her lips claiming his in a way that left no room for doubt. The room erupted in hoots and catcalls, but the message was clear: the three of them were off-limits.

Despite the dull atmosphere, Diana and Linda kept things interesting for Chris. Their hands would occasionally slip beneath his skirt, fingers brushing against his ass in a way that sent shivers down his spine. Diana’s costume was daring—a short skirt paired with a corset that left little to the imagination. She kept teasing him, asking if her nipples were visible through the tight fabric and making him stare down at her cleavage, her breasts practically begging for his attention. Linda, on the other hand, wore a long, flowing purple skirt that gave her an air of mystery, though she wasn’t shy about pressing herself against him, her body brushing against his growing arousal.

Chris stayed hard the entire time, his body responding to their every touch, every whispered word. Diana joked about hiding him under Linda’s skirt if the party didn’t get more exciting, and though she was teasing, the thought alone was enough to make his heart race. Linda, too, kept finding ways to tease him, her skirt brushing against his bulge or her hand accidentally grazing him in a way that felt anything but accidental.

The party dragged on, but their attention was elsewhere. A guy dressed as a vampire tried to strike up a conversation with Diana, and for a moment, Chris wondered if she might leave with him. She even showed the guy Chris’s panties, lifting the back of his skirt to reveal the red satin beneath, and then did the same with Linda’s. But that was as far as it went, and soon enough, Diana had had enough.

"Enough of this," she declared, her voice firm. "Let’s get out of here and do something actually fun." She didn’t wait for their agreement, ushering them toward the door with a determined stride.

Back at the car, Diana handed the keys to Chris. "You’ve had the least to drink," she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. She gave him directions, and soon they were driving back to their lake house, the night air cool and crisp around them.

When they arrived, Diana made them all step out into the driveway. She turned to Chris, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Chrissy," she said, her voice dripping with playful command, "show us your panties."

He hesitated, his mind swirling with uncertainty, his body caught between the thrill of the moment and the lingering doubt. Diana’s voice, soft and coaxing, broke through his hesitation. “Come on, Chrissy,” she murmured, her tone dripping with playful encouragement. “You’ve got such lovely panties hugging that pretty little cock of yours. Oh, oops—did I say cock? I meant penis. That’s the polite way to say it, isn’t it? But really, darling, we’re all wearing pretty panties, and it’s just us out here. It’s dark, we’re in the middle of nowhere, and no one’s watching. Let me see that delicious bulge of yours, pressing against your panties. We’re all panty girls here, aren’t we? Let’s share this little secret together.”

Linda, though she’d had a few drinks earlier, was riding a wave of arousal that had been building all night. The evening had taken a turn she hadn’t expected, and the kinkiness of it all had her buzzing with excitement. She knew the way they were talking—penises, panties, all of it—was making Chris squirm, but now she realized it was doing the same to her. Her body was alive with anticipation, her thighs pressing together as she squirmed, hoping Diana would turn her attention to her next. She wanted to be part of this, to feel the same teasing thrill Chris was experiencing.

But Diana wasn’t done with Chris yet. With a mischievous grin, she flipped up her own skirt, giving him a tantalizing glimpse before leaning in close, her voice a low, teasing whisper. “Your turn, Red Riding Hood. Show us what you’ve got under that skirt.”

Chris, ever the obedient one, didn’t need much more prompting. His fingers fumbled with the buttons of his skirt, and as it fell away, the blouse he wore didn’t quite cover enough to hide the red satin panties beneath, framed by garters and straining against the unmistakable outline of his erection. Diana’s grin widened, her eyes gleaming with delight. “Well, well, Red Riding Hood,” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “What a big bulge you’ve got. Now, let’s see our purple sorceress. Linda, stand next to him and show us what you’ve got.”

Linda didn’t need to be told twice. Her excitement had her moving quickly, shedding her skirt and blouse in one fluid motion, leaving her standing there in her purple and black lingerie, every bit the enchanting sorceress. Diana stepped forward, her movements deliberate, and with one swift motion, she ripped open Chris’s blouse, leaving him exposed in his red satin panties. The three of them stood there in the driveway, a circle of lingerie-clad bodies, the night air cool against their skin but doing nothing to dampen the heat between them.

Diana didn’t waste any time. She kissed Linda first, deep and lingering, before turning to Chris and capturing his lips in the same way. Then, with a hand gripping each of their asses, she led them toward the house, leaving their discarded clothes in a heap on the driveway. Chris hesitated, glancing back at the mess, but Diana steered him firmly inside, her fingers digging into the satin of his panties as she guided him forward.

Once inside, Diana positioned them carefully, pressing Chris against Linda’s back, his erection straining against the fabric of his panties as they pressed into the curve of her ass. Linda let out a soft gasp, her body arching back into him. “Oh, Diana,” she breathed, her voice trembling with desire. “Red’s got such a lovely penis in those pretty panties of his. I can feel it, so silky and hard, pressing against me through our panties. Can you see it from there? Panties sliding against panties, his cock trapped between us… it’s so delicious.”

Diana’s lips curled into a sly smile as she pressed Chris firmly against Linda, her hands gripping him with a possessive intensity. “Darling, your ass is absolutely divine,” she purred, her voice dripping with desire. “I can’t see his cock, though—it’s all hidden behind those satin panties of his. But I can see the way it strains against the fabric, so hard and eager. And those stockings, that bra… oh, and the panties tucked inside it. So much satin, so much beauty, and that gorgeous cock of his… it’s making me so wet. You don’t need to peek at my panties, sweetheart. Just keep grinding against our boy here. But I think we’re all soaked, aren’t we? Look at the wet spot on Chrissy’s panties. His cock is leaking, and it’s driving me wild.”

Chris was on the edge, his mind a haze of pleasure and frustration. He could handle it—barely—but the two women were relentless, their words and movements pushing him closer to the brink. His hands rested lightly on Linda’s waist, his fingers trembling slightly as Diana pressed herself against his back, keeping him firmly in place. Linda was about to speak again, but instead, she reached for his hand, guiding it forward as if it were her own. She slid it over the front of her purple panties, and he could feel the heat and wetness through the delicate fabric. She was drenched, and the sensation sent a jolt of electricity through him.

Linda’s voice was breathless as she replied to Diana, her hips swaying rhythmically against Chris’s hand. “If your panties are as wet as mine, Diana, then I’m shocked. Our sweet Chrissy has such a pretty cock, all wrapped up in those panties. I can’t get enough of it.” As she spoke, she moved her hips in slow, deliberate circles, grinding against his hand and his satin-covered erection. The friction was maddening, the wetness of her panties mingling with the slickness of his own, and she could feel how hard he was, how desperate he was for her.

Diana, sensing the shift in the room, slowly released her grip on Chris and stepped back, a knowing smile playing on her lips. She didn’t want to interrupt what was about to happen. Linda turned then, her movements fluid and deliberate, pulling Chris tightly against her. Her lips found his in a hungry kiss, her tongue slipping into his mouth with a fierce urgency. The room was silent except for the sound of their breathing, the air thick with desire.

Diana settled into a chair, her fingers trailing over her own body, but Chris and Linda were lost in their own world. Linda lowered herself to the floor, pulling Chris down with her. With a swift, practiced motion, she tugged her panties down one leg, exposing herself to him. For a moment, it was just the satin of his panties rubbing against her wet, bare skin, the sensation sending shivers through both of them. Then, with a determined tug, she pulled his panties down, freeing his hard cock. It sprang free, brushing against her, and she knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

Chris was beyond thought, his body moving on instinct. Linda’s voice was soft but commanding as she whispered, “Chris, my love, I need you inside me. Please, darling, push that beautiful cock into me.” She guided him to her entrance, her hands firm on his hips as she pulled him into her. The moment he was inside, she wrapped her legs around him, her hips rising to meet his thrusts. Her hands roamed over his back, urging him deeper, faster, until they were both lost in the rhythm, their bodies moving together in perfect, desperate harmony.

Her eyes locked onto his the moment he slid inside her, wanting to capture the raw expression on his face, but her own pleasure quickly consumed her, drowning out everything else. A low, breathy moan escaped her lips, and it seemed to ignite something primal in him, driving him harder, faster. Their bodies moved in a rhythm that felt almost choreographed, a sensual dance of heat and need. Somewhere in the haze of his mind, a voice whispered that this was new, uncharted territory for him, but her moans—those delicious, unrestrained sounds—were the most intoxicating thing he’d ever experienced. Her legs wrapped tightly around him, pulling him deeper, and he could feel the pressure building, the inevitable release creeping closer. She must have sensed it too because her voice, husky and urgent, whispered hotly in his ear, “Cum for me, baby. Let it go. Fill me up, lover boy.”

He couldn’t hold back any longer. A guttural cry tore from his throat as he erupted inside her, his release surging like molten lava, spilling deep into her welcoming warmth. She was right there with him, teetering on the edge, and as her own climax hit, it was fierce and all-consuming. Her body writhed against his still-hard length, her muscles clenching and releasing in waves of ecstasy. All the tension she’d been holding onto melted away, leaving her boneless and sated, sinking into the softness of the carpet beneath them. He collapsed on top of her, their chests heaving in unison, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. For a long moment, they simply lay there, tangled together, their breathing gradually slowing.

It took a few minutes for Linda to gather her thoughts, her mind still hazy from the intensity of what had just happened. She glanced across the room, her gaze landing on Diana, who was seated in a chair, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she watched them. Linda returned the smile, a soft, satisfied curve of her mouth, before turning her attention back to Chris. Her voice was warm, almost tender, as she murmured, “That was… incredible. I’m so glad I found you.”


The Preacher's Wife

A ride with the preacher’s wife brings young man unexpected education.


Chapter 1

Tommy had envisioned a peaceful, uneventful week to kick off his summer, but his mother, ever the devout church volunteer, had other plans. She was deeply involved in the congregation, and when the preacher and his wife mentioned they needed to deliver a carload of furniture and boxes to their daughter’s new apartment, Tommy’s mom immediately volunteered him for the task. It wasn’t a particularly long journey—just a few hours up, an overnight stay, and then the return trip. Two days of his summer sacrificed, all because his mother had insisted, “Oh, don’t be silly, Karen, I’ll send Tommy along. He’s a strong young man—he’ll help unload and do whatever you need.”

His mother wasn’t just orchestrating his involvement; she was also overseeing the packing process. At 18, Tommy was technically an adult, but that didn’t stop her from directing him with the same authority she’d wielded when he was a child. Still, he wasn’t too upset. It was only two days, and he didn’t exactly have anything pressing on his summer agenda. So there he was, cramming far too many items into a car that was far too small. The crossover hatchback was already groaning under the weight of a tall bookcase and a long table, both of which seemed determined to defy the laws of physics and space. But Tommy’s mom was a master of logistics.

“Alright,” she declared, her voice brimming with confidence. “We’ll fold down one side of the back seat completely and recline the front passenger seat all the way. See? Now the car’s long enough. We’ll tuck a box here, stack these things there, and voilà—everything fits!” She stood back, hands on her hips, triumphant in her victory over the chaos.

Karen, the preacher’s wife, raised a practical concern. “But where do we sit?”

Tommy’s mom had an answer for that, too. “The driver drives, of course, and the two of you can squeeze into the remaining half of the back seat. We’ll just shift the bookcase over a few inches to make room.”

But when they tried to close the door, the bookcase stubbornly shifted back, leaving no space for passengers. Tommy, ever the pragmatist, suggested he stay home. His mother, however, would hear none of it. “Don’t be ridiculous, young man,” she scolded. “You’ll sit this way, and Karen—I mean, Mrs. Pearson—can sit across your lap. She’s light as a feather, and there’ll be plenty of room on the way back. You’re not weaseling out of doing a good deed.” And with that, the matter was settled.

Just before they set off, Tommy’s mom emerged with a cooler packed with drinks and snacks to make the trip more bearable. She assured the preacher she’d included all his favorites and handed the cooler to Tommy to find a spot for it. He rearranged three pillows behind where he’d be sitting, stashing the cooler there for easy access. After all, if he was going to be stuck in this cramped car, he might as well have the snacks within arm’s reach. He wedged the pillows between the two front seats, declaring, “See? They’ll protect the bookcase.”

With everything finally in place, they were off. As the car pulled away, Tommy turned to Mrs. Pearson with an apologetic smile. “Sorry for making it so crowded,” he said, his tone laced with a mix of sheepishness and resignation.

She settled herself onto his lap, her weight light and warm, and smiled down at him. "It's perfectly fine, dear. We're so grateful for your help," she said, her voice soft and reassuring. "Rev. Pearson tends to get lost in his thoughts when he drives, so I’m glad to have some company. And please, call me Karen. You’re an adult now, after all. No need for formalities." Her tone was warm, inviting, and it made him feel a little more at ease.

Tommy couldn’t help but feel a flicker of relief. He’d been dreading this trip, or at least pretending to, but deep down, he’d always liked the preacher and his wife. They were kind people. Rev. Pearson was quiet, maybe a little distant, but pleasant enough. And Karen—Mrs. Pearson—had always been friendly. She was probably in her mid-forties or so, petite and well-kept, though not exactly the type you’d imagine hauling furniture. She was short, with a delicate frame and long hair that framed her face. She must have been quite pretty in her younger days, Tommy thought, and even now, she carried herself with a certain grace that made her attractive. Honestly, he found her more appealing than her daughter, though he’d never admit that out loud. She wasn’t dressed for manual labor, though—her outfit was more suited to a Sunday service than a moving day. A flowery skirt that swayed as she moved, paired with a simple blouse, gave her that classic preacher’s wife look. But that was fine. Tommy was here to do the heavy lifting, and he didn’t mind. What he did appreciate, though, was how she treated him like an adult. His mom still saw him as a kid, but Karen didn’t. She called him by his name, not some childish nickname, and it felt good. Important. He’d call her Karen, too. It felt right.

As they adjusted themselves in the cramped car, Karen took charge, her movements efficient but gentle. "Here, turn a little to the side like this," she instructed, her hands guiding him slightly. "And I’ll turn the other way, sitting across your thighs. That way, we’ll both be more comfortable, and we can face each other. There, see?" Her voice was soothing, and Tommy found himself complying without hesitation.

To his surprise, he didn’t mind her sitting there. In fact, he kind of liked it. She was warm and soft, her presence comforting in a way he hadn’t expected. She smelled faintly of roses or some other floral perfume, something light and feminine that lingered in the air around her. She was older, sure, but there was something undeniably appealing about her. She was a woman, and that fact wasn’t lost on him. It made the whole situation feel... different. More intriguing.

When she leaned forward to speak to her husband, her body shifted slightly, her skirt brushing against his bare legs. He was wearing shorts, and the sensation was impossible to ignore. He tried not to think too much about it, though. That would only lead to awkwardness, and he didn’t want to make things uncomfortable for either of them.

She turned back to him, her smile warm and unassuming. "Alright, let’s get everyone a drink to start," she said, her tone cheerful. "Let’s see if I can manage this without causing any injuries." She twisted slightly, half-climbing over the back seat to reach for the cooler. Tommy leaned back to give her space, his body shifting to accommodate her movements. Her leg pressed against his as she balanced herself, her thigh brushing between his legs. It wasn’t intentional, he knew that, but it was hard to ignore. The real challenge, though, was the view. He tried to keep his eyes averted, but it was impossible not to notice the way her skirt shifted as she moved, the way her body curved as she reached for the cooler. He swallowed hard, forcing himself to focus on anything else.

Mrs. Pearson twisted slightly, her neck now level with Tommy’s head, and he couldn’t help but notice the view it afforded him. His gaze drifted downward, catching a glimpse of the top of her blouse. It wasn’t as though she was wearing anything provocative—her bra was modest, yet undeniably feminine. White silk, delicate lace trimming, and just enough detail to make it pretty without being overt. It wasn’t revealing, but it was enough to stir something in him. He felt a faint stirring in his body, a subtle tightening that he hoped wasn’t noticeable. Still, it made him uneasy, his pulse quickening as he tried to push the thought away.

When she turned back to hand her husband a bottle of water, leaning forward with a graceful stretch, Tommy shifted subtly, adjusting himself to hide the faint evidence of his arousal. But the image was already burned into his mind, lingering there like a secret he couldn’t shake. As she settled back into her seat, closer now, he was grateful he’d repositioned himself. The slight tension in his body was still there, but at least it wasn’t as obvious.

The next half hour passed in a blur of conversation. Mrs. Pearson—no, Karen—kept him engaged, asking about his classes, his life at home, and how he spent his free time. He kept slipping up, calling her “Mrs. Pearson,” and each time, she’d stop him with a gentle touch, her finger brushing his lips as she reminded him, “Karen, not Mrs. Pearson. We’re both adults now.” Her tone was light, teasing, but it carried a weight that made him feel seen, acknowledged in a way he wasn’t used to.

After a while, she called out to her husband, “Another drink, dear? It’s sweltering back here.” When there was no response, she turned to Tommy with a wry smile. “The sound doesn’t carry past all these boxes and pillows, and the air conditioning isn’t doing much for us back here. Not that he’d hear me anyway.” With that, she shifted again, leaning forward into the front seat, her movements fluid and deliberate.

Tommy’s eyes flickered downward, drawn to the curve of her backside, and he quickly averted his gaze, feeling a flush of guilt. She returned soon enough, though, holding more drinks and sandwiches. As she turned to hand them out, the car swerved slightly, and she lost her balance, tumbling into Tommy in a flurry of movement. It was innocent, nothing more than a brief, accidental collision, but it sent a jolt through him. He couldn’t deny the thrill of it—an attractive older woman, her body pressed against his, even if only for a moment. The thought lingered, shifting his perception of her. She wasn’t just the preacher’s wife anymore; she was something more, something intriguing.

This time, as she leaned forward again, Tommy’s gaze lingered longer, his eyes tracing the lines of her blouse, the hint of cleavage, the smooth skin just above the edge of her bra. He noticed the delicate lace, the way it framed her breasts, the subtle rise of her nipples beneath the fabric. He was captivated, his mind wandering into dangerous territory, and he had to force himself to look away when she returned, his heart pounding as he realized how close he’d come to being caught. His body had responded more than he’d anticipated, the faint stirring now a full, undeniable ache. The entire encounter left him exhilarated, his thoughts racing in ways he hadn’t expected.

When she returned, arms laden with food and drinks, she stumbled and tumbled right into him, her body pressing against his as he instinctively reached out to steady her, his hands gripping her waist to prevent her from crashing to the floor. She let out a soft, breathy laugh, her voice teasing as she murmured, "What a hero! Thank you for catching me, my knight in shining armor." Her tone was light, playful, but it sent a shiver down his spine. She quickly busied herself, handing her husband a sandwich and a drink before settling back onto Tommy's lap, her weight warm and inviting. "There," she said with a satisfied smile, "he'll be occupied for at least an hour now."

As they ate, she turned her attention to him, her curiosity piqued. "So, Tommy," she began, her voice smooth and inviting, "do you have a girlfriend? Or is a handsome young man like you too busy playing the field?" Her question caught him off guard, and he felt a flush of embarrassment creep up his neck. He stammered, "Uh, no, not really. I mean, I'm not seeing anyone or, you know, doing anything like that." His words stumbled out awkwardly, and he wished he could disappear into the seat.

She tilted her head, her expression softening with sympathy. "Oh, sweetheart, don't worry. A cutie like you won't have any trouble once the girls at the community college get to know you." Her voice was warm, reassuring, but there was something in her gaze that made his stomach twist. She leaned in slightly, her eyes locking onto his as she asked, "Tell me, Tommy, have you ever had a girlfriend?" Her tone was casual, but her stare was intense, almost probing. She had finished her food and was now absently running her fingers along the edge of her collar, the heat clearly getting to her, but her focus remained entirely on him.

He squirmed under her scrutiny, his nerves making it hard to form a coherent response. The truth was, he didn’t have much experience to speak of, and admitting that to her felt like exposing a vulnerability he wasn’t ready to share. "Well, no, not really," he finally managed, his voice barely above a whisper. "I mean, not like a proper girlfriend or anything like that."

She shifted slightly, her leg brushing against his as she reached out to pat his thigh—or rather, it was more of a slow, deliberate rub than a pat, her fingers lingering just above his knee. The touch sent a jolt through him, and he couldn’t help the way his body reacted, a faint throb of arousal stirring beneath the surface. "That’s perfectly fine, dear," she said, her voice soothing but laced with something he couldn’t quite place. "It’s okay that you’re inexperienced. Everyone starts somewhere. Maybe you just need a little guidance. Some advice from someone who’s been around the block a few times. Perhaps even from the pastor’s wife, not the pastor himself." She smiled then, a warm, genuine smile that somehow made him feel even more exposed. Her words weren’t overtly suggestive, but there was an undercurrent to them that left him flustered and unsure how to respond.

"Don’t be embarrassed, honey," she continued, her tone gentle but firm. "Let me think of some advice I can give you. For starters, subtlety is key. Women appreciate subtlety. For example, when a woman is leaning over a chair—or perhaps the back seat of a car—you should try not to be too obvious when you glance down her blouse." Her lips curved into a knowing smile as she glanced down at her own chest, then back up at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Tommy felt his face burn, the heat spreading from his cheeks down to his neck. "I didn’t mean to—it was an accident, Mrs. Pearson, I swear—" he stammered, his words tumbling out in a rush as he tried to explain himself, but she only laughed softly, her gaze never leaving his.

But she silenced him with a soft, knowing shush. "Hush now, Tommy. It's fine. You must call me Karen, remember? And I'm not upset—just offering some friendly advice. I don’t mind at all. I gave you the opportunity, and I’m rather flattered you took it. And how endearing that it made you so... visibly excited." Her gaze dropped to the unmistakable bulge straining against his shorts, and her lips curled into a warm, teasing smile. She leaned closer, her hand brushing over the fabric, giving his arousal three light, deliberate taps. "It’s sweet, really, but I was merely explaining that subtlety is key if you don’t want to get caught. I liked it, Tommy. I like you. But you can never be too careful, can you?"

Tommy’s face burned with a mix of humiliation and arousal, his voice trembling as he stammered, "Please, Mrs.—I mean, Karen. Please don’t tell anyone. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to—"

Karen cut him off with a gentle wave of her hand, her tone soothing yet firm. "Tommy, darling, don’t be ridiculous. Everything we discuss or do here is completely confidential. It’s our little secret. Counseling, remember? I can’t tell a soul—not even your mother—and neither can you, not even George." She gestured toward her husband in the front seat, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "This is just between us. Everything is between us." Her smile was warm, reassuring, but there was a glimmer of something more beneath the surface, something that made Tommy’s pulse quicken.

Her fingers drifted to the top buttons of her blouse, undoing them with deliberate slowness. As she spoke, her fingertips traced delicate circles over the exposed skin just above the lace of her bra, the fabric of her blouse slipping slightly to one side. "Tommy, I understand your curiosity. Your inexperience makes it all the more natural for you to wonder, to look. And honestly, it’s flattering that a little peek at me could stir such a reaction in you. Erections are perfectly natural, darling. And the fact that you got one from looking at me? Well, that made me feel rather good. Even a little excited myself." She adjusted her blouse, letting the fabric fall just enough to reveal the faint outline of her nipple beneath the bra cup, her eyes meeting his with a knowing, almost maternal smile.

"Tommy," she continued, her voice soft but steady, "I want you to understand something. When a man gets excited, his penis hardens, just like yours did. You saw something you liked, and your body responded. That’s what penises do. It’s natural, sweetheart."

Tommy’s cheeks flushed deeper every time she said the word penis. It was mortifying that she’d noticed, but there was also something undeniably thrilling about the way she said it, so casually, so matter-of-factly. Here she was, the pastor’s wife, her blouse slightly undone, her fingers tracing her own skin, calmly discussing his arousal as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world.

She smiled again, her fingers brushing over the faint bump in her bra. "See this, Tommy?" she asked, her voice low and intimate. "This is my nipple. I’m sure you know what that is. Nipples can get hard too, just like your penis." She gave the peak a few light, teasing strokes, watching as it grew more pronounced beneath the fabric. "Usually, it means a woman is either cold or... excited. And it’s certainly not cold in here, is it? So I suppose I must have enjoyed having a handsome young man like you staring down my blouse."

Her words hung in the air, charged with an unspoken tension, as Tommy sat there, equal parts mortified and utterly captivated.

She reached for his hand, her voice a soft, breathy whisper that sent shivers down his spine. "Go ahead, Tommy. It’s okay. I want you to feel it—just lightly, with your fingers. Touch it." Gently, she guided his thumb and forefinger to her nipple, her own fingers lingering over his as she continued to murmur, her voice low and intimate. "Can you feel how firm it is? How it presses against the silk of my bra? Just a little pressure, that’s it… oh, yes, can you feel it? Oh…" Her words trailed off into a soft moan, her breath hitching as his fingers explored the taut peak beneath the fabric.

Tommy’s gaze was fixed on the small, hard bump beneath his touch, his fingers tentatively squeezing, rolling, and pinching, though his attention was momentarily diverted by the distant, almost dreamy expression that had settled over Karen’s face. Her breathing had deepened, her chest rising and falling more rapidly, and just as he hesitated, she abruptly shifted, pulling away with a swift, fluid motion. She twisted over the seat, reaching for a handful of cookies, her blouse hastily pulled back into place. She leaned forward to exchange a few quiet words with her husband, offering him some of the homemade cookies Tommy’s mother had sent along.

It was only a moment before she returned, settling back onto Tommy’s lap, her breathing still uneven. She adjusted herself, her body warm and close against his. "Tommy," she began, her voice steady but laced with something deeper, "you see what I was saying about nipples and penises? You have such a gentle touch, and I think you noticed how it… affected me. For a woman, the right touch can be just as powerful as when someone squeezes your penis like this." Her hand slid down, her fingers brushing against the hard length straining against his shorts, her touch deliberate and firm.

Tommy’s mind was a whirlwind of confusion and arousal. He wasn’t entirely sure what was happening, but he knew he liked it—even if he didn’t fully understand it. He stayed silent, letting her lead the conversation, grateful when she stopped squeezing him, though the sensation had been almost unbearably good. He was acutely aware of the risk of losing control, of making a mess, and the thought only added to his flustered state.

Before she continued, Karen casually opened her blouse again, revealing the outline of her nipples pressing insistently against the fabric of her bra. Her fingers absently traced patterns over her skin, occasionally brushing over the curve of her bra as she spoke, her tone conversational yet charged. "Tommy, you need to be careful, though. If your date gets too excited, it might be hard for both of you to stop. She might find herself distracted by your penis, wondering about it, especially if it seems… larger than what she’s used to. She might want to see it, even though she knows she shouldn’t. You could both leave, go home, and avoid the temptation, but sometimes you might be stuck—like on a trip, or somewhere you can’t easily escape."

She paused, her gaze locking with his, her expression serious yet warm. "Tommy, remember what I said about counseling being private? You agree with that, don’t you? It’s important that we can talk openly, honestly, without judgment. And neither of us will ever share what’s said or done here with anyone else. Right?" Her voice was soft but firm, leaving no room for misunderstanding.

Tommy knew he had to reassure her, to keep her comfortable enough to continue being open and honest with him. "Yes, Karen, absolutely. Confidentiality is everything to me. I wouldn’t dream of breaking that trust." His voice was steady, though his pulse was anything but. He could sense her easing slightly, her body relaxing as his words sank in. His gaze flickered briefly, unable to help but notice her hand slipping beneath the fabric of her bra, her fingers finding her nipple and pinching it gently, almost experimentally, like she was testing the sensation. The sight made his breath hitch, but he forced himself to look away, to focus on her words rather than the way her fingers moved.

Her voice dropped lower, huskier, as though the words were being dragged from somewhere deep inside her. "Tommy, you’ll need to be patient, understanding, if you ever find yourself in a situation where your date gets... carried away. She might need you to give her space, to let her handle things in her own way. Do you understand what I’m saying?" Her eyes locked onto his, intense and unflinching, even as her hand dropped from her breast to rest on her thigh, her fingers still twitching slightly, as if they weren’t quite ready to let go of the sensation.

