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The Lady from the Bus Stop

The sight that greeted me as I glanced down the sidewalk sent an immediate jolt of heat straight to my groin—a pair of full, voluptuous breasts swaying hypnotically with every step she took. They bounced, they rolled, they practically begged for attention, each movement a tantalizing tease beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. It was an intoxicating distraction on an otherwise dull Tuesday afternoon. 

The woman they belonged to was petite, curvy, her skin pale as porcelain, her dark hair a stark contrast, glossy like a raven’s wing. She wasn’t classically beautiful, no—but there was something undeniably alluring about her, something raw and primal that made my pulse quicken. 

Her gaze flicked up from her phone, and I barely had time to snap my eyes away, feigning sudden interest in the cracked pavement beneath my feet. My heart hammered in my chest, the flush of being caught creeping up my neck. But she passed by without a word, only to stop right beside me, leaning against the bus shelter with an effortless ease that made my skin prickle with awareness. 

I clenched my jaw, forcing myself to focus on my phone, scrolling mindlessly through Instagram just to keep my hands busy. The air between us felt thick, charged, and every second stretched unbearably. 

Then—worse—she shifted, turning slightly toward me instead of the road. Now, if I dared, I’d have a perfect, unobstructed view of her cleavage, the soft swell of her breasts barely contained by her top. My fingers tightened around my phone. 

Just one look. She won’t even know. 

The temptation was almost unbearable, a slow, insistent throb between my legs. But I held firm, refusing to give in. 

Finally, the bus arrived with a hiss of brakes, and I bolted up, eager for escape. I flashed my ticket at the driver and scanned the nearly empty rows—just one elderly woman near the front. Perfect. 

I made my way to the very back, my usual spot, sinking into the seat with relief. But then—fuck—the doors hissed shut, and there she was, striding down the aisle with purpose. My stomach clenched as she paused at my row, then dropped onto the seat beside me, her plush curves settling far too close for comfort. The warmth of her body radiated against my side, and I swallowed hard, my pulse kicking up all over again.

Her blouse had definitely loosened—another button undone, revealing even more of those impossibly full, ripe curves. The deep, tantalizing cleft between her breasts was practically spilling out now, a sinful invitation I couldn’t tear my eyes from. The moment she sat, those heavy, luscious orbs jostled against the fabric, threatening to escape entirely. Her hips, wide and commanding, took up every inch of her seat, forcing me to press myself against the cold window just to avoid the electric brush of her thigh against mine. 

Then she turned. 

The soft, warm weight of her left breast pressed into my arm, sending a jolt straight to my groin. My breath hitched as she spoke, her voice low and knowing. 

I fumbled with my earbud, my pulse roaring in my ears. 

"Pardon?" I managed, voice embarrassingly tight. 

A smirk curled her lips. "I said—I saw you staring at my tits." 

My stomach dropped. 

"Uh—" 

She laughed, sweet and dark. "Relax. Looking isn’t a crime." Her fingers toyed with the edge of her blouse, tugging it just a fraction lower. "Go ahead. Take your time." 

And then she leaned in, those decadent mounds swaying dangerously close to my face. The scent of her—warm skin, something floral, something her—flooded my senses. My cock twitched, thick and aching, as my gaze locked onto the hypnotic swell of her cleavage. 

Then her hand landed on my thigh. 

Fuck. 

Heat surged through me, my jeans suddenly too tight. I should’ve moved. Should’ve said something. But I was paralyzed, mouth dry, eyes glued to the way her fingers crept higher, teasing the tense muscle beneath. 

Her other hand slid around my neck, possessive, pulling me closer. 

"W-what are you—" 

A single finger pressed against my lips. “Shhh.” 

Her breath was hot against my ear. "I know what you want. You’ve been undressing me with your eyes since the bus stop." Her thumb brushed the straining bulge in my jeans, and I nearly choked. "Bet you’d love to stroke that cock while you stare at these, huh?" 

I nodded, helpless. 

Her grin was wicked. "Want me to do it for you?" 

My throat worked. Another nod, desperate. 

Her palm dragged up my thigh, slow, deliberate, until her fingers curled over the thick outline of my erection. A groan tore from me as she squeezed, her touch firm, perfect. 

“Fuck," I hissed. 

She laughed, low and throaty, her grip tightening. "That’s it. Just let me take care of you." 

Every stroke sent fire licking through my veins, her rhythm relentless, her fingers working me through the denim with sinful precision. My hips jerked, chasing the friction, the pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. 

And she watched—her dark eyes locked on mine, her lips parted, her chest rising with each breath as she drove me closer to the edge. 

I was drowning in her. And I never wanted to come up for air.

The bus lurched violently, sending her magnificent breasts into a breathtaking, slow-motion dance. They surged upward, escaping the confines of her blouse in a tantalizing eruption of flesh before settling back with a decadent spill over the fabric. My breath hitched—just as her fingers curled around my wrist, dragging my palm against the warm, pillowy softness of her left breast. 

“Go ahead,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “Feel how much I want you to touch me.” 

I obeyed, sinking my fingers into the yielding flesh, marveling at the way it molded to my grip—so impossibly soft, yet firm beneath my fingertips. A shudder ran through me as she worked my belt open with ruthless efficiency, yanking my jeans down in one swift motion. The sudden freedom made my cock twitch eagerly, already throbbing with need. 

Her hand—smooth, confident—closed around me, stroking with a rhythm that bordered on punishing. My thoughts scattered, reality dissolving into nothing but the slick heat of her touch and the intoxicating weight of her breast in my grasp. I was lost, drowning in sensation, my hips jerking helplessly into her fist. 

“I—I’m close,” I choked out, my voice ragged. 

She didn’t slow. If anything, her movements grew more relentless, her grip tightening just enough to make my vision blur. Leaning down, she angled my cock toward the valley of her cleavage, her lips parting in wicked anticipation. 

The orgasm tore through me like lightning. Thick, hot ropes of cum splashed across her skin, glazing her nipples, dripping into the deep swell of her tits. A strangled moan escaped me—loud enough that the elderly woman at the front of the bus stiffened, casting a scandalized glance over her shoulder. I ducked, my face burning, but the woman beside me only smirked, utterly unashamed. 

With deliberate slowness, she dragged her tongue along her own flesh, lapping up every last drop of me. The sight alone was enough to make my spent cock twitch again. Then, with practiced ease, she tucked her breasts back into her blouse, fastening the buttons with a coy smile. 

The bus hissed to a stop. She stood, smoothing her skirt, and I found my voice at last. 

“Wait—” I reached for her, desperation clawing at my throat. “Your name. Tell me your name.” 

She paused, glancing back with a look that sent heat pooling low in my belly. But she didn’t answer. Just stepped off the bus, her hips swaying as she disappeared into the sleek glass doors of an office building. 

Humiliation prickled at the edges of my arousal. Yet beneath it, something darker, hungrier, coiled tight in my gut. 

She’d used me. 

And God help me, I wanted her to do it again.

My gaze followed her until she disappeared into the sleek glass doors of the office building, my pulse still hammering wildly in my throat. A deep, languid satisfaction settled over me, warm and thick like honey, but beneath it, a dizzying disbelief swirled. Who was she? Why had she chosen me—some random guy on a bus—to unleash that kind of raw, unapologetic desire on? It didn’t make sense. None of it did. The memory of her—the way she’d moved, the heat of her skin, the sheer audacity of her—felt surreal, like something conjured from the darkest, most fevered corners of my imagination. 

And yet… my body still hummed with the aftershocks. My cock twitched weakly in my jeans at the mere thought of her, sticky and spent but still somehow craving more. 

I barely made it off the bus before desperation had me bolting for the nearest restroom. Locked in a dingy stall, I peeled my underwear down with a grimace. Christ. I’d drenched myself. Thick streaks of cum clung to the fabric, some already cooling against my skin. My face burned as I yanked fistfuls of scratchy toilet paper, scrubbing at the mess with shaky hands. How the hell had I come this much? It was embarrassing. Exhilarating. A fucking revelation. 

By the time I stumbled into my microeconomics lecture, my brain had finally started to quiet. Numbers. Equations. Supply curves. Safe, predictable things that didn’t make my blood roar or my dick ache. But even as I scribbled notes, my focus kept slipping—drifting back to the press of her tits against my palms, the sinful glide of her fingers, the way she’d watched me as I came undone. 

God, I could still smell her perfume. 

Every time I blinked, I saw her. Smirking. Unrepentant. 

And I knew, with a sinking, thrilling certainty, that I’d never forget her.


Breaking Free

The weekend getaway had been Val’s suggestion—a long-overdue reunion with her closest college friends. Now in their late thirties and early forties, each woman carried the weight of adulthood—careers, marriages, children—but tonight, they were determined to shed it all. For Val, the escape was personal. Her husband’s latest bout of thoughtlessness had pushed her to the edge, not enough to shatter their marriage, but enough to make her crave distance and a little reckless abandon. 

Linda and Gail, both still happily married, were eager for the break. Teaching elementary school left little room for indulgence, and the chance to unwind with old friends was irresistible. Then there was Kim, the lone corporate wolf among them, whose marriage teetered on the brink of collapse. A weekend away wasn’t just a reprieve—it was a lifeline. 

They checked into their hotel just off campus, the air thick with nostalgia and anticipation. Without hesitation, they gathered in the dimly lit lounge, cocktails in hand, the hum of conversation quickly turning provocative. Their gazes wandered—lingering on the bartender’s strong hands, the smoldering glances of male patrons, the youthful energy of college boys working the hotel. Val and Kim, always the boldest, kept the drinks flowing, their laughter growing louder, their inhibitions dissolving. 

“We’ve still got it,” Val declared, her voice laced with mischief as she tossed her blonde hair over one shoulder. “Look at us—we’re fucking gorgeous.” And she wasn’t wrong. Each of them had taken care to dress for the occasion, their outfits clinging in all the right places, their confidence radiating. 

Linda was impossible to ignore—tall, with dark, tousled hair that framed her striking face. Motherhood had softened her once-toned figure, but her legs still stretched for miles, and her full, heavy breasts—now a generous 40C—demanded attention. The snug sweater she wore hugged every curve, the fabric pulling taut over her hips, her jeans so tight they left little to the imagination. 

Val matched her in voluptuousness, though she stood a few inches shorter. Her golden waves cascaded down her back, her body poured into a form-fitting turtleneck and jeans that accentuated every dip and swell. 

Kim, sleek and polished, was the picture of understated allure. Her short blonde hair framed sharp cheekbones, her wire-rimmed glasses lending an air of sophistication. Her top dipped dangerously low, teasing the lace of her bra, while her faded jeans hugged the firm curve of her ass. 

Gail, the quietest of the group, had always been self-conscious about her petite frame, but years of disciplined workouts kept her body toned and taut. Her dark curls brushed her shoulders, her padded bra straining against the thin fabric of her white sweater. 

Val slammed her drink down, her eyes gleaming with reckless intent. “This place is dead. Let’s hit downtown—find some real fun.” 

Linda arched a brow, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “And what exactly do you have in mind?”

"Let’s find some hot college guys!" Val shot back with a wicked grin, her voice laced with mischief. "But Kim’s driving—no way in hell I’m rolling up in a minivan tonight. We need to make an entrance, not a school run!" 

Laughing, the four of them piled into Kim’s SUV, the leather seats cool against their skin as they set off toward downtown. The night air was thick with the promise of spring, warm and electric, teasing through the cracked window as Kim navigated the streets. As they cruised past their old campus, nostalgia and excitement tangled in the air. Then, a car full of college boys pulled up beside them at a red light, their youthful energy practically radiating through the glass. 

Kim, emboldened by the drinks and the thrill of the night, flashed them a devilish smile and leaned toward the window. "Hey there, boys," she purred, her voice dripping with playful seduction. The boys turned in unison, their eyes widening at the sight of her. 

"Flash them, Kim!" Val’s command came from the backseat, sharp and daring. Without hesitation, Kim grabbed the neckline of her blouse and tugged hard, baring her left breast in one swift motion. The cool glass pressed against her nipple as she flattened her flesh against the window, her breath hitching at the audacity of it. The boys erupted into cheers, their voices blending with the women’s shrieks of laughter. The light turned green, and with a final, teasing smirk, Kim pulled her top back into place and hit the gas, leaving the stunned boys behind. 

Gail and Linda were still gasping in shock, but Val was practically vibrating with exhilaration. "Fuck yes!" she crowed, clapping her hands. "That’s how it’s done!" 

A few blocks later, Val spotted another group of college guys loitering on the sidewalk, their laughter carrying through the night. "Circle back," she ordered, her voice low and commanding. "I’m giving them a show." 

Kim obeyed, making a series of quick turns until they rolled up beside the boys again. Val lowered her window just enough, her fingers already toying with the hem of her sweater. As the SUV slowed to a stop, she leaned out, her voice a sultry taunt. "Hey, boys. Having fun tonight?" 

The moment their eyes locked onto her, Val seized the edge of her sweater and bra, yanking them up in one fluid motion. Her full, pale breasts spilled free, the cool air pebbling her nipples as she arched her back, pushing them out the window. She gave them a little shake, the weight of her tits swaying tantalizingly over the glass. The boys’ jaws dropped, their cheers rising into the night as Val laughed, wild and unapologetic. 

----

By the time they parked downtown, the adrenaline was still thrumming through their veins. The streets were alive with energy, the hum of bass from nearby bars vibrating under their skin. Their destination was a familiar haunt—though now rebranded as Victory Lounge, a sprawling sports bar packed wall-to-wall with college-aged guys. 

Val finally understood why securing a hotel room had been such a nightmare—the city was swarming with basketball fans, the tournament drawing crowds from every corner. The bar pulsed with life, the air thick with the scent of beer, cologne, and the electric buzz of anticipation. 

The women exchanged knowing glances, their lips curling into identical smirks. Tonight was about reclaiming something wild, something untamed. And they were just getting started.

The bar pulsed with energy, the air thick with the scent of spilled beer and the excited chatter of the crowd. Every screen in Victory Lounge was tuned to the basketball game, the local college team battling for first place. The women—still buzzing from their reckless escapade in the car—clutched their drinks, their laughter loud and uninhibited as they relived the thrill of flashing those college boys. 

Nearby, two men watched with keen interest. Frank Joseph, a man in his thirties with the sharp eyes of a businessman, leaned against the bar, his younger companion Tony beside him. They weren’t just here for the game. Tomorrow night, this place would host a wet t-shirt contest, and they were scouting—testing lighting, angles, crowd reactions. Tony’s camera sat at his feet, ready to capture anything worth filming. 

Frank’s gaze lingered on the women as their raucous storytelling reached his ears. Too old for the usual crowd, he thought at first. But then he really looked. There was something undeniably alluring about them—the way they carried themselves, the confidence in their laughter, the flush of alcohol and mischief on their cheeks. 

Seizing the moment, Frank signaled to the bartender for four fresh beers before making his approach. “Ladies,” he said smoothly, sliding the drinks toward them. “Couldn’t help but overhear. Sounds like you’ve had quite the adventurous night already.” 

Kim arched a brow, her lips curling in amusement. “And?” 

Frank grinned. “Tony and I are working on a little… personal project. Thought you might want to be part of it.” 

Gail snorted into her drink. “He means he wants you to flash for the camera, Kim.” 

Kim burst out laughing, shaking her head. “Oh, hell no.” 

But Val—always the boldest—leaned in, her eyes gleaming with interest. “What’s in it for us?” 

Frank didn’t hesitate. He pulled a crisp hundred from his wallet, fanning the bills between his fingers. “A hundred bucks. Just like that.” 

Val’s grin was wicked. “Show me.” 

The money changed hands, and Val’s fingers were already at the hem of her sweater before Frank stopped her. “Hold on. Let’s make it official.” 

Tony lifted the camera, adjusting the lens with practiced ease. The red light blinked to life. 

“Name?” Frank prompted. 

“Valerie,” she purred, her voice dripping with playful defiance. 

“And you’re okay with this?” 

“Fuck yes,” she laughed, already tugging at her sweater. The other women crowded around, shielding her from the rest of the bar as fabric gave way to bare skin. Her breasts spilled free, full and pale in the dim light, and she arched into the camera’s gaze with a shameless moan. “Like what you see, boys?” 

Tony’s lens captured every jiggle, every teasing shake as Val put on a show, her friends howling with laughter beside her. Only when she finally covered up again did the camera click off, leaving the air between them charged with something electric. 

Frank pocketed the footage with a satisfied smirk. This was going to be good.

Frank slipped the crisp bills into Val’s eager hand, his fingers lingering just a second too long against her skin. A smirk played on his lips as he signaled the bartender for another round—two shots each, the amber liquid catching the dim bar lights as it splashed into glasses. The women giggled, already flushed from the alcohol and the thrill of their earlier performance. 

As the crowd swelled with the home team’s victory, the energy in the bar turned electric. Music pulsed through the speakers, bass thumping against the floorboards, and the four women abandoned their drinks to sway and shimmy in their corner. Their movements grew wilder, hips rolling, arms thrown overhead as laughter spilled from their lips. College boys, emboldened by liquid courage and the sight of older women letting loose, closed in around them. Hands found waists, bodies pressed close, and Val let herself melt into the embrace of a broad-shouldered jock. His fingers traced down her spine, slipping lower until they cupped the curve of her ass, squeezing possessively. She didn’t protest—instead, her own fingers dug into the firm muscle of his backside, her breath hitching as the slow grind of their bodies stoked the heat between them. 

Frank reappeared like a shadow, materializing at the edge of the group with a sly grin. In his hands, he held a flimsy white shirt, the words Victory Lounge scrawled in tiny letters across the chest. "Thought you ladies might like a souvenir," he purred, dangling it between his fingers. 

Kim’s eyes lit up. "Oh, hell yes. How much?" 

Frank shook his head, chuckling. "Not for sale. But if you’re feeling bold, you can earn one." His gaze flicked toward the bar, where the bartender was watching with amused interest. "There’s a wet t-shirt contest tomorrow, but he’s willing to let you try them on tonight." 

A murmur rippled through the nearby crowd. College boys caught wind of the offer, their voices rising in a chant. “Do it! Do it!” Fists pumped the air, drinks sloshing over rims as the pressure mounted. 

Val, ever the ringleader, flashed a wicked grin. "Fuck it, let’s go!" She grabbed the shirt from Frank’s hand, already peeling off her sweater before the others could hesitate. The other women exchanged glances—Linda and Gail wavered, but Kim was already stripping, emboldened by Val’s brazenness. 

Val knelt on the sticky floor, her fingers working quickly as she unhooked her bra and let it fall away. The cool air prickled her bare skin before she tugged the thin cotton over her head. The fabric clung instantly, the spaghetti straps digging into her shoulders as the dampness of the bar’s atmosphere made the material sheer in places. Kim followed suit, then Gail—her smaller breasts pebbling under the fabric—and finally Linda, whose full curves strained against the shirt’s tight seams. 

Frank gathered their discarded clothes, tucking them away with a satisfied smirk as a group of burly students hoisted the women onto the bar. The bartender cranked up the lights, illuminating their flushed faces and the way the fabric clung to every dip and swell of their bodies. Pitchers of water appeared, along with oversized water guns, and the boys wasted no time. 

Cold water hit Val’s chest first, a shock that made her gasp before laughter burst free. The liquid soaked through the thin cotton, turning it translucent, her nipples hardening under the sudden chill. Around her, the other women shrieked, arms flailing as they tried—and failed—to shield themselves from the deluge. The boys whooped, reloading their weapons, dousing them again and again until the shirts were plastered to their skin, every curve and shadow on display. 

Val threw her head back, water dripping from her hair as she arched into the spray, her body alive with the thrill of the spectacle. The bar roared around them, the energy raw and electric, and for that moment, she didn’t care who was watching. She was the center of attention, and she loved every second of it.

The moment the icy water hit their skin, the bar erupted in wild cheers. The music pulsed through the air, a primal rhythm that matched the pounding of Val’s heart as she swayed her hips, her body alive with the thrill of the crowd’s hungry gaze. Beside her, Kim moved with reckless abandon, her glasses slightly askew as she tore at the neckline of her shirt, the fabric splitting open to reveal the smooth expanse of her toned stomach. The damp cotton clung to her breasts, outlining every curve, every hardened peak. Val arched her back, her hands sliding up into her hair as she thrust her chest forward, her nipples stiff and aching beneath the sheer fabric. The cold only heightened the sensation, sending shivers down her spine that had nothing to do with the temperature.

Kim’s laughter rang out, breathless and exhilarated, as she bounced on the balls of her feet, her smaller but no less enticing breasts jiggling with each movement. The boys below them roared, their voices a chorus of raw desire, urging them on. Gail, ever the competitor, rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles, her pert nipples standing at attention, begging for attention. She might not have the largest chest, but she knew how to work what she had—her toned legs, her tight ass, the way her body moved like liquid fire.

And then there was Linda.

God, Linda.