Tommy felt his own body responding, a throbbing ache building between his legs that he couldn’t ignore. This whole situation was surreal, overwhelming, and he wasn’t entirely sure what she was getting at. "I’m sorry, Karen," he stammered, his voice faltering. "I mean, I’m not sure I fully understand what you’re trying to say."

Her lips curved into a knowing smile, her tone softening but still laced with that same throaty intensity. "Tommy, have you ever touched yourself? Don’t be shy—it’s perfectly natural. Everyone does it, men and women alike. I’m sure you’ve done it, and I’m sure your dates have too. Sometimes, after a date, or even during, she might feel the need to... take care of herself. You’d be understanding, wouldn’t you? You’d keep it between the two of you, right?" Her words were deliberate, her gaze piercing, as though she was trying to gauge his reaction, to see if he was following her train of thought.

As Tommy nodded, his voice barely a whisper, "Of course, Karen. I’d never tell anyone," he couldn’t help but notice her hands moving again, this time gathering the fabric of her skirt and slowly lifting it higher. His eyes widened as the white lace of her panties came into view, barely visible through the sheer fabric of her pantyhose. His heart raced as she shifted slightly, one hand slipping beneath the waistband of her pantyhose and into her panties. Her movements were quick, almost frantic, her fingers working in a way that left no doubt about what she was doing. He’d never seen anything like it before, never imagined a woman could look so... unrestrained.

Karen’s breathing grew heavier, her face flushed, her lips parting as she let out soft, uneven gasps. "Tommy, your date might need to... take care of things quietly. She might need to... oh, yes... she might need to do something to... oh, God..." Her words were fragmented, her voice trembling as her hand moved faster beneath her skirt, her hips shifting against his lap, her thigh brushing against his erection in a way that made him grit his teeth. She was losing herself, her control slipping away with every passing second.

Then, suddenly, she froze. Her body tensed, her mouth hanging open in a silent cry, her hand stilling beneath her skirt. Her other hand gripped his thigh tightly, her nails digging into his skin as though she was anchoring herself. She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, "Oh, yessssssss..." The sound was drawn out, almost a hiss, like steam escaping from a pressure valve. And then, just like that, it was over. Her body relaxed, her hand slipping out from beneath her skirt, her breathing slowly returning to normal. The moment hung in the air, charged and electric, before fading into a heavy, almost tangible silence.

She straightened herself up, smoothing out her clothes with quick, practiced movements as her husband guided the car off the highway and into a quiet rest stop. The hum of the engine faded as he parked, and she wasted no time, slipping out of the car with a swift, almost rehearsed grace. Before she disappeared toward the restroom, she paused, leaning back toward him with a sly, knowing smile that lingered in the air like a secret. Her voice was soft, almost conspiratorial, as she murmured, "Remember, Tommy, counseling is always confidential." Her words hung there, heavy with implication, before she turned and walked away, leaving him to sit there, his mind racing and his body still humming with the memory of what had just unfolded.


Chapter 2

Karen had practically sprinted into the rest area, her urgency to reach the restroom palpable. Tommy, on the other hand, took a moment to compose himself, willing his arousal to subside before stepping out of the car. He walked at a slower pace, trailing behind the preacher as they made their way toward the rest stop. Once they all returned to the vehicle, the preacher turned his attention to the backseat, his voice tinged with concern. "I hope you two are comfortable back there. I always find it difficult to chat while driving, and I can't really see or hear you well. I hope that's not too much of an inconvenience."

His wife, ever the soothing presence, gently patted his hand and chimed in, "Oh, George, don't fret. We’re perfectly fine leaving you to focus on the road. It’s been a lovely drive so far, hasn’t it, Tommy?"

Tommy merely nodded, his mind still reeling from the unexpected intensity of Karen’s earlier… counseling. He wasn’t entirely sure what to expect next, but he reminded himself that they were only about thirty minutes away from their destination. The thought offered a small measure of relief, though his nerves remained on edge.

The remainder of the drive to the apartment of Rev. and Mrs. Pearson’s daughter passed in relative silence. Mrs. Pearson, ever the picture of composure, carried on as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred, filling the air with chatter about upcoming church events. There were no further incidents, no lingering tension—just the hum of the car and the occasional comment about the scenery. When they finally arrived, Tommy sprang into action, determined to make himself useful. After all, that was the whole reason he was here, wasn’t it?

He worked diligently, lifting and moving what he could to spare the reverend’s back. The task didn’t take long, and soon enough, he was able to slip away for a quick shower before dinner. He made a point of turning the water cold at one point, hoping it might help clear his head. By the time he emerged, dressed and refreshed, Karen and George were deep in discussion about their evening plans.

Rev. Pearson was eager to have dinner with his old friend, Deacon Smith, but Karen wasn’t entirely sold on the idea. "George, you know how you two get," she said, her tone laced with playful exasperation. "You’ll spend hours debating some obscure philosophical question, and poor Tommy and I will be nodding off into our plates. It’s fine for your friend—he’s an old bachelor with nothing but time. But you’ve got two other people tagging along. Now, now, don’t look so panicked. I have a compromise. We’ll all go over for drinks and appetizers—or whatever the Deacon decides to serve—and then you can stay for dinner and your long, drawn-out conversation. Meanwhile, I’ll take Tommy out for pizza or something, and we’ll come back to pick you up when you’re ready."

The reverend pretended to acquiesce solely to keep the peace, but Karen knew better. She could see the relief in his eyes, the subtle satisfaction of avoiding the awkwardness of trying to connect with a young man he struggled to relate to. Instead, he’d get to spend hours in the company of an old friend, free to indulge in the kind of conversation he truly enjoyed.

Tommy felt a little self-conscious about still wearing his shorts, but Karen quickly reassured him, her voice light and dismissive. She told him not to worry about formalities, especially since the Deacon was known for his eccentric ways. When they arrived, Tommy couldn’t help but notice the Deacon’s disheveled appearance—every piece of clothing he wore seemed to have been crumpled and thrown on without a second thought. The man was polite enough, offering them a warm greeting, but his attention was scattered, his focus clearly elsewhere. He wasn’t rude, just… disengaged, as if their presence was more of an afterthought. They sipped on drinks, nibbled on crackers and cheese, and exchanged a few pleasantries, but the conversation never really took off. After about an hour, Karen and Tommy made their excuses and left.

As they walked back to the car, Karen handed Tommy the keys with a playful smirk. “You owe me, Tommy,” she said, her tone teasing. “I just saved you from what could’ve been the most mind-numbingly dull evening of your life. Honestly, we’re doing them a favor by letting them talk about whatever obscure topics they’re into—stuff no one else would ever care to discuss. Now, let’s go grab some pizza, yeah?” Tommy couldn’t help but grin, relieved. He always found Mrs. Pearson easy to talk to, unlike the Reverend, who left him tongue-tied and unsure of himself. Karen was fun, even if the strange tension from the car ride hadn’t resurfaced. She called in the pizza order from her cell phone, directing Tommy where to go, and he spent the entire drive stealing glances at her legs. She didn’t lean over him this time, so he didn’t get another peek down her blouse, but he noticed something else—the buttons on one side of her skirt were undone, and the fabric kept slipping open, revealing more of her thigh than she probably intended. He tried to be subtle about it, but his eyes kept drifting back, drawn to the tantalizing glimpse of skin.

When they arrived, Karen hopped out to grab the pizza, along with a bag that held a bottle of wine and some chips or snacks. Back at the apartment, she set everything up, pouring them both glasses of wine without a second thought. Tommy couldn’t help but admire how effortlessly cool she was. He devoured most of the pizza while she sipped her wine, her laughter light and carefree. At one point, she caught him staring and gave him a knowing look. “You were a lot more subtle today when you were checking out my legs,” she said, her voice teasing but not unkind. “Though you should probably keep your eyes on the road next time.” Tommy felt his face flush, unsure how to respond, but she quickly added, “It’s fine, Tommy. Remember, I’m your counselor. And I left those buttons undone on purpose—just to see if you could multitask. Don’t worry, I’m glad you enjoyed the view.” She flashed him a mischievous smile, then deliberately adjusted her skirt, letting the slit fall open even wider. She stood up, turning slightly before placing one foot on a chair, her movements deliberate and slow. “I think this skirt looks good on me, don’t you? And pantyhose—they do wonders for a woman’s legs. Though I bet you’d prefer stockings, wouldn’t you?” Tommy blinked, confused by her question, his mind racing to keep up with her playful, provocative tone.

She flashed him another knowing smile, her lips curving with a playful edge. "Stockings and pantyhose might seem similar, but trust me, there are some very distinct differences. I bet that cheeky girl who’s living with my daughter has something we can use to show you exactly what I mean. Come on, let’s go take a look. Follow me."

Tommy, still unsure of what was unfolding but unable to resist, trailed behind her into the other bedroom. Karen’s voice was light, almost teasing, as she spoke. "Now, Tommy, let’s see if the roommate has a little collection we can explore. I’m sure you’ve seen underwear before—probably even rummaged through your mom’s drawers at some point, just like we’re doing now." She chuckled softly as Tommy’s cheeks flushed a deep red. "Oh, don’t be shy. I’m sure most boys learn about these things by sneaking a peek at home first. But to find the more... adventurous pieces, I think we can skip my daughter’s room and head straight for this young lady’s dresser."

She stepped over to the dresser, slid open a drawer, and reached inside, pulling out a delicate blue pair of panties. Holding them up for Tommy to see, she tilted her head, her expression mischievous. "I’m sure you’ve seen something like this at home, haven’t you?" Tommy shook his head, his voice barely above a whisper as he admitted that his mom’s were all plain cotton—nothing silky or remotely exciting.

Karen’s eyes sparkled with amusement. "Oh, my dear counseling client, you have so much to discover. Your mom’s special things aren’t kept in the top drawer like this. This Caroline seems to have a nice variety in her everyday dresser, but I’d bet even a young woman like her has a secret stash somewhere. Let’s check the closet for some of her more... private items." With that, Karen moved to the closet, crouching down on her hands and knees to rummage through the floor.

"Ah, here we go," she murmured, pulling out a box tucked away in the back corner, hidden behind a pair of shoes. "Sometimes, a woman keeps her more special items in places like this." She opened the box and began to sift through its contents, first pulling out a pair of thigh-high boots that looked impossibly tall, reaching almost to a woman’s hips. Then, she retrieved something else—a collection of belts and harnesses, with strange attachments that Tommy couldn’t quite place. Karen let out a soft laugh, shaking her head. "Such a naughty girl. I’ll put this back for now. But let’s keep looking."

She moved to the bottom drawer of another dresser, her smile widening as she pulled out a handful of lingerie in bold blacks, reds, and other vibrant colors. After a moment, she tucked them back in and turned to Tommy. "Why don’t you go back out and set up the pizza and wine in the living room? I’ll join you in a minute."

When she reappeared a few moments later, she looked almost the same—but not quite. Tommy couldn’t quite put his finger on what had changed. She settled onto the couch beside him, crossing her legs elegantly. "You probably can’t see the difference yet, can you?" she said, her tone teasing. "We’ll talk more about it soon."

Tommy took another bite of pizza, his eyes flickering sideways to steal a glance. He noticed then—her legs were now encased in sleek black nylon, a stark contrast to the tan she’d been wearing earlier. Karen caught his gaze and smiled, her lips curving with satisfaction as she saw the realization dawn on him.

She traced a slow, deliberate line with her finger along the exposed skin of her leg, starting just below the hem of her skirt, gliding over her knee, and venturing up the soft curve of her thigh. "Tommy, the stockings are black, but the material is the same as before. It looks identical, doesn’t it?" Her voice was soft, almost teasing, as she watched him closely.

"Yes, Karen," he replied, his voice a little unsteady, "it does look the same, except for the color, of course."

Her expression shifted, a faint flicker of disappointment crossing her features. "Tommy, darling," she said, her tone gently chiding, "Mrs. Pearson is your preacher's wife. I’m your counselor, your guide, and your friend. We agreed you’d call me Karen, remember?" She smiled then, warm and reassuring, letting him know it was all right.

His gaze followed her as she leaned across the table, reaching for something just out of his line of sight. As she stretched, her skirt shifted, revealing more of her leg—smooth, toned, and impossibly alluring. He barely noticed what she was reaching for, his attention entirely consumed by the way her skirt inched higher, exposing more and more of her thigh. And then, suddenly, he saw it—a glimpse of something that wasn’t smooth nylon but delicate lace. His breath hitched, and he couldn’t help but stare, his subtlety completely abandoned as he fixated on that tantalizing detail. When she leaned back, her skirt settled into place, but the image lingered in his mind.

She caught his gaze and smiled knowingly. "That’s why some men find stockings so irresistible," she said, her voice low and playful. "You saw the lace tops peeking out from under my skirt. I’m wearing smooth nylon stockings with lace at the top, and then bare skin above that. Some women enjoy using it to tease, to catch your attention. And judging by the way you’re looking—and the very noticeable reaction in your shorts—I’d say you’re quite fond of stockings too, aren’t you?"

As she spoke, her finger continued its slow, deliberate journey up and down her leg, her skirt shifting slightly with each movement, offering fleeting glimpses of the lace before covering it again. Tommy’s eyes were locked on her, his words failing him as he struggled to form a coherent thought.

"Tommy," she murmured, leaning closer, her voice dropping to a whisper, "the right woman, with the right movements and the right clothing, can hold your attention completely. You like the lace tops of my stockings, don’t you? They’re distracting you, aren’t they?"

He finally managed to tear his gaze away, taking a shaky breath. "No—I mean, yes. I mean, I wasn’t doing anything. I was just looking, and yes, I liked them. They, uh, you know, they make your legs look nice. I mean, you look nice anyway. I just meant they, uh, help or whatever."

Her smile widened, and she stood, placing one leg on the coffee table directly in front of him, giving him an even closer view. Her skirt draped elegantly, and she adjusted it slightly, ensuring the lace was visible once more. "Understanding stockings—and other kinds of lingerie—will be very helpful for you in your dating life," she said, her tone both instructive and teasing. "We have more to discuss, but let me just check on George. We might need to leave soon."

Karen reached for her phone, her movements deliberate and unhurried, her fingers brushing against the screen as she dialed. Tommy’s heart sank a little as she lowered her leg, shifting her weight and turning away from him. She leaned forward again, her body bending at the waist as she stretched across the table, but this time she didn’t move away. Instead, she lingered right in front of him, her skirt pulling taut against her curves, the fabric clinging in a way that made Tommy’s breath hitch. He couldn’t help but notice the faint outline of her panties beneath the skirt, the subtle seams and lines that hinted at what lay beneath. His mind raced, but before he could fully process what he was seeing, she straightened up, her movements fluid and confident, and glided toward the kitchen doorway. She stood there, one hand resting on her hip, the other holding her wine glass as she spoke into the phone, her voice soft but firm.

“Of course, Deacon, darling,” she purred, her tone warm and indulgent. “I completely understand. Time has a way of slipping away, doesn’t it? Yes, I’m sure you’re making excellent progress. Now, be a dear and put George on for me, would you?” She paused, her lips curving into a smile as she listened. “Hi, George. Yes, he told me. I understand, but I need you to eat something. You two will talk all night if I don’t intervene. It’s a good thing I called before heading over. How much longer will you be? No, you can’t bring him back here—where would he sleep? And how would anyone else get any rest in this tiny place if you two keep chattering away? What? Well… maybe. But don’t call it a sleepover, darling. That’s for schoolboys. Alright, if you stay over, then we won’t have to drive, and you two can take your time with your… fascinating conversation. But don’t forget to eat. No, I know. I’m sure it’s not boring. I don’t know why I said that. Alright then. Be good, and I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

She ended the call and slipped her phone back into her pocket, her gaze shifting to Tommy with a playful smile. “George and the Deacon get so carried away with their studies,” she said, her voice tinged with amusement. “They’re like a pair of excited children. The good news for you, Tommy, is that I won’t ask you to drive at night. George is staying over.”

She moved as she spoke, her steps light and deliberate, closing the distance between them until she stood just a few feet away. Her smile widened, and she tilted her head slightly, her eyes locking onto his. “Now, where were we? Ah, yes. I was explaining stockings to you, wasn’t I?” She paused, her fingers trailing along the buttons at the side of her skirt, undoing them one by one with deliberate slowness. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she let the skirt fall to the floor, pooling around her feet.

Tommy’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat as he took in the sight of her standing there, her legs encased in the sheer black stockings, the lace tops peeking out just above her thighs. She didn’t seem the least bit self-conscious, her confidence radiating as she stepped closer. “It’s alright, Tommy,” she said, her voice low and reassuring. “This is all part of our session. Remember the pantyhose I showed you earlier? They went all the way up to my waist. But these…” She trailed a finger along the smooth skin just above the stocking tops, her touch light and teasing. “These stop right here. And just above my panties—well, not my panties, but the ones I’m borrowing—you’ll notice this.” She gestured to the garter belt, the delicate straps dangling down, connecting to the stockings. “Girls wear these to feel sexy, Tommy. The straps hold the stockings in place. Do you like them? Do you think they’re sexy?” Her voice was a whisper now, her eyes holding his, daring him to answer.

Tommy’s words caught in his throat, his voice trembling slightly as he struggled to find the right tone. He cleared his throat, trying to sound composed, though his heart was racing. “Wow, I mean… yes. They’re incredible. You look… amazing,” he managed to say, his voice low and a little rough, betraying the heat simmering beneath his calm exterior.

Mrs. Pearson’s lips curved into a warm, knowing smile, her eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and something deeper, more intimate. “Well, darling, it’s not about how I look—though I do appreciate the compliment. This is about teaching you, remember? But since we’re here, let me show you something else.” Her voice was soft, almost teasing, as she continued, her tone dripping with a casual sensuality that made Tommy’s pulse quicken. “Do you remember in the car, how my panties were underneath the hose? It made things… more complicated if I needed to, well, access them. But now, with this setup, the panties are on the outside. In fact, I put them on over the garters. See?” She gestured to the delicate lace resting above the garter straps, her fingers brushing lightly against the fabric. “If I need to slide my hand in, it’s much simpler. Like this.”

Tommy’s breath hitched as he watched her hand glide slowly beneath the waistband of her panties, her fingers disappearing beneath the lace. She moved with deliberate ease, her eyes locked on his, her lips parting slightly as she took a deep, steadying breath. “See how much easier it is?” she murmured, her voice a low, sultry purr that sent a shiver down his spine.

She withdrew her hand, her movements unhurried, and then began unbuttoning her blouse, letting it fall away to reveal the matching lace bra beneath. “Notice how the bra and panties match?” she said, her tone almost conversational, though the air between them crackled with tension. “They have the same lacy pattern. When a woman takes the time to coordinate her lingerie like this, it’s because she’s planning to show it off. It’s a little secret, a way of feeling… special.”

She stepped closer, her body now just inches from his, and leaned in, her breath warm against his skin. Her fingers brushed over her nipples, which were visibly hard beneath the thin lace of her bra. “Remember what I told you about a woman’s nipples being a clue?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Look how hard mine are. They’re like this because I’m excited. Sometimes it’s the lingerie—something so sexy it just does this to me. Other times, it’s the act of stripping down in front of someone who appreciates it. In this case, I think talking about it has helped.” Her lips curved into a sly smile, her eyes dark with desire.

Tommy’s gaze flickered from her eyes to her chest, his breath coming faster now. Without thinking, he leaned forward, his tongue darting out to lick the hard peak of her nipple through the lace. He pulled back almost immediately, his eyes searching hers, unsure if he’d overstepped.

But Mrs. Pearson let out a soft, breathy moan, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer. “Tommy,” she murmured, her voice trembling with pleasure, “you need to understand that many women love having their nipples stimulated like this. Yes, just like that. Oh, gently… that’s so good.” Her words were barely coherent now, her breathing uneven as she guided him, her fingers tightening in his hair.

Karen—Mrs. Pearson—was struggling to maintain her composure, her voice faltering as she tried to continue her lesson. But the way Tommy’s tongue moved against her, so careful and attentive, was making it hard to think. He licked and teased, his lips closing around her nipple, sucking gently, then pulling with just the right amount of pressure. It was as if he’d done this before, his movements confident yet tender, and it was driving her wild.

“Yes, Tommy,” she gasped, her hips shifting slightly as pleasure coursed through her. “Your girlfriend will love this… oh, just like that. Now, use your teeth, but softly… not biting, just grazing. Yes, like that. And when she groans, when her hands tighten in your hair or on your shoulders, you’ll know you’re doing it right.”

She pulled his head back gently, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. Then, with a deliberate movement, she stepped forward, her hands pressing down on his shoulders, guiding him lower. She positioned his head just below her stomach, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer, her body arching toward him, inviting him to explore further.

“A date’s wet panties—those slutty, silky ones soaked through with her excitement—are a clear sign,” Karen rasped, her voice thick and uneven, barely more than a whisper. “Your tongue… oh, yes, just like that… right there… oh, God, just like that… over here… and then… oh, oh, oh yes…” Her words dissolved into incoherent gasps, her breath hitching as she guided him with her hands, moving his head like she was directing him exactly where she needed him most.

Her fingers tangled in his hair, gripping tightly, almost painfully, as she pressed him closer, urging him on. He could feel her trembling beneath him, her body responding to every flick and stroke of his tongue. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, musky and heady, and it only spurred him on further. He could tell she was teetering on the edge, her moans growing louder, her hands clutching him with a desperation that sent a thrill through him.

Karen’s voice was barely coherent now, her words fragmented and breathless as she continued to move his head, her hips rocking against him in rhythm. She didn’t bother to move the panties aside—they were so thin, so sheer, that they were hardly an obstacle. Something about leaving them on seemed to ground her, to remind her that this was still a lesson, even as her body betrayed her mounting pleasure.

Suddenly, her hips jerked violently, her entire body shuddering as her grip on his hair tightened to the point of pain. She cried out, her voice raw and unrestrained, her release crashing over her in waves. But just as quickly as it began, it was over, and she pushed his head away, collapsing onto the floor in a heap. For several long moments, she lay there, her chest heaving, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to steady herself.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she lifted her head slightly, her eyes meeting his, and managed to croak out, “So… I think that helps explain the difference between stockings and pantyhose.” Her voice was still shaky, but there was a faint, satisfied smile playing on her lips, as if she were proud of herself for managing to tie it all back to the lesson, even in the aftermath of such raw, unfiltered pleasure.


Chapter 3

Tommy gazed down at Mrs. Pearson, the preacher’s wife, sprawled on the floor in a state of disheveled bliss. The day had already been a whirlwind of unexpected events—starting with the peculiar car ride and now this. Her lingerie, a scandalous ensemble she’d pilfered from her daughter’s roommate’s room, clung to her curves, the garters, bra, and panties fitting just a tad too snugly. The dampness of her panties was impossible to ignore, a testament to the intensity of her climax. She lay there, a satisfied smile playing on her lips, still murmuring about their “counseling session” as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Tommy,” she purred, her voice dripping with a mix of authority and mischief, “a true gentleman always helps his date to her feet after ensuring she’s experienced an orgasm that shakes her to her very core.” Her tone was teasing, yet firm, as though she were instructing him in the finer points of etiquette.

Tommy scrambled to his feet, his cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. “Sorry, Mrs. Pearson,” he stammered, extending a hand to help her up. “Let me help you.”

She accepted his assistance gracefully, her fingers lingering in his as she rose. Leaning in, she pressed a soft, lingering kiss to his lips, her breath warm against his skin. “Remember, Tommy,” she whispered, her voice low and intimate, “you’re my counseling patient. Confidentiality is key. Call me Karen during our sessions. But don’t think we’re done yet. There’s more you need to learn, more you need to understand about how these situations unfold and what’s expected of you.”

Her smile was disarming, designed to ease his nerves, though she could still sense the tension coiled within him. Without warning, she sank back to her knees, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his breath hitch. “Not every encounter is the same,” she began, her voice a sultry murmur, “but when you’ve been as attentive and considerate as you were just now, things shift. An orgasm, Tommy—like the one I just experienced—is the pinnacle of pleasure, a gift you’ve given me. And when you’re as skilled as you’ve proven to be, gratitude tends to follow.”

As she spoke, her hands moved with practiced ease, unfastening his belt and sliding the button of his shorts free. The fabric pooled at his ankles, leaving him exposed and vulnerable. “You’re still so hard,” she observed, her tone approving as her fingers traced the outline of his arousal through his boxers. “That’s exactly how you should be, Tommy. Excited by your partner’s pleasure. It’s important, don’t you think?” Her touch was deliberate, teasing, as she slowly tugged his boxers down, letting them join his shorts on the floor.

Her fingers danced along the length of his shaft, her lips brushing the tip in a feather-light kiss. “Tommy,” she murmured, her voice a seductive whisper, “so many men obsess over their own anatomy. They measure, they compare. I’m sure a man like you has done the same. Tell me, how long is your beautiful cock?” Her eyes met his, dark and knowing, as she pressed a kiss to each of his balls before dragging her tongue slowly up the length of his shaft.

Tommy groaned, his body trembling as he fought to contain the overwhelming sensations coursing through him. Under normal circumstances, he might have denied ever measuring himself, but in this moment, he was powerless to resist her. “It’s 7.3 inches,” he admitted, his voice strained. “Ma’am—I mean, Karen.”

Karen's lips curled into a knowing smile as she absorbed the precision of his answer. She could almost see him, ruler in hand, meticulously measuring himself, perhaps even straining to make it appear as impressive as possible. But today, she was certain, it was bigger than it had ever been—swollen with desire, throbbing with need. She decided to keep him talking, her voice low and sultry, as she prepared to give him the kind of blowjob that would leave him breathless. After all, it was his first, and firsts always had a way of being unforgettable.

"Tommy," she purred, her fingers trailing down to cup his balls, her touch feather-light yet deliberate. "Some women, the ones who really know what they're doing, will do this." She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to lick and tease his sensitive skin, her breath warm against him. "And while they're down there, they might let their tongue glide up and down your shaft, savoring every inch of you." She punctuated her words with slow, deliberate licks, her lips wrapping around him as she slurped noisily, her eyes locked on his. "Mmm, you taste so good, Tommy. Do you like how my tongue feels on you? Or do you prefer to call it something else—your dick, your boner, your hard, throbbing prick?" Her hands worked in tandem with her mouth, gently kneading his balls as she spoke, her voice dripping with wicked intent.

Tommy didn’t answer, his breath hitching as he watched her, transfixed. The preacher's wife was a vision of sinful indulgence, her mouth working him with a skill that left him trembling. Her words grew filthier, more explicit, as she took him deeper, her lips sealing around him as she sucked hard, her tongue swirling and teasing. "When I take you deep," she murmured between slurps, her voice muffled but still dripping with desire, "you’ll feel every inch of me, every stroke of my tongue, every tight pull of my lips." She paused, her mouth releasing him with a wet pop, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Maybe your date will call it something else—a big, thick cock. Maybe she’ll beg you to thrust it into her mouth, to let her taste every drop of you." She reached up, her fingers brushing against the bead of pre-cum glistening at his tip, her smile widening. "This, sweetie, is just the beginning. Soon, you’ll be spraying thick, white cum everywhere—on my chest, my neck, my face. I want you to let go, Tommy. Cum for me, darling. Show me how much you want me."

Her mouth returned to him, her lips and tongue working in perfect harmony, the room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of her devotion. She could feel him trembling, his body coiled tight, ready to explode. "That’s it, sweetie," she coaxed, her voice a husky whisper. "Let it all out. Cum for Karen. Cover me in your pleasure."

Karen continued her rhythmic motions, her hand working him with practiced ease as Tommy’s groans grew louder, more desperate, until he finally erupted. She angled his cock just so, and the first hot spurt landed on her lips, a salty, tangy surprise that made her smile. She adjusted her aim, letting the next wave of his release cascade down her chin, her lower lip, and then further, dripping in thick, glistening trails down her neck. It splattered across her face, her cheeks, and pooled in the valley of her cleavage, staining the borrowed bra she wore with his essence. Tommy’s release was copious, and Karen reveled in it, her voice low and sultry as she spoke.

“That’s it, darling,” she purred, her words dripping with satisfaction. “Some women will want to taste it, savor it, maybe even swallow every last drop. Others might shy away, hiding it in a napkin, pretending it never happened. But then there are those, like me, who love to feel it splash against their skin, to watch it coat them, to feel it drip and slide down their bodies until you’re completely spent. You did so well, sweetheart. So very well.”

She tilted her head, catching a stray drop on her tongue, savoring the taste as the rest of his release continued its slow, tantalizing descent down her body. Rising to her feet, she gave him a knowing smile, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Now, if you’ll excuse me,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing, “I’ll just freshen up before I finish my wine.”


Chapter 4

The car ride with Mrs. Pearson, the preacher’s wife, had been anything but ordinary. She had insisted that this was all part of her counseling process, a session meant to guide him, though Tommy wasn’t entirely sure what kind of guidance this was supposed to be. He couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of relief and anticipation when her husband decided to stay the night with an old friend, leaving the two of them alone at her daughter’s apartment. How Mrs. Pearson ended up slipping into the roommate’s scandalously revealing lingerie was a story in itself—one that required revisiting the earlier chapters to fully grasp. 

The way things unfolded felt surreal, almost like a scene plucked from one of his wildest fantasies. Helping her reach that peak of pleasure, watching her body tremble with release, and then seeing himself spill over her, coating her skin with his own desire—it was filthy, exhilarating, and utterly intoxicating. It was as if the lines between reality and fantasy had blurred completely. When she excused herself to clean up, he took the opportunity to tidy himself and the living room, leaving the wine glasses untouched but the air thick with the lingering scent of their shared indulgence. 

She took her time, and he couldn’t blame her—he’d made quite the mess. His mind kept replaying the image of her on her knees, her lips curved into a knowing smile, his release glistening as it dripped down her body, pooling in the valley of her cleavage and staining the delicate fabric of the borrowed lingerie. It was a memory that would undoubtedly haunt him in the best way possible. 

When she finally returned, she had changed out of the ruined underwear, her demeanor as composed as ever. “Hi, sweetie,” she purred, her voice soft and inviting. “I had to clean up and change. I thought about grabbing a nightgown from my daughter’s room, but her roommate’s was closer to the bathroom, and honestly, she has such exquisite taste, don’t you think?” 

The black silk nightgown she now wore clung to her curves, the hem barely grazing her thighs, the lace detailing at the neckline drawing attention to her décolletage. She settled onto the couch with the grace of a woman who knew exactly how to command a room, crossing her legs demurely as she reached for her wine glass. 

“Now, Tommy,” she began, her tone shifting to one of practiced professionalism, “I’m pleased with how our session went today. I hope you found it as enlightening as I did. But I want to stress the importance of confidentiality in these matters. As your counselor, I’m bound by strict ethical guidelines. Nothing we discuss—or do—can be shared with anyone. Not my husband, not anyone at church, not even your family. It’s crucial for the integrity of the process. And for your sake, I urge you to respect that as well. Therapy loses its effectiveness if it’s not kept private. You wouldn’t want people prying or questioning you about it, would you? Just tell them it’s confidential, that your privacy is paramount. You understand, don’t you? You want that privacy, I know you do.” Her smile was warm, but there was a glint in her eyes that suggested she already knew his answer. 

Tommy met her gaze, his voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions churning inside him. “Yes, Mrs. Pearson—I mean, Karen. I feel better knowing this stays between us. I don’t want my mom or anyone else finding out.”

She leaned closer, her breasts spilling forward in the silk nightgown, the deep valley of her cleavage drawing his gaze like a magnet. His body responded instantly, a familiar heat pooling low in his abdomen, his cock stirring beneath the thin fabric of his boxers. "I’m so glad we’re on the same page about therapy," she murmured, her voice soft but laced with something that made his pulse quicken. Her words were innocent enough, but the way she said them, the way her eyes lingered on him, felt anything but.

Tommy wasn’t sure what to expect next, but after the whirlwind of the day, he knew better than to assume anything was off the table. He wasn’t wrong. Mrs. Pearson—Karen—finished her wine with a slow, deliberate sip, then stood, smoothing the silk over her hips. "I’m going to sleep in the other room," she announced, her tone casual, as if they hadn’t just shared something far from ordinary. "You can take my daughter’s bed tonight. Ha, ha. Funny to say, isn’t it?" Her laughter was light, almost teasing, and it left him wondering if she was as unaffected as she seemed.

He retreated to the bedroom, stripping down to his boxers, the only semblance of pajamas he’d brought. His curiosity got the better of him, and he rifled through the dresser drawers, half-hoping to find something scandalous, something that matched the wild energy of the day. But all he found were plain, unremarkable underthings. The roommate, it seemed, was the one with the flair for the provocative. Exhausted but still buzzing from the day’s events, he eventually drifted off into a deep, dreamless sleep.

When he woke, the first thing he noticed was her. Mrs. Pearson stood over him, her silhouette framed by the soft morning light filtering through the curtains. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the thin fabric of the nightgown, and his gaze lingered there for a moment too long before he realized he was sprawled out, the sheet kicked to the floor, his morning erection straining against his boxers. Her eyes were fixed on the bulge, and when she noticed he was awake, she blinked, her expression shifting to one of practiced nonchalance. "Oh, hi," she said, her voice breezy. "Time to get dressed and go. George called, and we need to hit the road. No time for anything else. I’ll be ready in ten minutes."

He scrambled to dress, his mind racing as he pulled on his clothes. True to her word, she was ready in ten minutes, her appearance transformed from the sultry figure of the night before. Now, she looked every bit the preacher’s wife—longer skirt, modest blouse buttoned to the collar, her hair neatly styled. She was still beautiful, still kind, but the edge of danger, the spark of something forbidden, was gone.

The car ride home was uneventful, the space between them filled with polite conversation and the occasional awkward silence. George drove, his presence a reminder of the normalcy they were returning to. Mrs. Pearson sat in the back, a cooler wedged beside her, while Tommy took the passenger seat. There was no more touching, no more stolen moments, though he couldn’t help but notice the occasional flash of her thighs when she crossed her legs, the white silk of her panties peeking out from beneath her skirt. It felt accidental, but the way it made his heart race suggested otherwise.

When they finally dropped him off at his mom’s house, the atmosphere shifted again. His mom fussed over George, treating him like some kind of celebrity, her gratitude for Tommy’s help bubbling over in every word. "Karen," she said, turning to Mrs. Pearson with a warm smile, "I hope Tommy was a good boy for you. He can be helpful when he tries, and I think this was good for him." Her words were innocent, but Tommy couldn’t help the flush that crept up his neck, the memory of the day before still fresh in his mind.

George was leisurely sipping his coffee, a slice of cake balanced on the edge of his plate, when Karen chimed in, her voice smooth and reassuring. "Oh, he was incredibly helpful. Tommy’s a hard worker, and he follows directions so well. I was really glad to have him with us. And, well, I know you’ve had some concerns about him, but I think I’ve managed to persuade him to come to me for counseling. I truly believe I can help him. There’s so much potential there, and I’m confident we can make real progress together."

Tommy’s mom practically glowed with relief, her face lighting up at Karen’s words. "Oh, Karen, that’s just wonderful. I think you’ll be such a positive influence on him. Tommy, I hope this is something you’re on board with too. For this to work, you’ve got to commit to it, you know?"

Tommy shifted uncomfortably, his mind racing as he tried to find the right words. He managed to stammer out, "Uh, yeah. Definitely. Sure. I, uh, gotta go put my stuff upstairs real quick."

Karen exchanged a knowing glance with his mom, her expression calm and confident. "It’s okay," she said softly. "He’s just shy, I think. Let me go up and set up an appointment with him. You chat with George, and I’ll be right back. I think I’ve got his trust, but we’ll see for sure."

Tommy’s mom didn’t question it further, her attention already shifting to George, who was holding court with his usual charm. She hung on his every word, her admiration for him practically radiating off her. It was as if she could listen to him talk for hours, completely captivated.

Upstairs, Karen found Tommy in his room, her tone gentle but probing as she asked, "You’re okay, Tommy? Do you still want to do counseling? I don’t want to pressure you into anything. This has to be your choice."

Tommy nodded, his voice quiet but sincere. "Oh yeah, definitely, Mrs. Pearson. Anytime, really. I think it’ll be good. I mean, I like talking to you."

She smiled warmly at him, her eyes softening as she leaned in and pressed a light, almost maternal kiss to his cheek. "Good. I thought so. I think we’ll have a lot to talk about, and maybe it’ll help take some of the pressure off with your mom. She can be a bit much, can’t she? Though, if George ever needs a fan club, I think she’d be the first to sign up." She chuckled softly, then added, "Let’s start with a session tomorrow afternoon. Come over to our place, and we’ll talk. But before I go, I have a little assignment for you."

Without missing a beat, she reached under her skirt, her movements so casual that Tommy barely registered what was happening. She slid her panties—white silk, delicate and smooth—down her legs and handed them to him, tucking them discreetly under his pillow. "These can be a reminder for you," she said, her voice steady and matter-of-fact. "To help you think about women and how you feel about them. I know panties can be... exciting for men. It’s natural. And if they, well, inspire you to masturbate, that’s okay too. It’s all part of understanding yourself. So, if you do, I want you to pay attention to what you’re thinking about. We can use those thoughts to explore your feelings as a young man. Okay? I’ll see you tomorrow."

With that, she turned and left, leaving Tommy standing there, his mind spinning as he tried to process what had just happened.

Karen slipped away without waiting for Tommy to respond, her heels clicking softly against the wooden floor as she descended the stairs. He was a quiet one, that boy, and she could sense his shyness lingering in the air like a faint, unspoken tension. Downstairs, George glanced up at her, his expression warm and familiar, while Tommy’s mother remained utterly transfixed, her gaze locked on George as though he were the sun itself. George’s voice broke the silence, smooth and confident. “Hello, darling. I was just telling Phyllis about my little disagreement with Deacon. She’s entirely on my side, of course. Very sensible woman. I’ll have to introduce her to him—she’ll back me up, no doubt. We should have them all over soon. I knew I was right about this. Oh, are you ready to go?”

Karen offered a soft smile, her thoughts drifting elsewhere. She didn’t particularly care about the details of their conversation, but if it brought George some satisfaction, then she was happy to let him indulge. Perhaps this newfound connection with Tommy’s mother would be good for him—another outlet for his endless energy and opinions. And maybe, just maybe, it would give Tommy a bit of breathing room. Karen couldn’t help but notice how Phyllis seemed to hover over her son, smothering him in a way that felt all too familiar. It reminded her of how George had once been with their daughter, though she pushed that thought aside for now. She’d have to reflect on it later.

As they prepared to leave, Phyllis finally tore her adoring gaze away from George long enough to thank Karen. “Karen, thank you so much for taking Tommy under your wing. I hope he was helpful to you, and I truly hope you don’t mind offering him a little counseling. If you think it will do him any good, that is.”

Karen’s smile widened, and she reached out to gently pat Phyllis’s arm. “Oh, Phyllis, of course he was helpful. He’s a sweet boy, and counseling is something I’m deeply passionate about. It’s so important to me to support the people in our community. George is so absorbed in his studies and all those weighty issues he deals with—he hardly has time for anything else.”

Phyllis nodded eagerly, her admiration for George shining through like a beacon. “Oh, he’s just brilliant, isn’t he? We’re all so lucky to have him. I’d do anything to help.”

Karen couldn’t help but find Phyllis’s hero worship endearing, if a little excessive. Still, she pressed on, her tone warm and reassuring. “I want to help Tommy too, Phyllis. I really believe I can. I feel like we’ve already started to connect, and there’s a real give-and-take between us. I haven’t done much counseling lately, just a few people at church, but I think Tommy has so much potential. He can be a great help to us with some of the work George doesn’t have time for, and in return, I can offer him guidance. After all, that’s what my training is for.”

With that, they left, Phyllis glowing with gratitude and George chattering animatedly the entire way home about how brilliant Phyllis was—not just because she agreed with him, of course. Once they arrived, George immediately called Deacon to continue their debate, while Karen found herself lost in thought, her mind already drifting toward her counseling work.

The next afternoon, Tommy arrived for his session. George greeted him briefly but was in a hurry to visit another family, barely sparing the boy a second glance—a habit Karen had grown accustomed to over the years. She led Tommy into the small study she’d converted into an office and meeting space, gesturing for him to take a seat in one of the chairs. She settled herself across from him, her expression calm and inviting, ready to delve into whatever lay beneath his quiet exterior.

Tommy’s summer shorts were crisp and neatly pressed, far more polished than the casual ones most guys his age would wear. His mother had insisted on a button-up shirt instead of a T-shirt, and it gave him a slightly formal air, like he was trying too hard. Karen, on the other hand, looked every bit the preacher’s wife, though with a touch more sophistication. Her long dress fell well past her knees, buttoned meticulously from top to bottom, cinched at the waist with a belt. She still carried that air of propriety, but there was a deliberate effort to project professionalism, as though she were stepping into the role of a private therapist rather than a pastor’s spouse.

“Tommy,” she began, her voice soft and reassuring, “I want you to think of this space as completely safe. You can share anything here—absolutely anything. It’s all confidential, and there’s no judgment. No right or wrong answers, no right or wrong feelings. Every question, every thought, every dream—it’s all valid. Nothing is too strange or out of bounds. What might seem weird to one person is perfectly normal to another, so don’t hold back.” She gave him a warm smile, crossing her legs gracefully before placing a notepad on her lap, ready to take notes.

Tommy shifted slightly in his seat, still nervous but feeling a little more at ease. “Okay, um, that’s cool. But I guess I don’t really know what we’re supposed to do here. Like, what’s there to fix or talk about?”

Karen’s smile widened, pleased that he was opening up, even if just a little. She uncrossed her legs and then recrossed them the other way, a subtle move to slow the pace of the conversation. Her foot began to bounce gently, her heel slipping on and off her shoe, dangling from her toes in a rhythmic motion. “Tommy, we’re not here to fix anything. This is just about making sure you feel comfortable and heard. A lot of guys your age are figuring things out, and sometimes moms can be… well, a bit overwhelming. I thought we could talk about whatever’s on your mind—how you’re feeling, what’s bothering you, anything at all. Does that sound okay to you?”

Tommy relaxed a bit more, his gaze drifting to her legs and feet as he listened. There was something oddly soothing about watching the way her heel moved, the way her shoe dangled, the curve of her leg beneath the fabric of her dress. He felt a flicker of something—embarrassment, maybe, or curiosity—and then a faint stirring of arousal. It was subtle, just a hint, but it was there, and he couldn’t help but feel a little guilty for noticing her in that way.

“Yeah, my mom’s… she’s fine,” he said, his voice a little uneven. “She’s just, like, super intense. She’s really happy I’m here, though. No offense, but I think it’s mostly because she’s totally into your husband. I mean, she knows I’m here to talk to you, but she keeps going on about how amazing he is and how lucky we are to have him as our preacher. And, yeah, I mean, he’s kind of boring—no offense—but he’s super smart and knows a ton of stuff. I don’t know, I guess I just think you’re cool. Like, you’re easy to talk to, and you seem… nice. And pretty. And different. So, yeah, this is cool for me.”

Karen was well-versed in the way young men stumbled over their words, their thoughts spilling out in a jumble that didn’t always make perfect sense. She could see the meaning behind his rambling, but she decided to cut straight to the heart of it. “Thank you, Tommy. I’m sure this will be helpful for you. Did I hear you say you thought I was pretty?” Her voice was soft, teasing but not unkind, as she tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into a knowing smile.

Tommy’s face flushed a deep crimson, his embarrassment palpable. He stammered, his words tumbling out in a rush. “No—I mean, yes. But not in a weird way. You’re not weird, obviously. I just meant I’m not being creepy or anything. I was just talking, and it came out, but I was just trying to be nice, you know? Shit.” He ran a hand through his hair, his discomfort evident.

Karen leaned forward, her movements deliberate and unhurried, and gently took his hand in hers. Her touch was warm, grounding. “Hey, it’s okay. Relax. It was sweet, and no woman minds when a good-looking young man calls her pretty. I’m flattered, and I took it exactly how you meant it.” She paused, her gaze steady but kind. “I do want to remind you, though, that a lot of what happened the other day was just about explaining how people are, how relationships work. I know you understand that teaching and counseling are about learning, right?”

She released his hand and leaned back in her chair, her legs crossing once more. This time, her skirt rode up just a little higher, revealing a sliver of her thighs above her knees. The bottom buttons of her dress had been discreetly undone, allowing the fabric to drape more loosely, though Tommy hadn’t noticed her adjusting it. She was aware of his occasional glances at her legs, and she didn’t mind. In the privacy of her office, she allowed herself this small indulgence, even if she kept it subtle enough that he wouldn’t realize she was aware of his attention.

When he thought she wasn’t looking, Tommy shifted slightly in his seat, trying to adjust the growing hardness in his shorts. His embarrassment and the sight of her legs seemed to feed into each other, making it impossible to ignore the heat pooling low in his body. She had mentioned the other day’s events, and even though she’d framed it as teaching, the memory of it was still vivid and electrifying for him. “Yeah, sure, of course,” he said quickly, his voice a little unsteady. “That’s what I thought. Teaching, dates, all that. I get it. Not that I’ve had a ton of dates or anything. I mean, more than you’d think, but not lately. And, uh, yeah, counseling. Sure.”

Karen found his nervousness endearing, and she couldn’t deny that she enjoyed it. The way he sat, slightly hunched, gave her a clear view up the leg of his shorts, where the outline of his erection was unmistakable. She liked that, and she let herself play with the hem of her skirt, crossing and uncrossing her legs in a way that was innocent enough but still carried a hint of teasing.

“Tommy,” she said, her voice smooth and calm, “I’m glad you’re here. Let’s talk. I want to hear what’s on your mind.” She paused, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Did you bring me back my panties?”

His eyes widened, surprise and nervousness flickering across his face. He nodded quickly, his hand diving into his pocket to retrieve the folded pair of panties, which he handed over with a mixture of reluctance and eagerness.

She smiled softly, her fingers delicately reaching out to take the panties from him, letting them dangle from a single finger as they unfolded like a silken secret. "Thank you for returning them, Tommy. I hope you understand that this isn’t something I do often—giving my panties to someone, that is. But I thought they might help you... process things. Did they? Did they help you, Tommy? I imagine you touched yourself, didn’t you? Did my panties make it easier? Men often find them... stimulating. The sight of a woman’s panties can be so arousing, can’t it? Did they make you want to touch yourself? Did you think about them while you did? I’m asking because I think it’s important for us to explore this, to understand it better."

Her voice was calm, almost clinical, but the way she lingered on the word panties, letting it roll off her tongue with deliberate emphasis, sent a jolt through him every time. The delicate fabric swayed gently from her finger, catching the light, and Tommy couldn’t tear his eyes away. Karen knew exactly what she was doing—how the repetition of that word, the way she held the panties so casually, would unravel him. She told herself it was all part of the process, that breaking down his defenses was necessary to help him grow. She told herself it wasn’t about the thrill of watching him squirm, his cheeks flushed, his breath hitching. But deep down, she knew better.

Tommy’s gaze had shifted entirely now, no longer distracted by the curve of her leg or the way her skirt rode up just enough to tease. The panties held him captive, their soft, silky texture and the faint scent of her still clinging to them. He was equal parts aroused and mortified, but he reminded himself that this was counseling, that this was supposed to help him. So he swallowed hard and forced himself to answer. "Um, yeah... I think I do like panties. A lot. And, uh, yeah, I did... you know, touch myself. They were... exciting. They’re so soft, and silky, and... intimate. They’re yours, and that makes them... I don’t know, more real? Not just some random thing, but something that belongs to someone I know. Someone like you. It makes it... sexier, I guess."

Karen leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "I know exactly what you mean, Tommy. They’re the most personal thing a woman can share, and that’s why I gave them to you. I wanted you to see them, to touch them, maybe even... use them. Did you? Did you rub them against yourself?"

His face burned, but he nodded, his voice barely above a murmur. "I did. I rubbed them against... against me."

She tilted her head, her smile widening just enough to encourage him. "Say it, Tommy. This is a safe space. You rubbed something. Was it your cock? I think you need to say it out loud. It’s important."

Tommy’s breath hitched, his heart pounding as the word cock slipped from her lips so casually, so boldly. It was shocking, thrilling, and it sent a wave of heat through him. He hesitated for a moment, then nodded again, his voice trembling but determined. "Yes, ma’am. I rubbed it. I mean... I rubbed my cock. I used your panties... and I rubbed them against it. Around it. While I... touched myself."

She shifted her weight, leaning forward before settling back into her chair, her movements deliberate and languid. Her legs, no longer crossed, stretched out before her, and her skirt had ridden up just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of her thighs. The hem rested high above her knees, offering a teasing view of the tops of her stockings, though the panties themselves remained hidden. Tommy’s gaze lingered, unguarded and hungry, and she noticed but chose not to acknowledge it—at least not directly. Instead, she let the panties slip from her fingers, the delicate fabric cascading down to rest against her ankle, half-draped over her shoe. She acted as though she hadn’t noticed, but Tommy’s eyes were glued to the sight, his breath hitching as he stared.

“Tommy,” she began, her voice low and smooth, “when you were using my panties to pleasure yourself, what exactly were you imagining? Was it a girl from school? A specific scenario, perhaps? A uniform, a place, an act? Think carefully now. Tell me the very last thought that crossed your mind before you came. That moment, just before your body releases, when your mind is consumed by a single, vivid image. What was it?”

Her words hung in the air, heavy and charged, and Tommy’s discomfort was palpable. His shorts betrayed him, the fabric straining against the growing bulge beneath, pulsing with every heartbeat. He shifted awkwardly, his face flushed, but he knew he had to answer. His eyes darted to her, then away, unable to hold her gaze for long. “Um, no, not really girls my age,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I mean, sometimes, but not often. And, well… since they were your panties…” His eyes flicked back to the silky fabric resting against her shoe, his throat tightening. “I guess I… I thought about you. About your panties. And, uh, in the fantasy, I might’ve imagined… licking you. Or something like that. Just… you know, because it was a fantasy.”

Karen’s expression remained composed, giving nothing away, though beneath her calm exterior, she was acutely aware of the dampness between her thighs, the subtle throb of arousal that his confession had stirred. She kept her voice steady, almost clinical, as she responded. “That’s perfectly natural, Tommy. The stimulus of the panties would naturally guide your thoughts in that direction.” She lifted her foot slightly, plucking the panties from her shoe and idly toying with them as she spoke. “But this is important. I need you to focus on that final thought, the image that pushed you over the edge. Picture it now—your cock throbbing, your release building, and then that moment when you came. What was the last thing you saw in your mind?”

Every time she said words like cock or cum, Tommy flinched, a shiver running through him. She noticed, of course, and it only fueled her determination to press further. Tommy swallowed hard, forcing himself to speak. “Well, um… as I remember, she—I mean, you—were wearing the panties. And you were… touching yourself. And I think I came right when I pictured you… your head thrown back, moaning, having this loud, intense orgasm. That’s what… that’s what did it for me.” His voice trembled, but he managed to get the words out, his admission hanging in the air between them, raw and unfiltered.

She nodded thoughtfully, her pen scratching across the notepad as she made a quick note. Then, with deliberate slowness, she reached over and let the older pair of panties fall into his lap, the fabric brushing against his thighs. Leaning forward, her hand drifted to his knee, her fingers trailing upward, slipping beneath the hem of his shorts. Her voice remained steady, almost clinical, as she spoke, masking the intimacy of her actions. "Tommy, I understand. It tells me a great deal about the triggers that arise in that kind of environment. But I can see how it still excites you—or perhaps it's the panties themselves that do it. You see," she murmured, her hand moving further, her fingers curling around the thick, throbbing length of his cock, "this hardness, this erection that’s making your cock so wet and swollen, it’s happening for a reason. We’re here to uncover those triggers, to understand what makes it happen. I think the panties—my panties—made you think of me, or perhaps you used me as the focus of your thoughts to help you find release."

Her hand worked gently, her touch firm yet exploratory, as she tugged at the opening of his shorts, letting the slick, glistening tip of his cock peek out. "Now, I want you to focus on something. Choose a spot—a button, a feature on my face, anything—and let your mind relax. Think about the panties, how they felt around your cock, how they touched you. Find a focal point and keep your eyes there. Look carefully. Focus, and your mind will follow. Have you found a spot? Keep looking. Keep looking. I can see you’ve locked onto something. Tell me about it first."

She knew the act of focusing was almost hypnotic, and she could feel his gaze, heavy and intent, as he began to speak. "I’m looking at your dress," he stammered, his voice shaky. "Just your dress. I’m staring at it while I think about your panties and how they made me feel. I know I felt harder and harder when I touched them, and it made me feel... close to you."

Karen’s lips curved into a faint smile as she reached down, her fingers trailing across the fabric of her dress, brushing over the curve of her breast. She knew exactly where his eyes were fixed, and she made sure her hands lingered there, her touch deliberate, before slipping out of his line of sight and into her lap. "Sweetie, be more specific about what you’re staring at. I don’t think it’s just the dress. You need to be completely honest for this therapy to work."

Tommy’s face flushed a deep red, but he didn’t look away. "I’m staring at your left breast," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "I can see a bump in the fabric of your dress. It’s your nipple, I know it is. My eyes are fixed on it, watching how it presses against the material, how it pushes out against what’s underneath. It makes me think of the panties you let me have, and it makes me wonder if the bra under your dress matches them—the ones I’ve looked at, the ones I’ve touched. I’m sorry, but all I can do right now is stare at that bump and think about your panties."

Karen’s heart raced with a quiet thrill as she watched his reaction, her fingers slipping out of his shorts only to retrieve the panties from his lap. She let the delicate silk glide up his thigh, the fabric whispering against his skin, a tantalizing tease that made her pulse quicken. Then, with a deliberate slowness, she wrapped the panties around his cock, her hand joining the silken embrace, squeezing him firmly as she spoke in a low, coaxing tone. “Tommy, darling, it’s perfectly natural. My nipple, your cock—they’re both expressions of desire, of who we are. Feel my hand, feel the silk, and let yourself go. Don’t hold back. Think only of the need to release, to let your body speak for you. It’s beautiful, Tommy. It’s healthy. When you see a nipple, when you feel silk against your skin, this is how you should feel. Oh, yes, that’s it. Let it out. Let it all out.”

Her smile widened as his eyes fluttered shut, his body tensing, and she felt the warmth of his release soaking into the panties, the dampness a testament to his arousal. She waited, her hand still wrapped around him, until his breathing began to steady. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she withdrew her hand and the panties, holding them up to inspect the evidence of his pleasure. “That’s a very healthy response, Tommy. Fantasies, touching yourself—they’re natural. They’re good. You don’t have a problem with fantasy, but I think you might need a little more experience in real-life situations. Tell me, how many dates have you been on this past year? I mean proper dates, just the two of you, alone. Not many, am I right?” She kept the panties clutched in her hand, her fingers absently kneading the damp fabric as she waited for his answer.

Tommy, still catching his breath, managed to stammer out, “None. I mean, it’s been a slow year. I haven’t had many chances to go on dates or anything like that.”

Her smile softened, and she nodded, her tone warm and encouraging. “Perfect. What I mean is, the next step is to put yourself in those situations. We don’t have time to set you up with someone, so for now, we’ll have to pretend. Next session, you and I will go on a pretend date. Yes, just the two of us. Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. We’ll explore the rules of dating, the signals, the little nuances, without any pressure. We’ll go somewhere discreet, somewhere we won’t run into anyone we know—no ex-girlfriends, no awkward encounters. We’ll keep it between us, just another counseling session. How does Wednesday sound? Great. Now, our time’s up for today, but I want you to think about dating. Think about what you’d do, how you’d act, what you’d say. Let your mind wander.” She rose to her feet, and he followed, his thoughts already spinning with the possibilities.