Her breasts were a masterpiece, heavy and full, swaying with every step. The shirt strained against them, the fabric stretched so tight it barely contained her. The dark circles of her areolas were unmistakable, even from across the room, and the way her tits spilled out from the sides made the boys beneath her practically salivate. She moved with less frenzy than the others, but there was something hypnotic about the way her body flowed—the slow, sensual undulation of her hips, the way her thighs trembled as she shifted her weight.

The energy in the room was electric, intoxicating. These women—mothers, wives—were being worshipped like goddesses, and they reveled in it. Val caught the eye of a particularly eager young man, his gaze locked onto her as she leaned forward, letting her breasts sway tantalizingly close to his face. The way he licked his lips sent a bolt of heat straight between her legs.

Then the chants started.

“More! Take it off!”

A wicked grin curled Val’s lips as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, teasing the zipper down inch by torturous inch. Kim followed suit, her lavender silk panties a stark contrast against her smooth, toned thighs. The boys howled as fabric slid over skin, revealing flashes of lace and cotton, damp from the water and clinging to curves.

Gail’s pink panties hugged her tight, showcasing the sculpted muscles of her legs, the result of years of discipline. But it was Linda who stole the show—her plain white panties turned sheer under the water, the dark shadow of her pubic hair visible beneath the soaked fabric. She arched her back, letting the boys get an eyeful, her tits bouncing as she moved, her thighs quivering with every step.

The air was thick with lust, with the scent of sweat and perfume, the sound of ragged breaths and desperate pleas. These women weren’t just dancing.

They were in control.

And they loved every second of it.

The girls were lost in the moment, completely unaware of Tony’s hidden camera capturing every tantalizing second of their uninhibited display. His lens lingered greedily, zooming in tight on the hypnotic bounce of their breasts, the way their flushed skin glistened under the dim lights. 

Kim’s torn shirt gaped wider with each teasing movement, the fabric slipping lower until the rosy peak of her right nipple peeked out, hard and inviting. Val caught the daring move and smirked, lifting the hem of her own soaked top higher, exposing the smooth curve of her stomach and the tantalizing underside of her heavy breasts. Not to be outdone, Kim yanked her shirt up over her head, the damp fabric catching briefly on her glasses before she tossed it aside, her pert tits bouncing free to the deafening roar of the crowd. 

Val answered the challenge without hesitation, pulling her shirt off in one fluid motion, her full, pale breasts swaying heavily as the boys erupted in cheers. The two women widened their stances, bending their knees as they shook their tits with wild abandon, their bodies alive with the thrill of so many hungry eyes devouring them. 

Gail and Linda still clung to their modesty, their tops clinging to their curves, but Val and Kim weren’t having it. They called out, egging them on until Gail finally gave in. With a coy smile, she crossed her arms, gripping the hem of her shirt before lifting it slowly, revealing her small, perky breasts. The crowd’s response was softer than Val’s, but their eyes burned just as hot, fixated on the way her dusky nipples stood stiff and proud, begging for attention. 

Then came Linda. Val and Kim closed in, fingers tugging at her shirt until she swatted them away with a laugh. Taking matters into her own hands, she pulled the soaked fabric up, her massive tits tumbling free with a jolt that sent the boys into a frenzy. Her heavy, creamy mounds swayed hypnotically, her dark, wide areolas a stark contrast against her flushed skin. The crude shouts from below only spurred her on—she bounced harder, her tits flying up before crashing down again, sometimes in sync, sometimes wildly out of rhythm, the sheer weight of them making every movement obscenely mesmerizing. 

Kim turned her back to the crowd, rolling her hips as she shook her ass, the soaked silk of her panties clinging to every curve. Encouraged by the lewd chants, she hooked her fingers into the waistband, tugging the fabric up until it disappeared between her cheeks, leaving nothing but smooth, bare skin on display. The boys howled as her round, pale ass jiggled with each teasing sway. Then, with a wicked grin, she faced them again, dragging her panties aside to reveal the thick, dark-blonde curls between her thighs. The crowd went wild, their voices thick with lust as the married women reveled in their own shameless, electrifying power.

Gail, always the most reserved of the four, knew her petite frame couldn’t compete with the others’ voluptuous curves. But she wasn’t about to be outdone. With a coy glance over her shoulder, she swayed her hips, letting the crowd drink in the sight of her pert, panty-clad ass. The chants grew louder—take it off, take it off—and she bit her lip, fingers hesitating before sliding her thumbs beneath the delicate lace. Slowly, teasingly, she inched the fabric down, revealing just a hint of smooth, tanned skin at the small of her back. The men roared, urging her on, and with a playful smirk, she obliged, peeling the panties down her thighs, letting them pool at her feet. 

Bending forward, she gave them an unobstructed view—the dark, silky curls between her thighs, the way her ass flexed as she stepped free of the fabric. Straightening, she rolled her hips, letting her bare cheeks jiggle with each deliberate grind. The heat of their stares prickled against her skin, and for the first time, she felt a thrill of power surge through her. 

Kim, Val, and Linda wasted no time following suit, stripping off their own panties with bold, unapologetic flair. Val’s golden bush was thick and untamed, a stark contrast to Linda’s rich, chestnut curls. These women wore their desire openly, their bodies a testament to years of motherhood and unapologetic sensuality. Gail turned, letting the crowd admire her own neatly trimmed triangle, a touch more refined than the others—proof that even the shyest among them had her secrets. 

Naked save for glinting jewelry and Kim’s smudged glasses, the four women moved together in a haze of smoke and dim light, their bodies glistening with sweat. The younger men didn’t care about stretch marks or softness—they were too busy fixated on the hypnotic sway of full breasts, the way thighs rubbed together, the way fingers tangled in each other’s hair as they playfully groped and teased. Kim pressed against Val from behind, grinding her hips into the curve of her ass, while Linda arched back, letting her heavy tits bounce as she laughed. 

But even the wildest nights had to wind down. Eventually, breathless and flushed, they climbed off the bar, their limbs heavy with exhaustion and arousal. Slipping back into damp jeans and half-fastened bras, they batted away eager hands—though not without a few indulgent moments, letting rough fingers skim over nipples before swatting them playfully away. 

The bar’s energy still thrummed around them, and they lingered in shadowed corners, trading slow, whiskey-laced kisses with the boldest of the college boys. Frank watched from the sidelines, his camera long since tucked away, but his gaze never leaving his newfound stars. 

Then—chaos. 

The roar of the streets outside swallowed the bar’s music. Thousands of students, drunk on victory and adrenaline, flooded the block. Val, ever the fearless leader, tugged the others into the sea of bodies. The crush of the crowd was electric, hands brushing against bare skin, whispers hot against their ears. They were recognized instantly—the women from the bar—and soon, each found herself cornered by eager admirers, their touches growing bolder, their words dripping with promises. 

The night was far from over.

Val’s admirer—a college boy with hungry eyes and a cocky grin—leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear as he murmured the suggestion. Flash them. The idea sent a thrill racing through her, electric and intoxicating. She didn’t hesitate. Turning to her friends with a wild, drunken grin, she shouted over the noise of the crowd, her voice thick with excitement. "Let’s give them a show!" 

The boys surrounding them erupted in cheers, their voices merging into a single, feverish chant. Flash! Flash! Flash! The demand rippled through the crowd, growing louder, hungrier. Val felt the heat of their anticipation, the raw energy of so many eyes fixed on her. Without hesitation, she let her suitor hoist her up onto his shoulders, her legs gripping his neck as she rose above the sea of faces. The world tilted for a second—alcohol and adrenaline making her sway—but then she steadied herself, exhaling sharply as she took in the sight before her. 

Hundreds—no, thousands—of young men, their faces alight with lust, all chanting for her. For her. The power of it sent a shiver down her spine. 

With deliberate slowness, she crossed her arms, fingers catching the hem of her sweater. She dragged it upward, inch by teasing inch, revealing the smooth expanse of her stomach, the curve of her ribs. The crowd roared. Her heart pounded. Then, with a wicked little smirk, she bunched the fabric in her fists, tugging her bra cups along with it. 

Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, the cool night air brushing against her nipples. She arched her back, letting the sweater bunch beneath her arms as she gave them everything. The response was deafening—cheers, whistles, the collective groan of male desire. Val laughed, drunk on the attention, on the way their eyes devoured her. 

Frank and Tony had followed, lurking at the edges of the chaos, but the moment Val ascended, Tony’s camera was up, capturing every second. The streetlight bathed her in a golden glow, highlighting the bounce of her tits as she shifted, the way her skin glistened with a sheen of sweat. 

The other women didn’t need coaxing. The boys around them, emboldened by Val’s display, lifted Kim, Linda, and Gail onto their shoulders, their hands lingering a little too long on bare thighs, squeezing ass cheeks through denim. Kim, ever the tease, peeled her shirt off with exaggerated slowness, letting the crowd admire the lace of her bra before she reached back, unhooking it with a flick of her fingers. Her tits sprang free, earning another wave of ravenous approval. 

Linda’s sweater clung to her curves, the fabric stretched taut over her chest. The crowd’s impatience grew palpable—hands reached up, tugging at the material, desperate to see what was underneath. With a breathless laugh, she finally yanked it up, her bra following in one swift motion. Her heavy breasts swayed as the mob erupted, and then—hands. Everywhere. Fingers groped, squeezed, kneaded, claiming her flesh as if she were some communal prize. 

Val and Kim weren’t spared either. The boys holding them up staggered as eager hands found their tits, pinching nipples, palming curves, lost in the frenzy. 

Gail barely had a chance to react before the mob descended. Hands clawed at her blouse, fabric tearing with a sharp rip. Her bra went next, straps snapping as it was ripped away. She gasped, arms flying up to cover herself, but it was too late—she was bare, exposed, the crowd’s hunger unchecked. The hands didn’t stop. They groped, mauled, took, and all she could do was cling to the boy beneath her, her balance precarious as the sea of lust swallowed her whole.

The sea of bodies surged forward, a wild, hungry tide crashing against the four women. The boys holding them aloft staggered, their muscles straining as the mob pressed in, the air thick with lust and chaos. Val, Kim, Linda, and Gail swayed precariously, their bare breasts bouncing with every unsteady movement, the heat of hundreds of eyes raking over their exposed skin. 

Gail and Kim were the first to be swallowed by the frenzy—strong hands yanking them down, their bodies passed overhead like prized trophies. Fingers dug into their flesh, greedy and insistent, exploring every curve, every forbidden inch. Breasts were squeezed, nipples pinched, asses gripped hard enough to leave marks. Someone’s fingers slid between Kim’s thighs, finding her already slick with arousal, and she gasped as they teased her mercilessly. 

Linda somehow landed on her feet, but there was no escape. Jeans were ripped down her legs before she could react, cool air hitting her bare ass before rough palms claimed it. A hand cupped her pussy, fingers slipping inside with bold strokes, and she moaned despite herself, her body betraying her with its own desperate need. 

Val hit the ground hard, her pants torn away in seconds. Hands roamed her body, kneading her tits, pulling at her nipples until they ached. She arched into the touch, her breath coming in ragged gasps, lost in the overwhelming sensation of being wanted like this—so openly, so shamelessly. 

The crowd turned feral. Bottles shattered. A car flipped with a metallic groan. The distant wail of sirens cut through the noise, and suddenly, icy water rained down, scattering the mob in a panicked rush. The women stumbled free, their skin glistening, their bodies marked by the night’s rough adoration. They found each other in the chaos, breathless and bare, and without hesitation, they ran—four naked figures darting through the shadows, laughter bubbling up between panting breaths. 

Frank and Tony sprinted after them, cameras forgotten, their eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of bare hips as the women vanished into the dark. 

--- 

The cool night air kissed their flushed skin as the women ducked behind Delta Felta, their old college haunt. Pressed together in the shadows, they trembled—partly from adrenaline, partly from the lingering thrill of what had just happened. Val’s back was streaked with dirt, Linda’s thighs still tingled from rough fingers, Kim’s nipples were stiff and sensitive, and Gail’s pulse hadn’t slowed. 

“Fuck,” Val breathed, grinning. “That was… insane.” 

Linda giggled, running a hand through her tangled hair. “We’re officially those women now.” 

Kim arched a brow. “And we’re still naked.” 

Gail nodded toward the frat house. “Might as well see if they’ve got spare shirts. Or at least a towel.” 

They crept inside, their bare feet silent on the worn floorboards. The living room was a haze of beer and testosterone, frat boys sprawled across couches, their eyes widening as four very naked, very confident women strolled into their midst. 

One of them choked on his drink. “Holy shit—it’s them!” 

Another leaned forward, gaze raking over their bodies. “The ones who started the whole riot.” 

Val smirked, crossing her arms under her breasts, drawing every eye to them. “We lost our clothes. Thought you might help.” 

A chorus of laughter and whistles filled the room. A broad-shouldered brother stood, stepping closer, his gaze lingering on Linda’s curves. “We might have something. But…” He grinned, slow and wicked. “What’s in it for us?” 

Gail tilted her head, her voice dripping with playful challenge. “What do you want?” 

The room went quiet. The answer hung in the air, thick with promise.

The suggestion hung in the air, thick with anticipation. "How about you dance a little like you did at Victory Lounge?" one of the boys murmured, his voice rough with desire. The others murmured their approval, their eyes darkening with hunger as they waited for the women’s response. 

Val smirked, her body still humming from the adrenaline of their escape. "Alright, a little bit," she agreed, her voice low and teasing. "But only if you give us some beer." 

Plastic cups were thrust into their hands almost instantly, the cold liquid sloshing over their fingers as the heavy bass of a metal song pulsed through the room—just loud enough to set the mood, but not so much that it drowned out the sharp inhales of the watching boys. 

The four women moved together, their naked bodies swaying in the dim light, shadows playing over their curves. At first, it was slow, almost lazy—hips rolling, arms brushing against each other—but then Val stepped behind Gail, her hands sliding up to cup her full breasts. The moment Val’s fingers grazed her nipples, Gail gasped, her head tilting back as if pulled by an invisible force. 

And then—their lips crashed together. 

The kiss was hungry, messy, tongues tangling in full view of the room. The boys groaned, shifting in their seats as the women pressed flush against each other, their bare skin slick with sweat. Val’s fingers dipped lower, tracing the curve of Gail’s hip before sliding between her thighs. Gail moaned into her mouth, her own hands mirroring the motion, their fingers working in perfect, desperate harmony. 

The air grew heavy with the scent of arousal, the sound of their ragged breaths drowning out the music. 

Across the room, Tony’s camera lens glinted unnoticed through the window. "What the hell are we gonna do with this?" he muttered, watching the older women writhe under each other’s touch. "Our viewers want tight young things, not—" 

Frank cut him off with a dark chuckle. "You kidding? Look at them. They’re fucking wild. Every guy in there is rock hard watching this." He adjusted the zoom, capturing the way Val’s back arched as Gail’s fingers worked her deeper. "Trust me, there’s a market for this. Every guy’s had a fantasy about some older woman—his teacher, his best friend’s mom—just begging for it." 

Back inside, the energy shifted again. 

"How about some lap dances?" a frat boy slurred, his voice thick with lust. 

Kim didn’t hesitate. She prowled toward him, her hips rolling with every step, before straddling his lap in one smooth motion. His hands instantly clamped onto her ass, kneading the flesh as she ground down against the hard ridge in his jeans. Her tits swayed just inches from his face, her nipples stiff, begging for his mouth. 

Linda chose a younger boy—barely more than a kid—perched on the couch. She sank onto his lap with a sinful smile, her fingers threading through his hair as she rocked against him. His wide eyes traced the faint lines around her lips, the crinkles at the corners of her eyes, but all he saw was raw, untamed beauty. With a groan, he buried his face between her heavy breasts, inhaling the scent of her skin like it was salvation. 

Meanwhile, Gail and Val were lost in each other, their moans rising in pitch as their fingers moved faster, harder—until their bodies locked, shuddering through twin orgasms that left them breathless. 

But even that wasn’t enough. 

Pulling apart, their lips swollen and wet, they exchanged a look—one that promised more. 

Val zeroed in on a broad-shouldered frat boy, her gaze predatory as she sauntered toward him. 

Gail, still trembling from her climax, let her eyes roam over the remaining boys—until one of them smirked up at her, his voice dripping with recognition. 

"Hi, Mrs. Daniels."

Gail’s breath hitched as recognition flashed in her eyes. "Billy?" The name slipped from her lips, soft and incredulous. He was the boy from down the street—the one who used to ride his bike past her house, all gangly limbs and youthful energy. Now here he was, staring up at her with hungry eyes while she stood completely bare before him. For a fleeting second, shame prickled at her skin, her hands twitching toward her body—but then she stopped. What was the point now? The alcohol hummed in her veins, dulling her inhibitions, and the heat between her thighs pulsed harder as his gaze traced every curve of her naked form. 

"I didn’t realize you went to school here," she murmured, her voice huskier than she intended. 

"Yeah, junior year," Billy replied, his voice thick with admiration. "Damn, Mrs. Daniels... you’re fucking gorgeous." 

A shiver ran down her spine at the way he said it—like he’d been imagining this moment for years. And maybe he had. The thought sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. "Oh... thank you, Billy," she breathed, biting her lower lip. "Would you... like me to sit on your lap?" 

His answer was immediate, eager. "Fuck yes." 

She lowered herself onto him, her thighs tightening around his hips as his hands settled on her waist, warm and possessive. His breath was hot against her neck as he whispered, "I used to watch you outside with your kids. Couldn’t take my eyes off you. Never thought I’d get to touch you like this." His palms slid down, cupping her bare ass, squeezing with a boldness that made her gasp. 

Gail arched against him, grinding her slick pussy over the hard ridge straining against his jeans. "I saw you too," she admitted, her fingers tracing the firm planes of his chest. "Washing your car in those tiny shorts... God, you looked so good." 

Billy groaned, his hands roaming greedily over her body, thumbs brushing her nipples until they peaked under his touch. She whimpered, her back arching as pleasure shot through her. Their mouths crashed together, tongues tangling in a feverish kiss, both of them lost in the forbidden thrill of it. 

Across the room, Val had already freed her partner’s cock, rocking her hips so his thick length dragged through her soaked folds. The boy beneath her moaned, his mouth latched onto one of her heavy breasts, sucking hard as his fingers dug into her flesh. 

Linda, sandwiched between eager hands, gasped as the boy beneath her finally freed himself, his cock sliding effortlessly into her wet heat. The two on either side of her weren’t idle either—hands groped, lips traced her skin, and the room filled with the lewd symphony of skin slapping, breathless moans, and the slick sounds of bodies moving together. 

Gail’s hips rolled in a slow, sinful rhythm, Billy’s cock buried deep inside her. Every thrust sent sparks through her, the friction maddening, the pleasure building until she could barely think. Around them, the air was thick with sweat and sex, the women’s cries mingling with the boys’ ragged groans. 

"Oooh—fuck—!" 

"God, yes—!" 

The climax hit them like a tidal wave, bodies shuddering, fingers clutching, voices breaking as pleasure tore through them in relentless waves. Gail’s nails dug into Billy’s shoulders as she came, her inner walls clenching around him, her vision blurring at the edges. 

And then—silence, save for the heavy breathing, the occasional whimper, the aftershocks of ecstasy still humming through their spent bodies.

Kim's gaze swept over the sea of hungry young faces, each one burning with anticipation. A wicked smile curled her lips as she assessed the eager crowd. "Looks like we'll need to get inventive to keep all you boys happy," she purred, her voice dripping with playful mischief.

Dropping to her knees, the blonde bombshell positioned herself before one of the students sprawled across the couch. She arched her back dramatically, presenting her round, creamy ass like an offering. "Who wants to claim this from behind?" she teased, wiggling her hips provocatively. Instantly, a queue formed, each young man jostling for position.

Kim lowered her mouth onto the rigid length in front of her, taking him deep as she hollowed her cheeks. Behind her, another student gripped her hips, guiding his thick erection into her dripping core. The alcohol humming through their veins made coordination tricky, but not impossible—their primal need overriding intoxication. A guttural moan tore from Kim's throat as her partner pistoned into her, each thrust making her flesh ripple and quiver.

To her left and right, Val and Gail mirrored her position, their lips stretched around straining cocks while Linda serviced another boy perched on a nearby chair. Four pairs of lush female lips worked in unison, four perfect asses raised in lewd invitation, four wet pussies soon filled by thrusting college cocks.

The entire couch shuddered with their frenzied movements, the rhythmic slapping of skin against skin building to a crescendo. Some boys reached across to fondle neighboring breasts, fingers sinking into soft flesh as they maintained their punishing pace. The synchronized fucking created an obscene symphony—four distinct impacts merging into one wet, rhythmic applause.

"First to finish wins!" one boy gasped between thrusts, sparking a heated competition. Their hips became a blur, each young man straining toward release. The race was tight—four sharp cries, four pulsing cocks withdrawing to paint glistening stripes across trembling female backs in sticky proof.