As they approached the door, the unmistakable sound of the garage door rumbling open reached her ears, signaling George's return. Tommy's gaze was fixed on the damp panties she still held in her hand, his expression a mix of confusion and lingering arousal. She turned to him with a knowing smile, her fingers lifting the hem of her dress just enough to reveal the soft yellow fabric of her underwear beneath. With a swift, practiced motion, she tucked the wet panties inside, the silk nestling against her skin, before letting her dress fall back into place, the secret safely hidden.

Moments later, George stepped into the house, his presence filling the room as he greeted Tommy with a hearty, "Good to see you again, buddy!" His tone was warm, though his memory for names was clearly lacking, and he continued on his way without another word. Tommy, still reeling from the intensity of their session and the promise of their upcoming "pretend date," stood there in a daze, his thoughts a whirlwind of anticipation and nervous excitement. Karen gently guided him toward the door, her touch light but firm, and bid him farewell with a soft, lingering kiss on his cheek, her lips brushing his skin in a way that left him both comforted and yearning for more.


Chapter 5

Tommy sat in the living room, his mother’s voice droning on in the background, but his mind was far away, tangled in thoughts of Mrs. Pearson. The preacher’s wife had become his counselor, and lately, she’d been the star of his most vivid fantasies. He barely registered the sound of the doorbell until his mother stood up, breaking the monotony. Moments later, she returned, and there she was—Mrs. Pearson, standing in their doorway, her presence instantly electrifying the room.

“Hi, Tommy,” she said, her voice smooth and warm, like honey dripping over his skin. “I was just telling your mom that I happened to be in the neighborhood, and George asked me to drop off that book he promised her. It’s so nice to see you again.” Her smile was soft, almost innocent, but it sent a jolt through him, his stomach twisting in a way that was equal parts thrilling and unnerving. She looked perfectly ordinary, dressed modestly, her hair neatly styled, but just the sight of her made his pulse quicken, his body reacting in ways he couldn’t control.

He didn’t respond, too caught up in the way she made him feel, but she didn’t seem to notice his silence. She was already turning back to his mother, her tone shifting to something more casual, though still laced with that undercurrent of warmth. “George mentioned you because he’s heading up to see Deacon Jones on Wednesday to discuss that theory you two were talking about. Honestly, I’m not sure what we’re going to do. Between everything at church, the ladies’ group, and my counseling sessions, I’m stretched thin. Our daughter was supposed to drive him, but now she can’t—something came up with her roommate out west. And you know George—he’s hopeless on his own. I’d hate to send him alone unless I can find someone responsible to step in and help.”

Tommy watched as his mother’s eyes widened, her face lighting up with eagerness. “Oh, Karen, if George needs help, I’d be more than happy to step in. It would be an honor, really. I could drive him, make sure they have everything they need. I could even prepare dinner, take care of all the little details so they can focus. Please, let me do this. I’d love to be of service.”

Karen’s smile deepened, her expression one of gratitude mixed with a hint of amusement. Tommy’s mother was nothing if not predictable, her devotion to others almost comical in its intensity. “You’re so kind to offer,” Karen said, her voice dripping with appreciation. “If you’re sure you don’t mind, it would be a huge help. Though I should warn you—you’d probably have to stay overnight at Deacon’s place. You’d be looking after two men who might be… quite needy.”

“Oh, Karen, I’d be thrilled to take care of them,” his mother gushed, her voice trembling with excitement. “They’re such wonderful people. Thank you for giving me this opportunity. I just hope Tommy will be okay while I’m gone.” She glanced at him, her brow furrowing with concern.

Tommy rolled his eyes, but Karen was quick to interject. “Don’t worry about Tommy,” she said, her tone reassuring. “I’ll check in on him, make sure he’s eating properly. After all, I’m his counselor now. He’ll be just fine.”

The room seemed to settle into a comfortable agreement, everyone satisfied with the arrangement. Tommy, however, was already thinking ahead to Wednesday, when Mrs. Pearson had promised to teach him about dating—starting with a practice session. The thought sent a shiver of anticipation through him, and he couldn’t help but feel a quiet thrill that things were falling into place so perfectly.

When Wednesday finally rolled around, Tommy’s mom had taken great care to dress up for the car ride, as though she were preparing for some formal event or perhaps a job interview. Mrs. Pearson had spent a good deal of time giving her detailed instructions about George and Deacon Jones, ensuring she knew exactly what to do. She’d even reminded her to call once they arrived at their destination. As they left, Mrs. Pearson turned to Tommy with a warm smile, instructing him to get ready for his “date” and to swing by her house at 5:00 sharp to pick her up. “Just like you would with any of your girlfriends,” she added, her tone playful yet firm.

Tommy arrived at her doorstep dressed in a crisp shirt, tailored pants, and a blazer—an ensemble he rarely wore, but it felt appropriate for the occasion. Mrs. Pearson greeted him with a bright smile, her eyes sweeping over him approvingly. “Tommy, you look like such a gentleman,” she purred, her voice dripping with a mix of admiration and something else he couldn’t quite place. “That outfit is perfect. I can only imagine how the girls must swoon over you.” Her words sent a warm rush through him, even though he knew he was far from experienced in matters of romance. Her praise, however, gave him a surge of confidence he hadn’t expected.

As she answered her cell phone, Tommy’s gaze wandered over her outfit, taking in every detail. She wore a silky blouse that clung to her figure in all the right places, just tight enough to hint at the curves beneath. It was tucked neatly into a flowing skirt that fell past her knees, the fabric swaying gently as she moved. He noticed the faint sheen of pantyhose or stockings beneath, leading down to a pair of sleek black heels that were higher than he’d ever seen her wear before. The entire look was both elegant and subtly provocative, and it left him feeling a little breathless.

He guessed the call was from his mom, and Mrs. Pearson confirmed it with a quick glance and a gesture for him to stay quiet. “Yes, I did see Tommy earlier,” she said into the phone, her tone smooth and professional. “I asked him to stop by. If I have time, maybe I’ll give him a counseling session tonight. Yes, it’s going well. I think he has a lot of potential, and I hope I can make a real difference for him. I’ll let him know you’re safe and that you’ll talk to him tomorrow. I’m glad the trip went smoothly. Just make sure they pay attention to you, or they’ll get lost in their own little world. Yes, they’re both wonderful, very distinguished men. I’m glad you feel honored. Have a good night.”

Once she hung up, she turned her full attention back to Tommy, her expression softening. “Your mom’s happy, and everything’s fine,” she assured him. “Now, let’s talk about dating. You look very handsome, by the way. It’s not every day a young man like you picks me up.” Her words were teasing, but there was a flicker of something deeper in her gaze that made his stomach twist pleasantly.

Tommy shifted slightly, feeling both awkward and flattered by her compliment. “Well, I just thought I should dress up a bit,” he admitted, his voice a little uneven. “I mean, it’s what you’re supposed to do, right? And, uh, you look… incredible. Like, really wow.” He stumbled over the words, his cheeks heating as he tried to articulate just how stunning she looked.

Mrs. Pearson’s smile widened, clearly enjoying his discomfort and the way his eyes kept darting back to her outfit. She wanted him to feel a little off-balance, to notice her in a way that wasn’t entirely casual. “Well, that’s the first lesson, Tommy,” she said, her tone light but laced with meaning. “The woman you’re picking up might have put a lot of thought into what she’s wearing. I can tell you’re staring a little because these aren’t the kind of clothes you see every day. It’s a sign that she’s made an effort, dressed up in a special way just for you. And I can see you’ve already noticed my blouse. You must be admiring it, noticing how dressy it is.” Her words were deliberate, drawing his attention back to her in a way that felt both innocent and charged.

Tommy nodded, relieved that she had attributed his gaze to her blouse rather than the obvious truth—that his eyes were drawn to the curve of her breasts. Not that it stopped him from looking, of course. He couldn’t help himself, and he wasn’t about to pretend otherwise.

Karen’s smile widened, her lips curling with a knowing satisfaction. She was fully aware of where his attention lingered, and she reveled in the power she held over him in that moment. Deliberately, she began to glide her hands over the smooth fabric of her blouse, her fingers tracing the contours of her breasts with a slow, deliberate motion. “Do you see how soft this is, Tommy?” she murmured, her voice low and intimate. “This is satin. It’s smooth, luxurious, and perfect for dressing up. It hugs my body just right, don’t you think? It’s meant to accentuate my curves, to make me look soft and inviting.” As she spoke, her hands continued to move, caressing herself in a way that was both casual and utterly mesmerizing. She was teasing him, and she knew it.

Tommy stood frozen, his nerves tangled with a growing fascination as he watched her hands glide over her body. Her words wrapped around him, guiding his thoughts, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away. Karen, meanwhile, was enjoying herself far more than she’d anticipated. The way his gaze followed her every movement, the way he seemed to hang on her every word—it was intoxicating. She had to keep talking, keep moving, or they’d never make it out the door.

“Satin is a fabric that says your date wants to look elegant, soft, and yes, a little sexy,” she continued, her hands drifting lower now, smoothing over her hips. “And then there’s the skirt.” She turned slightly, letting the fabric sway and fan out around her. “This one isn’t too revealing, but it’s loose and comfortable. Skirts like this are always a sign that a woman is making an effort to look her best. They’re dressier than pants, more feminine. And of course, with a skirt, you can wear stockings underneath.” Her voice dropped to a whisper, as though sharing a secret.

She lifted one leg, resting her foot on a nearby chair, and ran her hand along her calf, drawing his attention to the sheer fabric of her stockings. “I think I mentioned this during one of our earlier sessions, didn’t I? Stockings can be incredibly dressy. I’m sure I brought it up at some point, though I can’t recall all the details now.” Her smile turned sly as she watched his face, knowing full well he remembered the times she’d worn stockings before—especially that one evening at her daughter’s apartment. The memory seemed to flicker in his eyes, and she couldn’t help but enjoy how flustered he looked.

“And then there are the shoes,” she said, shifting her weight slightly to draw his gaze downward. “Women wear so many different kinds of shoes, Tommy. High heels, in particular, are dressy. They’re not always the most comfortable, but they’re undeniably attractive. Are you noticing how my stockings disappear into them? The heels are much higher than what I usually wear, which tells you how much effort your date has put into looking good for you. And look at the toes—these are peep-toe shoes. The high heels, the exposed toes in stockings—it’s all a sign that your date wants to look as sexy as possible. If you think she’s done a good job, Tommy, it’s always a good idea to tell her. Compliments go a long way.” Her eyes locked with his, and she held his gaze, letting the moment stretch, letting him feel the weight of her words.

Tommy’s gaze lingered, his body responding in ways he couldn’t quite control, his thoughts spiraling further into distraction with every passing second. But the moment she stopped speaking, he blinked, snapping out of the haze she’d so effortlessly woven around him. “Wow, Mrs. Pearson,” he stammered, his voice low and slightly breathless. “You look… incredible. I mean, really, really good.”

Her lips curved into a knowing smile as she stepped closer, her hand brushing his in a gesture that felt both casual and intimate. “You’re such a sweetheart,” she murmured, her tone warm and teasing. “But remember, darling, you’d never call your date ‘Mrs.’ We agreed on that, didn’t we? I’m Karen now. And this—this is counseling. It’s private, confidential. Nothing leaves this space, understood?” Her words were soft but firm, a reminder of the unspoken rules they’d established. Then, without waiting for a response, she looped her arm through his and guided him toward the car, instructing him to take the wheel.

She directed him to drive to a town a few miles away, a place she claimed had the perfect spot for their little lesson. As he drove, Tommy tried to keep the conversation light, asking questions and making small talk, but his eyes kept drifting to her legs, which seemed even more exposed now that they were seated in the car. Karen noticed, of course, but she didn’t adjust her skirt or try to hide herself. Instead, she let him look, her expression calm and unbothered.

“We’re almost there, Tommy,” she said after a while, her voice breaking through his thoughts. “You’re doing well with the small talk—asking questions, keeping things natural. That’s good. Just one little tip, though: when you’re admiring your date’s legs, try to be subtle about it. She’ll likely appreciate the attention if she’s dressed for it, but you don’t want to make her uncomfortable. And, of course, you need to keep your eyes on the road, too.” Her hand reached over, resting lightly on his knee, a touch that sent a jolt of warmth through him, leaving him both reassured and even more flustered.

When they arrived, she guided him to a parking spot, making him move the car twice before she was satisfied with a space under a tree, slightly secluded from the main building. “Don’t forget to open your date’s door,” she reminded him, her tone playful but firm.

Tommy practically leapt out of the car, hurrying around to her side and holding the door open as she stepped out. His eyes couldn’t help but wander as her skirt shifted, the slit on the side riding up just enough to reveal a flash of lace—stockings, he realized, his pulse quickening. He tried to keep his expression neutral, not wanting her to notice how much the accidental glimpse had affected him, or how it had reignited the heat pooling low in his body.

The restaurant was a small, cozy Italian place, tucked away in a quiet corner of town. Tommy had never heard of it, but that wasn’t surprising given how far off the beaten path it was. “Mrs. Pearson—I mean, Karen,” he corrected himself quickly, “do you come here often? You must know someone around here.”

She laughed softly, shaking her head. “Actually, Tommy, I don’t know a soul in this area. I’ve never been here before. This is my first time. And I’m guessing it’s yours too, isn’t it?” Her smile widened as he nodded, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

The hostess glanced at them both as she led them to their table, her eyes lingering just a fraction longer than necessary before she disappeared and returned moments later with menus in hand. When she leaned over to place the menus on the table, Tommy couldn’t help but let his gaze drop to the generous cleavage she’d so deliberately exposed. She straightened up, handing Karen her menu with a practiced smile before retreating once more.

Karen, for her part, pretended not to notice the little display, but as soon as the hostess was out of earshot, she turned to Tommy with a knowing look. “See, Tommy? I told you that you looked nice. I think our hostess might have taken a liking to you. That’s why she’s putting herself on display like that. She’s pretty, I suppose, in a rather obvious way, but I don’t know if that’s your type. I’m sure you could practically see her entire bra. If you’d leaned forward even a little, she might have smothered you with her breasts. That’s how some women make their interest known—blatantly, of course. Or maybe she’s just trying to make someone else jealous. Sometimes, on a date, another woman might do that just to ruffle your date’s feathers. But, of course, it’s not working on me that way because this is a counseling session, and I think it’s useful for you to see how people behave in these situations.”

Tommy’s face flushed, and the words tumbled out of him in a rush. “Mrs.—I mean, Karen, that’s not what happened. I mean, I didn’t notice. Okay, I did notice, but only because they were right there, and I saw her bra, and it’s hard not to, but I would never do anything, or—I mean, I know I’m with you, and obviously, you’re way more attractive, even if I didn’t stare at your bra—not that you have a bra, or I mean, you do have a bra, I’m sure, but I can’t see it, or, you know, you aren’t showing it, not that I’m asking you to or anything, or that you would, or it would be weird—not the bra, but I mean, you aren’t a hostess or a waitress, so I wouldn’t stare, or I would stare, but you wouldn’t lean, or—I mean, you know, it’s just weird, and I don’t want you to think anything.”

If Karen had been even the slightest bit upset or jealous, she wasn’t anymore. In fact, she was secretly delighted by how flustered Tommy had become. She didn’t want to make him too nervous—well, maybe just a little—but she knew his reaction meant he was feeling exactly the way he should. So, she softened her tone, her voice soothing and reassuring. “Tommy, don’t be silly. Everything’s okay. Everything’s fine. I was just talking about a lesson, helping you understand how these things work. Relax and enjoy yourself. Oh, look—here’s the waiter with our wine.”

The waiter arrived, balancing a bottle of wine and two glasses, and proceeded to take their orders with practiced efficiency.

Karen raised her glass, her lips curling into a sly smile as she proposed a toast. "To learning," she murmured, her voice low and teasing, "and to a very happy evening." As they clinked glasses and sipped the wine, she casually slipped her heel off under the table, her bare foot gliding up the inside of Tommy's pant leg. Her toes brushed against his ankle, light and playful, sending a jolt through him. His eyes widened, his expression a mix of shock and nervous anticipation. Leaning in closer, her breath warm against his ear, she whispered, "Here's another lesson, Tommy. Some women are as blatant as that hostess earlier, but others... well, they prefer to be a little more subtle. Playful, even. When you feel her toes on your leg, it means she's enjoying herself. She'll do it when you least expect it, and you should try to relax. I bet you like it, don't you?"

Tommy stammered, his voice barely above a whisper, "Oh yes, I like it a lot," just as the waiter reappeared, balancing their plates of food. The waiter, misinterpreting Tommy's flushed enthusiasm, grinned and said, "Yes, sir, it's a popular wine. I'm glad you're enjoying it. Have a wonderful evening."

The rest of the meal passed in a blur of light conversation—about the town, Karen's work, and Tommy's mom, who had generously offered to look after George while Karen and her husband were away. "Your mom is a lifesaver," Karen said, her tone warm and appreciative. "George and the Deacon can be a handful, but she seems to thrive on it. Honestly, I think she enjoys the chaos. I’m just glad I could keep my promise to her and make sure you had a proper dinner tonight."

Throughout the meal, Karen’s foot continued its slow, deliberate exploration of Tommy’s leg, each touch more daring than the last. By the time the waiter returned to clear their plates, her foot had ventured all the way to his lap, lingering there for a brief, electrifying moment before retreating. Tommy’s reaction—a mix of wide-eyed surprise and barely contained excitement—made Karen laugh softly, her own pulse quickening at the effect she had on him.

As the waiter left with their empty plates, Karen leaned back in her chair, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Let’s have dessert at home," she suggested, her voice dripping with promise. They left the restaurant shortly after, Tommy feeling a heady mix of confidence and anticipation. He opened the car door for her, determined to be the perfect gentleman, his mind racing with thoughts of what she might expect next.

Before sliding into the car, Karen paused, leaning against the doorframe. The dim light of the parking lot cast shadows across her face, highlighting the curve of her lips as she spoke. "This is your chance to show your date you’re enjoying the evening," she said, her voice a sultry murmur. "See how we’re parked in this dark, secluded spot? It’s the perfect opportunity for a soft, lingering kiss before moving on." She reached for him, pulling him close, her lips brushing against his in a kiss that was tender yet charged with unspoken desire. "A date will expect you to press against her," she whispered, her teeth grazing his earlobe. "Like this. Push a little more. Feel how your bodies align, how they fit together." Her breath hitched as she felt the evidence of his arousal pressing against her. "Even though she loves how it feels," she continued, her voice trembling slightly, "she might pull away and get in the car. After all, a parking lot isn’t the place for... too much." With that, she broke the kiss, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she slid into the passenger seat, leaving Tommy breathless and eager for what might come next.

With that, she slipped into the car, her breath coming in shallow, uneven waves. Tommy held the door for her, his heart pounding, before circling around to the driver’s side. As he started the engine, his gaze kept drifting toward her, lingering on the smooth curve of her legs, the way they crossed and uncrossed as she shifted in her seat. He didn’t say a word, waiting for her to break the silence, his mind still replaying the way her lips had felt against his, the way she’d pressed into him, the undeniable hardness she must have felt when their bodies had been so close. He liked it—no, he loved it—and he was sure she had too.

She finally spoke as they wound their way back toward town, though at first, her words weren’t about the date. She chatted casually, her voice warm and teasing, but as they neared her neighborhood, her tone shifted. “Tommy,” she began, her voice low and deliberate, “I think you’re starting to understand how much a little effort—dressing up, a nice dinner—can make a date feel. It’s not just about her feeling special, you know. It’s about you, too. It’s about the way it makes you feel. When we get to my place, we’re going into the garage, but for the sake of this lesson, we’ll pretend it’s like we’re outside. Sometimes, teaching—and counseling—needs a little privacy.”

Tommy pulled into the garage, the door closing behind them with a soft hum. He hurried around the car, his movements eager, almost clumsy, as he opened her door and helped her out. She led the way to the house, her heels clicking softly against the concrete, and he followed close behind, his pulse quickening with every step. At the door, she turned to face him, her eyes dark and unreadable. “Thank you for a lovely evening,” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “Would you like to come in for coffee and dessert?”

For a moment, Tommy hesitated, about to admit he wasn’t much of a coffee drinker, but then it hit him—this was part of the practice, part of the lesson. “Sure,” he said, his voice steady despite the way his stomach twisted with anticipation.

They stepped inside, the door locking behind them with a soft click. Karen guided him into the family room, her movements deliberate, her presence commanding. She paused, turning to face him once more. “Tommy,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “we should have practiced saying goodnight at the door, just in case she doesn’t invite you in. But this will do. If she stops here, like this, and then takes a step toward you, it probably means she wants a kiss. Like the one in the car, when your body was pressed into mine, when you pushed me against the car and let me feel every inch of you, hard and insistent, pressing into me.” Her voice slowed, her breathing growing heavier, more deliberate, as she spoke.

Her eyes locked onto his, and for a moment, the world seemed to stop. Then she leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft, lingering kiss that sent a shiver down his spine. Her tongue slipped between his lips, warm and insistent, and he responded instinctively, his own tongue meeting hers in a slow, sensual dance. He’d kissed a girl like this before, back in high school, but this—this was different. This was deeper, more deliberate, and it was making him harder with every passing second.

Karen’s hands slid around his waist, her fingers gripping his hips as she pulled him closer, her body flush against his. She broke the kiss, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, “If she grabs you like this, pulls you tight against her, it means she’s excited too. When she presses your bodies together like this, she can feel how much you want her. She’ll know how hard you are, how much she’s affecting you. And she’ll like it, Tommy. She’ll like knowing that her kiss, her touch, has made you this way. She’ll think about how it feels, about how you feel. And she might even think about how nice your cock is, how much she wants to feel it.”

Her voice was low and husky, each word drawn out with a deliberate slowness that sent shivers down his spine. By the time she reached the word cock, it was barely more than a breathy moan, her lips brushing against his neck as she spoke. Her tongue traced a hot, wet path along his skin, her hands gripping him tighter, pulling him flush against her as she began to grind against him in slow, deliberate circles. He didn’t hesitate, his hands sliding down to cup her ass, mirroring her movements, squeezing and kneading her soft flesh as he pulled her even closer, his fingers digging into the curve of her cheeks.

Her breath hitched as she leaned in, her teeth grazing his earlobe before she whispered, “Some skirts have a zipper on the side.” Her voice was a sultry promise, and he didn’t need to be told twice. His fingers fumbled for a moment before finding the zipper, sliding it down with a soft hiss. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but her satin panties, the smooth material cool beneath his fingertips as he traced the curve of her hips. She moaned softly, her lips crashing against his in a deep, hungry kiss that left them both breathless.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire, her voice trembling as she murmured, “I hope you like my panties. They’re satin… I bought them just for this date. Touch them, Tommy. That’s what they’re for.” She leaned back slightly, her hands gripping his hips, pulling him closer so the hard length of him pressed insistently against her. Her hips rolled against his, the friction sending sparks through both of them as they swayed together, their bodies pressed so tightly it was hard to tell where one ended and the other began. They stumbled back against the couch, still standing, her hands moving to the waistband of his pants, pushing them down with a practiced ease. Her fingers brushed against the bulge straining against his underwear, her touch light but deliberate as her tongue plunged into his mouth once more.

She broke the kiss, her chest heaving as she stared at him, her eyes wild and unfocused. Her gaze dropped to her blouse, the satin fabric clinging to her skin, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. Tommy’s hands moved to the buttons, his fingers trembling slightly as he worked them open, his eyes flicking between her face and the slow reveal of her chest. The bra she wore was a delicate mix of silk and lace, the fabric doing little to conceal the hard peaks of her nipples. She helped him push the blouse off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric. He froze for a moment, his eyes drinking her in before he finally managed to whisper, “Wow… you’re beautiful.”

Her hands were on him in an instant, yanking his shirt open with such force that the buttons popped off, scattering across the floor. She pushed him down onto the couch, his body now bare except for his underwear and the pants tangled around his ankles, which he kicked off impatiently. She stood before him, a vision in black lingerie, her stockings clinging to her legs, the heels adding an extra inch to her height. Her voice was low and teasing as she said, “Sometimes, you’ll be able to tell more easily if your date is enjoying herself.”

She climbed onto his lap, her panties brushing against the hard length of him as she ground against him, her hand slipping inside his underwear to grip him firmly. She pulled him closer, her breath hot against his ear before she loosened her grip and whispered, “Lift up a little.” He obeyed, lifting his hips as she tugged his underwear down, his cock springing free, already slick with pre-cum. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking him slowly as she rubbed him against the front of her panties, the friction drawing a low moan from her lips as she teased herself with his hardness.

He let out a deep, guttural groan as she tugged his face down, pressing him against her chest. His tongue flicked over the delicate lace of her bra, teasing her nipple with soft bites that made her shiver beneath him. Her body trembled, and a symphony of breathy moans escaped her lips as she leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper in his ear. "I'm keeping my panties on, but I'm pulling them aside for you," she murmured, her words dripping with desire. He felt the slick, silky fabric of her panties brush against the tip of his cock, followed by the heat of her bare flesh, alternating between silk and skin in a tantalizing rhythm. Her hand gripped him firmly, guiding him with a slow, deliberate wiggle before releasing him, allowing him to thrust deep inside her. A loud, unrestrained groan tore from her throat as he filled her completely.

Her hands gripped his back, her nails digging into his skin as she guided the pace, her hips moving with wild abandon. Her voice was breathless, almost otherworldly, as she gasped, "Yes, oh God, just like that. You're inside me, and it feels... incredible. Don't hold back, please, I'm so close." Her words were a desperate plea, and he could feel her body tightening around him, urging him on. He had never felt anything like this before, the intensity overwhelming him, and when she begged him not to hold back, he couldn't resist. With a guttural cry, he let go, his release crashing over him like a wave. Beneath him, Karen's body arched and writhed, her hips bucking wildly as she was consumed by her own climax. To Tommy, it was electrifying, a sight and sensation he had never experienced, and it left him breathless and exhilarated.

They collapsed together, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. The room was silent except for the sound of their heavy breathing, the air thick with the lingering heat of their passion. After what felt like an eternity, Karen finally broke the silence, her voice soft and sated. "Well," she said with a sly smile, "I think that's a pretty good lesson on how a date can end." Her words were playful, but there was a hint of something deeper, something that left Tommy's heart racing all over again.


Chapter 6

Tommy lay sprawled on the couch, his mind swirling with the events of the evening. Mrs. Pearson—no, Karen, she’d insisted he call her Karen, though in his head she remained firmly Mrs. Pearson, the preacher’s wife—had just taken him to a place he’d never been before. It was his first time, and he wasn’t sure how to process it. When she’d murmured, “That’s one way a date can end,” he’d been too stunned to respond, his thoughts tangled in a haze of disbelief and exhilaration.

She’d slipped out from beneath him, her movements smooth and practiced, and returned with a towel, handing it to him with a soft, “Freshen up.” Then she’d disappeared for a few minutes, leaving him alone with his racing thoughts. When she returned, her voice was calm, almost clinical, as she told him, “Tommy, that was a lovely date. I think it was important for you to experience how things can unfold. But it’s late, and I don’t think you should drive home. Here’s a pillow and blanket for the couch. I believe we had a productive session tonight. Thank you for a wonderful evening.” With that, she’d retreated upstairs, leaving him in the dimly lit living room, his mind spinning.

Now, lying in the dark, he replayed every moment, every touch, every whispered word. He wondered what came next, his body still humming with the memory of her. Unbeknownst to him, Karen was upstairs in her bed, her own thoughts a mix of guilt and satisfaction. She reassured herself that this was part of the process, a necessary step in his education. She was helping him, guiding him through experiences his mother could never provide. It was for his own good, she told herself, even as a flicker of unease lingered in the back of her mind.

The next morning, she was all business, bustling around the kitchen as she prepared breakfast. She chatted casually, as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred, her tone light and conversational. Tommy wanted to say something, to acknowledge what had happened, but the words stuck in his throat. Instead, she filled the silence, talking about her husband, who was away visiting the Deacon with Tommy’s mom. She mentioned a meeting she had to cover for her husband with two older women from the church. “I might start counseling one of them,” she said, her voice steady. “She’s been struggling since her husband passed, and I need more experience. We’ll continue our sessions, but time might be tight if we have to go fetch my husband and your mom. Now, hurry along—I don’t want my next client to feel uncomfortable.”

As Tommy drove home, he realized he’d barely spoken that morning, feeling as though he’d been ushered out the door without a chance to process anything. He tried to push the thoughts aside, focusing instead on the chores his mom had left for him. By late afternoon, he was sprawled on the couch again, his mind drifting, when his phone buzzed. It was Karen. Her voice was urgent, clipped. “Tommy, I can’t explain right now, but I need to pick you up. We have to go get your mom and my husband. I’m almost at your house. Be ready to go. Bye.” The call ended abruptly, leaving him staring at his phone, his heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and unease.

Her voice carried an urgency that caught Tommy off guard. He had assumed everyone would make their way back home on their own without any need for intervention. When Mrs. Pearson’s car pulled up, he hurried out, sliding into the passenger seat without a second thought. He hadn’t bothered to pack anything, figuring they’d drive up, handle whatever needed handling, and return late that same night.

For the first fifteen minutes of the drive, she was silent, her demeanor not quite matching the hurried tone she’d used on the phone. The quiet stretched between them, thick and unspoken, until Tommy finally broke it. “Is everything okay, Mrs. Pearson? Did something happen?” he asked, his voice tentative, unsure of how to navigate the tension.

She glanced at him, a small, reassuring smile playing on her lips. “Everything’s fine. What could possibly be wrong?” she replied, her tone light but deliberate. “And I thought we agreed you’d call me Karen. We’re both adults, after all. Equals. I call you Tommy, and you call me Karen. That’s how it works. All my clients call me Karen—do you think Mrs. Johnson would call me anything else? It would be strange if she did, just as it would be strange if you didn’t call me Karen.”

Tommy felt a flicker of relief at her words, though the unease still lingered beneath the surface. He knew he needed to say something, to fill the silence with something more than his own uncertainty. “Oh, okay, Karen,” he said, testing the name on his tongue, trying to make it feel natural. “So, uh, how did your counseling go? Did it go well? I mean, was it… how it was supposed to be?” he stumbled, his words clumsy but earnest, searching for some kind of reassurance in her response.

Karen exhaled softly, her shoulders relaxing as she leaned back in her seat. "Tommy, it’s really sweet of you to ask about my work and how my day went. That means a lot to me. And yes, it went well—very well, actually. I can’t go into specifics about Mrs. Johnson, of course, because that’s all confidential, but I do feel like I was able to help her. She finally opened up, and that’s such a crucial part of the process. Counseling works best when people feel safe enough to share their emotions, and for her, that wasn’t easy. Being a widow comes with its own set of challenges, and I think she’s struggling with feelings she doesn’t quite know how to process. It’s hard for anyone, really, especially a woman who’s lost her husband. And when you’re in that position, it can be even harder to admit—to yourself or to a therapist—that you’re drawn to someone you maybe shouldn’t be. It’s complicated, you know? If you don’t talk about it, those feelings can fester, and sometimes people act on them or start exploring them in ways they might not have otherwise. But with therapy, there’s a kind of release in just being able to say it out loud. To share those thoughts, those dreams, those fantasies, and realize they’re not strange or wrong, no matter how unconventional they might seem. When someone opens up to me, they start to see that maybe their desires aren’t so unusual after all. That a lot of people have thoughts they keep hidden, things they don’t talk about. I want to be the kind of therapist my clients feel safe with—someone they can tell anything to, even if they don’t name names. I can usually figure out who they’re talking about, and that’s okay. It doesn’t matter to me who it is or what they imagine doing with them. Fantasies are just that—fantasies. And even when a therapist feels that emotional connection, that shared vulnerability, there’s nothing wrong with that. It’s natural. It happens. So yes, it was a good session. For her, I mean."

Tommy blinked, slightly taken aback by how much she’d shared. Her words lingered in his mind, sparking thoughts he hadn’t expected, but he knew he couldn’t just sit there silently. "That’s really great, Karen. It must be such a relief for her to have someone like you to talk to. Someone who gets it. I think you’re doing amazing work, and I’m sure she feels so much better after seeing you. Therapy can be life-changing, especially with someone as understanding as you. I’ll admit, I used to think therapy was kind of... I don’t know, strange, I guess. But meeting you changed that. I bet Mrs. Johnson feels the same way. How many clients do you have? I imagine a lot of them come in feeling one way and leave feeling completely different after just a session or two."

Karen’s face lit up with a radiant smile, her excitement palpable as she reached over and gave Tommy’s thigh a gentle, reassuring pat while keeping her eyes on the road. “You’re so understanding, Tommy. You really get it, don’t you? She’s changed so much since those first few sessions. It’s like night and day—she’s practically a different person now. Today, it was incredibly emotional, and some of the things she shared were… well, let’s just say they were intense. I can’t go into details, of course—it’s all confidential—but I’m not here to judge anyone’s fantasies, no matter how wild they might seem. I just hope some of my other clients start to open up too, even if their fantasies aren’t as… adventurous. It’s a reminder that we’re all human, you know? We all have these hidden parts of ourselves. So far, only two clients have really opened up to me. Well, two if I count her… and you. You’re open with me, aren’t you, Tommy? I feel like I understand you, even if you haven’t spelled everything out for me. Do you feel like you can be open with me?”

Tommy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his fingers tapping nervously against the door handle. “Yeah, sure. I’m open. Pretty open, I guess.”

Karen’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Okay, Tommy. Let’s try something. I’ll ask you some questions—deep ones—but no judgment, I promise. Short answers are fine. Think of it like word association. Quick, don’t overthink it. Ready? Were you a virgin last week?”

Tommy’s eyes widened, and he stammered, “Uh, yeah, I guess so.” The dimming light hid the flush creeping up his cheeks, but he could feel the heat spreading across his face.

Karen didn’t miss a beat. “Who’s more likely to show up in one of your fantasies—Tina from the coffee shop or me?”

Tommy hesitated, then mumbled, “You are.”

“Good. Now, word association. First word that comes to mind. Don’t think, just say it. Ready?” She fired off the questions rapid-fire, not giving him a moment to catch his breath. “Warm?”

“Night.”

“Dark?”

“Sky.”

“Hot?”

“Cold.”

“Under?”

“Wear.”

“Lace?”

“Panties.”

“Panties?”

“Black.”

“Satin?”

“Blouse.”

“Warm?”

“Breath.”

“Counseling?”

“Private.”

“Girl?”

“Friend.”

“Date?”

“Night.”

“Husband?”

“Boring.”

“Mom?”

“Crazy.”

“Karen?”

“Hot.”

“Hot?”

“Breath.”

“Fantasy?”

“Night.”

“Silk?”

“Panties.”

“Bra?”

“Cup.”

Karen finally paused, her voice softening as she glanced at him. “I’ll stop there, Tommy. But you see how this works, don’t you? We could keep going, and it would reveal so much. I don’t want to turn the tables on you right now, but if I did, you’d see how hard it is to hold back. It’s the same if you asked me. It shows you can be open with me, Tommy. About anything. Any thought, any fantasy—it’s safe with me.”

Tommy sat there, his mind racing as he tried to recall every word he’d just blurted out. “I hope nothing I said was too weird… but yeah, I don’t think I’d play that game with anyone else.”

"That's the thing, Tommy. Nothing is weird. Not in a game like this, not when there's trust. Being open—it can set you free. For the other person, it’s like watching, like seeing something raw and unfiltered. For me, listening to you, it’s like standing at an open window, peering in without any curtains or walls to hide you. I can see you, really see you. Your answers—they were honest, unfiltered. They told me so much about you. If we kept going, if we did another twenty questions, we’d go even deeper. I want that, Tommy. I want to do that with you soon. But we’re almost at the Deacon’s house, and I don’t think this is the kind of conversation we should have in front of them. You might not want to see your mom, but something about Mrs. Johnson made me think I should check in with my husband. We can leave again tomorrow, though. We’ll have time."

A few minutes later, they arrived. Tommy felt uneasy the moment they stepped inside. His mom said all the right things, smiled, acted happy to see them, but there was something off—a flicker of annoyance in her eyes. The Deacon, too, seemed distant, his gaze lingering on Karen with suspicion, barely acknowledging Tommy. Only the pastor seemed normal, his demeanor calm and welcoming.

After dinner, his mom set up the couch in the den for Tommy. The house was divided, with his mom’s bedroom on one side, the Deacon’s side with its own bedroom, living room, kitchen, and hallway. The den was on the opposite side, with the pastor’s room nestled between it and the bathroom. Karen slept with the pastor, which made sense, but it left Tommy feeling oddly excluded, though he knew that was ridiculous.

As he finished up in the bathroom, he heard soft murmurs from the pastor’s room. The door was slightly ajar, and he paused, straining to listen. He hoped no one snored, but the quiet laughter that followed a little later caught his attention. Curiosity got the better of him, and he crept back toward the door, the hallway dark and silent. He peered inside, his eyes adjusting to the faint moonlight filtering through the curtains.

At first, he couldn’t see much, just shadows and movement. But as his vision sharpened, he realized Karen was on top of the pastor, her lips pressed to his, her laughter mingling with soft, breathy kisses. The angle made it hard to see everything, but when she shifted, sitting up slightly, Tommy understood what was happening. Karen was moving, her body rocking rhythmically, her hands roaming over her chest as she let out a low moan. The pastor’s head was obscured by the bed, but Tommy could see enough—Karen, lost in the moment, her movements deliberate, her gaze unfocused, unaware of the door or the boy watching from the shadows.

He knew he should leave, that he should turn away and retreat to the den, but he couldn’t. His feet stayed rooted to the spot, his body frozen in place, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. He shifted slightly, just enough to get a better view, his breath hitching as he watched. It was intoxicating, almost surreal, to see Karen like this—his counselor, the woman who had been guiding him, now lost in the throes of passion with her husband. She was completely absorbed, her movements fluid and unrestrained, her pleasure evident in every motion. The pastor lay still beneath her, his role seemingly passive, but Karen—she was alive, her body moving with a rhythm that was both mesmerizing and deeply arousing. Tommy couldn’t help himself; his hand drifted downward, his fingers brushing against himself as he watched, his own arousal growing with every second.

Time seemed to stretch, the moment endless, until finally, Karen’s body tensed. She sat up straighter, her back arching, her head tilting back as a low, muffled cry escaped her lips. It was a sound that sent a shiver through him, a mix of pleasure and release that was almost too intimate to witness. And then, in a heartbeat, her head turned, her eyes locking onto his for the briefest of moments before she looked away. His stomach dropped. She’d seen him. He’d been caught.

Panic surged through him, and he scrambled back to the den, his heart pounding as he collapsed onto the couch. He lay there, wide-eyed, his mind racing, until exhaustion finally pulled him into a restless sleep. The next morning, he was up before anyone else, avoiding Karen at all costs. He kept his distance during breakfast, his nerves on edge as she announced their departure. Her words were casual, but her gaze lingered on him, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that she knew—that she was waiting for the right moment to confront him.

The drive home was tense, the silence between them heavy and unspoken. Tommy’s hands gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles white, as he waited for her to say something, anything. When they stopped for coffee, he braced himself, but she remained quiet, her eyes studying him in a way that made his stomach churn. It wasn’t until they were nearly home, the highway stretching out before them, that she finally broke the silence.

“Tommy,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “I saw you last night.”

His heart skipped a beat, his throat tightening as he waited for the inevitable reprimand. But instead of anger, her tone was filled with something else—regret, maybe even guilt. She began to apologize, her words spilling out in a rush, her voice trembling as she pleaded with him not to be upset. “I can’t believe I did that,” she said, her eyes searching his. “I’m so sorry. Please don’t be mad. Please let me make it up to you.”

Her vulnerability caught him off guard, and for a moment, he didn’t know how to respond. The tension between them was palpable, a mix of shame and something deeper, something neither of them was ready to name.

She was smiling softly, her expression calm and reassuring. "Tommy, stop worrying. It’s fine. If I were angry, I would’ve shut the door long before I smiled at you—or I wouldn’t have left it open in the first place. It’s okay. I don’t want just anyone to see me like that, but we’ve talked about being open and comfortable with each other, haven’t we? That’s why we went up there. I didn’t plan to be watched, but my sessions with Mrs. Johnson made me realize I needed to reconnect with my husband. She told me she fantasizes about him, which surprised me. It made me think about the three of us up there. I know Deacon, and he’s... well, never mind. My husband, though, he doesn’t notice much. He’s not the type to be naughty like that. But doing what I did made me feel better. I let you see because I trust you, Tommy. You’re my client, and all you saw was a woman with the man she belongs to. Now he’s satisfied for weeks, and I’m certain he won’t do anything he shouldn’t with anyone he shouldn’t."

"Wow, okay," Tommy stammered, his mind racing. "So you don’t want him to, you know... but you did some... I mean, sometimes... what would he think about, you know, other stuff?"

Karen’s tone sharpened, cutting through his uncertainty. "Tommy, listen carefully. There is no 'other stuff.' Nothing at all. Maybe you’re thinking of counseling, like when I showed you how to kiss a girl on a date or things like that. That’s teaching, Tommy. That’s counseling. It’s confidential, and it’s perfectly normal. You know that, don’t you? Being open is part of the process. You understand, right? I’m sure you see exactly what I mean."

Tommy nodded slowly, still a little confused but trusting her because she was the counselor, after all. "Yeah, okay. I get it."

Karen smiled as they approached their town. "Good. Now, drive to my house first. Since we’re being open and honest, tell me how you felt last night. Were you excited? Shocked? Nervous?"

Tommy hesitated, his hands tightening on the steering wheel as he thought back. "Um, well... I was curious about the noise at first. Then I wasn’t sure what I was seeing because it was hard to make out. But once I realized, I couldn’t look away. I wasn’t shocked, exactly, but I felt frozen. And then when you looked at me, I felt... caught."

Karen reached over and patted his knee, her touch warm and encouraging. "Good. Tell me more. Was this the first time you’ve ever watched two people having sex? I need to know—did it excite you? Clinically speaking, did it arouse you? Did it make you hard? And did you feel any jealousy?" Her voice was calm, professional, but there was a hint of something deeper, something that made Tommy’s pulse quicken as he tried to find the right words.

Tommy pulled into her driveway, his mind still reeling from the conversation. It felt strange, almost surreal, to be discussing something so intimate, but maybe this was what real adulthood—or counseling—was all about. "I’ve never seen anything like that before, not in person, anyway. Well, except once. I saw Kim Johnson in the backseat of a car with her boyfriend, and she was, uh, you know… doing something for him. Like, she was kind of… in his lap, you know?" His face burned crimson as he stumbled over his words, desperately avoiding saying the word blowjob. Karen didn’t smile, but he could tell she was enjoying his flustered state, the way his nerves were on full display.

He rushed to change the subject, his words tumbling out in a jumble. "And no, I wasn’t jealous. Not really. I mean, maybe I was… you know, hard or whatever, and it looked… fun. Or interesting, I guess. I didn’t see him moving much, and I thought, I bet I could do that better. Or at least differently. Or maybe I could’ve helped, you know? The woman, I mean. Not that I was thinking about it being you or anything. I mean, I wasn’t imagining myself there, but… I don’t know. Jealous isn’t the right word. It was just… intriguing, I guess. Anyway, we’re here."

He practically leapt out of the car, eager to escape the conversation, and hurried to the backseat to grab a bag. It was small, barely needing to be carried, but he made a show of it anyway, clutching it tightly as he walked to the house and waited for her to unlock the door.

Karen followed him inside, her smile warm but knowing. "Take the bag and put it on my bed upstairs," she instructed, her tone casual but firm. She waited a beat, giving him just enough time to head up before she followed, her footsteps soft on the stairs.

When she entered the master bedroom, Tommy was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, looking like he didn’t know what to do with himself. She didn’t miss a beat, launching right back into the conversation. "Okay, Tommy. What you’re describing—that’s a kind of jealousy, maybe. Not of the person, but of the act. But it doesn’t really matter which. Did you think to yourself that you wanted the pleasure one of them was having? Or did you want to do something, touch something? Answer me, but first, unzip my dress while you talk."

She turned her back to him, and he fumbled with the zipper, his hands trembling slightly as he tried to focus on her question. "I did… touch myself while I watched," he admitted, his voice shaky. "But what really got to me was the look on your face. When you… you know, when things were happening."

As the zipper slid down, he caught glimpses of her bra straps and the top of her pantyhose, which only made it harder to concentrate. When he finally stopped talking, she pushed the dress off her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet before picking it up and hanging it neatly on a hanger.

She turned to face him, her white bra delicate and modest, yet undeniably pretty, not the kind of thing one might find in a seedy magazine. It covered enough to be tasteful, but the way it hugged her curves made his breath catch. She carried herself as though this were completely normal, standing there in her sheer pantyhose, the deep blue of her panties visible beneath, a tantalizing contrast against the translucent fabric. It wasn’t overtly erotic, not the kind of staged, over-the-top imagery one might expect, but it was undeniably, achingly sexy. Tommy found himself utterly speechless, his thoughts scattering as she moved with such ease, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Karen’s gaze locked onto his, her voice steady and calm, almost clinical in its precision. “From a psychological standpoint, Tommy, what you felt was jealousy—specifically, jealousy of my orgasm. You wanted that same release, that same pleasure, didn’t you? Maybe you even needed it. And there’s also an element of voyeurism at play here. For some, the thrill comes from the act of watching, from the secrecy of it, like peeking through a crack in a door. Others, like you, find excitement in being the one observed, in the intimacy of the moment. A voyeur, sweetie, is the one who watches. He’s aroused by what he sees, by the knowledge that he shouldn’t be watching, and by the intimacy of the act itself. He stands there, his hand moving over his pants, just like this.” She demonstrated, her own hand sliding slowly up and down the sheer fabric of her pantyhose, her fingers brushing against the blue panties beneath.

Her eyes flicked down to his pants, and Tommy felt his face burn as she continued, her voice soft but deliberate. “I think you’re remembering it now, aren’t you? Watching my hand move like this—it’s what you were doing, isn’t it? Not to panties, of course, but to yourself. Your penis was hard, and you touched it, didn’t you? You rubbed it, and it made you even more excited. That’s voyeurism, Tommy. It’s natural, even if it feels overwhelming right now.”

Tommy’s nerves were frayed, his mind racing as he struggled to process everything. She was talking so openly, so casually, and it was turning him inside out, stirring up memories and sensations he wasn’t ready to confront. He was mortified that she could see the effect she was having on him, that she could tell how hard he was just by looking at him. And here she was, standing in her bedroom in nothing but her underwear, while he felt like an intruder, like he had no right to be there. “I—I should go, Mrs. Pearson,” he stammered, his voice shaky. “I mean, Karen. You’re not… you’re not dressed, and I should probably just… leave you to get ready or… or whatever.”

Karen’s voice was firm, commanding, and left no room for argument. "No, Tommy. Absolutely not. You’re not leaving. I can see it in your eyes—you want to bolt, but this isn’t about running away. This is counseling, nothing more. You’re not running because I’m undressed. Let’s be honest, I’m still wearing plenty, and all you did was help me out of my dress. You unzipped me, and then you helped me slip it off. That’s all. And I think I need to stay like this. It’s okay. We’re in my bedroom, not out in public. There’s no one here to explain anything to. This is counseling. You’re feeling vulnerable, and I get that. But I’m opening myself up to your vulnerability too. I don’t think you really want to run and give me privacy. Think about it. What’s making you nervous? We were talking about your penis, about how it was last night. It was hard because you were watching a woman in a private moment with her husband. Maybe you imagined your penis being there instead. But you touched it. You stayed and watched. And now, thinking about it today, it’s hard again because I’m showing you what I know you did with it. And you’re embarrassed because I called you a voyeur. But it’s okay. I need you to hear me say this: I’m okay with you being a voyeur. I don’t mind that you watched me. You’re okay, and we’re okay. We’re friends, and that’s okay."

Tommy’s nerves were frayed, his mind racing. He felt a little better, but every time she said the word penis, it sent a jolt through him, making him feel both exposed and electrified. It was surreal, sitting here with the preacher’s wife, listening to her talk so openly about his body, about his arousal, while she sat there in her underwear, her presence alone enough to turn him on. They were talking about him watching her have sex, and it felt like some twisted fantasy he’d never dared to imagine.

She smiled at him then, a knowing, almost predatory smile, as if she could read every thought racing through his mind. "Tommy," she said softly, her voice dripping with calm authority, "I’m going to tell you about last night, but first, I’m going to take your pants off while we talk. That way, you can be in your underwear, just like me. We’ll both be vulnerable, and maybe then you’ll feel better." Her hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease, then sliding the zipper down, her fingers brushing against the hard length of him as she worked, all while she spoke as casually as if they were discussing the weather.

"Tommy, I went there to be with my husband, to feel him, to claim him. He’s staying, and I needed that—needed to feel secure, to know he was mine. I don’t think your mom would ever cross that line with him, and Deacon… well, he wouldn’t let it happen. That’s a whole other story. But I wanted him. My desire runs deeper than his, and that’s fine. I knew exactly how it would play out, where I’d be, and I left the door open on purpose. I knew you were there, sweetie, for the last twenty minutes. I’m a voyeur too, you know. I don’t see much, but I like it. And there’s more to it. In my reading, I’ve learned that many voyeurs are also exhibitionists in some way. A woman might not mind a man she knows watching her, seeing her, and she might even enjoy his reaction, knowing his hand is moving like this…" Her fingers slid over her panties, and Tommy couldn’t help but find it intoxicatingly sexy.

Her other hand reached out, pushing him gently onto the bed, guiding his hand to his pants, urging him to touch himself. "Tommy, when I was with my husband last night, I knew you were there. Watching. Learning. Seeing. Touching. I wanted my orgasm to be shared, to be felt by you too. I knew I was watching you as much as you were watching me, and I needed it to make you hard. I wanted your penis—your cock—to throb just like it is now. Keep going, sweetheart. Don’t stop."

Her breathing grew uneven, erratic, as her hand slipped beneath her pantyhose, then under her panties. Tommy could see the movement, the urgency as she pleasured herself, her fingers working in a rhythm that matched her rising desire. She sat by his feet, leaning back, her legs propped on either side of him, her body sprawled on the floor, inching closer and closer to her climax.

"Yes, yes, please. We need to know you’re okay, that you’re not… oh, yes. That my—oh, oh—orgasm isn’t going to… Yes, stand up, sweetie. Don’t move, just keep going. I’m going to cum, but I want you to empty yourself onto my chest. Oh, oh, oh yes, oh fuck, oh yes, oh fuck, oh yes!"

Her eyes rolled back, her body trembling beneath him as she groaned, lost in the throes of her release. Tommy followed, his hand moving faster, his cock pulsing as he aimed downward, releasing spurt after spurt onto her chest, her bra, her stomach, her arm. The room was thick with the sound of their shared pleasure, their breaths mingling in the aftermath.

After a few moments, she seemed to come back to herself, her smile soft and reassuring. "Okay, Tommy. That was a good session. I think we’ve figured out that you’re not traumatized by accidentally seeing people having sex. That’s good. Really good."


Mature Women Make the Best Lovers

The story a young man captivated by older women.

A SATURDAY MORNING WITH CELINE 

The sun was already spilling its golden light through the blinds when I stirred awake at 7 AM. The weekend stretched lazily ahead, and I took a quick shower, the water refreshing but not enough to keep me from returning to the warmth of the bed. There she was, sprawled on her stomach, her pink nightgown riding up to reveal the soft, inviting curve of her buttocks—full and round, a testament to the years that had shaped her. Her blonde hair, streaked with silver, fanned out across the pillow, a quiet reminder of the life we’d built together. I couldn’t resist running my hands along her back, her thighs, and those deliciously plump cheeks, kneading gently as she stirred. 

She turned her head toward me, her eyes still heavy with sleep, and murmured, “Darling, do you know what today is?” 

I smiled, my fingers still tracing the contours of her body. “Of course I do. Eleven years since we started this journey together.” 

Her lips curved into a soft, contented smile. “I’m glad you remember, lover. These years have been so good to me.” 

“To me too,” I replied, my voice low and warm. 

I’m Alex Moore, a high school history teacher, and the woman beside me, Celine, was my everything. She rose from the bed, her movements graceful despite the years, and padded to the bathroom. I slipped into a robe and made my way to the kitchen, the scent of coffee soon filling the air. I arranged the bouquet of flowers I’d bought the day before in a vase, placing it on the coffee table where the morning light could catch the petals. 

Settling onto the couch with my second cup of coffee, I watched as Celine emerged from the bedroom. She was a vision in a sheer black baby-doll, the fabric clinging to her curves, paired with black high-heel sandals that clicked softly against the floor. Her hair, freshly dried, framed her face in soft waves, and her wire-rimmed glasses gave her an air of sophistication. Bright red lipstick, dangling pearl earrings, and a three-strand pearl necklace adorned her, the pearls resting against the delicate skin of her neck. 

“Thank you for the flowers,” she said, her voice warm and appreciative. “They’re beautiful.” 

She knelt before me, her hands moving with practiced ease as she freed my cock from the confines of my robe. Her lips wrapped around me, her tongue swirling as she took me deep, her fingers teasing my balls, already heavy with need. She worked me expertly, her mouth and hands coaxing me to the edge before she climbed into my lap, her body pressing against mine. Her breasts, soft and full, brushed against my chest as she kissed me deeply, her tongue tangling with mine. 

I could feel her wetness as she guided my cock into her, her pussy slick and welcoming. She sank down slowly, her walls stretching to accommodate me, gripping me tightly as she began to move. The rhythm was slow, deliberate, each thrust drawing us closer together. After a few minutes, she rose, her body still trembling, and took my hand, leading me to the kitchen. 

She tied a white apron around her waist, her movements playful as she cooed, “I’ll make breakfast for you—scrambled eggs and sausage links. You can toast the bread.” 

This was our Saturday ritual, one I cherished. Celine always knew how to start the day with passion, her body and mine coming together in a dance as old as time. She taught me the art of savoring each moment, of letting the pleasure build slowly, our coupling interrupted by tender touches and whispered words. She loved the feel of my cock deep inside her, the way it filled her, the way it made her come undone. And I loved the way she took me, her body welcoming mine, her pussy milking me until I couldn’t hold back any longer. 

It was a morning like so many others, yet each one felt new, each one a reminder of the love we shared.

Celine leaned over the stove, her body bending gracefully as she reached for the frying pans. She glanced back at me, her lips curling into a warm, knowing smile. My eyes trailed down her figure, and I noticed the absence of panties, her round, upturned ass on full display. Between her plump cheeks, her glistening pussy lips peeked out, already slick with arousal. I couldn’t resist. I moved quickly, my hands gripping her hips as I guided my hard cock into her wetness. We moved together, my thrusts slow and deliberate, my cum already beginning to seep into her as I fucked her against the counter. After a few minutes, she slipped away, her breath hitching as she moved to the refrigerator to grab four eggs. While she cracked and whisked them, I was drawn back to her, my hands cupping her sagging breasts as I entered her again, our rhythm steady and deep.