Not to be outdone, the women turned their competition oral. Heads bobbed with desperate urgency, tongues swirling, lips sucking—each vying to wring the most explosive climax from their partners. Moans turned to whimpers as hot cum flooded their mouths, the bitter-salty taste making them shudder.

In the sweaty aftermath, the orgy dissolved into delicious chaos. Val's fingers curled around another student's wrist, pulling him down onto the carpet. The young man's eyes widened in recognition. "Mrs. Arnold?" His voice cracked with disbelief.

Val's breath hitched as she studied his face—the familiar curve of his jaw, the way his brow furrowed just so. Memories of a middle school classroom crashed over her. "Mike Ball?" Her hands fluttered instinctively to cover herself before she stopped, exhaling a shaky laugh. "You can't possibly want your old teacher like this..."

Mike's answering grin was pure wickedness. "Are you kidding? We all jacked off fantasizing about you," he confessed, his hands already mapping her curves. "You were legendary—the hot teacher with the insane rack." His thumbs brushed her peaked nipples, making her gasp. "And now you're all mine."

Val’s cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and amusement as she gazed down at Mike, his eager eyes drinking in every inch of her naked form. "Well, come on then, Mike," she purred, her voice thick with desire. "Let’s make those old fantasies come true." 

She guided him onto his back, the rough carpet pressing against his skin as she straddled his hips. The heat between her thighs was undeniable as she slowly lowered herself onto his thick cock, a breathy sigh escaping her lips as she took him inch by inch. Mike’s hands immediately found her full, swaying breasts, his fingers kneading the soft flesh as she began to rock against him, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm. 

Around them, the air was thick with the sounds of pleasure—moans, gasps, the slick slap of skin against skin. Val’s fingers trailed over the hard cocks of the boys crowding around them, her touch teasing as she stroked two at once, her grip firm and practiced. One of them stepped closer, his erection bobbing near her lips, and without hesitation, she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her other hand still working the other cocks in time with the rolling of her hips. 

Nearby, Linda lay sprawled on the carpet, her body a canvas of pleasure. Two young men lavished attention on her heavy breasts, their mouths hot and hungry as they sucked and teased her nipples. A third knelt between her spread thighs, his tongue delving deep into her slick folds, lapping at her clit with relentless enthusiasm. Linda arched beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair as she moaned, her body trembling with each flick of his tongue. 

Then another boy climbed over her, his cock sliding between the plush pillows of her tits. He gripped them tightly, pressing them together around his shaft, his hips thrusting in a frantic rhythm. Linda’s eyes locked onto the swollen head of his cock as it disappeared and reappeared between her cleavage, her lips parting as she imagined taking it into her mouth. It didn’t take long—his breath hitched, his body tensed, and then hot ropes of cum splashed across her skin, painting her chest and throat in streaks of white. 

Gail had retreated to the bedroom, her body sprawled across the mattress, legs splayed wide. One boy after another took their turn between her thighs, each one gazing into her dazed eyes before sinking into her wet heat. Their hands roamed her body, their fingers digging into her hips as they fucked her, each one leaving her glazed and breathless before the next took his place. 

Kim, meanwhile, had discovered a new kind of ecstasy—the tight, forbidden pleasure of being taken from behind. The first cock in her ass had been a shock, but the way it stretched her, filled her, sent waves of pleasure crashing through her. Soon, she was begging for more, her body trembling as one after another claimed her there, her moans growing louder with each thrust. 

By the time Frank and Tony slipped away, the house was a symphony of pleasure, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Outside, the remnants of the night’s chaos littered the street—abandoned purses, torn clothing, the echoes of wild abandon. Frank smirked as he gathered what little remained, a small token of the debauchery they’d captured. 

He pushed the door open, dropping the forgotten belongings just inside, his mind already racing with the possibilities of what they’d recorded. The night was far from over.

As the first pale light of dawn crept through the windows, the four women—still buzzing from the lingering effects of alcohol—finally collapsed, utterly spent. Their bodies ached in the most delicious ways, every muscle humming with exhaustion and satisfaction. The room was a wreck, the air thick with the musky scent of sex, sweat, and spilled liquor. They glanced around, dazed, their skin still tingling from the countless hands and mouths that had explored them all night. 

Then, their eyes landed on the small pile of belongings in the hallway—purses, jeans, shoes—like forgotten relics of their former selves. With a mix of amusement and relief, they rummaged through the boys’ discarded t-shirts, slipping them on with slow, languid movements. The fabric clung to their damp skin, barely covering the marks and traces of their debauchery. Walking was a challenge, their thighs trembling, their steps unsteady as they made their way to Kim’s SUV. 

Inside the car, the silence was broken only by their soft laughter, their voices husky from overuse. They exchanged glances, their lips curling into wicked grins as they relived the night’s most sinful moments. 

“All I can say,” Val murmured, stretching her arms above her head with a satisfied sigh, “is that I’m fucking glad our husbands have no idea what we just did.” 

---- 

Months later, Frank Joseph’s latest Girls Gone Slutty hit the market—an explosive montage of wild, uninhibited women losing themselves in the heat of the moment. The usual parade of young, giggling coeds flashed their tits and teased the camera, but the real showstopper was the unexpected segment featuring Val, Kim, Gail, and Linda. 

There they were, captured in high-definition glory—peeling off their clothes in the dim bar light, baring their bodies to a sea of hungry young men, and surrendering to pleasures they hadn’t known in years. The voiceover dripped with salacious glee: 

“Think only college girls know how to get wild? Think again. These wives, these mothers, these respectable women—they proved that age is just a number when it comes to pure, filthy desire.” 

The footage was electric. The way they moaned, the way they arched beneath eager hands, the way they took cock after cock without hesitation—it was a fantasy come to life. And for the women watching at home, it was a secret thrill, a memory they’d never forget.


Math Incentives

Mrs. Gibson was the kind of teacher who made trigonometry feel like foreplay. Late thirties, married, a mother—but none of that dulled the electric hum she left in the air whenever she walked past my desk. Golden hair cascading over her shoulders, a mouth that curved into sly smiles when she caught me staring. And god, those tits—full, heavy, barely contained by whatever blouse she’d thrown on that morning. Most days it was casual sweaters, jeans hugging her hips, but on the rare occasions she wore a skirt? I’d angle my chair just so, holding my breath as she perched on the edge of her desk, thighs parting just enough to flash a sliver of lace. 

The classroom was a battlefield of hormones. Fifteen of us—nine guys practically vibrating with pent-up frustration, six girls rolling their eyes at our collective ineptitude. Math was never my strong suit, but I aced the art of watching Mrs. Gibson’s ass sway as she scribbled equations on the board, the way her blouse strained when she reached high. Early on, she’d been all sharp edges—detentions, icy glares—but by November, she’d relaxed into something dangerous. A smirk here, a slow cross of her legs there. The boys lobbed innuendos like grenades; she volleyed back with a raised eyebrow and a laugh that dripped honey. 

Then came the day she kept us after. Girls dismissed, chairs creaking as we shifted under her gaze. She leaned against her desk, arms folded beneath her chest—fuck—and laid it out plain: we were failing. Her voice dropped, a throaty murmur. “What will it take to make you boys focus?” 

The silence pulsed. 

From the back, Steve’s voice, rough with want: “Show us your tits.” 

Her lips parted. Not in shock. Not even in anger. 

In challenge.

The words slipped from Steve’s lips just a little too loud, cutting through the stifled laughter that rippled across the room. Mrs. Gibson’s expression flickered—first, a cold, unreadable mask, then the barest hint of a smirk curling at the corner of her mouth. 

“If I did, would you study harder?” 

Jim, never one to hold back, barked out a laugh. “Hell, even I’d crack a book for that!” The room erupted, tension dissolving into reckless excitement. 

Mrs. Gibson perched on the edge of her desk, the movement deliberate, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs. The fabric clung, teasing, as she crossed one leg over the other. 

“Alright, Jim,” she said finally, her voice low, measured. “Here’s the deal. One week from today, I’ll give you boys an oral exam on Chapter Twelve. Every correct answer…” She paused, letting the implication sink in. “...means one less piece of clothing on me. Consider it a little incentive.” 

Jim scoffed. “Yeah, right. Like you’d actually do it.” 

Her eyes locked onto his, dark with challenge. “I promise. I’ll wear this exact outfit—eight pieces in total. Eight right answers, and I’m standing here in nothing at all.” She leaned forward slightly, the neckline of her sweater dipping just enough to make my throat dry. “But this stays between us. Not a word to anyone. Understood?” 

A chorus of eager “Deals” filled the room. 

Later, huddled by our lockers, we debated whether she was serious. None of us fully believed her—but none of us were willing to risk missing out, either. For the first time in our academic careers, we actually studied. We quizzed each other, pored over equations, fueled by the electric possibility of what might happen. 

The day arrived. 

Mrs. Gibson handed the girls library passes and worksheets, murmuring something about a boys-only review session. The moment the door clicked shut behind the last girl, she turned the lock. I hadn’t noticed before—someone had taped paper over the door’s windows. 

She stood before us, clad in the same soft gray skirt and snug white sweater from last week, the fabric hugging every curve. 

“Ready?” Her voice was a purr. “Brian. First question.” 

She scrawled the problem on the board. Brian scribbled furiously, then announced, “Seventeen.” 

Mrs. Gibson’s lips curved. “Correct.” 

Without hesitation, she bent at the waist, one hand lifting her leg as she slipped off her right shoe. The delicate arch of her foot flexed before she dropped it to the floor with a soft thud. A collective breath rushed out of us—half shock, half exhilaration. 

Mark was next. Another correct answer. 

This time, she stepped out of her remaining shoe, kicking it aside with a careless flick of her ankle. 

Then Ivan. 

“Very good,” she murmured, her fingers curling into the hem of her skirt. Slowly, deliberately, she hitched it up—higher, higher—until the lace trim of her slip peeked into view. With a sinuous roll of her hips, she shimmied the delicate fabric down her legs, stepping free of it in one smooth motion. 

The air in the room thickened, charged with something wild and hungry. 

And we were only just getting started.

Greg was up next, his fingers tapping nervously against the desk as he worked through the problem. When he gave the wrong answer, a collective groan filled the room—even Mrs. Gibson’s lips pursed in disappointment, her teasing confidence faltering for just a second. Then it was my turn. My pulse hammered as I triple-checked my work, my pencil nearly slipping from my sweaty grip. When I finally announced the right answer, her eyes gleamed with mischief. 

Without hesitation, she gathered the hem of her skirt in both hands, slowly hiking it up past her thighs—higher this time, all the way to her waist. The sight of her pantyhose stretched taut over those white cotton panties sent a jolt straight to my groin. She turned slightly, giving us a full view as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the hose, peeling them down over the curve of her ass. The fabric clung for a moment before she shimmied them down her legs, stepping out with deliberate slowness. 

Jim was next, and when he nailed his answer, her grin turned downright sinful. She crossed her arms at her waist, fingers curling under the hem of her sweater. With a slow, teasing tug, she freed it from her skirt, then lifted it inch by torturous inch. The first glimpse of her bra—white lace tracing the tops of her full, heavy breasts—made my breath catch. The cups barely contained her, soft flesh spilling over the edges as she tossed the sweater aside. She arched her back slightly, hands settling on her hips, letting us drink in the sight. Every single one of us was rock-hard, shifting in our seats, unable to look away. 

Colin’s turn came, and Mrs. Gibson perched on the edge of her desk, leaning forward just enough to deepen the shadow between her breasts. Her fingers gripped the desk, knuckles white, as if she was holding herself back from touching us. The way she bit her lip, watching us stare, told me she was loving every second of this. When Colin answered correctly, she let out a breathy laugh. “Wow,” she murmured, standing again. “You boys really did study.” 

Her fingers went to the side of her skirt, popping the button, then dragging the zipper down in one slow, torturous motion. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but that lace-trimmed bra and those tiny white panties. The cotton clung to every curve, the waistband dipping low enough to hint at the soft swell beneath. When Steve begged her to turn around, she obliged with a playful sway of her hips, the fabric straining over the round, perfect globes of her ass. She even gave a little shake, laughing at our stunned silence. 

Kevin’s question was harder, and she granted him extra time, strolling between the desks like she owned the room—because right now, she did. Every step made her ass bounce, the thin fabric of her panties leaving nothing to the imagination. As she passed me, I caught the faintest shadow of her curls through the cotton, the scent of her perfume—something warm and floral—filling my lungs. When she noticed where my gaze had dropped, her smile turned knowing, her hips slowing just enough to let me look my fill.

Kevin exhaled shakily before answering, his voice thick with tension. Mrs. Gibson’s lips curved into that wicked smile we’d all come to crave as she sauntered to the front of the room. With deliberate slowness, she reached behind her back, arching just enough to make her breasts sway enticingly. The click of her bra unhooking sent a jolt through me. She dragged the straps down her shoulders with agonizing leisure, her forearm pressing the lace against her skin to prolong the reveal. 

Then—release. 

The bra tumbled to the floor, and her full, heavy breasts spilled free, pale and perfect, crowned with dusky pink nipples already stiffened from the attention. She laughed, low and throaty, rolling her shoulders back to make them bounce, the weight of them swaying hypnotically. My cock throbbed, straining against denim so tight each shift in my seat bordered on torture. The way her tits moved—god, the way they jiggled—was enough to make my vision blur. 

One last question. One last piece of fabric between us and all of her. 

Steve fumbled through his answer while Mrs. Gibson traced lazy circles around her own nipples, teasing them to tighter peaks. When she turned to write on the board, her tits swayed with every stroke of chalk, the sight so obscenely erotic I bit my lip raw. Then she was in front of me, leaning down until her breasts hung inches from my face, their sweet, warm scent flooding my senses. A damp patch darkened the front of her panties, the cotton clinging to the shape of her. 

Steve’s answer cracked the silence. 

Mrs. Gibson’s cheer was a husky purr as she hooked her thumbs into the sides of those last scraps of white. The panties slid down her thighs, revealing creamy skin, the round swell of her ass, and—fuck—the thatch of curls between her legs, glistening with arousal. She bent over, giving us an eyeful of pink peeking through damp curls, then turned, letting us drink in the full view: her pussy, soft and swollen, framed by tousled blondish-brown hair. 

Back against her desk now, legs parted just enough to tease, she beamed at us. “So proud,” she murmured, fingers skimming her own thighs. “All that studying deserves a reward, don’t you think?” Her pause was molten. “Who wants to touch me?” 

The air turned electric. 

“Go on,” she urged, spreading her knees wider. “I won’t bite.” Her fingertip circled one nipple, then dipped lower, brushing through her curls. “Unless you ask nicely.”

Steve and Jim lunged forward first, their eagerness palpable, but I was hot on their heels, my pulse hammering in my throat. Steve’s hands were already on her, his fingers sinking into the soft, yielding flesh of her right breast, kneading it with rough, greedy strokes. Jim mirrored him, claiming her left tit, his fingers tracing circles around her stiff nipple before pinching it between his thumb and forefinger. I wedged myself between them, my breath hitching as I watched her tits sway under their rough handling, her skin flushed pink, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. 

When Jim’s hand slid lower, his fingers slipping through the damp curls between her thighs, I seized my chance. I palmed her left breast, my grip tentative at first, but her breathy laugh spurred me on. “You don’t have to be too gentle, you won’t hurt me,” she purred, and that was all the encouragement I needed. Steve and I tightened our grips, our fingers digging into her soft flesh, her nipples hardening under our touch. I lifted the weight of her breast, marveling at how it filled my hand, then squeezed, rolling her nipple between my fingers until she gasped. 

The rest of the boys swarmed around her, hands roaming—some cupping the undersides of her tits, others sliding over the smooth curve of her ass, fingers tracing the dip of her waist. She turned her head, her lips parting as Brian and Ivan took turns kissing her, their mouths hungry, their tongues tangling with hers. 

Then her hands were on me—on us. Her fingers brushed over the strained fabric of my jeans, her palm pressing against the rigid length of my cock. Steve groaned beside me as she did the same to him, her touch bold, unhesitating. My zipper hissed open, her fingers deftly working the button, and then my jeans were sliding down my hips. I helped her free my aching cock from my briefs, the cool air doing nothing to temper the heat pulsing through me. 

“Fuck,” she breathed, her fingers wrapping around me, her grip firm. Steve had already freed himself, and she took him in her other hand, her fingers curling around both of us, stroking in slow, deliberate pulls. The rhythm quickened, her hands working us in tandem, her fingers tightening just enough to make my hips jerk. She was panting now, her lips parted, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure. 

Jim’s fingers were buried inside her, the slick sounds of her arousal filling the air as he fucked her with his hand, her thighs spread obscenely wide. I stood between them, my cock throbbing, the tip glistening with pre-cum, mere inches from where Jim’s fingers plunged in and out of her. 

“Oh, Jason,” she moaned, her voice thick with need. “Put it in.” 

I didn’t hesitate. Releasing her breast, I stepped forward as she braced herself on the edge of the desk, her ass perched precariously on the wood. Jim withdrew his fingers, leaving her pussy glistening, open, ready. 

She reached for me, her fingers wrapping around my cock, guiding me toward her heat. The first brush of my tip against her curls sent a jolt through me. Then she spread wider, her hips tilting up, and with one smooth pull, she lined me up with her entrance. 

I thrust. 

Her warmth enveloped me, slick and tight, her walls clenching around me as I sank in to the hilt. A choked moan tore from her throat, her nails biting into my ass as she pulled me deeper. 

“Yes—fuck—just like that,” she gasped, her hands leaving my hips to grab Steve and Jim again, stroking them in time with my thrusts. 

Kevin and Greg leaned in, their mouths closing over her nipples, sucking and licking as the others crowded around, their hands roaming, their lips pressing against her skin. 

And I fucked her—hard, deep, lost in the wet, clutching heat of her.

Steve’s voice was rough with desire as he leaned closer, his fingers tightening around the base of his cock. “Do you take us all in your mouth?” he asked, his breath hot against her skin. 

Mrs. Gibson’s lips curved into a wicked smile, her tongue darting out to wet them. “Oh, absolutely,” she purred, her voice thick with promise. 

Without hesitation, Steve climbed onto the desk, his knees sinking into the surface as he positioned himself beside her. He gripped his shaft, guiding it toward her waiting lips. She turned her head, her mouth opening wide, and took him in with a deep, eager moan. The moment his cock slid past her lips, she hollowed her cheeks, sucking him with slow, deliberate pulls. 

Kevin didn’t waste a second—his jeans were already undone, his thick length springing free. She reached for him with one hand, her fingers wrapping around his shaft while her other hand worked Jim’s cock in steady strokes. All the while, my hips pistoned into her, her tight heat gripping me with every thrust. The room filled with the wet sounds of her mouth working Steve, the slick friction of her pussy around me, and the ragged breaths of the other guys as they groped and kissed her. 

I could feel the pressure building, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing inside her. She must have sensed it too because her thighs clamped around me, her body shuddering as she let out a muffled cry around Steve’s dick. The sudden clench of her walls sent me over the edge—I groaned, my hips stuttering as I buried myself deep and came, hot pulses of cum filling her. 

She pulled off Steve just long enough to gasp, “Jason… oh God, you made me come!” Her voice was wrecked, her lips swollen and glistening. 

Jim wasted no time—he nudged my softening cock aside and slid into her, his thick length stretching her even wider. Steve, still kneeling above her, gripped the back of her head and thrust into her mouth, his hips jerking as he came with a rough groan. Thick ropes of cum spilled past her lips, some dripping down her chin, but she didn’t let a drop go to waste—her tongue swirled around his tip, licking him clean. 

The room was a blur of movement, of skin and sweat and pleasure. One by one, the guys took their turns—some filling her pussy, others spilling down her throat. Brian couldn’t hold back, his release coating her fingers as she stroked him. 

By the time Mark was buried inside her, Ivan had climbed onto the desk, his cock nestled between her tits. She pressed them together, her soft flesh enveloping him as he fucked between them, his groans mixing with hers. When he came, streaks of white painted her neck and chest, glistening under the dim light. 

The last bell had rung ages ago, buses long gone, but not a single one of us cared. Mrs. Gibson lay sprawled across the desk, breathless and satisfied, her skin flushed, her body marked by all of us. 

“Keep studying hard,” she murmured, her voice sultry with promise, “and I’ll keep rewarding you.” 

She wasn’t lying. For the rest of the year, our grades soared—our parents and classmates baffled by our sudden dedication. But we knew the truth. 

And it was worth every extra credit.


The Teacher's Secret 

Kurt had spent weeks turning the idea over in his mind, letting it simmer until it consumed him. The spark had come one lazy afternoon, sprawled across Leo’s couch, watching grainy cell phone clips on YourVids—teachers snapping at rowdy students, their frustration boiling over in ways that made the boys howl with laughter. But it was the quieter videos that lodged in Kurt’s brain—teachers unaware, caught in unguarded moments: walking across campus, sliding into their cars, bending over desks. Mundane, yet electric. 

And then there was her. 

Mrs. Fine. 