Once breakfast was finished, I couldn’t keep my hands off her. I peeled away her flimsy outfit, leaving her bare and exposed. I guided her onto the kitchen table, her body sprawled out for me. Sitting in a chair, I leaned in, my tongue tracing the folds of her wide-open pussy, teasing and tasting until her moans filled the room. Her cries of pleasure echoed off the walls as she came, her body trembling beneath me. Later, I stood, my cock sliding back into her slick, welcoming pussy. I savored every moment—the way her breasts jiggled with each thrust, the way her wrinkled skin rippled with every movement, and the sight of my thick cock disappearing into her, nestled in the dense, gray curls of her pubic hair. Celine knew how much I adored her mature body, how her tight, juicy pussy drove me wild, and she reveled in it as much as I did.

---

When I was just a boy of five, my father’s life was cut short in a car accident. At his memorial service, Celine Dubois Adams arrived with her husband, Jim Adams. Jim had been a father figure to my orphaned mother, having adopted her in Montreal years before. Celine, his new wife, seemed younger than my mom, her presence both comforting and intriguing. She stayed by my side throughout the long, somber service, her gentle words soothing my grief, while Jim offered his support to my older brother. She told me about her three-year-old son, Jacques, from a previous marriage, and after the service, she took me to a nearby park. There, she pushed me on a swing, her laughter mingling with mine as she shared her own way of coping with sadness.

“When I’m feeling down,” she said, her voice soft and melodic, “I come to the park and swing while humming my favorite songs. It always helps.”

Three years after my father’s death, my mother found love again with Julian Lefevre, a fellow teacher who was nearly a decade her junior. Julian’s persistence and affection won her over, and they married, our family continuing to live in the same two-story, four-bedroom house. Julian became a steady presence in my life, a man who cared deeply for me. Born in Canada to French parents, he spoke English fluently and taught history at the local school, where he also coached the junior high basketball team. Under his guidance, I grew into a skilled player, eventually earning a spot as a backup guard on the high school team. Our family spent countless happy holidays at our cottage, surrounded by Julian’s relatives, creating memories that would last a lifetime.

---

Celine, in her own way, became a refuge for me, a constant in a world that had shifted so dramatically after my father’s death. Her warmth and kindness were a balm to my young heart, and over time, our bond deepened in ways neither of us could have anticipated.

That autumn, just after my eighteenth birthday, whispers began to circulate about Jim Adams and his newfound weekend habit of drowning himself in alcohol. By late Saturday afternoons, his temper would flare, and he’d turn cruel, his words sharp and cutting. My mom, ever the compassionate soul, decided to offer Celine a refuge, inviting her to stay with us for as long as she needed. Celine settled into the downstairs bedroom, which doubled as the computer room, a quiet space where she could gather her thoughts. Mom mentioned that Jim’s business, a Canadian company with branches stretching into Illinois, Michigan, and Ohio, had been struggling, and Celine, ever hopeful, believed that with counseling, he might find his way back to the man she once knew—the man who had been kind and loving.

Celine was striking, her beauty undeniable. She stood at a petite 5’4”, her frame slender yet curvaceous, weighing around 125 pounds. Her hair was a cascade of thick, wavy blonde locks, catching the light in a way that made her seem almost ethereal. Her face was soft and inviting, with large, expressive gray-blue eyes that seemed to hold a lifetime of stories. Her long neck added an air of elegance, and her high cheekbones, inherited from her Russian grandmother, gave her a regal quality. Her nose, slender and slightly elongated, was a gift from her French father, completing the portrait of a woman who carried herself with quiet grace. In those early days, as she grappled with the turmoil of her marriage, she cloaked herself in loose, shapeless sweatshirts and pants, as if trying to hide from the world. But after a week or so, she began to emerge, venturing out for jogs three times a week, clad in a sweatshirt and running shorts. It was then that I noticed the smooth, toned lines of her legs and thighs, a testament to her resilience and strength.

For a while, I kept my distance, not wanting to intrude on her sadness. But one day, everything changed. I was hunched over the computer, proofreading a paper, when Celine walked in, followed closely by Jim. Their voices were low at first, but the tension was palpable. What had started as a minor disagreement at a restaurant had escalated into something far more volatile. Jim’s words were harsh, his tone biting, and I could see the fear flickering in Celine’s eyes. My protective instincts kicked in, and I rose from my chair, stepping between them. I told Jim to leave, my voice firm but steady. For a moment, I thought he might challenge me, but he simply glared at Celine before storming out, his anger simmering just beneath the surface. Mom, hearing the commotion, intervened, coaxing Jim to leave with her and head to the hotel.

Celine turned to me, her eyes brimming with tears. “Alex, thank you,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I’m so embarrassed you had to see that.” Her sobs broke through then, and without thinking, I pulled her into my arms. She clung to me, her body pressed against mine, her perfume—a delicate, floral scent—filling my senses. I was acutely aware of her long, graceful neck, the way her still-firm breasts pressed against my chest, and the warmth of her body against mine. I tried to lean back, to give her space, but she held on tightly, her sobs gradually subsiding. When she finally lifted her head, her eyes met mine, and before I could react, she planted a quick, soft kiss on my lips. “After you finish your work,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, “can you take me to a park?”

“Of course,” I replied, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside me. “I’m done working.”

As we walked to the park, Celine opened up to me, her words spilling out in a rush. “Julian has always been like a brother to me,” she confessed. “Actually, he’s a distant cousin. He supported my marriage to Jim, even though my father was against it. Jim was so different back then—kind, loving, and so good with my son. But after his company hit a rough patch, he started drinking heavily on weekends, and everything changed. He became someone I didn’t recognize, someone who lashed out with words that cut deeper than any knife.” Her voice wavered, but there was a strength in her tone, a determination to hold on to the hope that the man she loved was still in there, somewhere.

Celine was dressed in a sleek, long-sleeved black dress that clung to her curves, paired with low-heeled shoes that made a long walk in the park less than ideal. Instead, I drove us to a quiet spot where a swing hung invitingly. She settled into it, and I gently pushed her by her shoulders, sending her swaying back and forth. Her laughter bubbled up, light and carefree, as she tilted her head back, her hair catching the breeze.

"You remembered how much I love swings," she said, her voice warm with gratitude, and she began to hum softly, lost in the moment. From where I stood in front of her, I couldn’t help but notice how her dress lifted slightly with each upward swing, revealing the delicate lace of her black stockings and the hint of her matching panties. The sight sent a jolt of heat through me, though I tried to keep my expression neutral.

After a while, we stopped by a café to grab two bottles of water before heading back to the car. The windows were down, letting the cool evening air swirl around us as we sat in comfortable silence. Celine broke it first, her voice soft and reflective.

"It’s so kind of you, a young man like you, to listen to an old woman’s troubles," she said, her tone tinged with a mix of gratitude and self-deprecation.

I shook my head, my voice firm but gentle. "You’re not old, Celine. You’re beautiful, inside and out. And I’m sorry you’re going through all this." I reached for her left hand, the one adorned with her wedding ring, and held it for a moment. When she didn’t pull away, I brought it to my lips, pressing a soft kiss to her knuckles. The gesture felt intimate, charged with something unspoken between us.

Back at home, we found a note from my mom and Julian saying they’d be late. For dinner, I fired up Julian’s gas grill and cooked hamburgers while Celine prepared a fresh salad. We shared a bottle of red wine, the rich flavor complementing the simple meal. Afterward, we settled on the living room sofa, the atmosphere relaxed but tinged with an undercurrent of tension.

"Be a darling and massage my feet," Celine murmured, her voice low and inviting as she placed her stocking-clad feet in my lap. I obliged, my hands working over the soft fabric, kneading the arches and soles. Her moans of appreciation were soft but unmistakable, sending a thrill through me.

Encouraged, she shifted onto her stomach, giving me access to the backs of her legs. My hands moved up her toned calves and thighs, the muscles firm beneath my fingers. I paused where the stockings ended, my fingers brushing the bare skin just above. After a moment, Celine subtly lifted the hem of her dress, a silent invitation to go further. My hands slid higher, massaging the soft flesh of her upper thighs, inching closer to the curve of her buttocks.

The sight of her black stockings, the garters, and the creamy expanse of her bare skin was almost too much. My arousal was undeniable, pressing insistently against her thigh where it rested against me. Celine noticed, of course. She lifted her head, turning to look at me with a mix of surprise and amusement in her eyes.

"Wow," she whispered, her voice husky. "I did that to you? And here I thought I was just an old woman."

I felt my cheeks flush, but I held her gaze. "You’re not old, Celine. You’re stunning. Truly."

Her response was immediate. She rose onto her knees, her lips capturing mine in a deep, hungry kiss. My arms wrapped around her, pulling her close as I kissed her neck, her jaw, her lips again. Her moans were music to my ears as my hands explored her body, cupping her breasts through the fabric of her dress. I was desperate to peel the dress away, to taste her skin, but the shrill ring of the phone shattered the moment.

It was Julian, asking to speak to Celine. She took the call, her voice steady but tinged with emotion as she listened to his advice. When she hung up, she turned to me, her expression thoughtful.

"Julian thinks I can save my marriage," she said quietly. "I hope he’s right. I’m just so worried about my son, about everything." She paused, her hand reaching out to gently cup my cheek. Her touch was tender, almost reverent, and it left me breathless.

"You're such a wonderful young man. I have no doubt you'll find a lovely girl who appreciates you. I’m so glad I got to spend this evening with you—it’s been truly special."

LOVING MRS. WALTER

The women I dated in my younger years always seemed to have their sights set higher, their ambitions sharper than mine. They’d move on, leaving me behind for men who matched their drive. Amanda Walter was one of those women—a striking brunette with deep brown eyes I met in an American History class. We went out a handful of times, and each time, she’d lead me to her bedroom, where she’d coax me into going down on her, urging me to bring her to at least one orgasm. In return, she’d stroke me to release, but she never let me take things further. She always held that boundary firm.

As graduation approached, Amanda began to pull away. The invitations to her bedroom stopped altogether. Instead, I found myself waiting in her living room, either sitting alone in front of the TV or chatting with her mother, Mrs. Betty Walter. Early on, Betty insisted I call her by her first name and join her for a glass of wine. Over time, I discovered she was a warm, no-nonsense woman who’d been divorced for nearly two years. Betty was in her mid-forties, petite at 5’2”, with a curvy frame that carried her 130 pounds with confidence. Her hair was a mix of blonde and gray, her eyes the same rich brown as Amanda’s, and her figure was full, with wide hips and a generous bust.

I found myself enjoying my time with Betty more than I expected. She opened up to me, sharing how Amanda was just like her father—relentless in pursuing what she wanted. She also confided that her ex-husband had made a fortune but left her for a younger, more ambitious woman, someone who matched his business-driven lifestyle. Betty had poured her heart into creating a beautiful home, only to have him walk away. In turn, I told her about Amanda’s rejection, how she’d moved on to someone else.

With Amanda often away with her new boyfriend, Betty was frequently alone in the house, and she seemed genuinely happy to have me around. I started helping her with chores, and most evenings, we’d sit together over a glass of wine before I headed home. After a few weeks, I noticed Betty was putting more effort into her appearance. One night, she looked particularly alluring in a navy blue tank top and black shorts, her hair styled into a loose knot on top of her head. When she caught me staring at her chest and legs, she smiled coyly and asked, "Do you like my new hairstyle?"

I replied, "Yes, you look amazing."

She then pulled out an album filled with photos from her college days and her wedding. She was stunning in every picture, and I couldn’t help but say, "You must have broken so many hearts back then."

Betty blushed, her cheeks flushing pink, and leaned in to kiss me softly on the cheek. I noticed a glimmer of tears in her eyes, and without thinking, I kissed her gently on the lips, holding her close for what felt like an eternity.

She murmured, "Amanda will be home soon. Can you come by tomorrow evening and help me in the garden?"

I nodded, agreeing to her request, and then made my way home. The following evening, a warm Friday, I dressed casually in a tank top, shorts, and sandals, hopping on my bike to head over to Betty’s place. Amanda, as usual, was nowhere to be found. Betty, however, was there, looking effortlessly alluring in snug denim cutoffs and a low-cut, sleeveless red blouse that clung to her curves. As she worked in the yard, I couldn’t help but notice the smoothness of her arms, the softness of her thighs, and the way her wide hips swayed with each movement. Her lips were painted a bright red, and the scent of her freshly applied perfume lingered in the air, intoxicating me.

While she was pulling out a dead bush, she suddenly lost her footing and slipped. Instinctively, I reached out, catching her by the waist, and we tumbled to the ground together. She winced, clutching her right ankle, and murmured, “I think I twisted my ankle.” Concerned, I told her, “We need to cool it down right away. Even with my help, I don’t think you’ll be able to limp all the way back to the porch.”

Betty looked up at me, her eyes pleading, and asked, “Can you carry me?” Without hesitation, I replied, “Of course.” As I lifted her into my arms, her body pressed against mine in ways that sent a jolt of electricity through me. Her right breast pressed firmly against my ribs, the top buttons of her blouse had come undone, revealing the tantalizing swell of her cleavage. My forearm cradled her bare thighs, and the friction of her hip against my growing erection was impossible to ignore. By the time I set her down gently on the reclining chair on the porch, I was fully hard, my cock straining against the fabric of my shorts.

I quickly fetched some crushed ice and an elastic bandage, carefully wrapping her ankle as she watched me with a mixture of gratitude and something else—something that made my pulse quicken. After about an hour, she sighed, “My ankle feels much better. I need to go to the powder room.”

When I carried her into the powder room, she gave me a mischievous smile and said, “I can unzip my own shorts,” her voice teasing. Then she added, “Let’s have some wine. Stay with me and watch a movie on TV.”

After freshening up, she slipped into a red silk robe that clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination. I helped her settle onto the living room sofa, handing her a glass of Cabernet. She took a couple of sips, her lips curling into a soft smile as she patted the space beside her, inviting me to snuggle close. As we watched an R-rated movie, her fingers traced the muscles of my upper arms, sending shivers down my spine.

She rested her head on my shoulder, and I couldn’t resist pressing soft kisses along the delicate skin of her neck, which bore the faintest traces of time. She let out a soft moan, whispering, “It’s been so long since I’ve spent an evening like this with a man. This old lady thanks you.”

Her words only fueled my desire. I kissed her upper arm, her left cheek, and then leaned in for a deep, lingering French kiss that she returned with her eyes closed, her lips parting eagerly. When we finally pulled away, the tension between us was palpable. On the TV, a romantic scene played out, but my focus was entirely on Betty. I pushed aside her robe, my fingers finding the hard peak of her nipple through the red lace of her bra. I leaned down, taking it into my mouth, and she whimpered, “That feels so good.”

Her hand gently guided my head to her other breast, and I obliged, my mouth and hands working in tandem to bring her pleasure. The room was filled with the sound of her soft gasps and the low hum of the TV, but all I could think about was the woman in my arms and the heat building between us.

Betty shifted her weight, her movements deliberate and slow as she settled into my lap, her arms winding around my neck like a silken embrace. She pulled my face into the warm, inviting valley of her cleavage, her voice soft and breathy as she murmured, "My ankle feels so much better now." Her words were a whisper, a promise, and I couldn’t resist. My lips found her skin, pressing eager kisses into the soft swell of her breasts, each one lingering longer than the last. My hands moved of their own accord, slipping behind her to unhook her bra, the fabric falling away to reveal her full, heavy breasts, their weight spilling halfway down her torso. She watched me with a hunger in her eyes, her breath hitching as I lifted each one, my lips trailing kisses before closing around her nipples, suckling gently. Her moan was low and throaty, her fingers tangling in my hair as she whispered, "You’re driving me wild. I’m so glad you love my breasts, even if they’re not as firm as they used to be."

Just then, the shrill ring of the phone interrupted us. Betty answered, her voice steady despite the way her fingers tightened in my hair, pulling me back to her chest. When she hung up, she turned to me, her lips curving into a sly smile. "Amanda’s going to be late," she said, her tone casual, though her eyes burned with something far from casual. "We can have leftover roast beef, or we could order pizza." My response was a low whisper, my lips brushing her ear as I said, "I’d rather feast on you." Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t protest as I helped her to her feet, guiding her up the stairs to her bedroom.

Her breasts swayed with every step, the motion hypnotic, and I couldn’t resist reaching out to cup them from behind, my fingers teasing her nipples until she let out a soft, breathy moan. Once in the bedroom, she sank into an upholstered chair, her legs parting instinctively as I dropped to my knees on the carpet. My hands slid up her thighs, pushing her panties aside to expose her damp, glistening pussy. The scent of her arousal mixed with the faint trace of her perfume was intoxicating, and I buried my face between her legs, my tongue tracing the soft folds of her labia before finding her clit. Her fingers gripped my head, her hips rocking against my mouth as she moaned, "Oh, baby, yes. Just like that. Lick me. Oh, God, yes. Ahhhh!" Her orgasm came quickly, her body trembling as she cried out, her fingers tightening in my hair.

When she finally caught her breath, she disappeared into the bathroom, returning moments later in a sheer red robe that clung to her curves. She helped me out of my shorts and underwear, her hands wrapping around my cock as she looked into my eyes. "Get on the bed," she said, her voice low and commanding. "I want to ride you, nice and slow. It’s been too long since I’ve felt a cock like yours inside me." I grinned, my hands sliding up to cup her breasts, their weight heavy and perfect in my palms. "Take off the bra," I said, my voice rough with desire. "They look so sexy just swaying like that."

Betty’s cheeks flushed a deep pink as she slowly, deliberately, guided the swollen head of my cock into her waiting, slick warmth. She sank down onto me with a soft, satisfied sigh, her body trembling slightly as she adjusted to the fullness of me inside her. Her pussy clung to me tightly, a perfect, snug fit, and I could feel the heat of her arousal mingling with the steady pulse of my own release. I stayed still for a moment, savoring the sensation, my hands roaming over her soft, sagging breasts, my lips brushing against the delicate skin of her neck, now lined with the faintest traces of time.

With a gentle nudge, I helped her roll onto her back, my cock still buried deep within her, and I could feel her walls gripping me even tighter as she shifted. The tension in my groin began to build, a slow, delicious pressure that coiled tighter and tighter until it finally snapped. My cock throbbed violently, spilling wave after wave of cum deep inside her, and I groaned, my voice low and ragged, as the pleasure washed over me in relentless waves.

“Ahhhh… fuck… oh God…” I panted, my chest heaving as I collapsed onto her, my hands braced on either side of her body. My cock, still hard and eager, remained buried inside her, and I couldn’t resist the urge to move again, my hips rocking against hers as I began to fuck her once more, her cum-slicked pussy welcoming me with every thrust.

But then, the sound of footsteps downstairs broke through the haze of pleasure, and I froze, my cock still deep inside her. Betty’s eyes widened, and she whispered urgently, “We need to stop. It’s Amanda. She can’t know you’re here. Go to the bathroom—there’s a robe in the closet. Put it on and wait.”

Reluctantly, I pulled out of her, my cock still slick with her arousal and my own release, and she quickly wiped herself clean, spraying a faint mist of perfume over her body before slipping into a robe and heading downstairs to greet her daughter.

I retreated to the bathroom, the dim light casting soft shadows across the large, tiled space. In the closet, I found a man’s robe tucked behind a stack of towels, along with an assortment of dildos and delicate, barely-there lingerie. The muffled sound of Betty and Amanda’s laughter drifted up from below, and I waited, my heart pounding, until Betty finally returned.

She slid to the floor in front of me, her small, wrinkled hand wrapping around my softening cock, and she looked up at me with a mischievous smile. “Amanda’s gone,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. “She wants me to take her shopping tomorrow.” Her eyes dropped to my cock, and she added, “But this guy needs some attention first,” before leaning in and taking me into her mouth.

I watched, transfixed, as her lips, coated in a faint sheen of lipstick, moved over me, her tongue swirling and teasing until I was fully hard again. When she finally pulled away, licking her lips, she stood and turned toward the bedroom, only to let out a surprised squeal as I grabbed her from behind, lifting her robe and pressing myself against her.

“What are you doing?” she giggled, her voice breathless as she felt me nudging against her. “It’s caught between my cheeks!”

“Let’s do it doggy-style,” I whispered, my hands gripping her hips as I guided my cock back into her slick, welcoming pussy. She bent forward, bracing herself on the vanity, and I began to thrust into her, my movements slow and deliberate at first, then faster, harder, as the heat between us built.

Her breasts swayed with every thrust, and I couldn’t resist reaching around to cup them, my fingers teasing her nipples as I fucked her. The sight of her in the mirror, her face flushed with pleasure, her body moving in perfect rhythm with mine, was almost too much to bear. My hands slid down to her narrow waist, then to her wide hips, gripping her tightly as I felt my climax building once more.

“Ahhh… oh God… fuck…” I groaned, my thrusts becoming erratic as I felt the familiar tightening in my groin. With one final, deep thrust, I came, my cock pulsing as I spilled inside her, my body trembling with the force of my release.

“Ahhh… ohhh… fuck…” I panted, my chest heaving as I collapsed against her, my hands still gripping her hips as I tried to catch my breath.

Before Betty joined me in bed, exhaustion claimed me, and I drifted into a deep sleep. The next morning, around ten, Betty gently roused me from my slumber, her voice soft but insistent. 

"I need to get ready to meet Amanda," she murmured, her tone practical yet tinged with a hint of regret. "You can take a shower before you leave." 

I found her later in the Lanai, perched gracefully on the couch, the morning paper spread out before her. The sunlight filtered through the windows, casting a warm glow on her figure. She looked effortlessly alluring in a sleeveless black blouse and a denim skirt that had ridden up slightly, revealing the smooth expanse of her bare legs and thighs. As I sipped my coffee, my gaze lingered on her, and she caught me staring. A knowing smile curved her lips, and she teased, her voice low and playful, "You want me again, so soon?" 

I didn’t need words to answer. Instead, I slid to my knees, my hands parting her legs as I pushed her skirt higher, my mouth finding its way to the warmth of her crotch. She let out a soft protest, her voice a mix of surprise and amusement. "Here? In the Lanai?" But her resistance was fleeting, melting into a series of breathy moans as I kissed her through the delicate silk of her panties. 

Her hands fluttered to her clothes, her concern practical but fleeting. "I don’t want my clothes wrinkled," she whispered, standing up to shed her blouse and skirt with deliberate care. Her eyes met mine, a spark of mischief in them as she muttered, "You’re insatiable," before pushing me down onto the carpeted floor. 

What followed was a playful tussle, our bodies tangled together as we laughed and wrestled. My hands found their way to her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease, and soon her panties joined the pile of discarded clothing. She helped me out of my own clothes, her movements deliberate, her gaze appreciative as she took in my body. "You look so young and handsome," she murmured, her voice thick with desire, before guiding my throbbing cock into her waiting pussy. 

The daylight streaming through the windows illuminated every detail of her body—her sagging breasts, the faint lines of age etched into her skin—and it only heightened my arousal. As she moved above me, her pace slow and deliberate, my hands found her breasts, cupping them, feeling their weight as they swayed with her movements. 

But then something shifted. Her rhythm became more urgent, her moans louder, more incoherent, as if she were possessed by some primal need. Her pussy clenched around me, tight and insistent, and she leaned forward, crushing her chest against mine in a fierce embrace. Her cries filled the room, raw and unfiltered, as she rode me with abandon. 

When it was over, she lifted herself off me, her breath coming in ragged gasps, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She lay down beside me, her body still trembling, and said, "I didn’t think I’d have an orgasm so soon." Her hand nudged me, a silent invitation to continue. 

I obliged, lifting her legs onto my shoulders and entering her again, this time with a slow, deliberate rhythm. I savored the sight of her body, the way her breasts jiggled with each thrust, the way her pussy gripped me, slick and welcoming. I paused for a moment, relishing the way her muscles twitched around me, and she broke the silence, her voice soft but steady. 

"Today is the second anniversary of my divorce," she said, her tone reflective. 

I smiled, my voice warm. "We should celebrate. It’s time for a new beginning." 

Her response was tinged with a bittersweet edge. "This naked fucking is my celebration with you. Amanda is taking me out to celebrate later." 

Her words struck a chord, a reminder that I was still just a fleeting presence in her life, a temporary indulgence. And yet, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of gratitude for the privilege of being with her, this beautiful, older woman who had let me into her world, even if only for a moment. 

A few days later, I called her, the conversation starting with the usual pleasantries. But then her tone shifted, a note of concern creeping into her voice. "Amanda called," she said, her words measured. "She’s pregnant and wants to get married to her boyfriend next month."

For the next several weeks, Betty was entirely consumed with the preparations for Amanda’s wedding. The days seemed to blur together as she threw herself into the whirlwind of planning, leaving little room for anything—or anyone—else. When I called her a few weeks later, offering to help with some yard work, she politely declined. Her voice carried a hint of something else, though, a quiet confession that an older gentleman—a lawyer, no less—had been calling on her. It didn’t take long for me to piece it together. Betty had found herself a man of means, someone who could offer her stability and companionship, even if he couldn’t quite match the intensity of what we’d shared. A couple of years into Amanda’s marriage, the cracks began to show. Her husband’s infidelity came to light, shattering the illusion of their perfect union.

---

CELINE AT MOM'S WEDDING ANNIVERSARY 

I found myself adrift in a sea of loneliness, yearning for the touch of a woman who could see me, truly see me, and care for me in a way that went beyond the physical. My thoughts often wandered to Celine, and more than once, I sought solace in my own hands, imagining her as I did. It was early spring, just after my 24th birthday, and life felt like it was slipping through my fingers in more ways than one. My hair had begun thinning early, and by the time I graduated from college, the top of my head was bare, the light strands that remained making me look older than my years. Despite my degree in history, I’d only managed to land a temporary teaching position at a high school. Meanwhile, my older brother had married his high school sweetheart and moved to Maryland, where he and his wife soon welcomed twin boys into their lives. 

I poured my energy into carpentry, honing my skills as I worked to renovate my mom’s cottage by the lake, transforming it into a year-round home. In return, Julian and Mom let me stay there, a small but meaningful exchange. I visited them often, drawn by the comfort of their home, the large TV perfect for watching sports, and the basketball hoop in their yard where I could lose myself in the rhythm of the game. 

Julian had climbed the ranks to become Assistant Principal at the middle school, while Mom had risen to Principal at the elementary school. That summer, they were eagerly anticipating their 15th wedding anniversary, a milestone they planned to celebrate in style. Julian had invited Celine to the party, and one evening, after she arrived for a visit, I stopped by to drop off groceries for Mom. I found Celine in the living room, curled up on the couch, engrossed in a show on the large TV. She was dressed casually in a loose gray sweatshirt and matching pants, her shoulder-length hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. There was something about her that made her seem younger, more vibrant than I remembered. 

When she noticed me, her face lit up with a warm smile. She rose from the couch, greeted me with a kiss on the cheek, and said, “Julian and your mom had to run to a meeting at the school.” 

I offered her a beer, but she declined, explaining she was about to head out for a jog. Still, she joined me at the kitchen table, her presence a quiet comfort. Her voice was soft as she shared her news: “After talking to Julian and some friends back in Illinois and Quebec, I’ve decided to file for separation from Jim. It’ll take some time before the divorce is final.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, though a part of me was glad she was here, with us. After a pause, I asked, “Where’s your son?” 

“Jacques graduated from a university in Montreal,” she replied. “Jim helped him land a good position at his company. He’s working in Chicago now, splitting his time between there and the headquarters in Montreal.”

"I can't believe you have a grown son," I said, my voice tinged with awe as I studied her. "You look so young, Celine. It's hard to believe."

She blushed, a soft pink spreading across her cheeks, and her lips curved into a shy smile. "Thank you," she murmured, her voice warm and appreciative. "But trust me, the wrinkles and sags are there. I just try to take care of myself—eating carefully, jogging. My mom was a ballet dancer, you know. I guess I inherited her figure."

There was a pause, a quiet moment where our eyes lingered on each other before she broke the silence. "You seem to be in good shape yourself," she said, her tone light but curious. "What do you do to stay fit?"

"I play basketball regularly," I replied, leaning back slightly in my chair. "And I jog occasionally. Nothing too intense, but it keeps me moving."

Her gaze flicked over me, assessing, and then she asked, "How tall are you? And what's your weight?"

"About six-two," I said, shrugging. "And I weigh around 190 pounds."

Her smile widened, and she nodded, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "That's about 85 kilograms," she said, her voice teasing. "You're still young, too. And you know," she added after a thoughtful pause, "you'd look good with a shaved head."

When she returned a short while later, she had shed her sweatpants and sweatshirt, revealing a tight pink halter top and snug jogging shorts. My eyes were drawn to her figure—her full breasts, her rounded hips, the way her shorts clung to her curves. As she bent to tie her jogging shoes, her ass lifted in the air, the fabric of her shorts digging into the cleft. I couldn't help but stare, my breath catching in my throat. She glanced back at me, her cheeks flushing again, but she didn't seem upset. Instead, she smiled, a playful glint in her eyes, and said, "See you later," before slipping out the back door.

---

A few days later, on a lazy Sunday afternoon, I found myself shooting baskets in the driveway at my mom and Julian's place. They had gone shopping, and I was hoping Celine might come out and join me. Sure enough, I spotted her in the garden, her hands busy with the plants. I waved, and she waved back, her smile bright.

After watching me for a while, she called out, "Can I try shooting a basket? I played on the girls' high school team."

"Sure," I said, tossing her the ball. She caught it easily, her movements graceful. I noticed she had her hair tied back in a ponytail, and she was wearing the same loose grey sweatshirt and pants as before. Her wedding ring was conspicuously absent.

As she took a few shots, missing a couple before finally sinking one, she turned to me with a smile. "How come you're not with your girlfriend?" she asked, her tone casual but curious.

"The girl I was dating moved to New York," I said, shrugging. I didn't want to dwell on it, so I quickly added, "I'm practicing for a league match at the YMCA tonight."

"What was her name?" Celine asked, her eyes still on the basket as she took another shot.

"Amanda," I replied. "She was a student at the university."

We fell into a rhythm, passing the ball back and forth, laughing as we tried to outdo each other. At one point, we both went for a rebound, and she ended up wrapping her arms around me, her body pressed against mine. I could feel the warmth of her breasts against my back, and for a moment, I froze, acutely aware of her closeness. But she just giggled, jumping onto my back and holding on tight. Laughing, I carried her to the basket, letting her take the shot.

Later, after my mom and Julian returned, we all went inside for tea and cake. Mom mentioned that Celine was moving into a small house on her friend's property by the lake. Celine turned to me, her eyes hopeful. "Can you help me paint the bedroom?" she asked.

"Of course," I said, smiling. "I'd be glad to help."

"I wonder why you’re only painting the bedroom," I asked, my curiosity piqued as I leaned back slightly, studying her.

Celine cut in before I could finish, her voice light but firm. "I can’t stand the beige in there. It’s so... dull. I’ve always loved pink. It feels more... me." Her eyes sparkled with a hint of mischief, as if the color choice held some deeper, unspoken meaning.

---

AT THE ANNIVERSARY PARTY

That evening, Julian called, asking if I’d accompany Celine to the 15th anniversary party on Friday. I agreed without hesitation. When Friday rolled around, I dressed carefully—dress slacks, polished shoes, a crisp long-sleeve shirt, and a tailored sports jacket. I even shaved my head, remembering her earlier comment. As I waited for her, I idly flipped through sports channels, my mind wandering.

When Celine finally entered the room, she took my breath away. She was dressed in black—a sleeveless, low-cut dress that clung to her curves, revealing her slender arms, smooth shoulders, and the elegant line of her neck. Her hair, freshly styled, cascaded to her shoulders, framing her face perfectly. A three-strand pearl necklace rested delicately at the base of her throat, complemented by pearl-gold stud earrings. Black stockings and low-heeled shoes completed the look, along with a bold swipe of red lipstick that made her lips impossible to ignore. A pink silk shawl draped over her bare shoulders added a soft, feminine touch.

As I stood to greet her, my eyes lingered a little too long. She noticed, of course, and her lips curved into a knowing smile. "Alex," she cooed, her voice warm and teasing, "you look so handsome."

I felt my cheeks flush, but I managed to reply, "You look stunning. Elegant, beautiful... everything."

She reached for my arm, her fingers curling around it possessively. "Thank you," she murmured, her tone soft but confident. "We make quite the pair, don’t we? Let’s go."

As we walked to the car, the faint scent of her floral perfume wrapped around me, intoxicating and subtle. The party was held in a room adjacent to a lounge, filled with about 75 people. We found a table, and as we sat, Celine’s hand brushed mine, her touch lingering just a moment too long. She leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, "It’s packed. Do you know everyone here?"

"Just a few," I replied, my voice low. "Most are Julian and my mom’s colleagues."

I became acutely aware of her thigh pressing against mine, the soft curve of her breast brushing my side as she shifted closer. My gaze drifted to her profile—her long, delicate nose, those large, expressive eyes, the firm swell of her chest, and her legs, which seemed to go on forever. She caught me staring and smiled, a small, secretive curve of her lips that told me she didn’t mind.

Over dinner and wine, we talked easily, the conversation flowing as naturally as the music playing in the background. Around us, couples and groups swayed to the rhythm, lost in the moment. Celine turned to me, her eyes bright with excitement. "I haven’t felt this happy in a long time," she admitted, her voice soft but filled with emotion. "Let’s dance."

We joined the small crowd on the dance floor, moving together in sync with the music. Celine was graceful, her body swaying effortlessly as she smiled up at me. At one point, she raised her arms, the movement briefly exposing the smooth skin of her underarms and the delicate curve of her armpits. The sight sent a jolt of heat through me, though I tried to keep my expression neutral.

As the night wore on, we became part of a larger circle of dancers, laughing and enjoying the energy of the room. Celine’s joy was infectious, and I found myself caught up in her happiness.

When the party began to wind down, she held onto my arm, her grip firm but gentle. "I’m so glad I’m here with you," she said, her voice warm and sincere. "I’m having such a good time. It’s too early to go home. After I freshen up, maybe we could go to the lounge next door? Dance a little more?"

I nodded, my pulse quickening at the thought. "Sounds perfect."

Once we settled at a table in the lounge, I ordered myself a beer and a glass of rich red wine for Celine. The atmosphere was alive with energy, the air thick with the sound of laughter and music. We watched as several young couples moved rhythmically on the dance floor, their bodies swaying in sync with the beat. After sipping her wine, Celine turned to me, her eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and warmth.

"Alex," she murmured, her voice soft but insistent, "dance with me."

I nodded, unable to resist her invitation. We stepped onto the floor, moving together in a way that felt both tentative and electric. At first, we kept a polite distance, our bodies swaying gently to the music without touching. But when a slow, sultry melody began to play, Celine closed the gap between us. She pressed her body against mine, her breasts flattening against my chest, and rested her head on my shoulder. The scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating—mingled with the faint aroma of wine on her breath. The warmth of her skin, the curve of her body against mine, sent a jolt of desire through me. My cock stiffened almost instantly, a visceral reaction to her nearness.

As we continued to dance, I couldn’t help but notice how my growing arousal pressed against her lower belly. She tilted her head back, her eyes locking onto mine, and smiled—a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down my spine.

"I’m glad I still turn you on," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "You make me feel appreciated. Thank you."

Her words were like a spark, igniting something deep within me. She added softly, almost as an afterthought, "I think most of the women here are younger than me—closer to your age, really."

I shook my head, my voice firm but gentle. "You’re the most beautiful woman here," I said, my hand sliding lower on her back as I subtly pressed my hardened cock against her thigh. She blushed, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she shifted slightly, pressing her thigh back against me in a way that made my breath catch.

When we finally returned to our table, I asked, my voice steady despite the heat coursing through me, "Would you like another glass of wine?"

"Yes, please," she replied, her tone light but with an undercurrent of something deeper. "Thank you."

After she finished her second glass, we returned to the dance floor. This time, my hand found its way to the curve of her left buttock, resting there tentatively at first. When she didn’t object, I let my fingers tighten slightly, savoring the firmness of her beneath my palm. She smiled, her head resting on my shoulder once more, her breathing growing heavier, her face flushed with a mix of arousal and contentment.

We danced a few more slow songs, our bodies moving in perfect harmony, before I finally drove her back to my mom’s house. As we pulled up, Celine turned to me, her eyes soft but filled with gratitude.

"Alex," she said, her voice warm, "thank you for such a wonderful evening. I see the lights are on—I should probably go in and say hello to your mom and Julian. I’ll see you tomorrow morning."

Before I could respond, she leaned in, her lips brushing first against my cheek and then, more deliberately, against my mouth. The kiss was brief but electric, leaving me breathless as she slipped out of the car and disappeared into the house.

That night, lying in bed, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. The way she had looked that evening—her curves accentuated by that black dress, her confidence, her effortless elegance—played on a loop in my mind. I imagined her in my arms, her body pressed against mine, her breath hot against my skin. My hand drifted downward as I fantasized about her, about the taste of her skin, the feel of her nipples against my tongue. I came with a shudder, my thoughts consumed by her.

I resolved to keep showing her how much I desired her, but I also knew I had to let her take the lead. I didn’t want to risk losing her—not when she was everything I’d been longing for.

The cottage Celine had chosen to rent perched gracefully on a gentle slope overlooking the serene lake, its backyard shielded by a meticulously trimmed hedge that promised seclusion. Inside, the kitchen was modestly equipped with a refrigerator and a few essential pieces of furniture, while the other rooms stood bare, waiting to be filled. The master bedroom on the second floor boasted a balcony that offered a breathtaking, sweeping vista of the tranquil lake below. I noticed a couple of suitcases in the bedroom and a solitary chair on the balcony, suggesting that Celine had been spending her moments there, lost in the beauty of the view.

Early on Saturday morning, Celine and I set to work painting her bedroom. I took on the walls and ceiling, while she handled the delicate task of trimming. We both donned shorts, long-sleeved shirts, and caps, but Celine’s choice of tight shorts accentuated the firm curves of her buttocks in a way that was impossible to ignore. When she needed to reach a high corner of the ceiling, I steadied the step ladder for her, my gaze inadvertently drawn to the glimpse of her pink panties beneath the snug fabric. Celine caught me looking, her cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and something else—something that made my pulse quicken.

Once the painting was done, Celine disappeared to freshen up, returning in a red tank top that clung to her figure, its low neckline revealing the tantalizing swell of her cleavage. She looked stunning, her voluptuous frame accentuated by the simple yet provocative outfit. Her smile was warm, though tinged with a hint of shyness as she noticed my eyes lingering on her chest. After we each sipped a glass of water, Celine poured wine into two glasses, the scent of her freshly applied perfume mingling with the crisp air. She led me out to the backyard, her movements graceful and unhurried.

As we strolled through the garden, she turned to me and asked softly, “Did you sleep well last night?”

I shook my head, murmuring, “Not really.”

“Me neither,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. Then, with a thoughtful expression, she added, “I’m renting this place with the option to buy it.”

Eager to help, I offered, “I’d be happy to mow the lawn and trim the hedge for you.”

“Thank you,” she replied, her gratitude evident in her smile.

She took my hand, guiding me through the garden, pointing out the various flowers and trees, and the small tool shed tucked away in the corner. When I carefully snipped a long-stemmed red rose and handed it to her, she hugged me tightly, her voice soft with emotion. “Thank you. It’s been a long time since a man gave me a flower.”

Without thinking, I leaned in and pressed a lingering kiss to the curve of her neck, half-expecting her to pull away. Instead, she let out a soft, contented sigh. “The backyard is so private and quiet,” she murmured. “Someday, I’d like to sunbathe out here.” She giggled, her tone playful. “But for now, I just want to feel free.”

With a mischievous smile, she handed me her glass of wine and reached behind her, slipping off her bra and draping it around my neck. My face burned, but she only laughed softly, her eyes sparkling. “I can read your mind. You should be happy I’m braless.”

She turned to face me, her lips meeting mine in a deep, lingering kiss. My hands found their way to her hips, gripping her firmly as I whispered against her mouth, “You’re a beautiful woman.”

She arched her neck back, her breath hitching as I trailed a series of lingering kisses along the delicate curve of her throat, then lower, to the soft swell of her cleavage. The intoxicating blend of her perfume and the faint musk of her skin sent a jolt of desire coursing through me, my arousal growing sharper with every breath I took of her. Celine’s arms, long and graceful, wound around my neck, pulling me closer until my face was pressed into the warm, inviting valley between her breasts. Her voice was a low, sultry murmur as she whispered, “Kiss it. Please, kiss it.”

Her hand slid from the back of my head, her fingers brushing lightly against my scalp before they drifted lower, her touch tentative but deliberate. She cupped the hard bulge straining against the fabric of my shorts, her fingers curling around me with a confidence that made my breath catch. Her eyes locked onto mine, dark and smoldering, as she murmured, “Last night, I couldn’t stop thinking about you… about this. I’m glad you feel the same way about me.”

With a deftness that left me breathless, she tugged my shorts and underwear down, her fingers wrapping around my cock, already half-hard and throbbing in her grasp. A soft, throaty laugh escaped her as she felt me grow even harder in her small, delicate hand. My own hands moved to her hips, sliding beneath the waistband of her shorts as I kissed her deeply, our tongues tangling in a heated dance. Slowly, I peeled her shorts down, my fingers skimming over the smooth, toned skin of her thighs before brushing against the damp fabric of her panties. The heat of her arousal was unmistakable, and I could feel the soft curls of her pubic hair through the thin material, my fingertips grazing the edges as she let out a soft, breathy moan.

I sank to my knees on the soft bed of leaves and twigs beneath us, my hands trembling slightly as I tugged her panties down to her ankles. The sight of her took my breath away—her dense, curly blonde-gray pubic hair, the soft pink folds of her pussy glistening with arousal. My fingers traced the curve of her thighs, brushing against the soft curls as she let out a low, shuddering moan. Her passion was building, her body trembling with need as she bent one leg at the knee, lifting it slightly and pressing the back of my head until my face was buried in the intoxicating heat of her crotch.

After a few moments, her voice broke through the haze of desire, soft and urgent. “Bring the tarp from the tool shed. Spread it out here.” I moved quickly, my heart pounding as I fetched the tarp and laid it out on the ground near where she stood. She nudged me to lie down on my back, her hands gentle but insistent as she knelt beside me, her lips capturing mine in a deep, hungry kiss. “My body’s been on fire since yesterday,” she murmured against my mouth. “Just lie there. Let me take care of you.”

I couldn’t help but whisper, my voice thick with desire, “Please, let me taste you. Let me eat your pussy.” Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t hesitate, shifting her body until she was straddling my stomach, her naked crotch hovering tantalizingly close to my mouth. She crouched above me, her pussy on full display as I ran my fingers through her soft, blonde curls. The sight of her pink, glistening lips, swollen and open with arousal, sent a surge of heat straight to my cock, which twitched wildly in response. Slowly, she lowered herself, her pussy brushing against my lips, the scent of her arousal overwhelming my senses.

My hands gripped her plump, firm buttocks as I lifted my head, my tongue flicking against her pussy lips and clit, teasing and tasting her until she let out a low, guttural moan. I sucked gently, my mouth closing around her sensitive flesh as her body shuddered above me. “Ahhh, Alex… my clit… oh God…” Her voice was a broken whisper as her orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as she rode the waves of pleasure.

When she finally stilled, her breathing ragged, she smiled down at me, her eyes soft and sated. “That was incredible,” she murmured, her voice husky. “It’s been so long since anyone’s made me come like that.” I mumbled something incoherent, my own voice thick with satisfaction, and she blushed, her fingers brushing against my cheek. “Let’s go inside,” she whispered. “Take off your shorts. No one can see us here.”

Celine’s laughter was soft and melodic as she guided me into the house, her delicate fingers wrapped around my throbbing cock, her touch both teasing and tender. In the kitchen, she tore two paper towels from the roll with a casual flick of her wrist before settling into a chair. Her movements were deliberate, unhurried, as she peeled off her tank top, letting her breasts spill free. They were still full, though time had softened their shape, and they swayed slightly as she leaned forward, her eyes locked on my rigid length. With a sly smile, she dragged the tip of my cock across her nipples, the sensation sending shivers through me. She guided my hands to her breasts, and I couldn’t resist kneading them, my fingers finding her hardened nipples and pinching gently. All the while, her hand worked my shaft in slow, rhythmic strokes, pausing only to drizzle a few drops of red wine onto the sensitive head before lapping it up with her tongue, her lips closing around me in a way that made my breath hitch.

Her gaze flicked up to mine, and she murmured, her voice low and sultry, “I’m glad you’re enjoying this. I was worried I’d forgotten how to make a man feel good.” Her words were a whisper, a confession that only added to the intimacy of the moment.

I groaned, my voice thick with desire, “It’s incredible. Don’t stop. I’m so close.”

And then it happened—my release surged through me in powerful bursts, my cum arcing through the air, some splattering onto the floor while the rest landed in warm streaks across her breasts. My body shuddered with the intensity of it, my voice breaking as I cried out, “Ahhhh! Fuck! Ohhh, god!” My cock remained stiff in her hand, still pulsing with the aftershocks of my climax.

Celine’s eyes softened as she looked at me, her voice gentle but tinged with something deeper. “You’re the first man who’s made me feel wanted since Jim and I separated. He stopped loving me two years ago. I need time to figure things out, but until then… you can take me out. Show me what it’s like to be cared for again.”

I nodded, my voice steady despite the lingering haze of pleasure. “Celine, I care about you. I can wait.”

Her fingers gave my cock one last, lingering squeeze before she let go, her tone shifting to something more practical, though no less intimate. “By the way, I’m assuming you’re clean?”

“Yes,” I replied quickly, my voice earnest. Then, unable to resist, I added, “Can I kiss them again? Please?”

She blushed, a faint pink spreading across her cheeks, but she nodded, her hands cradling my head as I sank to my knees on the hard floor. I took her nipple into my mouth, suckling gently, my tongue swirling around the sensitive bud until she let out a soft sigh. “That feels amazing,” she murmured, her fingers threading through my hair. “But that’s enough for now. We should get ready for dinner at your mom’s.”

As we drove to my mom’s house, Celine turned to me, her expression thoughtful. “I’ve been thinking about going to Illinois to see my attorney and bring back some of my furniture. Would you be able to help me with that?”

“Of course,” I said without hesitation. “Once school’s out, I’m all yours.”

---

The following Wednesday, my mom and Julian had an evening meeting, leaving Celine and me alone in the house. She was dressed casually in a sweatshirt and shorts, her hair tied back in a loose ponytail. “How about we shoot some baskets?” she suggested, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “And then we can fix dinner together.”

We spent the next hour laughing and teasing each other as we played, the easy camaraderie between us making the time fly. Afterward, she freshened up, returning in a sleeveless blue blouse and black shorts, her sandals clicking softly against the floor. As we sat down to eat, the wineglasses between us catching the soft light, I brought up the idea of the basketball game. “There’s a great team playing against State University this Saturday—it’s the last game of the season. I can get us tickets if you’d like to go.”

Her smile was warm, her eyes meeting mine. “I’d love to see a game with you,” she said, her voice light but with a hint of something more. “Maybe we can grab a drink afterward, too.”

I was acutely aware that Mom and Julian would be back early that evening, which meant we had to be careful. Still, I couldn’t help but hope that Celine might let me touch her breasts again—maybe even let me taste her, feel her softness against my tongue. My eagerness must have been written all over my face because Celine quickly laid down the rules, her voice firm but gentle. 

"Alex," she said, her tone leaving no room for argument, "no touching below the waist, and we’re keeping our clothes on. Got it?" 

I nodded, though my mind was already racing with possibilities. I guided her toward the kitchen window, where we could keep an eye out for Julian’s car. My lips found her neck, the scent of her perfume intoxicating as I kissed her there, slow and deliberate. My hands slipped beneath her blouse, fingers brushing against the fabric of her bra. When I unhooked it, she let out a soft sigh of protest. 

"Didn’t I say no taking clothes off?" she chided, though her voice lacked any real conviction. 

"I’m not taking it off," I murmured, my hands already exploring the soft, warm weight of her breasts now freed from the confines of her bra. 

She sighed again, this time with a hint of resignation, and leaned into me, her body pressing against mine. I could feel her warmth, her softness, and the way her breath hitched when my cock, hard and insistent, pressed against her backside. Her hand reached back, fingers wrapping around me, and for a moment, I thought she might give in—let me taste her, let me worship her the way I so desperately wanted to. 

I sank to my knees, looking up at her with pleading eyes. "Please," I whispered, my voice thick with desire. 

Her fingers brushed against my cheek, her touch tender. "I want it too," she admitted softly, her voice trembling with the same need I felt. "But not here. I’m sorry." 

Reluctantly, I stood, my hands returning to her breasts, my lips trailing kisses along her arms. She giggled when I told her how beautiful her arms were, how toned and perfect they felt under my touch. When my lips found her underarms, she moaned softly, lifting her arms above her head, giving me full access. 

"I’m glad you like them," she said, her voice breathy. "I shaved this afternoon. Some women don’t, you know. Would you prefer that?" 

"Maybe someday," I mumbled, my lips still pressed against her skin. 

She sat down in a chair, and I knelt before her, my hands moving over her delicate toes, her smooth legs, her toned thighs. She looked at me, her eyes soft and curious. 

"Alex," she asked, her voice quiet, "what is it you like about me?" 

"Everything," I said without hesitation. "Your body, your mind. I’m completely smitten." 

I could have stayed there forever, lost in her, but she glanced at the clock and gently reminded me it was time to go. "Please leave before Julian and your mom get back," she said, her voice tinged with regret. "I’ll see you on Saturday." 

We hugged tightly, our lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss before I finally pulled away and headed home, my mind already racing with anticipation for the weekend. 

---

BASKETBALL GAME AND AFTERWARDS 

Saturday morning, I spent hours cleaning out my old van, removing the middle row of seats and arranging a few cushions to make it more comfortable. After a light dinner, I drove to Mom’s house, my heart pounding with excitement. Julian and Mom were thrilled I was taking Celine to the game, and when she stepped out, she took my breath away. 

She was dressed in a long, flowing pink skirt that hugged her hips just right, paired with a matching short-sleeve blouse. Her nylons shimmered in the light, and her flat shoes added a casual elegance to her look. She wore delicate costume jewelry—a thin necklace and small earrings—and carried a light sweater draped over her arm. I, on the other hand, had opted for jeans, a sports shirt, and sneakers, feeling underdressed next to her effortless beauty. 

As we headed out, I couldn’t help but imagine what the night might hold, my mind already racing with possibilities.

The field house was buzzing with energy, packed to the brim with fans who were clinging to the hope of an unexpected win for the home team. Celine and I were right there with them, cheering loudly, but it didn’t take long for the visiting team to pull ahead, racking up points like they were playing against amateurs. By halftime, the score was looking grim, and I decided to grab us a couple of soft drinks. As I was making my way back to Celine, drinks in hand, I was intercepted by Amanda. I hadn’t even realized she was back in town. She was all smiles, flirting with me as if no time had passed, as if we were still close. I could feel the tension building as I spotted Celine approaching, her expression a mix of amusement and irritation. Amanda, oblivious to Celine’s presence, kept chatting away until Celine was right beside me. Without missing a beat, Celine took her drink from my hand, wrapped her arm around mine, pressing her left breast firmly against me, and purred,

“Alex, how thoughtful of you to get me a drink. Aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?”

As I made the introductions, their eyes locked. I couldn’t see Celine’s face, but I watched as Amanda’s smile faltered, her face paling almost instantly. Within moments, she excused herself and disappeared into the crowd. Celine leaned in closer, her voice soft but firm,

“Good riddance. She’s not worth your time. Shallow, that one.”

I couldn’t help but ask, “What did you say to her? She left so quickly.”

Celine just smiled, her tone light but knowing, “Oh, nothing at all. Call it a woman’s intuition. She saw something between us, something real, and she knew she didn’t belong. Trust me, she won’t be bothering us again.” She paused, then added with a teasing glint in her eye, “Though I will say, she’s quite pretty. You’ve got good taste, Alex.”

I shrugged, feeling a little defensive, “Amanda and I only went out a few times. It was nothing serious.”

As we made our way back to our seats, Celine held onto my arm tightly, resting her head on my shoulder. By the middle of the second half, the stands began to thin as fans started to leave, their hopes for a comeback dashed. Celine turned to me, her voice a whisper,

“Alex, let’s get out of here. It’s too stuffy, and our team’s not going to win this one.”

I nodded, and we made our way to the parking lot. As I started the van, Celine leaned over, her voice low and inviting,

“It’s such a beautiful evening. I’d love to see the lake under the moonlight. Let’s go to my place.”

I drove us to the back of Celine’s cottage, parking on a ridge that overlooked the lake. The moonlight shimmered on the water, casting a serene glow over everything. Celine sighed, her voice soft and dreamy,

“It’s breathtaking, isn’t it?” She turned to me, her eyes sparkling, “Hold me, Alex. I feel so young tonight. I want to be close to you, to make out in your van.”

My heart raced as I slid closer to her, pulling her into my arms. She nestled against me, her right hand reaching up to gently trace the contours of my face, her fingers brushing over my cheek and forehead. She smiled, her voice a whisper,

“Hi, handsome,” before leaning in to kiss me. It was a deep, lingering kiss, our lips and tongues exploring each other with a hunger that left me breathless. Celine was an incredible kisser, far better than I was, and I couldn’t get enough. As the kiss deepened, my hand found its way under her blouse, my fingers brushing against the lace of her bra. I was thrilled when she reached back, unhooking it and guiding my hands to her bare breasts. They were full, soft, and perfect, and I couldn’t believe I was finally touching her like this.

I shifted to the back seat, guiding Celine to join me. Kneeling on the cushions at her feet, my right hand traced a slow, deliberate path up her stocking-clad leg, the smooth fabric giving way to the soft warmth of her thigh. When my fingers brushed against the garter belt, a thrill shot through me—she had planned for this, anticipated it. Our lips met in a deep, hungry kiss, tongues tangling as if we were trying to devour each other. With a sly smile, Celine slid her silk panties down to her ankles, and I eagerly removed them, tucking them into my pocket as a secret keepsake.

I gently parted her thighs, the moonlight casting a silvery glow over her body. Her red garter belt framed the lush, dark patch of her pubic hair, and I couldn’t resist running my fingers through it, marveling at its soft, curly texture. Celine’s voice was a breathy whisper as she confessed, “I’m glad you like it. I’ve never shaved it all off—just trimmed the edges to keep it neat.” My fingers continued their exploration, and I murmured back, “It’s perfect. I love it.”

I wet my index finger with my tongue, parting her slick folds with a gentle touch before sliding it inside her. She gasped, her body arching toward me, and her voice was a sultry command: “Lick me.” I obeyed without hesitation, my tongue finding her clit as my finger continued to tease her depths. Her moans grew louder, more urgent, her arousal coating my tongue with her sweet nectar. Her thighs clamped around my head as I pressed harder, her body shuddering with waves of pleasure. “Alexxxx,” she cried, her voice trembling with ecstasy. “Ahhhhh. Ahhhhhhh. Ahhhhhhh.”

When her breathing finally steadied, she sighed contentedly, “That was incredible.” I settled beside her, and her small hand found the bulge in my pants, squeezing gently. I helped her out of her blouse and bra, her full breasts glowing like twin moons in the dim light. Slowly, she unzipped my pants, freeing my throbbing cock, and her tongue flicked over the slick head, her eyes widening as she murmured, “It’s already dripping for me.”

She rubbed the tip against her hardened nipples, her tongue trailing down to my balls before taking me into her mouth with a determined rhythm. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her movements driving me closer and closer to the edge. I couldn’t help but thrust into her mouth, my voice rough with need as I warned her, “I’m close.” She pulled back, reaching for tissues from her purse, and began to stroke me slowly, her voice a seductive purr. “I love feeling you pulse in my hand, watching you spill for me.”