She wasn’t some fresh-faced, barely-out-of-college teacher like Ms. Holloway down the hall, with her tight sweaters and obvious curves. No, Mrs. Fine was something else entirely—sleek, poised, effortlessly sensual in a way that made Kurt’s pulse spike every time she crossed the classroom. Tall, with legs that seemed to go on forever, her dark brown hair grazing her jawline, she carried herself like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. And God, the way her skirts hugged her hips, the way her blouses dipped just enough to hint at the lace beneath— 

Kurt had lost count of how many times he’d fantasized about her, his hands working furiously under his sheets, imagining her voice dropping to a whisper, her fingers trailing down his chest— 

He wasn’t alone in his obsession. Leo, Rod, and Jake were just as bad, their lockers plastered with crude jokes about her, their conversations laced with hungry speculation. They were a notorious pack—detentions stacking up like trophies, their names synonymous with chaos in the faculty lounge. And yet, by some cosmic joke, they’d all been dumped into her seventh-period English class. 

It started small. A quick, furtive recording during a lecture, his phone angled just right to capture the way her skirt swayed as she paced. Then another—her bending over a desk, the neckline of her blouse gaping just enough to reveal the delicate lace edge of her bra. His collection grew, each clip fueling something dark and possessive inside him. The thrill of the hunt, the rush of catching her unaware— 

And then Jake, ever the instigator, had smirked and said, “Dude, you should post them.” 

The idea settled hot and heavy in Kurt’s gut. 

Why keep her all to himself when the whole world could see what he saw?

Kurt exhaled, his fingers drumming against the desk as he considered Jake’s suggestion. The thought had crossed his mind before—uploading those secret, stolen glimpses of Mrs. Fine for the world to see. But the idea of losing his private collection made his stomach twist. “Nah,” he murmured, his voice low and rough with arousal. “Why blow it all up? I’m not done yet. Still need to get that perfect shot—up her skirt.” 

Leo’s grin was sharp, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Blackmail,” he suggested, the word slithering between them like a promise. “Tell her we’ll leak every damn video if she doesn’t pass us.” The desperation in his voice was obvious—he was barely clinging to a passing grade as it was. 

That night, alone in his room, Kurt replayed the idea over and over in his head, his hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes as he watched Mrs. Fine on screen—her legs, her hips, the way her blouse clung just right when she bent over. What if they had something more? Something undeniable? The fantasy took root, hot and insistent, coiling low in his gut. The thought of her—begging, bargaining, maybe even pleasing him—sent a shudder through him. His breath hitched, his grip tightening. 

Days passed, the fantasy morphing into something darker, more dangerous. He could almost taste the power, the control. “We need something explosive,” Kurt told the others, his voice thick with excitement. “Something that would ruin her if it got out. We’ve pushed teachers to the edge before—imagine if we had proof.” 

Rod scoffed, shaking his head. “Mrs. Fine? She’d never snap like that. She’s got ice in her veins.” 

Jake smirked. “Bullshit. I’ve seen her crack. She’s got a temper.” 

Kurt’s grin was wicked. “And no one pisses her off like we do.” 

It was a reckless plan, half-formed and wild—but fate played into their hands sooner than expected. Days later, their chaos reached a fever pitch in her classroom, the air thick with tension as they riled up every guy in the room. When the bell finally rang, Mrs. Fine’s voice cut through the noise like a blade. “Girls, leave. Boys—stay.” 

The room fell silent, the weight of her fury pressing down on them. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest rising with each sharp breath as she leveled them with a glare that could melt steel. Threats spilled from her lips—failed grades, revoked diplomas, endless detentions—all while Kurt’s phone, hidden beneath the desk, captured every delicious second. 

His pulse pounded, his skin burning with anticipation. This was it.

Rod lounged in the front row, his cocky grin stretching wider as Mrs. Fine’s fury boiled over. He could practically feel the heat radiating off her—her cheeks flushed crimson, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. Behind him, Kurt’s phone was rolling, capturing every second of her unraveling. 

Rod let his fingers trail lazily down his thigh, his palm pressing against the growing bulge in his sweatpants. He made sure she saw—the deliberate way he licked his lips, the slow, filthy swirl of his tongue between them like he was imagining her on her knees. His hips rocked subtly, the fabric tightening around his erection as he taunted her without a word. 

Mrs. Fine’s eyes flickered with something dark—disgust, fury, maybe even a flicker of something hotter. But when Rod let out a low, mocking groan, her control shattered. Her hand cracked across his face with a sharp slap that echoed through the room. 

"You disgusting little shit!" Her voice trembled, raw with anger and something else—something desperate. 

Leo and Jake erupted into laughter, but Kurt barely heard them. His pulse hammered in his throat as he watched the playback—her strike, her trembling lips, the way her body shook with barely contained rage. Got her. 

"Out!" she screamed, her voice breaking. "All of you—get out!” 

The boys rose, slow and smug, savoring her humiliation. Rod lingered just long enough to flash her a smirk, his fingers still lazily stroking himself through his pants. "You’ll regret that," he murmured, low enough for only her to hear. 

By the time they reached the door, her voice was small, fractured. "I—I shouldn’t have hit you, Rod." 

His grin widened. "Oh, you definitely shouldn’t have." 

--- 

Kurt’s fingers flew over his keyboard, his breath coming fast as he saved the file. The video was perfect. Mrs. Fine, red-faced and wild-eyed, striking a student who—from the camera’s angle—looked like an innocent victim. The school would fire her in a heartbeat. 

But why stop there? 

His mind raced with possibilities. Blackmail. Power. Her. That tight skirt, the way her blouse clung when she leaned over a desk. The thought of her on her knees, begging—not just for her job, but for him—sent a jolt of heat straight to his cock. 

He fired off the email, his pulse thundering as he hit send. 

The next night, her reply made his stomach clench. 

No. Please don’t share this. 

Kurt exhaled, slow and satisfied. 

Game on.

Kurt’s fingers flew across the keyboard, his pulse quickening as he crafted his next message. The power thrummed through him—hot, intoxicating. He exhaled sharply, hitting send before he could second-guess himself. 

“Let’s be clear—there’s no debate here. If this gets out, you’re finished. No school would touch you. Don’t waste my time pretending otherwise.” 

The reply came almost instantly, her desperation palpable even through the cold glow of the screen. 

“What do you want from me?” 

A slow smirk curled his lips. She was already unraveling. 

“First? You make sure we all pass. No exceptions.” 

“Who is 'we'?” Her response was cautious, but he could practically hear the tremor in her voice. 

“You don’t need names. Just know we’re watching. Every move.” 

Was she weighing her options, or just probing for leverage? Kurt leaned back, drumming his fingers against the desk. The pause stretched, the silence between messages thick with tension. His body hummed with restless energy—sleep was impossible now. 

Two hours later, her answer finally appeared. 

“Is there… something else? Money?” 

His grin turned predatory. 

“Not money. Tell me—do you own a thong?” 

The minutes ticked by with no response. His jaw clenched. He wouldn’t be ignored. 

“Answer me. Now. It’s a simple fucking question. Do you wear thongs? Because all we’ve ever seen under those prim little skirts are granny panties.” 

This time, her reply was immediate. 

“Yes.” 

Victory surged through him, molten and sweet. 

“Wear one tomorrow. The blue sweater. Navy slacks. No tights, no blazer. And don’t fuck this up. You won’t like what happens if you test me.” 

He logged off, leaving her with the threat hanging in the digital void. 

--- 

The next morning, Kurt’s breath hitched the second he spotted her in the hallway. Holy shit. The blue sweater clung to her curves, the navy slacks hugging her ass like a second skin. His cock twitched, straining against his jeans. But the real question—was she obeying? 

The crowded halls made it hard to tell, but… was that a hint of black lace peeking through the fabric? His pulse roared in his ears. 

Seventh period sealed the deal. 

Mrs. Fine strode in, arms laden with papers, her hips swaying with every step. When she bent over her desk, the hem of her sweater rode up just enough—there. The sinful strip of black lace, barely visible above her waistband. 

Later, as students shuffled papers, Kurt seized his chance. He edged behind her, phone discreetly angled as she leaned forward. One quick snap—proof. The thong’s delicate straps peeked out, a dark contrast against her pale skin. 

That night, his email dripped with smug satisfaction. 

“Good girl. You looked fucking delicious today. Thongs should be your new uniform. Keep playing nice, and maybe that video stays buried. Now—what’s your cell number? Don’t make me wait.” 

Her reply was almost instantaneous. 

“555-555-1212.” 

“You know how to text?” 

“Yes.” 

The game was on.

Kurt’s fingers flew over his phone, his pulse hammering with anticipation. She’s playing along. Good. He smirked as he typed, the words dripping with command. 

“Monday. Colored thongs. Buy them if you don’t own any. Short pinstripe skirt—the tight one. Red sweater. And from the second you step into seventh period, your phone stays on vibrate. Eyes on the screen. Every text I send, you answer. Immediately. No hesitation. One wrong move, one delay… and that video goes viral by midnight. Are we clear, Mrs. Fine?” 

Her reply was instant. Brief. Obedient. “Yes.” 

Monday arrived, and the reports from the others confirmed it—she’d obeyed. The skirt clung to her curves, shorter than usual, the red sweater hugging her in all the right places. Kurt’s cock twitched at the thought. He fired off a text, his thumb pressing hard against the screen. 

“What’s the plan for seventh period?” 

Her response came fast, almost eager. “Chapter 12 review. Then independent work.” 

“Perfect. Don’t forget—phone ready.” He could barely contain himself. 

The moment she walked in, Kurt’s breath hitched. There it was—the flash of red lace peeking above her waistband as she bent to drop her papers. Fuck. She’d done it. His grip tightened around his phone. 

But then—a slip. She’d left her cell on the desk, just out of reach. His jaw clenched. Stupid mistake. But before panic could set in, she remembered, tucking it close behind her book. Relief flooded him. 

“Sit on the desk. Keep the phone where you can see it.” 

She obeyed, perching on the edge of the Formica, her skirt riding up as she settled. Smooth thighs, creamy skin, exposed nearly to mid-thigh. The class buzzed with restless energy, but Kurt only had eyes for her. 

“Cross your legs.” 

A flicker of hesitation. Then—slowly, deliberately—she crossed one knee over the other, the movement deliberate, sensual. The skirt inched higher, revealing more of that tantalizing flesh. 

“Higher. Let it ride up.” 

Her breath hitched, fingers tightening around the edge of the desk. But she shifted, letting the fabric slide, exposing even more. The hem now dangerously close to her hips, the red lace beneath just a whisper away from full view. 

“Put the papers down. You’re hiding too much.” 

She set the stack aside, leaving nothing between the class and the sinful display of her legs. 

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous. Uncross them.” 

A shaky exhale, then she obeyed, thighs pressing together—but not before a fleeting glimpse of red silk between them. 

“Let the skirt go higher. Spread for me.” 

Her lips parted, a flush creeping up her neck. But she did it—legs parting just enough to tease, the fabric slipping, the damp heat of her barely concealed. 

“Wider.” 

A pause. A heartbeat of resistance. Then—surrender. Her knees drifted apart, the red lace now fully on display, the class drinking in the sight of their prim English teacher laid bare. 

Kurt’s grin was predatory. Too easy.

“MORE!” 

Mrs. Fine’s cheeks burned, the same furious heat as when she’d struck Leo. A ragged sigh escaped her lips as she tilted her head back, eyes squeezing shut for a fleeting second before surrendering completely. Her knees slid apart with deliberate slowness, thighs parting a full two feet, the movement forcing her to shift her hips forward on the desk for balance. The air in the room thickened, charged with something electric, as she shamelessly bared herself—the sleek red silk of her panties stretched taut over the soft swell of her mound, the fabric clinging so tightly the outline of her was unmistakable. 

From the back of the room, Kurt’s breath hitched. The sight was better than he’d imagined—the delicate curve of her, the way the silk dipped between her thighs, and fuck, that rebellious tuft of dark brown curls peeking out from the left seam of her panties. His fingers tightened around his phone, pulse hammering. 

“GREAT! SOOO HOT! Keep showing for the next fifteen minutes.” 

No more texts. Just the silent, predatory click of his camera capturing every second—her long, toned legs shifting restlessly, the occasional flex of her thighs offering new, tantalizing angles of that red silk barely containing her. The tension in the room was palpable. Glances darted between students, some wide-eyed, others smirking, all of them stealing looks they shouldn’t. Mrs. Fine’s voice wavered, her usual composed lecture faltering, syllables stumbling as she fought to focus. 

By the time the review ended, her skin was flushed, her breaths shallow. With no new commands from Kurt, she finally stood, smoothing her skirt down with trembling hands, though the effort was futile—the back still rode up, the scarlet thong peeking above the fabric. She turned to the board, her ass swaying subtly as she wrote the assignment, the motion deliberate, hypnotic. 

One paragraph. Bring it to me for immediate review. 

Her voice was steadier now, but the high color in her cheeks betrayed her. She sank into her chair, elbows propped on the desk, fingers pressing into her temples as if she could physically push the humiliation away. For five minutes, she stayed like that—until the first student approached. 

Then, the mask slipped back into place. 

Answers came smoothly, her tone even, but the chaos in the room grew. Whispers. Laughter. The usual order dissolving as students exchanged knowing looks. Kurt watched, amused, as Jake joined the line at her desk, waiting his turn. He moved to stand beside him, both of them staring openly at the exposed strip of red lace hugging their teacher’s ass. 

A grin. A silent high-five. 

Success tasted sweet. 

Leo sidled up next, and the three of them loitered near the front, their presence a quiet taunt. Behind Mrs. Fine’s back, Leo pulled out his phone, angling it—first at Jake, then down the slope of their teacher’s spine, the camera lingering on the sinful flash of red. 

The game wasn’t over. 

Not even close.

The moment the girl stepped away, Jake seized his chance, sliding his paper toward Mrs. Fine with a practiced ease. Her gaze flickered briefly to Kurt and Leo, but she quickly refocused on Jake as he crouched beside her, his right arm draping lazily over the back of her chair. His fingers trailed lower, skimming the warm, bare skin where her sweater had ridden up—just enough to make Kurt’s pulse spike with anticipation. Through the lens of his phone, Kurt captured every second, the way Jake’s fingers lingered, testing boundaries. And Mrs. Fine? She didn’t flinch, didn’t scold. She just kept reading, her breath hitching ever so slightly. 

Leo wasn’t about to be left out. He sidled up to her right, his fingers toying with the delicate lace of her thong where it peeked out from her skirt. His touch was tentative at first, then bolder, his palm sliding to her hip, exploring the curve there. Kurt’s camera caught it all—the way Leo’s fingers flexed, the way Jake’s jaw tightened in response. Then, like a challenge, Jake’s hand dipped lower, slipping beneath the fabric of her skirt, his thumb anchoring on the outside while his fingers traced the seam of her ass. 

Leo’s eyes darkened with rivalry. He shoved Jake’s hand aside, replacing it with his own, his fingers sinking into the plush warmth of her flesh. Mrs. Fine stiffened, her breath catching, but she didn’t turn. She only reached back, her fingers brushing weakly against Leo’s wrist in a half-hearted attempt to stop him. But the fight drained out of her just as quickly, her shoulders slumping in silent surrender. 

The arrival of another student forced Kurt to pocket his phone, but the thrill of their conquest lingered. He nudged Jake and Leo back to their seats, though the air between them crackled with unspoken triumph. 

Mrs. Fine, visibly rattled, abandoned the safety of her desk, opting instead to weave through the rows of students. But there was no escape. When she bent over to help a girl near Kurt, her skirt tightened over the lush curve of her ass, an irresistible temptation. Kurt’s hand found her before he could stop himself, fingers kneading the firm flesh through the fabric. She gasped, her head whipping around, but her lips stayed sealed—no reprimand, no slap. Just wide, conflicted eyes. 

Encouraged, Kurt pushed further, slipping his hand beneath her skirt, his fingers curling around the thin strip of her thong. Christ. Her ass was perfect—full, yielding, yet firm under his grip. He stole a glance around the room. His friends weren’t the only ones watching. Other guys were staring, some girls too, their expressions a mix of shock and fascination. And Mrs. Fine? She stayed frozen, her breath shallow, her body trembling just slightly under his touch. 

The power was intoxicating.

Mrs. Fine finally stepped away from Kurt, her breath shallow, her cheeks flushed—but she refused to meet his gaze again. The heat of his touch still lingered on her skin, a forbidden thrill she couldn’t shake. At the front of the class, she bent over another student’s desk, her body taut with tension, her fingers trembling as she pointed out an answer.

Then Leo was there, moving with deliberate purpose. He stood, crumpled a sheet of paper in his fist, and sauntered toward the trash can. But on his way back, he didn’t just pass her—he paused, his body brushing against hers, his hand sliding boldly over the curve of her ass, fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp. The fabric of her skirt did nothing to hide the way her flesh yielded under his grip.

When the bell rang, the room emptied in a rush of chatter and scraping chairs. Mrs. Fine gathered her papers with unsteady hands, her pulse hammering in her throat. Then, just as the last students trickled out, her voice cut through the noise—sharp, but wavering.

"Kurt?"

He stopped, turning slowly, a smirk playing at his lips. His friends halted beside him, a wall of teenage arrogance. They closed in on her, their presence suffocating, the air thick with something dangerous. Mrs. Fine swallowed hard, her eyes darting between them.

"Are you the one?" she whispered. "Is it you four?"

Kurt stepped forward, invading her space until she could feel his breath on her lips. His voice was low, a velvet threat. "Don’t ever ask that again."

She flinched as his hands clamped around her arms, his grip just shy of painful. He tilted his head, his mouth hovering over hers—testing, taunting. Then he kissed her, hard, his tongue forcing its way past her lips before she could protest.

For a heartbeat, she tried to pull away, her body stiff with shock. But then—God help her—she melted into it. His right hand slid up, palming her breast through the thin red sweater, his thumb brushing over her nipple until it peaked beneath the fabric. A sharp inhale, her back arching instinctively, offering herself to him without another thought.

The distant sound of voices—other students, the next class—finally broke the spell. Kurt pulled back, his smirk widening as he released her. Without another word, he turned and strolled away, his friends falling into step behind him like obedient shadows.

---- 

“Goddamn, Jackie—you are so fucking hot.” 

Kurt’s email burned on the screen, the words dripping with insolence. He’d never called her by her first name before. Never dared. 

“How did it feel? All those eyes on you, watching, wanting? Did you like it when they touched you?” 

Her fingers trembled over the keyboard. “Awful. It was awful. Are you done humiliating me yet?” 

His reply came fast, ruthless. “Hell no. You’re just getting started, Jackie. Tomorrow—wear that gray dress. The one with the deep neckline. And shoes. That’s it. No pantyhose. No bra. No panties.” A pause, then, as if he could see the panic flashing in her eyes: “Oh, and the pearls. Wear the white ones. But nothing else. Understand?” 

Her stomach twisted. “I can’t. Please—please don’t make me do this. I’d rather be fired. How many people have seen the video?” 

The cursor blinked, mocking her. Waiting for his next move.

“Oh, you’re curious, Jackie? Fine. Four of us know about the video—but that’s not all. Word spreads fast when a teacher starts dressing like a desperate little slut. Now, you’ve got no idea who’s in on it, do you? So here’s the deal: every student who wants a piece of you gets one. No exceptions. And tell me, sweetheart—have you been confessing your sins? Did your husband get the full story?” 

She hesitated, her breath hitching before she answered. “Yes. I told him. Just him. He’s... supportive.” 

Kurt smirked, fingers flying over his keyboard. The thought of her husband knowing—knowing his wife was being claimed by her own students—sent a dark thrill through him. He attached three videos, each more damning than the last: Jackie shamelessly spreading her legs for the class, hands groping her ass while she stood helpless, and the hottest one—Kurt pinning her against the wall, his tongue in her mouth, his fingers kneading her breast through that flimsy sweater. 

“This isn’t just about slapping a student anymore, Jackie. It’s about seduction. You think getting fired is the worst that could happen? Imagine prison. Imagine your kids watching their mom get locked up as a sick, twisted pervert. Think about that.” 

He leaned back, savoring the power thrumming through him. “Show this to your husband. Every fucking video. And tell him—if he so much as looks at me or my friends wrong, the whole world gets to see what his wife really is. Oh, and give him a message from me—his wife’s ass is fucking incredible.” 

A pause. Then, just to twist the knife: “Don’t forget tomorrow. Grey dress. No bra. No panties. Just the pearls. And keep your phone close in seventh period. Sweet dreams, Jackie.” 

Kurt knew she hated that dress—the way it clung just enough to tease, the neckline dipping low enough to flash a hint of cleavage when she bent over. But tomorrow? No bra. No barriers. Just soft, bare skin under that thin fabric. He could already picture it—the way the dress would ride up her thighs when she sat, the way her nipples might peek through if she moved just right. 

Seventh period couldn’t come fast enough. The second she walked in, he’d make sure she obeyed. 

“Sit on the desk.” 