As my release surged through me, I groaned, “Ahhhhh. Fuck. Fuckkkkk.” My cum erupted in thick jets, and Celine expertly caught most of it in the tissues, her touch never faltering. Even after, my cock remained hard, and she kissed it tenderly, whispering, “You’re amazing, but we should head home.”

As she smoothed her hair, reapplied her lipstick, and spritzed perfume on her neck, she explained, “I’m staying at your parents’ place until the paint smell in my bedroom fades and I can move my bed in. I don’t want your mom to see me looking like this.” She paused, her eyes meeting mine with a playful glint, and added, “But tonight was worth every second.”

"I think she might already have an inkling about the spark between us. She did, after all, marry a younger man herself. Oh, I never mentioned this before, but Julian’s mother wasn’t exactly thrilled about him marrying an older woman. She had her reservations, you know." 

Later, Celine’s voice softened, almost shy, as she murmured, "You can keep my panties, if you’d like." 

I mumbled a quiet, "Thank you," my voice low and rough, still tingling from the intimacy we’d just shared. 

CELINE CALLS HER SON 

After glancing at her phone, Celine let out a small sigh. "Jacques left me a message. I should call him back." 

She dialed his number, and after the usual pleasantries, she listened intently, her responses brief and in French. When she finally ended the call, her voice was soft, almost hesitant. "Jacques wants to see me. He needs to update me about Jim and also wants to talk about his own life. He’s asked me to meet him in Chicago this Saturday. He’s arranged for us to stay at a hotel near the airport—his company gets special rates there. He’s taken care of everything. Would you be able to drive me to the airport Saturday morning? My flight leaves at 10:35." 

Though a knot of worry tightened in my chest—fear that I might lose her to Jim, or that she’d be gone too long—I forced enthusiasm into my voice. "Of course, I can take you." 

As we pulled into my parents’ driveway, Celine reached out, her fingers brushing my cheek gently. "I care about you, Alex. But I have to go to Chicago. It’s for my family." 

Her words hit me like a wave, and I realized then that while Celine and I shared something intense and undeniable, she was also a mother. Her son, Jacques, was only a few years younger than me, and he needed her in a way I couldn’t compete with. The thought of her leaving, even temporarily, left me uneasy. And with the school year ending soon, I couldn’t shake the fear that I might be left alone. 

On Saturday morning, Celine dressed simply—jeans, a long-sleeved blouse, and sneakers. She looked a little tired, her usual spark dimmed by the weight of the trip ahead. I carried her suitcase to the van, and as we drove to the airport, we talked about my upcoming summer job at a camp and other mundane things. But as the airport came into view, Celine turned to me, her voice steady but soft. 

"I’ll call you as soon as I can. In the meantime, could you check on my cottage for me?" 

My mom, tired of the harsh New Hampshire winters, had decided to retire early. Julian, still in his late forties, had agreed to move with her to Nevada, where they’d found a condo in a 50+ community near a golf course. Mom was eager to trade snow for sunshine and spend her days on the greens. 

JACQUES AND LUCY 

Monday night, Celine called, her voice warm but tinged with exhaustion. "I had a long talk with Jacques at the airport and later in his hotel suite. His room is next to mine, connected by a door, and it’s much bigger than mine. He’s worried about the divorce and losing me as his mom. I reassured him that I’ll always be here for him, that I’ll always love him. He said I looked happy, and I told him I’d met someone special." 

I swallowed hard, my heart swelling with a mix of pride and longing. "Thank you for saying that. You’re very special to me too, Celine. I miss you."

Celine went on, her voice soft and thoughtful, "Jacques brought up the prenuptial agreement I signed. He reminded me that I’d be receiving $2,000 a month as a maintenance allowance. On top of that, I’d get half of the proceeds from the sale of our home in Evanston. The house was appraised at around $350,000, so that’s a decent sum." She paused, her tone shifting slightly, as though the weight of it all was settling in. "Jacques also mentioned that he’s been staying at the house. Apparently, Jim moved to Montreal and took all his personal belongings with him. He’s been seeing another woman for a while now. I told Jacques I’d suspected as much—that he’d been involved with someone for about a year before we separated. Jacques seemed relieved that I wasn’t upset about it. Then he suggested I take any furniture I wanted from the house. Which reminds me," she added, her voice lightening, "could you help me move my dresser and a few other pieces next week?"

"Of course," I replied without hesitation. "We can rent a moving van and get it all done. I’ve got the next couple of weeks free before I start coaching at the summer camp." I hesitated for a moment, then added, my voice softening, "I miss you, Celine."

Her response was a whisper, warm and intimate. "I miss you too. I feel... free, in a way I haven’t in a long time." There was a brief pause, and then she continued, her tone shifting to something almost playful. "Oh, and get this—Jacques has a girlfriend. Her name’s Lucy. She works in another company in the same high-rise building as him. They met in the cafeteria there." She chuckled softly. "She’s quite striking—short red hair, big blue eyes. I think she might be a little older than him."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "An older woman, huh? Do you like her?"

Celine’s voice was warm, almost affectionate. "Yes, I do. We had a glass of wine together and talked. She’d just gotten back from taking her 12-year-old daughter to Minneapolis. She’s very kind, and I can tell she genuinely cares for Jacques." She giggled then, a sound that was both mischievous and light. "And, well... I accidentally walked in on them making out in his room."

I couldn’t help but laugh. "That’s... interesting."

Celine’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. "I figured they needed some time alone, so I left them at the bar and went back to my room. But after lying in bed for a while, thinking about everything that had happened that day, I realized I needed to ask Jacques what time we were leaving for the house the next day. I got up and walked over to the connecting door between our rooms. That’s when I heard a giggle coming from his side. Curiosity got the better of me, so I peeked in. The room was dimly lit, and there was Lucy, sitting on a padded stool in front of the dresser. She was wearing this black lace bra and panties, and she was trying to unclasp her pearl necklace. Her skin looked almost luminous in the mirror, a stark contrast against the dark fabric. Jacques was standing behind her, just a towel wrapped around his waist, and he was... well, let’s just say he was very hands-on. Lucy protested, saying, 'Your mom’s next door,' but Jacques just whispered, 'She’s asleep after a long day. I missed you all week,' and then he started kissing her neck." Celine’s voice trailed off, her tone a mix of amusement and something else—something that made my pulse quicken.

Lucy’s lips curled into a sultry smile, her voice dripping with desire as she murmured, “I’m so glad you want me tonight. I’ve missed you too, Jacques. Lucky for you, I freshened up just a little while ago,” before leaning in to capture his mouth in a deep, lingering French kiss, their tongues tangling in a heated dance.

Celine’s voice trembled slightly as she continued, her words painting the scene vividly. “I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the mirror, where Jacques’s face was etched with raw passion. Lucy, with a deliberate slowness, reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra, letting the cups fall away. Her full breasts spilled free, heavy and inviting, dropping a few inches onto her stomach. Jacques’s hands were on her in an instant, kneading, lifting, and teasing her stiffened nipples with his fingers, his touch both possessive and reverent.”

She paused, her breath hitching as she recalled the moment. “I was shocked at how aroused I felt, watching Lucy surrender to Jacques’s touch, her body arching into his hands as if begging for more. I stood there, transfixed, as Lucy guided Jacques’s right hand lower, her moans growing louder, more urgent. He lifted his fingers from her crotch, bringing them to his lips to taste her, and then nudged her to stand. As they kissed again, his hands slid her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, leaving them pooled at her feet.”

Celine’s voice grew softer, almost a whisper, as she described the next part. “Jacques helped Lucy sit on the edge of the dresser, her stockinged legs parting slightly as he knelt before her. His lips trailed kisses along her thighs, his hands gripping her hips as he murmured words I couldn’t quite make out. Lucy’s head tilted back, her breath coming in shallow gasps as Jacques looked up at her, seeking permission. When she nodded, her thighs falling open wider, he buried his face between her legs, his tongue working her with a fervor that made her cry out in pleasure.”

She swallowed hard, her own arousal evident in her voice. “Lucy’s hand gripped the back of Jacques’s head, holding him firmly against her as she moaned softly, her other hand pressed against her mouth to stifle her cries. I couldn’t help myself—I lifted my nightgown and let my fingers brush against my own wetness, my body responding to the sight of Lucy being pleasured so thoroughly. My nipple hardened under my touch, and I pinched it gently, my breath catching in my throat.”

Celine’s words quickened, her tone breathless. “Lucy pulled Jacques up, her lips meeting his in a kiss that was both tender and hungry. Her eyes widened as she glanced down at his erection, realizing what he wanted. I couldn’t see everything, but I could imagine it—Lucy wrapping her arms around his neck as he entered her, his movements slow and deliberate at first. He would pause occasionally, his gaze dropping to watch his cock slide in and out of her, slick with her arousal. Then, suddenly, his pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, his body glistening with sweat as he held her tightly against him.”

Her voice dropped to a husky whisper. “Jacques’s groans grew louder, more frantic, his movements slowing as he reached his climax, his body collapsing against Lucy’s. They stayed like that for a while, wrapped in each other’s arms, until Lucy whispered something to him, her lips brushing his in a tender kiss. To my surprise, Jacques wasn’t done—he began moving inside her again, his cock plunging deep into her wetness, their bodies moving together in a rhythm that was both primal and intimate.”

After Lucy murmured something softly into Jacques’s ear, he effortlessly lifted her from the dresser, their bodies still intimately connected, and carried her toward the large bed. The bed was closer to where I stood, and I could see the sheen of sweat glistening on Lucy’s skin, her body trembling with pleasure as Jacques moved with her. The sight of their passion was overwhelming, and I felt a rush of heat flood through me.

Unable to resist the intensity of what I was witnessing, I retreated to my own bed, my mind racing with vivid images. I imagined it was you, your strong body pressing into mine, your cock plunging deep inside me, filling me completely. My fingers found their way to my wet pussy, and I began to touch myself, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. The sensations built and built until I was overcome by a powerful, shuddering orgasm that left me breathless and spent. As I drifted into a contented sleep, I could still hear the faint sounds of Lucy and Jacques laughing together in the shower, their voices mingling with the sound of running water.

I interrupted the memory with a sudden realization. “So that’s why Jacques wanted you to stay at a hotel—he and Lucy have been living together at your place,” I said, my voice tinged with a mix of curiosity and longing. “I wish I could have been there with you. Maybe we could watch some adult videos together sometime,” I added, my tone playful yet suggestive.

Celine’s voice softened, a hint of excitement creeping into her words. “I’d love that. Pick something good for us. I’ve got to go now, but talk soon. Bye,” she cooed before ending the call.

The next evening, I found a message from Celine waiting in my voicemail. Her voice was warm and inviting as she said, “Alex, come spend a few days with me. Jacques and Lucy are heading to Montreal on Monday and will be gone for a few days. I’ll have the house all to myself. I’ve already booked you a flight—you’ll be arriving on the 8 a.m. Saturday morning. I can’t wait to see you.”

I called her back immediately, leaving a message to confirm that I’d be meeting her in Chicago. The anticipation of seeing her again sent a thrill through me.

---

MAKING LOVE TO CELINE IN HER OLD HOME

When I arrived at Chicago-O’Hare Airport, Celine greeted me with a tight embrace and a deep, lingering kiss that left my lips tingling. Jacques shook my hand warmly, his smile genuine, and after I grabbed my small suitcase, we headed toward his car, driving toward the Northern suburbs.

As we rode, Celine turned to me and said, “We’re going to have lunch at a restaurant Jacques loves. Lucy will be meeting us there.” Her cheeks flushed a deep pink when Jacques chimed in, his tone teasing, “After that, no one will bother you two.” He grinned and added, “I made sure the kitchen is stocked with plenty of food.”

Celine managed to stammer, “We still need to go through the furniture and decide what I’m taking with me,” her voice barely above a whisper.

At the restaurant, I finally met Lucy, who was as striking as Celine had described. She was younger than Celine but older than Jacques, likely in her late thirties, with an air of confidence and allure. The day was unusually warm, and both women wore sleeveless dresses that highlighted their figures. As we settled into a booth, Lucy draped her arm affectionately around Jacques’s shoulder. He turned his head, his lips brushing against her upper arm, neck, and cheek in a series of tender kisses. Meanwhile, Lucy’s hand discreetly found its way to Jacques’s lap, her fingers teasing the growing bulge in his pants. It was clear they shared a deep, passionate connection.

Watching them, I felt a surge of excitement, and I noticed Celine’s flushed face, her arousal mirroring my own. I reached out, placing my hand on her knee, and she parted her legs slightly, allowing my fingers to trace the soft skin of her inner thigh. When my hand reached the top of her stockings, she pressed her thighs together, trapping my hand in place, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of desire and restraint.

Lucy’s knowing smile lingered in my direction, as though she had an inkling of what I was up to, something that had clearly made Celine flush with embarrassment. Once we’d all finished our meals and sipped our coffee, Lucy and Celine excused themselves to the ladies’ room to freshen up. Celine took her time, far longer than Lucy, and I couldn’t help but wonder what she was doing in there. After Lucy bid us farewell, Jacques drove Celine and me to her home, nestled in a quiet, serene neighborhood. The house was spacious—two floors, three bedrooms—with a staircase leading to the second floor just off the living room. As soon as Jacques left, Celine turned to me in the living room, her voice soft but filled with intent.

“It’s so warm in here. We don’t need clothes,” she murmured, her fingers already working to peel off her dress. Her eyes met mine, and she smiled, a slow, deliberate curve of her lips as she stepped backward, still clad in her bra and panties. She led me to the warm, sunlit enclosed porch, where she finally shed the last of her clothing, standing before me completely bare. I followed her lead, stripping off my own clothes until I was just as exposed as she was.

Celine leapt into my arms, her legs wrapping around my waist, her arms encircling my neck. Her breath was warm against my ear as she whispered, “Finally, I have you all to myself.” Her body pressed against mine, her breasts and slick, eager pussy rubbing against me in a way that sent shivers down my spine. Slowly, I lowered us to the carpeted floor, and Celine pushed me onto my back, crawling over me until her pussy hovered just above my face.

“I’ve been so desperate for you since I saw you at the airport,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. “And then you teased me at the restaurant. I freshened up earlier, just for this. Now, taste me.” Her words were a command, and I obeyed eagerly, my tongue diving into her wet, glistening folds, lapping at her clit as she moaned above me. The afternoon light streamed in, illuminating her body, her pussy wide open and glistening, her labia swollen and engorged, framed by the thick, blonde-gray curls of her pubic hair.

After several minutes of my relentless attention, Celine gasped, her voice thick with desire. “I want to come on your cock,” she murmured, sliding backward until she was positioned over my throbbing, precum-slicked erection. Slowly, she sank down onto me, impaling herself on my length, her tight, wet heat enveloping me completely. She rocked against me, her clit rubbing against my rigid shaft as she rode me with increasing urgency. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body trembling as she collapsed onto my chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Ahhhh, baby… so good… ahhhh,” she moaned, her voice a breathless whisper.

Realizing I hadn’t yet reached my own climax, Celine shifted, rising to a squatting position, her thighs spread wide. The sight of my cock buried deep inside her, her pussy slick and tight around me, was almost too much to bear. My hands found her breasts, cupping them as she tightened her muscles around me, riding me with a fierce determination that drove me to the edge. My release came in a powerful surge, my cock pulsing as I spilled deep inside her. “Ahhhh, fuck… ohhh, I’m coming,” I groaned, my voice raw with pleasure.

A few moments later, Celine slowly lifted herself off me, my cock still hard and glistening with her juices. She stood, her body trembling slightly, and whispered, “We both needed that.” Her pussy was swollen, glistening with our combined release, and the sight of her like that reignited my desire. She squealed when she saw me rise, my cock still erect, swinging between my legs as I chased her playfully up the stairs. I caught her in the large master bathroom, her back pressed against the vanity, her eyes wide with a mix of excitement and anticipation.

As our reflections caught the light in the large bathroom mirror, her squeals faded into a breathless silence, her wide eyes locked on the sight of my cock. She turned to face me, her fingers wrapping around my slick shaft with a firm grip, while her other hand roamed over the hard planes of my chest, tracing the muscles with a slow, deliberate touch. Her voice was soft, almost shy, as she murmured, "You're such a strong, big boy. Carry me. I want you inside me."

Her words caught me off guard, but the idea of holding her close, my cock buried deep in her snug, wet pussy, sent a thrill through me. Without hesitation, I lifted her up, her arms looping around my neck, my hands gripping her soft, round buttocks. With a quick, smooth motion, I slid my cock into her, already slick with the mingling of our juices. She gasped, her body tightening around me as I held her there, suspended in the air.

We stood sideways, our eyes meeting in the mirror, and we both broke into quiet, delighted laughter at the absurdity and intimacy of the moment. My thoughts raced, a jumble of sensations and emotions. She feels so light in my arms, like a precious bundle. Her scent is intoxicating, a mix of her natural musk and something sweet. Her breasts press against my chest, soft and warm, and her ass fits perfectly in my hands. And her pussy—God, it’s so tight, gripping me like she never wants to let go.

Celine’s voice broke through my reverie, her tone playful yet tinged with a hint of vulnerability. "You’re so deep inside me. I love how full I feel. This old lady is grateful," she teased, her lips curving into a smile.

I shook my head, my hands tightening on her hips. "You’re not old," I insisted, my voice low and rough. "You’re my lover. You drive me wild." My fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass, and she let out a soft moan.

She sighed, her expression turning wistful as she glanced at our reflection. "My breasts used to be so firm, no sag at all. And now I see the wrinkles on my neck, the way my body has aged next to yours. I look so much older than you," she said, her voice tinged with a hint of sadness. But then her tone shifted, brightening as she added, "But right now, I feel so full, so alive. Do you like it? Do you like being inside me like this?"

In response, I lifted her hips slightly, thrusting into her with a slow, deliberate motion that made her gasp and whimper. "My God," she breathed, her head falling back as her body trembled. "My God, Alex."

I groaned, my cock throbbing inside her. "I can’t stop leaking," I admitted, my voice strained. "I’m so close."

Celine’s fingers tightened on my shoulders, her voice a sultry whisper. "I can feel it. Your cum, your sperm—it’s all leaking into me. Good thing I had my tubes tied," she added with a sly grin. "Fuck me, Alex. I can feel you’re about to explode. Let go. Give it to me."

I lowered her gently onto the edge of the vanity, her legs spreading wide as I began to thrust into her with long, slow strokes. The sensation was overwhelming, her pussy gripping me like a vice, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a guttural groan, I came hard, my body shuddering as I emptied myself into her. "Ahhh, fuck," I gasped, my hips jerking uncontrollably. "Oh, God."

Celine reached for a tissue from the vanity, cleaning up the mess we’d made before leading me to her bed. She pulled back the covers, and we climbed in together, our bodies still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. "That was incredible," she murmured, her voice soft and sated. "You let go completely. I didn’t think seeing me naked would get you so worked up."

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a tender kiss. "It’s my pleasure to love you," I whispered, my heart swelling with affection.

Celine smiled, her eyes heavy with exhaustion. "It’s still early," she said, her voice drowsy. "Let’s rest for a while." Within minutes, her soft snores filled the room, and I soon followed her into sleep.

When I woke, the clock showed it was just past 9 PM, and Celine was no longer beside me. I slipped on the robe she’d left on the bed and found her in the kitchen, dressed in a red silk robe that clung to her curves in all the right places. She was preparing chicken salad sandwiches for a light supper, her movements graceful and unhurried. When I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her, she reached down, her fingers brushing against my semi-hard cock. "Mmm," she cooed, her voice dripping with mischief. "Looks like someone’s ready for round two."

"It feels like I’m reliving my honeymoon all over again," she murmured, her voice soft and dreamy as her lips met mine in a deep, lingering kiss. "I thought my days of passion were behind me two years ago," she confessed, her breath warm against my skin. Her hands roamed over my body, her touch both tender and possessive, as if she couldn’t quite believe this was real.

Celine pulled back slightly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I’ve got a whole collection of lingerie tucked away," she said, her voice teasing. "Help me pick out which pieces to bring with me." She giggled, a light, carefree sound that made my heart swell. "We could use your cock as a kind of… happiness meter," she added, her tone playful yet suggestive, her fingers brushing against my growing arousal.

Before I could even respond, she leaned in closer, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "I remember how much you loved me in stockings and a garter belt, back then. And my armpits, my breasts, even my pussy—you’ve always been so into every part of me, haven’t you?" Her voice was low, sultry, and dripping with confidence, as if she knew exactly how much she affected me.

I groaned softly, my cock twitching at her words. "Yeah," I admitted, my voice rough with desire. "You drive me wild, every single time."

She smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "I’ve got a few outfits in mind," she said, her tone now businesslike, though her lips curved into a sly grin. "Let me slip into one, and we’ll see just how much it turns you on. Oh, and put on that black silk tank top I bought for you—it’s waiting for you on the sofa. Go on, darling, I’ll meet you there."

A few minutes later, I heard the soft click of her heels on the stairs. My eyes traveled up her body as she descended, taking in every detail: the sleek black high-heel sandals, the sheer stockings held up by a delicate garter belt, the tiny black panties that barely covered her, and the low-cut bra that framed her breasts without lifting them, leaving them to hang naturally, beautifully. Finally, her face came into view, her lips painted a bold, seductive red, her smile radiant and knowing.

She looked stunning, and my cock hardened instantly, straining against the fabric of my pants. Celine didn’t hesitate; she closed the distance between us, her arms wrapping around me as she pressed her body against mine. Her hands roamed over my chest and shoulders, her touch firm and deliberate, as if she were memorizing every inch of me. Then her fingers found my cock, stroking it gently through the fabric, her eyes locked on mine.

"I’m so glad I still have this effect on you," she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. She guided me to sit on the sofa, her movements slow and deliberate, before sinking to her knees in front of me. Her lips wrapped around my cock, her mouth warm and wet, and I groaned, my hands tangling in her hair as she took me deeper.

After a few blissful minutes, she pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening. She shifted, positioning herself on the edge of the couch, her legs spread wide in invitation. Her finger crooked, beckoning me closer, and I obeyed without hesitation, my cock throbbing with need.

"You’ve been so patient," she cooed, her voice dripping with sweetness. "Come on, darling, take me. I’m ready for you." Her pussy glistened with the lubricating jelly she’d applied, and I slid into her slowly, savoring the tight, wet heat of her. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her thighs strong and unyielding, holding me close as we moved together.

We fucked lazily, our bodies rocking in a slow, steady rhythm. There were moments when we simply stayed connected, my cock buried deep inside her as we kissed and explored each other’s bodies, our moans and gasps filling the room. But as the minutes passed, I could feel my energy waning, and I sank to my knees, my cock still nestled inside her. Celine adjusted her position, her body arching to keep us joined, and soon she was crying out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves.

"Alex!" she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. "I’m coming… oh God, oh God…"

When she finally stilled, I leaned back, my breath coming in ragged gasps. "I’m not close," I admitted, my voice rough. "I’m exhausted. Let’s go to bed."

In bed, I curled around her, her back pressed against my chest. I lifted her leg gently, guiding my still-hard cock into her once more, and she giggled softly, her body relaxing against mine.

"That feels so good," she murmured, her voice sleepy but content. "Lucky me… falling asleep with your cock inside me."

We stayed intertwined for what felt like hours, our bodies pressed together in a lazy, intimate embrace. At some point, my cock slipped free from her warmth, and I could feel the slick evidence of our passion trickling out of her, a reminder of the connection we’d just shared.

That weekend, we barely bothered with clothes, spending most of our time naked and tangled up in each other. We made love over and over, each time feeling just as urgent and electric as the first. Celine indulged me in my favorite position—doggy style, her perfect curves reflected in the closet mirrors as I took her from behind. In return, she loved it when I simply drove into her while she lay on her back, her stocking-clad legs spread wide, her body open and inviting.

By Sunday evening, as we stood in the kitchen preparing a light meal together, Celine turned to me with a soft smile and said, “That was a perfect weekend.”

I nodded, my eyes lingering on her. “We still have tonight,” I reminded her, my voice low. “And you look absolutely stunning.”

She sighed, a wistful note in her voice. “I haven’t been to the hairdresser in over a week. My gray is starting to show, especially around my temples.” She paused, then added with a small laugh, “Though I know you don’t notice.”

“I don’t,” I agreed, my tone firm. To me, she was flawless, every detail of her only adding to her allure.

Monday morning, I woke up late. Celine had already left, but she’d left me a note saying she was meeting with her attorney. The day was warm, the sun spilling into the backyard where I spent most of the morning working. After a shower, I’d just pulled on a pair of underwear when Celine returned. She smiled as she walked in, her arms immediately wrapping around me in a tight hug.

“I signed the divorce papers,” she said, her voice steady but tinged with relief. “I’m getting a fair settlement. I decided not to go after Jim for everything. The divorce should be finalized quickly.”

She looked incredible—her wire-rimmed glasses framing her eyes, her maroon dress hugging her curves, the pearls around her neck catching the light. She’d kicked off her shoes and set her purse and wide-brimmed hat on the dresser, but she was still fully dressed when I stepped up behind her, my hands sliding around her waist. I pressed my lips to the soft skin of her neck, my cock already stiffening against her.

Celine laughed softly, her voice a low purr. “What’s got you so turned on?”

“I see a gorgeous woman in glasses,” I murmured against her skin, my lips trailing along her neck.

She reached back, her hand slipping into my shorts to grasp my cock, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through me. As I unbuttoned her dress and let my hands roam over the lace of her bra, I hesitated for a moment, wondering if I was pushing her. But she didn’t let go of me, her fingers tightening around my length, coaxing it to full hardness.

“I just like to touch you,” I admitted, my voice rough.

“Any time, lover,” she replied, her tone warm and inviting.

---

CELINE MOVES TO NEW HAMPSHIRE

The next day, we rented a van and, with Jacques’s help, loaded it up with Celine’s belongings—her large bed, a dresser, and a few smaller items. Jacques and I took turns driving the van to New Hampshire, stopping overnight at a motel after about eight hours on the road. We reached New Hampshire late the following day, and Julian helped me unload everything and carry it into the house. That evening, he caught a flight back to Montreal.

On the way back from the airport, Celine turned to me, her expression thoughtful. “Jacques is my love child,” she said. “I never married his father. But he’s turned out to be such a well-adjusted young man.” Her voice was filled with pride, and I couldn’t help but admire her even more.

After her divorce from Jim, Celine decided to reclaim her maiden name, Dubois, shedding the last remnants of her past life. She poured her energy into starting a home-based pastry and chocolate business, which quickly flourished, adding a sweet boost to our combined income. During the hectic summer months, I often found myself elbow-deep in flour and sugar, helping her clean the kitchen and deliver her delectable creations to eager customers. Celine’s culinary skills were nothing short of extraordinary; she had a knack for crafting exquisite meals, always served in delicate portions paired with a glass of rich red wine. One evening, after savoring one of her masterpieces, we stood side by side at the sink, rinsing dishes and loading the dishwasher, when Jacques called. Celine’s voice lit up as she chatted with him, and after a few minutes, I could hear her excitement bubbling over. She hung up the phone and turned to me, her face glowing with joy.

“Lucy’s pregnant,” she announced, her smile widening as she paused, letting the news sink in. “I’m going to be a grandma. I want to be called Grandma Celine,” she added, her voice soft but brimming with pride.

Another night, Celine called Julian in Nevada, and their conversation stretched on for what felt like hours. When she finally hung up, she let out a delighted squeal, her happiness spilling over like a child’s. “Julian and your mom are thrilled that we’re together,” she gushed, her eyes sparkling. “Your mom knew you had a crush on me for ages,” she teased, her tone playful yet tender. Then, with a thoughtful pause, she added, “Darling, why are we still living in separate cottages? Your mom might want to rent hers out. You could move in with me and help me pay off the mortgage.”

I couldn’t help but grin, my heart swelling with happiness. “Fine,” I agreed, the word carrying the weight of a thousand unspoken promises.
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