His fingers tapped out the command, pulse racing. Would she do it? Would she really let the whole class see what she was hiding under that dress? 

Then, the final order—the one that would break her completely. 

“Now spread those pretty legs wide, honey. Let them all see what you really are.”

The thin fabric of Mrs. Fine’s dress clung to her thighs as she perched on the edge of her desk, her legs pressed together—but even then, the hem had already ridden up, exposing smooth, creamy skin nearly to the tops of her stockings. A flush crept up her neck as she obeyed, tilting her head back, her gaze fixed on the ceiling tiles like some penitent sinner awaiting judgment. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she parted her thighs.

Kurt’s breath hitched. Even from the back row, the shadowed triangle between her legs was unmistakable—a lush thatch of dark curls, the faintest glimpse of pink beneath. His fingers fumbled over his phone screen, his pulse roaring in his ears.

“Look at them,” his next message demanded. “Look at every single one of them staring at your cunt.”

And they were. The room had gone eerily silent, the usual restless energy replaced by something far heavier. Desks creaked as boys leaned forward, angling for a better view. Some bit their lips; others didn’t bother hiding their grins. The fluorescent lights overhead left nothing to the imagination, casting a merciless glow on every inch of exposed flesh.

Kurt commanded her like a puppet, each text a fresh humiliation. “Left foot under you.” Her shoe slid against the desk, hiking the dress higher. “Now lift your knee.” The fabric strained, the hem now brushing her hips, and oh fuck—there it was, the full, shameless display of her pussy, her inner lips glistening faintly under the classroom lights.

Not a single student whispered. No one dared break the spell.

When he finally relented—twenty agonizing minutes later—his next order was cruelly casual. “Time for grade checks. Lean in. Let them see what’s under that dress.”

Mrs. Fine’s hands trembled as she called each student forward. The first few hesitated, their eyes darting between her face and the gaping neckline of her dress. But then came the bold ones—Leo, Rod, Jake—their gazes dropping without shame as they crowded close. Kurt’s gut twisted with possessive heat, imagining their hands skimming her ass, her waist, anywhere they could reach under the guise of casual contact.

He seized his chance when the pencil sharpener whirred, his phone angled just so. The screen captured it all: the dusky peak of her nipple, the way her breath hitched when a student’s arm lingered too long.

Mine, Kurt thought, his cock throbbing. Soon, it would be his turn to taste her shame.

Mrs. Fine had saved Kurt for last—whether by design or cruel teasing, he didn’t care. The wait had only stoked the fire burning inside him. When his name finally left her lips, Kurt rose from his seat with deliberate slowness, savoring the way her breath hitched as he approached. He dragged the chair beside her desk, positioning himself so close that the heat of her bare thigh seared through his jeans. His right arm curled possessively around her waist, fingers splaying over the curve of her hip, anchoring her in place. 

Leaning in, he tilted his head just enough to bring his gaze level with the tantalizing swell of her cleavage. The sight stole his breath—her small, pert breasts, tipped with rosy nipples that hardened under his scrutiny. The contrast of her sun-kissed skin against the porcelain paleness of her tits was intoxicating. He watched, mesmerized, as those delicate peaks tightened into stiff little buds, begging for his touch. 

"These are your grades, Kurt," she murmured, voice trembling. "Your average is... fifty-eight. Not passing." 

A slow smirk curled his lips. "Oh, I’ll pass," he countered, letting his gaze drag hungrily over her exposed flesh. Beneath the desk, his hand slid higher, fingertips tracing the silken expanse of her inner thigh. The hitch in her breath was all the encouragement he needed. 

"Spread your legs, Jackie," he commanded, low and rough. 

She obeyed instantly, thighs parting with a shudder. His fingers glided upward, beneath the scandalous ruck of her skirt, until he found her—bare, warm, and already slick with arousal. 

A sharp gasp escaped her, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, her hips tilted forward, pressing into his palm with shameless need. Kurt’s middle finger teased along her slit, relishing the wet heat that welcomed him. With a slow, deliberate push, he slid inside, reveling in the way her body clenched around him. 

Her moan was soft, broken—a sound meant only for him. Her eyes fluttered wide, lips parting as his finger worked deeper. 

Meanwhile, his left hand made quick work of his own restraint, unsnapping his jeans and freeing his aching cock. The thick length of him sprang free beneath the desk, inches from her trembling thighs. 

"Oh, no," she whimpered, but the protest was weak, her body betraying her words as she rocked against his invading fingers. 

The classroom buzzed with oblivious chatter, but Kurt’s world had narrowed to the woman before him—her breathless surrender, the sinful glide of her arousal coating his fingers, and the knowledge that she was his for the taking.

Kurt’s fingers tightened around Mrs. Fine’s wrist, guiding her trembling hand toward his aching erection. “Show me what you can do with those pretty fingers,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. Her breath hitched as her palm made contact with his heated flesh, her fingers instinctively curling around his length. The contrast of her soft, manicured fingers against his rigid cock sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his core. 

She moved with hesitant, deliberate strokes, her touch feather-light at first, then firmer as she gained confidence. The slide of her hand along his shaft was intoxicating—each upward pull teased the sensitive head, each downward stroke grazed the coarse curls at his base. Kurt watched, mesmerized, as her wedding band glinted under the fluorescent lights, a stark reminder of the forbidden thrill of this moment. 

A quiet gasp escaped her lips when his finger pressed deeper inside her, her body betraying her with every slick, eager pulse. He could feel her clenching around him, her thighs trembling as she fought to keep her composure. But the more she tried to stifle her reactions, the more her body gave her away—her hips rolled against his hand, her breath came in shallow pants, and her nipples hardened visibly beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. 

His gaze flickered toward the other students, catching the knowing smirks of Jake and Leo, their phones angled just enough to capture the illicit scene. A thrill shot through him—let them watch. Let them see their prim teacher unravel beneath his touch. 

Mrs. Fine’s rhythm faltered as pleasure overtook her, her fingers tightening around him in erratic pulses. Her head tipped back, lips parting on a silent cry as her body tensed, then shuddered violently. The sound she made—a high, breathless whimper—sent a rush of heat straight to his cock. 

And then he was coming, hard, his release spilling over her fingers, streaking her thigh, dripping onto the floor beneath the desk. She didn’t stop, milking every last drop from him until he was gasping, his body spent. 

When she finally pulled away, her hand was sticky, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dazed. She fumbled for tissues, her movements clumsy as she tried to clean the evidence of their indiscretion. But the wet spot on his pants? That was a badge of triumph. 

As the bell rang, Kurt stood, his smirk widening at the whispers erupting around him. Let them talk. He’d just made sure Mrs. Fine would never forget him.

Out in the hallway, a cluster of boys—not just Kurt’s inner circle—crowded around him, their voices hushed but eager. Their eyes gleamed with curiosity, their postures leaning in as if drawn by some magnetic force. 

"Smell my finger," Kurt murmured, a smirk playing on his lips. He lifted his right hand, his middle finger glistening with the unmistakable evidence of Mrs. Fine’s arousal. The scent was musky, sweet, intoxicating—proof of what had just happened behind that desk. The boys inhaled, their expressions shifting from curiosity to something darker, hungrier. 

---- 

Kurt had drilled one rule into his friends’ heads from the start: control the videos. If those damning clips ever slipped into the wrong hands—if the administration got wind of them—it was game over. He hadn’t been careless. Borrowed phones, school computers, scattered IP addresses—he’d woven a web of confusion just in case Mrs. Fine or her husband ever tried to trace anything back to him. 

But secrecy was slipping. Too many eyes had seen too much. Mrs. Fine’s flushed skin, the way her thong clung to her curves, the way she’d let their hands roam. When questioned, Kurt and his friends had their story locked down: She’s a desperate slut who gets off on teasing us. As long as no adults find out, we all get a taste. 

Word spread like wildfire. 

One bold student cornered her in a crowded hallway, the press of bodies masking his movements. His palm slid over the curve of her ass, testing. When she didn’t pull away, he ground his erection against her, the heat of his cock pressing into the cleft of her cheeks. Mrs. Fine didn’t turn. Didn’t protest. Just kept walking. 

Another boy, passing her in the hall, seized his chance. His fingers closed around her breast through her sweater, squeezing just once before he melted back into the stream of students as if nothing had happened. 

Then there was the one who leaned over her desk, a textbook shielding his wandering hand. The back of his knuckles brushed against her nipple, slow, deliberate. She stiffened—but didn’t stop him. 

And the others—so many others—who slipped beneath her skirt, fingers tracing the lace or satin of her panties, mapping the shape of her ass. It wasn’t just seventh period anymore. It was every class. Every day. 

The school had become their playground. And Mrs. Fine? 

She was the prize they couldn’t resist claiming.

One of Kurt’s most thrilling moments unfolded right in the middle of the bustling cafeteria. Mrs. Fine was balancing a tray of food, her back turned to him and most of the room, completely unaware of what was about to happen. The air was thick with the scent of greasy pizza and teenage hormones, the usual cacophony of laughter and chatter filling the space. Then, in a bold, reckless move, one of the boys darted up behind her. With a swift tug, he yanked her slacks down to her ankles before vanishing into the crowd like a phantom. 

Kurt’s breath hitched. 

There she stood—exposed. The delicate lace of her thong, the one he’d demanded she wear the night before, barely covered the swell of her pale, round ass. The sight was intoxicating. He’d touched her, claimed her, but seeing her like this—bare, vulnerable, on display for dozens of hungry eyes—sent a jolt of possessive heat straight through him. Her skin was smooth, flushed slightly from embarrassment, the curve of her cheeks high and inviting. Even for a woman her age, she had an ass that could make a teenage boy’s mouth water. 

Mrs. Fine fumbled, her fingers tightening around the tray as shock rooted her in place. For a heartbeat, she seemed frozen, the weight of the moment pressing down on her. Then, with a clumsy motion, she dropped the tray onto a nearby table, the clatter of silverware lost beneath the whistles and jeers erupting around her. She bent down, her movements awkward, hurried, as she yanked her slacks back up, her face burning. When she finally turned, her gaze flickered over the sea of grinning faces, but she said nothing. 

Kurt couldn’t resist. His fingers flew over his phone, sending her a quick email. 

You’re doing amazing. 

Her reply was immediate, laced with desperation. How much longer is this going to last? 

He smirked, typing back without hesitation. Until final grades are in. We’ve got plenty of time left for fun. 

Her next message trembled with panic. Everyone must know by now. It’s not just you and your friends anymore. 

Kurt leaned back, savoring her distress. Honestly? Only four of us have the videos. The rest? They just think you’re a desperate slut who can’t keep her hands off her students. Let them have their fun. You don’t know who’s holding your future in their hands, so play nice. He paused, then added, Have you told anyone? 

No. 

What about your husband? 

He’s furious. 

Kurt’s grin widened. Of course he is. Showing him the emails? 

Yes. 

Is he there now? 

Yes. 

Without another word, Kurt attached two more videos—each one more damning than the last. The first showed Mrs. Fine perched on her desk, legs splayed shamelessly, her pink, neatly trimmed pussy on full display for the entire class. The second was even better—a side angle of Kurt behind her desk, his cock in her hand as she stroked him, his fingers buried deep inside her. The audio was crystal clear, capturing the exact moment she came, her head thrown back, her breathless moans echoing through the speakers. 

He hit send, then waited just long enough for the videos to load on her end before firing off one last command. 

Make him watch. 

A beat. Then her reply. 

He saw them. 

Is he still with you? 

Yes. 

Kurt exhaled, satisfaction curling low in his gut. This was far from over.

Kurt's fingers hovered over his phone, anticipation coiling tight in his stomach as he finally dialed Mrs. Fine’s number. He’d texted her before—oh, he’d texted her plenty—but this was different. This was hearing her voice tremble in real time, knowing she had no choice but to answer. The line clicked, and there it was—her breath hitching, soft and uncertain. 

"Hello?" 

He kept his voice low, rough with the thrill of control. "Hi, Jackie." A deliberate pause, letting her squirm. "Your husband still there?" 

A beat of silence. Then, barely audible: "Yes." 

"Put him on." 

Muffled voices. The rustle of the phone changing hands. Then a deep, furious growl. "Yeah?" 

Kurt smirked, picturing the man’s face—red with rage, helpless. "Your wife gives incredible hand jobs, Mr. Fine." 

"You little shit—" 

"Ah-ah." Kurt’s tone sharpened, cutting through the man’s fury like a blade. "You want these videos all over the internet? Your kids’ friends seeing them? Your boss?" 

A strangled noise. Then, defeated: "...No." 

"Good. Now play the second video. Right fucking now. Loud enough for me to hear it." 

Silence. Then—the unmistakable sound of the classroom, the rustling, the whispers. And then her. Mrs. Fine’s high, desperate moan, the one that had echoed in Kurt’s dreams since the moment he’d first wrung it from her. 

"Again. Louder." 

"My kids—" Mr. Fine choked out. 

Kurt laughed, low and cruel. "Yeah, and when was the last time you made her sound like that?" 

The man’s breathing was ragged now, thick with humiliation. Kurt could practically feel the heat of his anger, his shame, through the phone. 

"Be smart, Mr. Fine. This’ll all be over soon. Or maybe..." He let the threat hang, savoring it. "Maybe I’ll send you more. Maybe I’ll let you watch what else she does for me." A beat. "Now tell her—burgundy bra and panties tomorrow. The navy pinstripe suit. Red blouse, three buttons undone." 

A pause. Then, through gritted teeth, Mr. Fine relayed the order to his wife. 

Kurt’s grin widened. "Good boy. Talk soon." 

He hung up, his cock throbbing against his jeans. The image of them—husband forced to obey, wife trembling in submission—was almost too much. But no. He wouldn’t touch himself. Not yet. 

There were better things coming. 

--- 

The moment had arrived. 

Mrs. Fine had taken to hiding in her classroom during fourth period, eating alone, avoiding the wandering hands and whispered taunts that followed her through the halls. Smart. But not smart enough. 

Kurt exchanged a glance with Jake, Leo, and Rod as they slipped inside, the door clicking shut behind them. 

She looked up, her fork freezing mid-air. Fear flashed in her eyes, raw and immediate. 

Kurt leaned against the desk, savoring it. 

"Hi, Jackie," he murmured. 

Then, slow and deliberate: 

"It's time."

Mrs. Fine’s breath hitched as she shot up from her chair, her body rigid with panic. The desk pressed against the backs of her thighs, her only barrier—not that it would do her any good. The boys moved like shadows, encircling her with predatory ease. Kurt let his gaze drag over her, savoring the sight of her trembling in that navy pinstripe suit, the red blouse shimmering under the fluorescent lights just as he’d demanded. 

His fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head back just enough to claim her mouth in a rough, possessive kiss. She whimpered against his lips, the sound muffled, desperate. 

"Shh," Kurt murmured, his voice a dark, velvety command. "No talking, Jackie. Just take it." 

Her body arched as she was pressed flush against the desk, the edge digging into her ass. The boys’ hands were everywhere—not cruel, but unyielding. They knew she wouldn’t fight. Not really. Not when she’d already surrendered so many times before. 

Kurt’s palm slid beneath her jacket, fingers tracing the curve of her breast through the satin blouse. The fabric was cool, but her skin beneath burned. She’d obeyed him—left the blouse open just enough for his hand to slip inside, to feel the lace of her burgundy bra straining over her nipple. 

The others weren’t idle. Rod’s grip tightened on her hip, possessive, while Jake’s fingers skimmed the hem of her skirt, hiking it up just enough to expose the smooth skin of her thigh. Leo worked at the zipper, the sound sharp in the quiet room, his breath hot against the back of her neck as he dragged the skirt down her legs. 

The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but that scrap of burgundy lace, her pearls glinting against her flushed skin. 

Rod and Jake made quick work of her bra straps, letting them slide off her shoulders before Jake fumbled with the clasp. A sharp tug, a gasp from Mrs. Fine—then the bra fell away, baring her to the hungry stares of four young men who knew exactly how much power they held over her. 

Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her nipples pebbling under their scrutiny. The only sounds were her shaky breaths and the rustle of fabric as they stripped her further, leaving her exposed, vulnerable. 

Exactly where Kurt wanted her.

Mrs. Fine’s breath hitched as the cool air of the classroom brushed against her exposed skin, her chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven gasps. Her eyes fluttered shut for a brief moment, lashes damp with unshed tears, before she forced them open again, fixing her gaze on the ceiling as if it could offer some kind of escape. The silence between them was thick, charged—four pairs of hungry eyes raking over her bare form, drinking in what had only been hinted at before. 

Kurt’s pulse thundered in his ears as he took her in. Her breasts were fuller than he’d imagined, round and soft, the pale skin almost luminous against the faint smattering of freckles across her chest. Her nipples stood taut, betraying her arousal despite the fear trembling through her. He hadn’t expected them to be so perfect, so hers—a delicate slope leading to those stiff, pink peaks that begged to be touched. 

And touch they did. 

Rod and Jake surged forward, hands rough and eager, claiming her flesh like they had every right to it. Their fingers dug into the softness of her tits, squeezing, kneading, pulling moans from her lips that she couldn’t stifle. She swayed between them, unsteady, as the assault on her body intensified—hands slipping lower, beneath the flimsy barrier of her panties, groping her ass, sliding through the damp curls between her thighs. 

Leo made quick work of her last scrap of modesty, yanking the burgundy lace down her legs with a single, impatient tug. The sight of her laid bare—dark pubic hair, the faint stretch marks along her hips, the soft curve of her stomach—only made them hungrier. She wasn’t some airbrushed fantasy. She was real. Warm. Theirs. 

“Fuck, she’s dripping,” Leo groaned, his fingers gliding through her slick folds before pushing inside, drawing a choked whimper from her throat. 

Kurt smirked against her nipple, tongue flicking over the stiff peak before sucking hard. “Told you she wanted it,” he murmured, voice thick with satisfaction. 

The boys moved like a pack, relentless but not cruel, their touches possessive rather than punishing. Jake was the first to free himself, his cock springing free, thick and flushed with need. He guided her trembling hand to his length, wrapping her fingers around him with a low groan. 

One by one, they shed their clothes, surrounding her with the heat of their bodies, their cocks brushing against her skin—Rod’s hand guiding hers in slow strokes, Leo grinding against the curve of her ass, Kurt’s tip teasing through her curls, so close to where she was already wet and aching. 

Mrs. Fine didn’t fight. Not anymore. Her breath came in ragged pants, her body arching into their touches despite herself, caught between shame and something far darker. Something that made her fingers tighten around Jake’s shaft, her hips rocking back against Leo’s thrusts. 

She was theirs now. And they weren’t letting go.

The classroom air grew thick with the sounds of eager, panting breaths and the slick friction of skin against skin. The boys’ playful tussling over her hands turned into a desperate, almost comical competition—their cocks brushing against each other as they vied for her touch, their laughter mingling with sharp, breathless gasps every time she flinched or whimpered beneath their rough handling. 

Kurt’s patience snapped. With a firm grip, he shoved her backward onto the desk, the command leaving his lips in a low, hungry growl. “Lay back.” 

Mrs. Fine hesitated, her breath hitching, but she obeyed, her body sinking onto the hard surface as Rod and Leo carelessly swept aside papers and pens, sending them clattering to the floor. She sprawled across the desk, her long legs dangling helplessly over the edge, her chest rising and falling with shallow, uneven breaths. 

Kurt stepped between her thighs, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her inner knees as he forced them apart. His left hand slid down, parting her slick folds with deliberate pressure, while his right guided the swollen head of his cock to her entrance. A shuddering moan escaped her lips as he teased her, the blunt tip grazing her sensitive flesh before pressing in—slow, relentless, until he was buried to the hilt inside her tight, wet heat. 

She arched beneath him, a weak, trembling “No…” slipping out, but her body betrayed her, clenching around him as he began to move. Each thrust drew another breathy cry from her lips, her hips rocking in time with his rhythm. 

“Fuck,” Kurt groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. “You feel—so fucking good.” 

Her breasts bounced with every snap of his hips, her pale skin flushed pink. Rod and Leo wasted no time, their hands claiming her nipples, pinching and rolling them between greedy fingers. Meanwhile, Jake seized her by the hair, wrenching her face toward his cock. She resisted at first, her lips pressed tight, but as his grip tightened, she relented—parting her mouth with a whimper, letting him push inside. 

Her moans vibrated around his shaft as she sucked, her tongue working in reluctant, slick strokes. 

Kurt adjusted his stance, lifting her legs higher, draping them over his shoulders until her knees nearly brushed her own chest. The new angle made her gasp, her walls fluttering around him as he drove deeper, harder, his pace turning frantic. 

Rod and Leo kept her hands busy, guiding her fingers along their lengths, their groans joining the chorus of pleasure filling the room. 

“Mmm—mmph—” The sounds she made around Jake’s cock were muffled, desperate, her body caught in a relentless tide of sensation—stretched, filled, used—as they took what they wanted from her.

The rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh filled the room—Kurt’s hips pistoning relentlessly, driving his cock deep into his teacher’s slick, quivering pussy. Each thrust sent ripples through her plush ass and toned thighs, the sound obscenely loud in the charged air. Mrs. Fine’s moans grew ragged, her lips working hungrily around Jake’s shaft as she sucked with desperate urgency. Her body writhed between the hands groping her tits, her nipples stiff and sensitive under their rough teasing, while her fingers tightened around Rod and Leo’s cocks, stroking them faster, harder. 

Kurt slowed just enough to drag his palms up the smooth expanse of her thighs, savoring the heat of her skin beneath his fingertips. Days ago, even the fleeting brush of her bare legs would have sent him spiraling with forbidden desire. Now, he had her spread wide beneath him, taking what he wanted, and the thought made his cock pulse inside her. 

Mrs. Fine arched suddenly, her hips bucking as if to throw him off, but Kurt gripped her tighter, slamming back into her just as her body locked in climax. A choked cry tore from her throat as he buried himself to the hilt, spilling thick ropes of cum deep inside her. 

He pulled out, his cock glistening with her arousal, and Rod wasted no time filling the gap, plunging into her with a groan. The wet squelch of her well-used pussy taking another cock was drowned out by the wet gagging sounds coming from her mouth—Jake’s release dripping down her chin as she struggled to swallow. 

Kurt’s cock hadn’t even softened. Still throbbing, he shoved Jake aside and guided Mrs. Fine’s lips back to his shaft, her mouth warm and eager despite her earlier resistance. She knew exactly how to work him—tongue swirling, lips tight—and within seconds, he was already on the edge again. 

Rod grunted as he came inside her, pulling out just in time for Leo to take his place. Mrs. Fine moaned around Kurt’s cock, her body trembling as another orgasm tore through her, her pussy clenching greedily around Leo’s thrusts. 

For a brief moment, she was left empty—panting, tears streaking her flushed cheeks—until Kurt gripped her hair, forcing her to focus solely on him. “That’s it, take it all,” he growled, hips jerking as he spilled down her throat. This time, she swallowed obediently, her tongue lapping at his softening length until he was clean. 

Jake pulled her up, his hands gentler now, but his intentions far from kind. He pressed a kiss to her damp forehead, murmuring false comfort before guiding her to bend over the desk. She knew what was coming—her legs spread instinctively, her back arched in submission as Jake lined himself up behind her. 

With one brutal thrust, he was inside her again, fucking her hard and deep from behind. Rod and Leo crowded around, their hands roaming her swaying tits, pinching and teasing her nipples until she whimpered. Then Leo climbed onto the desk, forcing his cock between her lips once more, filling her mouth as Jake pounded into her from behind. 

Mrs. Fine’s muffled cries filled the room—pleasure, pain, surrender—all tangled together as they used her, each taking their turn, each leaving her trembling and spent.

Kurt smirked, pulling his phone from his pocket with one hand while the other still roamed possessively over Mrs. Fine’s sweat-slicked skin. The screen flickered to life, capturing every shuddering gasp, every desperate arch of her back as the others took their turns with her. He licked his lips, savoring the way her body jolted when Jake slammed into her from behind—the sharp, rhythmic smack of flesh against flesh echoing through the classroom. 

Jake didn’t last long this time. With a guttural groan, he buried himself deep, his hips stuttering as he came inside her again. Mrs. Fine’s knees trembled violently, barely holding her up as he pulled out, leaving her gaping and dripping. Kurt didn’t give her a moment to recover. 

“Up,” he commanded, voice rough with arousal, nudging her toward the desk. She whimpered, her breath hitching as she dragged herself onto the surface, her ass raised in shameless invitation. Kurt didn’t hesitate. His cock, still glistening with her slick and spit, nudged against her tight, clenched hole. 

“P-please… not there,” she gasped, but the protest was weak, swallowed by another moan as he pressed forward. The resistance was delicious—her body fighting him even as it yielded, the heat of her almost unbearable. He groaned, his fingers digging into the soft swell of her hips, relishing the way her flesh gave under his grip. 

It wasn’t just the physical sensation—though gods, the way her ass squeezed around him was unreal—it was the power. The control. Watching her unravel beneath him, her moans turning ragged, her body trembling as Leo’s fingers found her neglected pussy, teasing and circling until she was keening, her cries muffled against the desk. 

Jake had his phone out now too, the lens capturing every filthy angle—the way her tits swayed as Rod and Leo tugged at her nipples, the obscene glide of Kurt’s cock in and out of her ass. Mrs. Fine was a mess, her skin flushed, her hair tangled, sweat and cum streaking her back. 

And then—she broke. 

Her back arched violently, a strangled scream tearing from her throat as her body clamped down around him. Kurt swore, his thrusts turning erratic, his vision whiting out as he came deep inside her, his release hot and thick. She collapsed, her face pressed to the desk, her breath coming in ragged sobs. 

Kurt pulled out slowly, watching his spend drip from her used hole. He smirked, dragging a finger through the mess before pressing it to her lips. 

“Swallow,” he ordered. 

And she did.

The bell was about to ring, signaling the end of free period—only ten minutes left before the next class would flood the halls. Kurt, still buzzing from the raw intensity of what they’d just done, nudged the others into action. "Clean up and get dressed," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. Clothes were snatched up from where they’d been discarded in haste, fabric rustling as limbs slid back into place. 

Kurt reached into Mrs. Fine’s desk drawer, fingers brushing past pens and paperclips until they closed around the nearly full box of tissues. Thank fuck for that. Each of them took a handful, the soft paper crumpling as they wiped away the sticky evidence of their conquest—sweat, saliva, the slick remnants of pleasure smeared across skin. 

Mrs. Fine lay curled on her desk like a broken doll, her body trembling, her breath hitching between quiet sobs. Kurt exchanged a glance with Jake before they hauled her upright, their hands firm but not unkind. Tissue met skin, dabbing away tears, swiping over the sheen of exertion on her back, between her thighs. She flinched when they touched her there, but didn’t resist. 

By the time she’d regained some semblance of control, her fingers were shaking as she reached for her own clothes. The boys dressed in silence, their eyes flicking toward her every so often, watching as she mechanically pulled her blouse over her shoulders, smoothed her skirt down her hips. 

Rod smirked, tossing a lazy glance her way. "Thanks, Jackie. Hope it was as good for you as it was for us." 

Jake barked a laugh, nudging him. "Sounded like it was." 

And with that, they were gone, leaving her standing there, dazed, surrounded by scattered papers and the lingering scent of sex. 

--- 

Kurt told himself he’d ease up on her. Give the poor woman a fucking break. 

But the momentum was already unstoppable. 

"Let’s feel up Mrs. Fine" had become its own entity, a wildfire spreading through the student body. No matter what she wore—whether Kurt dictated something scandalously short or let her hide behind something modest—hands found her. Fingers dipped into her blouse, groped her tits in the hallway, slid beneath her skirt to claim what wasn’t theirs. 

One guy cornered Kurt between classes, grinning as he held up his middle finger, glistening with wetness. "Wanna smell Mrs. Fine?" 

Kurt smirked. "Already have." 

The stories piled up. Seniors climbing the stairs behind her, eyes naturally drawn upward—only to find bare flesh where panties should’ve been. 

Then came the day Kurt made her wear pantyhose. Just the hose. No panties. 

He’d always loved the way that looked—the tease of sheer fabric stretched tight over smooth skin, the shadow of dark curls barely concealed. 

She’d already flashed her seventh-period class, but today? Today, he wanted everyone to see. 

The reports rolled in. Cell phone footage flooded his inbox. 

There she was, perched on her desk, legs spread shamelessly, knee lifted just enough to give them all a show. The camera didn’t do it justice—but seventh period? 

Seventh period, he got to watch live. 

The way the light caught the sheer nylon, the way her pussy pressed against the fabric, dark and unmistakable. 

Fuck, it was perfect.

The next afternoon, Mrs. Fine arrived in a delicate floral blouse, its fabric whispering against her skin as she moved. The buttons were undone almost to her navel, revealing the soft swell of her bare breasts beneath. Between classes, she draped a blazer over her shoulders like a flimsy shield, but the moment she stepped into her classroom, the jacket came off—leaving her blouse gaping open, her right breast exposed to every pair of hungry eyes that followed her. Kurt smirked when he heard about the mortified girl who’d tried to discreetly inform Mrs. Fine about her undone buttons. The teacher had played along, feigning embarrassment as she fastened them, only to undo each one again the second the classroom door closed behind the next group of students. 

Kurt had always admired that elegant white blouse of hers—the one so sheer it was practically transparent, the one she usually layered over a camisole like some modest afterthought. But today, under his command, she wore nothing beneath it. No bra, no slip, just the thin fabric clinging to her curves, leaving nothing to the imagination. Every hour, she paced the room, her breasts swaying with each step, the dusky peaks of her nipples pressing against the delicate material. By seventh period, when the sunlight streamed through the windows behind her, the effect was breathtaking—her silhouette illuminated, the outline of her body a tantalizing tease against the glowing fabric. 

She had grown so pliant under his control, so eager to please, that she no longer hesitated to confess even the smallest details. In one of their late-night emails, she admitted to owning a collection of slinky, scandalous outfits she’d never dared wear to school. Kurt seized on the revelation, demanding she slip into the tightest black number she owned—though he permitted her to layer a button-up sweater over it, just enough to keep the other faculty from outright panic. Not that it mattered. By now, the whispers about Mrs. Fine’s increasingly brazen behavior had spread through the halls like wildfire.

The following morning, Mrs. Fine surrendered to Kurt’s demands with trembling obedience, slipping into the scandalous black skirt she’d described—a sinfully tight band of fabric that barely qualified as clothing. Years had passed since she’d last worn it to some long-forgotten party, and now the unforgiving material strained against her curves, hugging every inch of her lush backside, the hem riding dangerously high on her thighs. The skirt clung so tightly it accentuated the soft swell of her stomach, the dip of her navel, and the flare of her hips, leaving little to the imagination. 

Her halter top was no better—flimsy straps slipping off her delicate shoulders, the neckline loose enough to tease glimpses of her small, pert breasts whenever she moved. The gap between the top and skirt left a tantalizing strip of bare skin exposed, the smooth plane of her stomach trembling faintly with every breath. For most of the day, she kept a black sweater buttoned over it, but beneath the facade of professionalism, she was a trembling mess of exposed flesh, just as Kurt had commanded. 

Once inside each classroom, she obeyed, shrugging off the sweater and baring herself to the hungry gazes of her students. The skirt rode up with every step, flashing the curve of her ass, the shadow between her thighs. Without panties, every shift in her seat, every bend to pick up a dropped pen, risked revealing too much. Her nipples peaked beneath the thin fabric of the halter, hard and visible whenever she leaned forward, and her futile attempts to adjust the straps only drew more attention to her desperate vulnerability. 

By the final hour, the school gathered for a dull pep assembly, the bleachers packed with restless students. Kurt watched with dark satisfaction as Mrs. Fine climbed the steep steps, her long legs flexing beneath the obscenely short skirt. The sweater did little to hide her now—every step forced the fabric higher, the backs of her thighs exposed, the tempting swell of her bare ass just a whisper away from full view. Whistles followed her, eyes raking over her body as she ascended, and those seated below had an unobstructed view of everything she wasn’t wearing. 

Kurt guided her to a secluded spot midway up the bleachers before settling lower, to the left, where he could watch the spectacle unfold. She perched nervously, legs parted just enough to tease, the skirt riding up further as she shifted. The air was thick with tension, with the unspoken promise of what lay beneath—what Kurt had made her reveal, what she no longer had the power to hide.

Mrs. Fine settled into the bleachers, acutely aware of the sea of hungry male eyes surrounding her. The section quickly filled with Kurt’s friends—his inner circle—but beyond them, the stands pulsed with the restless energy of hundreds of teenage boys, all fixated on the barely dressed teacher in their midst. Keeping her legs together would have been difficult enough in the short, unforgiving skirt, but Kurt’s relentless commands made it impossible. His texts burned against her thigh, demanding she spread wider, exposing herself shamelessly to the rows below.

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, peeling off the sweater at his insistence. The cool air prickled against her bare skin as she leaned forward, her halter top gaping open, her braless breasts swaying with every breath. The boys didn’t even pretend to watch the assembly—their attention snapped to her the moment she bared herself, their gazes ravenous.

The first touch came almost immediately—a tentative brush of fingers against the small of her back, where her skirt dipped too low. She didn’t resist, couldn’t resist, and the boys took that as permission. Hands grew bolder, sliding over the curve of her hips, skimming the taut fabric stretched over her ass. Then, one daring boy slipped beneath the hem, his fingers tracing the bare swell of her cheeks before delving deeper, teasing the slick heat between them.

Others followed, emboldened, their touches growing rougher, more possessive. One boy pressed a pencil against her, the sharp tip dragging down her cleft, drawing muffled laughter from the crowd. All the while, the boys below stared up, drinking in the sight of her exposed pussy, glistening under the harsh gym lights.

By the time the bell rang, Mrs. Fine’s skin burned with humiliation—and something darker, something she refused to name.

---

Fourth period had become her solitary refuge, the one hour she could hide from prying eyes. But Kurt had other plans.

The next day, she stood at the chalkboard, erasing equations with shaky hands, when the door creaked open. Her breath hitched as Kurt strolled in, his smirk slow and knowing. She froze, her pulse hammering, but said nothing. The empty classroom suddenly felt too small, the air too thick.

He had her exactly where he wanted her.

Kurt settled into the teacher's chair with lazy arrogance, the leather creaking beneath him as he stretched out his legs. "Come here, Jackie," he commanded, his voice low and rough. Mrs. Fine hesitated, her breath hitching, but she obeyed, stepping cautiously around to where he lounged in her own seat. His fingers closed around her wrist, tugging her forward until she stood trapped between his spread thighs and the hard edge of her desk. 

His gaze raked over her, slow and deliberate, drinking in every curve beneath that flimsy skirt. The fabric clung to her hips, sheer enough to hint at the slip beneath—no stockings, just miles of smooth, bare skin. "Fuck, I could look at you all day," he murmured, his voice thick with hunger. "Shame I won't be failing any classes this year. Means I can't keep coming back just to stare at you." 

He leaned in, his palms sliding up the outside of her skirt, tracing the shape of her knees. She flinched, her thighs pressing back against the desk—nowhere to retreat. His hands slipped beneath the hem, fingers gliding up the silken expanse of her legs, pushing the fabric higher, exposing more of her to his greedy gaze. "God, these legs," he groaned, kneading the firm muscle of her calves, her thighs. "Never get tired of them." 

With a firm nudge, he guided her backward until her ass met the desk, then nudged her knees apart. She obeyed without protest, her breath shallow as he hiked the skirt up past her thighs, revealing the snug blue cotton clinging to her heat. The fabric dipped between her folds, damp already, and he smirked. 

He gathered the skirt around her waist, his fingers tracing idle circles along her skin—knees, inner thighs, the sensitive dip where her legs met her hips. His eyes never left her panties, the way they hugged her mound, the outline of her lips visible beneath the thin material. A rough squeeze to her thighs made her gasp, and then his fingers hooked into the sides of her panties. 

She exhaled shakily as he peeled them down, the cotton gliding over her skin, pooling around one ankle. He nudged her knees wider, then leaned in, burying his face between her legs with a groan. The scent of her arousal filled his lungs, her heat against his lips, and he inhaled deeply before pressing closer, claiming her all over again.

"Ah—God!" Mrs. Fine gasped the moment Kurt’s tongue made contact with her slick, swollen folds. His technique was eager, unpolished—the hungry, relentless strokes of a young man desperate to please. His tongue flicked and circled her entrance, teasing her sensitive lips before plunging deep, burying his face between her thighs. The rough scrape of his nose against her clit sent a jolt through her, drawing another breathy moan from her lips. "Oh—oh!" Every time he nuzzled into her, the friction made her hips jerk forward, craving more. 

Her fingers clenched the edge of the desk, knuckles bone-white from the force of her grip. Her thighs trembled, spreading wider, inviting him deeper. "Hah—yes, just like that," she whimpered, her back arching off the desk as his hands roamed over her bare skin—squeezing her hips, gripping her ass, pulling her closer. His tongue worked faster, wet and insistent, twisting against her in a rhythm that had her gasping. 

Then her feet lifted, planting on either side of him, her smooth thighs pressing flush against his cheeks. The heat of her skin, the scent of her arousal—it was intoxicating. "Fuck," she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair, dragging his mouth harder against her. Her hips bucked, grinding against his face with desperate urgency. "Ah—ah! Oh God—!" Her thighs clamped around his head, locking him in place as her orgasm tore through her, her body writhing, her cries sharp and unrestrained. 

When she finally collapsed back, breathless and spent, Kurt pulled away just enough to admire her—legs splayed, chest heaving, her glistening sex still pulsing from the aftershocks. His gaze flicked to the clock. Still time. 

With a rough exhale, he shoved his pants down, fisting his cock in quick, impatient strokes. The sight of her—wet, open, waiting—was too much. He lined himself up and thrust deep in one smooth motion, groaning at the slick heat of her. 

Mrs. Fine barely made a sound this time, just watched him through heavy-lidded eyes as he fucked her, the slap of skin against skin filling the room. It didn’t take long—three frantic minutes, and he was spilling inside her with a ragged groan. 

Then, just as suddenly as it began, he was gone—zipping up, walking out, leaving her sprawled across her own desk, still trying to catch her breath.

The following afternoon, Leo sauntered into fourth period with a wicked grin, declaring he wanted Mrs. Fine all to himself. And he got exactly what he wanted. But that didn’t stop Kurt and Jake from lurking outside her classroom, pressing their faces against the window, their breath fogging the glass as they watched—and recorded—every sinful second. 

Inside, Leo lounged in the same chair Kurt had occupied the day before, but this time, Mrs. Fine was the one in control. She straddled him, her skirt bunched around her waist, her thighs gripping his hips as she rode him with slow, deliberate rolls of her body. Leo’s hands disappeared beneath her blouse, his fingers kneading her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra before tugging it down, exposing her nipples to the cool classroom air. She arched into his touch, her breath hitching as she ground down harder, her head tipping back in pleasure. 

Kurt and Jake exchanged a glance, their cocks straining against their jeans as they watched her shift positions. Mrs. Fine twisted around, her back now pressed to Leo’s chest, her ass lifting slightly before slamming back down onto him. The new angle made her moans louder, more desperate. Leo’s hands roamed over her chest, shoving her blouse and bra up, her tits bouncing freely as she fucked herself on him. Her cries filled the room—sharp, breathless gasps, her body writhing as she came apart on top of him. 

By the time Rod took his turn the next day, the boys had perfected their voyeurism. They caught Mrs. Fine on her knees, her prim blouse buttoned demurely, her long skirt pooling around her as she took Rod’s cock between her lips. Her mouth stretched obscenely around him, her tongue swirling along his length before she pulled back, her lips glistening. Then, without prompting, she turned her head, her tongue flicking over his balls, making Rod groan and fist his hands in her hair. 

When Kurt and Jake cornered Rod later, demanding details, he just smirked. “Didn’t ask her to,” he admitted, voice rough. “She just… wanted to.” 

The tension between Kurt and Jake became unbearable. By the next afternoon, neither could resist any longer. They barged into Mrs. Fine’s classroom together, their hunger undeniable. Kurt perched on the edge of her desk, his cock already hard as she sank to her knees before him, her mouth hot and eager. Behind her, Jake gripped her hips, thrusting into her with rough, possessive strokes. The room filled with the slick sounds of skin on skin, Mrs. Fine’s muffled moans around Kurt’s cock only spurring Jake on harder. 

And as the bell rang, signaling the end of fourth period, none of them cared who heard.

The hallways outside of fourth period were rarely deserted enough for Kurt and the others to indulge in their secret trysts with Mrs. Fine, but sometimes—just sometimes—fate granted them a stolen moment. One afternoon, as Kurt aimlessly wandered the empty corridors, skipping second period with no particular destination in mind, his pulse quickened at the sight of Mrs. Fine emerging through the stairwell door. She moved with purpose, dropping a paper at the office before turning back toward the stairs. He knew her routine—she’d take the same route back up to her classroom, and he intended to intercept her. 

Positioning himself on the first landing, he waited, his breath shallow with anticipation. The metallic creak of the lower door echoed through the stairwell, followed by the sharp click of her heels against the concrete steps. When she spotted him, her breath hitched, her dark eyes widening with a mix of surprise and something far more illicit. 

"Kurt—no, my class is waiting," she protested, her voice a hushed whisper that still managed to reverberate off the cold walls. 

He didn’t answer, not with words. Instead, his hands settled on her shoulders, firm but not unkind, turning her body before guiding her down until she was perched on the unforgiving edge of the stair. His fingers worked quickly, shoving his pants and boxers down in one rough motion, his cock already hard and aching in his grip. 

She didn’t resist as he knelt between her spread thighs, pushing her shoulders back until she lay sprawled against the steps, her skirt rucked up past her hips. The thin cotton of her panties did nothing to hide the heat of her, the dampness already seeping through the fabric. He didn’t bother removing them—just hooked a finger into the side, dragging the soaked material aside to expose her, dark curls glistening with need. 

Then he was inside her, the tight, wet heat of her making him groan as he settled over her, using the step beneath them for leverage as he drove into her again and again. Her arms wound around him, nails digging into his back as her breath came in sharp, desperate gasps that bounced off the walls around them. 

He knew this was reckless, knew they could be caught at any second, but the way her thighs clamped around his hips, the way her body arched to meet every thrust—it made rational thought impossible. Her whimpers were high, breathless, her lips brushing against his ear as she clung to him, her pleasure cresting just as sharply as his own. 

It was over too soon, both of them shuddering through their release before reality crashed back in. She scrambled up, smoothing her skirt with trembling hands, her backside dusted with grime from the stairs. Without another word, she hurried up the steps, leaving him there, still panting, his pulse roaring in his ears. 

--- 

Days later, during seventh period, the class was herded to the school library for a supposed research assignment. The space was a maze of towering shelves, the scent of old paper and dust thick in the air. Tables cluttered the center of the room, while along one side, shorter bookcases—just four feet high—created a deceptive barrier between the main area and the towering rows of research tomes. A perfect place for shadows to linger, for secrets to unfold unnoticed.

The library hummed with the quiet murmur of students, the scent of old paper and dust thick in the air. Hidden between towering shelves, Kurt and his friends—Leo, Jake, Rod, and a couple others—lurked like predators, their eyes locked on their prey. Most of the class had already settled at the central tables, flipping through books or whispering to each other, oblivious to the scene unfolding in the shadows. 

Mrs. Fine was bent over the low row of shelves, her skirt hugging the curve of her hips as she helped another student. The moment the boy walked away, Jake moved in, silent and deliberate. He murmured something about a book, his voice low enough that only she could hear. 

As she leaned forward, her fingers tracing spines in search of the title, Jake’s hand slid down, his fingers pressing possessively against the soft swell of her ass. She stiffened, her breath hitching, but didn’t pull away. Instead, her gaze darted around the room, checking for prying eyes—but the four-foot barrier shielded them from view. Only the boys lurking behind the stacks could see the way Jake’s fingers kneaded her flesh, the way her thighs tensed under his touch. 

Then, in one fluid motion, Jake dropped to his knees. The fabric of her skirt was pushed up, baring her completely—no panties, just smooth skin and the tempting dip between her cheeks. Kurt had made sure of that. 

Jake didn’t hesitate. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back against his face as he buried himself between her cheeks. Her lips parted in a silent gasp, her fingers curling against the shelf for balance. The boys watched, barely stifling their laughter, as Jake’s tongue dragged slow, filthy strokes along her crack, teasing, tasting. 

But this wasn’t just for show. Jake wasn’t holding back—he was devouring her, his tongue pressing deeper, circling her tight little hole before plunging inside. Mrs. Fine’s knuckles whitened against the shelf, her breath coming in shallow pants. She bit down on her lip hard enough to leave marks, fighting to stay silent as Jake worked her open with his mouth. 

The rest of the library remained oblivious—students flipping pages, librarians shuffling books—while behind that short shelf, their teacher trembled under the relentless assault of Jake’s tongue. And Kurt? He just smirked, knowing exactly how much she loved every filthy second of it.

Jake’s tongue worked feverishly, tracing wet, relentless circles around Mrs. Fine’s tight little hole before plunging deep, making her cheeks quiver with each eager thrust. His fingers, slick with her arousal, danced over her pussy, teasing her swollen lips before slipping inside—two, then three—curling just right to make her gasp. Her breath hitched, her body trembling as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. 

Mrs. Fine’s face flushed crimson, lips bitten raw to stifle her moans, lashes fluttering against her cheeks as she fought to stay silent. But her body betrayed her, hips rocking subtly against Jake’s wicked fingers, her thighs trembling as he fucked her with his hand and mouth in perfect, relentless rhythm. The wet sounds of her arousal were obscene, a filthy counterpoint to the hushed whispers of the library. 

Then—her back arched, her fingers clawing at the bookshelf as her climax tore through her. A high, breathless “Eeeee!” escaped her, sharp and involuntary, drawing curious glances from students across the room. But all they saw was their flustered teacher, standing alone, her chest heaving, her expression caught between shock and lingering ecstasy. 

Jake finally pulled back, his lips glistening, his chin slick with her taste. A glistening ring of saliva encircled her asshole, proof of his thorough attention. He smirked at the boys before slinking back into the shadows, leaving Mrs. Fine to hastily smooth her skirt with shaky hands before collapsing into the nearest chair, legs weak, pulse racing. 

--- 

Friday arrived, and Mrs. Fine’s desperate email had been pitiful—Please, Kurt, just this once, let me wear underwear. The faculty conference… He’d relented, amused by her pleading. And now, standing before him, she was a vision of restrained temptation. 

Her blue sweater clung to every curve, the fabric thin enough to hint at the lace beneath. The black skirt flared just so, teasing glimpses of thigh whenever she moved, the beige nylons sheer and sinful against her skin. The white satin thong, the garters—Kurt knew exactly what she was hiding, and the knowledge made his blood hum. 

After seventh period, he cornered her, his voice low, commanding. “You’re coming with us. A date.” Her protest died when he made her call her husband, her voice trembling as she lied—”Sam, I’ll be late. Don’t wait up.” 

Kurt’s laughter was dark as he snatched the phone. “We’ll take real good care of her, Sam.” 

By four, she was in the minivan, trapped between Kurt and Rod in the back, the other boys filling the seats ahead. Jake took the wheel, grinning as he revved the engine. 

Their first stop? A burger joint, where Mrs. Fine played the dutiful date, buying pizza and sodas for her rowdy entourage. Squished into a booth, she endured their juvenile antics—food fights, crude jokes, and wandering hands that skimmed her thighs beneath the table. 

But this was just the beginning.

The minivan hummed with restless energy as they piled back in, the scent of pizza and adolescent sweat mingling in the confined space. Kurt wasted no time, his fingers already tracing the curve of Mrs. Fine’s jaw before his mouth crashed against hers. The kiss was hungry, possessive—his tongue sliding against hers as his other hand slipped beneath her clinging blue sweater. The lace of her bra was delicate under his rough fingertips, but he didn’t linger there long, palming the soft weight of her breast, thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled against the fabric.

He could feel the weight of every gaze in the van—front seats, middle seats—all of them watching, their breaths shallow with anticipation. With deliberate slowness, Kurt hooked a finger under the hem of her skirt, pushing it higher, exposing the pale satin of her thong, the delicate straps of her garter belt cutting into the smooth expanse of her thighs. His fingers traced the damp heat between her legs, pressing against the thin barrier of her panties before sliding beneath, finding her slick and ready. The gasp she muffled against his lips sent a thrill through him, and he made sure to angle his wrist just so—giving the others a perfect view of his fingers working her, the way her hips jerked against his hand. 

The liquor store was next, a brief interlude where Mrs. Fine—flushed, breathless—was sent inside alone to purchase their contraband. When she returned, arms laden with cases of beer and a bottle of gin, Kurt let Rod take his turn. The backseat became a tangle of limbs, Rod’s mouth hot on her neck as his hands explored what Kurt had already claimed. But Kurt wasn’t about to be left out—he guided her trembling fingers to his cock, already straining against his jeans, groaning as she stroked him through the fabric while her other hand worked Rod with the same desperate rhythm. 

Leo’s basement was a den of chaos when they arrived, the air thick with the scent of spilled beer and teenage testosterone. The music pounded through the floorboards, bass vibrating in their chests as more and more boys flooded in, their eyes locking onto Mrs. Fine like predators circling prey. 

And she danced. 

Gin-loosened and sweat-slicked, she moved like she was born for this—hips rolling, skirt flaring with every spin, giving them flashes of creamy thigh above her stockings. The boys hollered, their voices rough with want, chanting for her to give them more. “Shake it, Mrs. Fine!” “Let us see that ass!” Her sweater clung to her, the lace of her bra visible through the thin fabric as her tits bounced with every step. She was a fantasy come to life—the prim teacher unraveling under their collective gaze, her body a feast laid out just for them. 

The room pulsed with heat, with the raw energy of youth and alcohol and unspent desire. And at the center of it all, Mrs. Fine—her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps, her skin glowing under the dim basement lights—gave them exactly what they craved.

Mrs. Fine, now utterly submissive to the demands of her students, surrendered to their chants with a slow, deliberate sway of her hips. Her body wasn’t that of a young girl—long limbs, curves more mature than delicate—but she moved with a rhythm that sent heat pulsing through the basement. Every thrust of her pelvis, every roll of her shoulders, drew hungry gazes from the boys surrounding her. Some fixated on the way her breasts strained against the fabric of her bra, others on the hypnotic bounce of her ass as her skirt flared with each movement. 

The shouts grew louder, more insistent. “Take it off!” “Show us what you got!” The words melted into a single, thunderous chant—”Take it off! Take it off!”—until the demand was impossible to resist. 

With trembling fingers, she gripped the hem of her sweater, her breath hitching as she peeled it upward. The boys roared as the fabric slid over her bra, revealing the lace-edged cups straining to contain her. She tossed the sweater aside, leaving her in nothing but her skirt and that teasing white push-up bra, the swell of her cleavage jiggling with every breathless shimmy. 

But they weren’t satisfied. 

The zip of her skirt gave way under her fingers, the fabric slinking down her thighs before she kicked it free. Now, only her thong and garters remained, clinging to her hips as she moved. She wasn’t some petite coed—her ass had weight, a lushness that made every jiggle obscenely mesmerizing. The boys howled as she bent slightly, popping her hips, letting them see the way her flesh quivered beneath the sheer white fabric. 

Then came the bra. 

She teased them, slipping one strap down, then the other, her fingers lingering at the front clasp. A collective breath held—then release. The bra sprang open, her breasts bouncing free to a deafening eruption of cheers. 

She arched, arms raised, letting them drink in the sight of her bare tits—firm enough to defy gravity, yet soft enough to sway with every movement. They jiggled wildly as she rolled her shoulders, thrusting them forward, then back, the pink tips hardening under the weight of their stares. 

Kurt and the others jostled for a better view, their eyes ravenous as she turned, offering them every angle—the curve of her side, the dip of her waist, the way her tits swung when she bent just so. 

For a moment, the demands quieted, replaced by slack-jawed awe. 

But Mrs. Fine’s face told another story. 

Her gaze flickered—up to the ceiling, down to the floor—anywhere but at the sea of lust-filled faces. A sheen of tears glistened in her lashes, but she kept dancing, kept giving them exactly what they wanted.

The air grew thick with the scent of sweat and teenage lust as crumpled dollar bills fluttered toward Mrs. Fine’s trembling body. Fingers, eager and uncoordinated, shoved money beneath the delicate lace of her thong, the paper edges scraping against her heated skin. But the teasing brush of fingertips quickly turned greedy—palms cupped the swell of her ass, nails dug into the soft flesh of her inner thighs, and rough hands groped between her legs, making her stagger as she fought to keep dancing through the onslaught. 

The chant rose again, louder, more insistent—”More! More!”—until it vibrated through her bones. Her thumbs hooked into the sides of her ruined panties, hesitation flickering in her tear-bright eyes. But the boys had no patience left. Hands that had been stuffing bills now twisted into the fabric, yanking hard. A sharp rip tore through the room as silk gave way, the remnants of her underwear shredded in an instant. She gasped, stumbling forward, only to be caught by a wall of eager bodies. They pushed her back upright before she could fall, their laughter hot against her bare skin. 

Now completely exposed, her damp curls glistening under the harsh lights, Mrs. Fine had no choice but to keep moving. Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate thrusts, her pubic mound brushing against flushed teenage faces as if she were grinding against their mouths. The fullness of her ass, marked by the faint dimples of age, wobbled with every bounce, the jiggle hypnotic. The boys’ laughter turned feral, their hands no longer content to just watch—they grabbed, squeezed, claimed. Fingers slid between her folds, tracing slick heat, while others pinched her nipples into stiff peaks. 

Her stockings were next, the delicate fabric torn away in ragged strips, leaving her legs bare. Exhaustion weighed her down, her muscles trembling, but the hands wouldn’t let her stop. When her knees finally buckled, they dragged her to the couch, her body limp as they tossed her onto a waiting lap. 

And then—devoured. 

Hands roamed everywhere, possessive and rough. A tongue flicked against her asshole, making her jerk. Lips crashed against hers, a messy, sloppy kiss as a tongue forced its way into her mouth. And then—him. The largest of them, all muscle and hunger, pinned her down, his cock thick and insistent as he pushed inside her with a groan. 

The rhythm was relentless. One after another, they took her, filling her, pulling out only to be replaced by the next hard length. At first, it was just the couch, her body trapped beneath a writhing mass of teenage lust. Then they lifted her, impaling her on another cock as she straddled him, her tits bouncing with every thrust. More hands guided cocks into her palms, against her lips—take it, take all of it—until her moans dissolved into a broken, continuous wail. 

Only Kurt, watching with dark satisfaction, could distinguish her pleasure from the overwhelming assault. But it was there—the sharp hitch of her breath, the clench of her thighs, the way her back arched again and again as wave after wave of orgasm tore through her. 

And still, they didn’t stop.

The night blurred into a haze of sweat, thrusting bodies, and the relentless rhythm of flesh slapping against flesh. Mrs. Fine found herself pressed down onto one of her students, his cock driving deep inside her pussy while another drunken boy mounted her from behind, forcing himself into her tight ass. The dual invasion wrenched desperate, ragged cries from her throat—pleasure and terror tangled into one raw, unfiltered sound. 

Time lost all meaning. Cock after cock claimed her, each new student eager for his turn, their youthful stamina never waning. The room swelled with fresh faces as whispers spread, drawing more and more curious boys to witness—and partake in—the debauchery. By Kurt’s rough estimate, nearly the entire graduating class had passed through her, their collective hunger leaving her trembling, overstimulated, and utterly spent. 

As dawn crept in, only a few stragglers remained, their drunken exhaustion finally catching up with them. Mrs. Fine was a wreck—her lips puffy and cracked from hours of sucking, her makeup smeared in dark streaks down her cheeks. Sticky strands of hair clung to her face, matted with drying cum. Between her thighs, her pussy throbbed, swollen and tender, her asshole no better. Every movement sent sharp twinges through her battered body, her legs barely able to support her weight. 

Her skin was a canvas of dark, possessive marks—hickies littered her throat, her breasts, the curve of her ass, even the delicate skin of her inner thighs. A competition had erupted in the heat of the night, each boy determined to leave the most visible claim on her. 

Dazed, she stumbled through the wreckage of the room, searching for what remained of her clothes. Her panties hung in tatters, but she tugged them on anyway, the fabric doing little to contain the mess still leaking from her. The rest of her outfit fared no better—her garters stretched beyond repair, her stockings shredded, her skirt torn and stained with streaks of cum. 

"Put them on anyway," Kurt slurred, his voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. 

She hesitated, fingers trembling. "They won’t stay. They’re ruined." 

His grin was slow, cruel. "I don’t care. I want your husband to see exactly how you spent your night." He fumbled for his phone, lifting it one last time. "Now smile for me, Mrs. Fine." 

Her glare was sharp, instinctive—but then her gaze dropped to her own ruined appearance, shame flooding her. Her sweater was a mess of liquor stains and rough handprints, the fabric stretched and torn over her breasts. The zipper of her skirt had given way, leaving her torn panties exposed in the back. And the skirt itself—streaked with drying cum, used as a crude towel by more than one boy before they stumbled home. 

Her gold necklace and crucifix lay discarded on the floor, the chain snapped where it had been ripped from her throat. Her shoes were gone—lost somewhere in the chaos. 

She was a broken, used thing. 

And Kurt had the evidence to prove it.

Kurt dangled the car keys between his fingers, his smirk dark with satisfaction as he finally tossed them toward her. The metal jingled as she fumbled to catch them, her hands trembling, her body still humming from the relentless abuse it had endured. Barefoot and broken, she shuffled toward the door, every step sending a fresh ache through her ravaged muscles. 

His voice slithered after her, thick with cruel amusement. "Monday can’t come soon enough, can it, Mrs. Fine?" He licked his lips, savoring the way her shoulders tensed. "I’ll make sure your husband gets a front-row seat to every filthy second of tonight. High-definition, slow-motion—the works. A whole semester’s worth of memories, condensed into one unforgettable email." 

She didn’t turn around. Didn’t dare. 

"But hey," he continued, his tone dripping with false sympathy, "at least you finally know what it feels like to be truly desired. Every inch of you—claimed." 

The door creaked open, the first pale light of dawn spilling in, and she stepped into it, her skin sticky, her body hollowed out. The keys bit into her palm, a small, sharp pain—one she barely registered. 

Because the worst was yet to come.


Homecoming

The scent of roasted garlic and fresh bread lingered in the air, wrapping around me like a warm embrace as I moved through the kitchen—my sanctuary. My fingers trembled slightly as I wiped down the already gleaming counter for the third time, my pulse quickening every time a sound from outside caught my attention. A car door slammed. A dog barked. My breath hitched. They’re coming home. The thought sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine, my heart swelling with a fierce, almost unbearable joy. I sank into a chair, cradling my coffee between my palms, the rich aroma grounding me as memories flooded in—vivid, intoxicating, alive. 

Mike and Chris had been inseparable since they were barely tall enough to reach a doorknob. Kindergarten best friends, their bond had only deepened with time—scraped knees from T-ball, chlorine-soaked laughter at the community pool, the way Mike had steadied Chris’s wobbling bike before Chris returned the favor, teaching him the delicate art of casting a fly rod. They fought, of course—hot-headed, stubborn, fueled by the kind of passion only teenage boys could muster. Arguments over whose mom baked better cookies always made me smirk. Linda couldn’t tell a rolling pin from a wrench, but that never stopped them. 

Linda. The name left a bitter taste, even now. We’d both been single mothers, but where I craved stability—meals at the same time every night, bills paid on time—she thrived on chaos. Spontaneous road trips, last-minute flings with men who promised the world and delivered nothing. Mike had started drifting to our house more often by middle school, and by high school, he was practically mine. The first time he called me Mom instead of Aunt Maggie, something inside me cracked open, raw and beautiful. I never corrected him. How could I? He was as much my son as Chris was. 

When they enlisted together, my stomach had twisted into knots. The recruiter warned them—no guarantees. But they were determined, stubborn, alive with that reckless certainty only youth could bring. And somehow, against all odds, they stayed together. Basic training. Deployment. Eighteen months in a place they only referred to in hushed, haunted tones. 

Now, they were coming home. 

I exhaled slowly, my fingers tightening around my mug. The house was ready. Their favorite dishes simmered on the stove, the table set just so. But none of it mattered—not really. All I needed was to see them. To touch them. To know they were safe. 

And then—finally—I heard it. The rumble of a car engine, the crunch of gravel under tires. My breath stopped. 

They were here.

My thoughts drifted, lost in memories and wondering how much they might have changed—how war might have hardened them—when the sudden creak of the kitchen door jolted me. Expecting Tim, my eldest, to walk in, I turned with a smile—only to find the door swaying open on its own, pushed by the breeze. 

I rose to shut it, but as I rounded the counter, my breath caught. 

There they were. 

Standing at the foot of the stairs, sun-kissed and grinning, their broad shoulders filling the doorway, their camo-clad bodies radiating raw energy. My boys. 

"Hi Mom, I'm HOME!" they chorused, voices deep and rough, yet still so achingly familiar. 

A squeal tore from my throat as I rushed forward, arms outstretched—but before I could reach them, strong hands seized me, lifting me effortlessly off my feet. Their laughter rumbled against me as they crushed me between them, their lips pressing loud, smacking kisses to my cheeks. 

When had they gotten so big? So solid? The last time they'd been home, they were still lanky, still boys. Now, they were men—hardened, towering over me, their muscles flexing beneath my fingers as I clung to them. 

I babbled, breathless—When did you get here? How?—while they laughed, slapping each other’s backs, bragging about their "stealth mission," their voices rich with amusement. 

The kitchen, once spacious, now felt cramped with their presence. Their hungry eyes swept over the feast I’d prepared—the platters of sandwiches, the bowls of homemade salsa, the bratwurst simmering in beer for Chris, the barbecue-glazed lil’ smokies Mike adored. The scent of spices and slow-cooked meat filled the air, mingling with the crisp tang of the Coronas they cracked open, downing them in deep gulps. 

Chris let out a satisfied belch, and Mike snorted, shoving him. "Douchebag." 

It was just like old times. 

Almost. 

Because beneath the laughter, the teasing, there was something new—something dark lurking in their eyes. A wariness in the way they moved, coiled tight, ready. Their bodies were harder now, sculpted by combat, their biceps marked with matching ink, a testament to brotherhood forged in fire. 

They traded stories, voices rough with humor, recounting their journey home—until Chris fumbled a chip, sending it clattering to the floor. 

"C'mere, Sammy!" he called, then turned to me, brows lifting. "Maggie, where is he? Did you lock him up?" 

My throat tightened. 

I shook my head, my vision blurring. "No, baby. I—I didn’t want to tell you before you got here." 

Mike’s face fell. "Aww, shit," he muttered, pulling Chris into a rough embrace before the truth could fully sink in.

The vet had explained it was spinal disc disease—common in basset hounds. Samson had deteriorated quickly, his body failing him before he could hold on long enough to see them one last time. We lost him in the spring, his absence leaving a hollow ache in the house that still lingered. 

Now, the three of us clung together in a tight embrace, our tears unchecked. My face pressed against one of their chests—warm, solid, the scent of clean skin and faint aftershave wrapping around me like a second embrace. It was grounding, that moment of quiet strength, the steady rise and fall of their breathing beneath my cheek. Then, a deep rumble vibrated through the chest I leaned against. 

“When?” Mike’s voice was rough. 

“April,” I whispered. It was late June now. 

“Damn stubborn dog,” Chris muttered, his voice thick. “Couldn’t just wait a little longer.” 

Fourteen years. That’s how long Samson had been part of our lives—his droopy eyes, those ridiculous ears, the way he’d barrel through the house with clumsy enthusiasm. The silence since he’d been gone was deafening. 

Then the door burst open, shattering the heavy moment. Tim, Debbie, and little Katie spilled inside, their arrival a welcome distraction. Katie, all fiery curls and boundless energy, squealed at a pitch that could shatter glass. 

“Down, Daddy!” she demanded, wriggling free before latching onto Mike and Chris’s legs. “Uncle Mike! Uncle Chris! I love you! Pick me UP!” 

Chris, towering over everyone at six-foot-four, scooped her onto his shoulder effortlessly. Her pigtail ribbons brushed the ceiling as she beamed down at us. 

“I’m fine,” she announced, as if we’d asked. “I’m going to Kinniegarden soon. Look, Uncle Chris, Gramma made broclily salad.” 

“Broccoli,” he corrected, amused. 

“That’s what I said,” she insisted, patting his head. “Your head’s fuzzy, Uncle Chris.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “Shhh. I got a secret.” 

Chris, still absently eating, handed her a bite. “Oh yeah? What’s the secret?” 

“Mommy’s got a baby in her tummy.” 

Silence. Then— 

“WHAT?” 

Every head swiveled toward Debbie, whose cheeks flushed pink. Tim brandished the barbecue tongs in Katie’s direction. 

“Young lady!” 

Katie’s eyes widened. “Uh-oh! Uncle Mike, I gotta pee!” 

Laughter erupted, breaking the tension, and I whisked her off to the bathroom just as the door opened again—more familiar faces spilling in, old high school friends of the boys, their voices filling the house with noise and life.

The weight of the day pressed down on me—not just today, but the endless stretch of hours spent scrubbing, polishing, erasing every trace of dust, every shadow of the past. My body ached, muscles protesting with each slight shift in bed, my shoulder a dull, persistent throb. Exhaustion clung to me, but sleep felt miles away, my mind too alive, too restless. The house was silent, the boys lost to dreams at the other end, leaving me alone in the quiet dark of my room. 

And then the memory surfaced—warm, intoxicating. The way strong arms had wrapped around me this afternoon, the heat of a man’s body against mine, the scent of soap and something deeper, musk and aftershave clinging to his skin. My breath hitched as my hands began to wander, one tracing slow circles over a nipple, the fabric of my gown teasing the sensitive peak. The other slipped lower, fingertips gliding through damp curls, tracing the length of my slit with featherlight strokes. My pussy clenched, already aching, already wet. 

I rose, the floor cool beneath my feet, and shut the door with a soft click. The nightgown pooled at my ankles, a pale puddle in the moonlight. The drawer beside my bed yielded its treasure without hesitation—the smooth, familiar weight of the vibrator fitting perfectly in my palm. I flicked the switch, the quiet hum vibrating against my skin. Long, veined, the head slightly swollen—it knew me, knew exactly where to press, where to linger. 

I brought it to my lips, tongue swirling over the silicone, tasting the faint tang of my own arousal as I imagined another mouth, another’s tongue. The memory of that masculine scent flooded back—soap, deodorant, something primal beneath it all. How long had it been since I’d been held, since strong hands had explored me, claimed me? Too long. 

My thighs slickened, heat pooling between them. I traced my nipple again, the sensation sharp, delicious. The breeze from the window ghosted over my skin, raising goosebumps, my nipples hardening to tight peaks. The vibrator, warmed by my mouth, trailed down my body—neck, the delicate skin beneath my arm, the curve of my breast, the dip of my waist. Every touch sent sparks skittering through me. 

And then—finally—the tip pressed against my soaked folds. A shuddering sigh escaped me as pleasure surged, sharp and sweet. The night stretched ahead, and I had no intention of rushing.

The moment the sleek silicone glided between my slick folds, a delicious pressure coiled tighter inside me. Still humming on its lowest setting, I teased myself—dragging the tip in slow circles over my swollen clit before dipping just inside my entrance. The wet, obscene sounds of my arousal filled the quiet room as I fucked myself with it, shallow and fast, but it wasn’t quite enough. Not tonight. 

Abandoning the toy, I reached back into the drawer, fingers brushing cool plastic. The Astroglide. A wicked idea sparked. With a flick of my thumb, I uncapped it, gasping as the icy liquid spilled over my peaked nipples, trailing down my stomach in rivulets until it pooled between my thighs. My nipples were so hard they ached, and I pinched them roughly, the sharp pleasure radiating straight to my throbbing core. Fuck, yes. 

Slick fingers traced lower, through the sticky mess on my belly, until I found my clit. I spread myself open, using just the soft pads of my fingertips to strum—light, teasing strokes that mimicked the flick of a tongue I craved. Over, around, back and forth, my hips lifting off the bed, legs falling wider. I needed more. 

My hand dove deeper into the drawer, searching until my fingers brushed something yielding. There. The forgotten dildo, thick and heavy, its spongy texture strange but perfect for tonight. I coated my hands in the lube dripping down my stomach, then slicked the shaft, my breath hitching as I guided it between my swollen lips. The head alone was massive, stretching me deliciously as I worked it inside—slow, relentless inches until my cunt clenched around the girth, so full I could barely think. 

Every thrust dragged my clit taut against the invading length, the friction unbearable. I strummed faster, my other hand fumbling for the abandoned vibrator. The second it buzzed to life against my clit, I shattered—back arching, thighs trembling as waves of pleasure wracked my body. I collapsed, boneless and gasping, the aftershocks leaving me shuddering. 

With the last of my strength, I tugged the sheet over my sweat-slicked skin, a satisfied smile curling my lips. Now I could sleep. And tomorrow… well. Tomorrow promised even more.

The exhaustion clung to him like a second skin, a relentless weight after days spent crossing continents and time zones. The unfamiliar comfort of a plush mattress and the eerie silence of the room only amplified his restlessness. Sleep had become a luxury he couldn’t afford—not when the ones who slept too deeply never made it back. His body twisted beneath the sheets, muscles coiled tight with the need to move, to act. Logic told him everything was secure, but instinct demanded he check. Again. 

He moved through the hallway like a shadow, bare feet silent against the hardwood. The darkness should’ve been suffocating, but moonlight spilled through the windows, painting silver streaks across the floor. Enough to navigate. Enough to hunt. Each door, each latch, each pane of glass—methodically inspected. The ritual soothed the jagged edges of his nerves. 

The urge for a cigarette prickled under his skin. Maggie hated the smell indoors, but the patio outside was littered with ashtrays and worn chairs. A small rebellion. 

Then—a sound. Soft. Unfamiliar. His pulse spiked. Maggie? 

Training took over. He eased her door open with the precision of a man who’d spent too long in places where noise meant death. The sight that greeted him stole his breath. 

Moonlight bathed her naked body, her skin slick with something that caught the light, making her glow. Legs splayed, fingers working between them with a rhythm that sent heat surging straight to his cock. Fuck. Maggie. Just Maggie, wild and unashamed, lost in her own pleasure. 

The sheer size of the toy she used made his mouth go dry. His hand was already at his zipper, freeing the aching length of his dick. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, his grip tight, fingers barely meeting around the base. Christ. He stroked in time with her movements, holding back, needing to see her come undone first. 

When she did—back arching, a silent cry on her lips—he wasn’t far behind. The kitchen towel barely muffled the mess as he spilled into it, hips jerking. 

Upstairs, a creak of floorboards. He shoved the evidence to the back of the counter, turning the faucet on low. The mundane act of filling a glass with water felt surreal after what he’d just witnessed. Running water. A fucking miracle. 

And Maggie—beautiful, spent, still trembling from her climax—was a temptation he couldn’t afford to dwell on. Not with footsteps padding closer.

Chris’s voice curled around him in the darkness—not quite a whisper, but something softer, more intimate, like the brush of fingertips against bare skin. It was meant for him alone, a quiet confession hanging in the air between them. “You too?” 

He turned, leaning back against the counter, his grin a silent acknowledgment in the dim light. “Perimeter check?” His own voice was just as hushed, blending seamlessly into the night, lost to anyone more than a few steps away. 

A flash of teeth—Chris’s answering smile, bright and knowing. “Want a smoke?” 

“Nah, man. I'm good.” 

What he wanted was to be back in his room, where the walls could swallow the tremor in his hands. Where he could drown in the memory of this afternoon—her body pressed against his, the damp heat of her tears soaking into his shirt. The scent of her perfume, something sweet and floral, after months of nothing but dust and sweat and gun oil. And now, the image of her—Maggie—burned into his mind, her skin slick with oil, her thighs parted, fingers working herself with slow, desperate strokes. 

His throat tightened as he gulped down the last of the water, setting the glass down harder than he meant to. The sharp click echoed in the quiet. Chris had his hand on the door, but he paused, glancing back. 

“You good?” 

“Yeah. Night, man.” 

“Night.” 

Alone again, he stretched out on the bed, arms folded behind his head, staring up at the ceiling. His mind raced, slipping into the familiar rhythm of strategy—only this time, the battlefield was different. 

Maggie had always treated him like family, like another son. Safe. Warm. A refuge when he was younger and needed it most. She had no idea she’d been his first fantasy—the one he’d clung to when his body ached with need. Chris knew, of course. Had laughed, called him crazy for picking her over some Hollywood fantasy. Not that he hadn’t indulged in those too—countless times, his fist working his cock to the thought of curves and moans that weren’t hers. 

But Maggie was real. 

He knew the way her perfume clung to her skin, the way her hair smelled after a shower—clean and faintly sweet. The way her nipples pressed against her thin T-shirt in the mornings, hard and tempting as she bent over to feed the cat, her panties riding up between her plump lips, her ass round and perfect. 

How many mornings had he barely made it to school on time, racing upstairs to jerk off before the bus came? Too many to count. 

He exhaled, shifting on the bed, his cock already thickening at the memory. 

Fuck. 

This was going to be a long night.

The real challenge, as he saw it, was Maggie’s unwavering perception of them—both him and Chris—as nothing more than her boys. Step one would be shattering that illusion, making her see him not as some kid she’d watched grow up, but as a man. A man who wanted her. Step two? Getting Chris out of the damn house long enough to make his move. And step three… His thoughts spiraled into a haze of vivid fantasies, each one more intoxicating than the last. 

He wasn’t inexperienced, not exactly. But his encounters had been… limited. The mechanics were simple enough—he knew where things were supposed to go—but execution had been another matter entirely. Girls his age had taken one look at his cock and gone wide-eyed, paling at the sheer size of him. Ten inches when hard, thick enough that even his own grip barely closed around the base. The two most notorious girls in school—the ones who’d fucked half the football team—had hesitated, swallowing hard before shaking their heads. It had taken enough beer to drown a lesser man on his eighteenth birthday just to convince one of them to let him inside. After that, only a couple of professionals had been brave enough to take him on. 

But he’d studied. Watched films, flipped through magazines, devoured every piece of online erotica he could find. He knew the theory. The real question was how to put it into practice—where to even begin. Then again, after tonight, after seeing Maggie with that thick toy in her hand, sliding it in and out of herself, slick with her own arousal… He knew she could handle him. Monster, she’d called it. The memory alone sent heat surging straight to his cock, and he groaned as it stirred, thickening against his thigh before rising fully, the flushed head already beading with pre-cum. He dragged his thumb over the slickness, spreading it in slow circles, imagining Maggie’s mouth instead—her lips parting, her tongue swirling around him before taking him deep. 

More fluid welled up as his mind conjured every detail of her body. The way her nipples hardened in the cold morning air, pebbled beneath thin fabric. The weight of her breasts, full and soft, swaying slightly with every movement. The way her skin had gleamed under the moonlight, her muscles tensing as pleasure ripped through her, arching her off the bed before she collapsed, breathless. The curve of her ass, the tempting dip between her thighs—that sweet, wet heat he ached to sink into. Lost in the fantasy, he stroked himself to the edge, shuddering as release crashed over him before exhaustion finally dragged him into a heavy, dreamless sleep. 

--- 

The next morning, the scent of sizzling bacon and caramelized apples pulled him from the depths of sleep. Coffee brewed rich and dark in the background, the aroma cutting through the lingering dust of the desert still clinging to his senses. From downstairs, Chris’s voice rang out, sharp and impatient. 

“Mike! Get your ass down here—breakfast’s ready!”

Pausing at the top of the stairs, he let the warmth of the morning sunlight caress his bare skin before answering. "Be right there," he called down, his voice rough with lingering sleep. The damp towel slung over his shoulders did little to hide the water droplets clinging to his chest hair, trailing lower to where his tanned skin met the pale, untouched expanse of his hips. He smirked, running a hand through his wet hair—knowing full well the contrast only emphasized what nature had given him. The beast in the jungle, he mused, biting back a laugh as he adjusted the towel around his waist.

"Dude, seriously?" Chris's voice cut through the kitchen's morning bustle, half-amused, half-disbelieving.

Mike feigned innocence. "What?"

Maggie turned from the stove, her gaze flickering over him—first his damp hair, then the towel, then—there. A sharp inhale. A flush creeping up her neck. She spun back to the pancakes fast, but not fast enough. Step fucking one, he thought, triumphant.

"Shit—sorry," he muttered, yanking the towel forward with exaggerated clumsiness. "Forgot I wasn’t bunking with the guys anymore."

As he retreated down the hall, he stole one last glance over his shoulder. Maggie wasn’t looking at the stove anymore. No, her eyes were locked on the way his ass flexed beneath the thin terrycloth. Oh yeah.

"Idiot," Chris shouted after him, laughter in his voice.

----

By the time Mike returned—dressed, thank God—I’d managed to wrestle my pulse back under control. Mostly. The coffee helped. So did the distraction of breakfast, the crisp bacon and syrup-drenched pancakes grounding me in something other than the memory of water sliding down his chest.

Mike moved around the kitchen with easy confidence, barefoot in low-slung jeans, muscles shifting under his t-shirt as he piled food onto his plate. Sunlight caught the curve of his shoulders, the lean strength of his arms. Chris was buried in the comics, oblivious, but I—

I shouldn’t be noticing.

I definitely shouldn’t be imagining.

He was practically my son.

Fumbling for the newspaper, I yanked the crossword toward me like a lifeline. Maybe logic could drown out the heat pooling low in my belly.

"Pussy."

The word hit me like a spark to dry tinder.

"I—what?"

Mike smirked over his coffee mug. "Five letters. Ends with a Y. Forty-seven across."

My lips curved before I could stop them. "Could be kitty, you know."

His grin turned wicked. "Could be. But something tells me a guy fresh off deployment isn’t thinking about kittens."

The room got hotter. Or maybe that was just me.

Two pairs of mischievous grins met my gaze, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes, shaking my head in mock disapproval. “Honestly, boys—do you kiss your mother with that mouth?” I teased, my voice laced with amusement. 

The way they exchanged glances—those identical smirks, the shared shrug—sent a ripple of warmth through me. It was an old joke between them, something ingrained from childhood, and seeing it now, after so much time apart, made my heart swell. 

“It really is good to have you both home,” I murmured, rising to refill my coffee. The rich aroma filled the air as I brought the pot back to the table, topping off their mugs. My fingers brushed Mike’s as I poured, and I swore I felt the slightest tremor in his hand. Or was it mine? “So,” I continued, forcing my voice steady, “what’s on the agenda for the next few days?” 

Chris leaned back, patting his stomach with satisfaction. “Damn, Maggie, you still make the best breakfast. Missed this.” He let out a contented burp before continuing. “Tim’s swinging by later to take me car shopping. Then a few of us are hitting Angelo’s for pizza and beer. Mike, you want me to grab you on the way back?” 

Mike stretched lazily, the movement pulling his T-shirt taut over his chest. “Nah, man. I’m on full R&R mode. Gonna lounge by the pool, even out this farmer’s tan, eat everything in sight, and hydrate like it’s my job.” He smirked, but there was something beneath it—a weariness, maybe. “And maybe, just maybe, stop feeling like my insides are crawling with desert bugs.” 

Concern flickered through me, and before I could stop myself, my hand was on his forearm. The heat of his skin, the firm muscle beneath my fingertips—it sent an unexpected jolt through me. “Are you okay?” I asked softly. 

His eyes met mine, and for a second, something unreadable flickered in them. “I’m gonna be fine, M—Maggie,” he murmured, standing to clear his plate. The hesitation in his voice, the way he almost stumbled over the word—Maggie—sent my pulse skittering. Then he bent, pressing a light kiss to the top of my head, his breath warm against my hair. 

Chris followed suit, dropping his own kiss on me before heading upstairs to shower. 

I sank back into my chair, cradling my coffee, letting the sunlight streaming through the atrium windows soak into my skin. This will pass, I told myself firmly. Whatever this is, it’s just… adjustment. It’ll fade. 

Across the room, Mike leaned against the counter, refilling his mug. The morning light caught the planes of his shoulders, the way his jeans hung low on his hips. He was watching the hummingbirds outside, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him—the quiet strength in his stance, the way his fingers curled around the mug. 

God, when had he gotten so… grown? 

I took a slow sip of coffee, forcing myself to look away. Normal. Things will go back to normal. 

But the heat lingering where his lips had brushed my hair told a different story.

Mike lingered by the counter, the warm mug cradled in his hands, his gaze drifting lazily toward the window—or so it seemed. In truth, his attention was fixed on the far more captivating sight inside.

Maggie was draped in a thin white cotton gown, the morning sun spilling through the glass and turning the fabric nearly sheer. The soft glow illuminated the dusky peaks of her nipples, hardened and tempting, and the delicate copper curls between her thighs. Her skin was kissed by the sun, barely marked by the faintest tan lines—just a whisper of contrast where a bikini might have sat. Maybe she’d rolled the bottoms down, like those daring girls at the beach who chased the perfect golden glow. A dusting of freckles scattered across her shoulders, trailing down to the gentle swell of her breasts, and his fingers twitched with the urge to trace them.

Heat coiled low in his gut, his jeans tightening uncomfortably. He turned abruptly toward the sink, shifting discreetly to ease the ache, stealing a glance over his shoulder to ensure her eyes were still shut.

Swallowing hard against the dryness in his throat, he forced his voice steady. "So, uh... what’s on your agenda today, Maggie?"

She arched back in the chair with a languid stretch, the fabric pulling taut over her curves. A soft pop sounded as her spine realigned, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away as her nipples peaked beneath the thin material, as if responding to an invisible touch. She raked her fingers through her wild red curls, blissfully unaware of the effect she had on him.

"Been pushing myself to get everything ready for your homecoming," she admitted, her voice warm with exhaustion and satisfaction. "Think I’ll take it slow today. Tidy up, maybe pull a few weeds before the sun gets brutal. Lounge by the pool—maybe even sneak in a nap." She tilted her head, a playful glint in her eyes. "Feel like grilling tonight? Got chicken, steaks, pork tenderloin..."

His pulse kicked up. She’d gone out of her way to stock up on all their favorites. "Grilling sounds perfect," he murmured, leaning in slightly. "That honey-bourbon glaze on the pork? The one you make?"

She moved to the sink beside him, her plate in hand, her natural scent—warm, faintly sweet—wrapping around him. Her fingers brushed his cheek in that old, familiar gesture, but this time, there was a hesitation. A lingering. A shift so subtle he might’ve imagined it.

But then she laughed, soft and throaty. "Of course," she said, shaking her head. "Still can’t believe how tall you boys are now. When did that happen?"

So he wasn’t imagining things. A slow grin spread across his face as he grabbed a towel, their fingers brushing as he took the wet dish from her hands. "With cooking like yours? Miracle we’re not three hundred pounds," he teased, his voice dropping just a fraction lower.

Her laughter bubbled up, rich and warm, her eyes crinkling at the corners as she nodded. "Oh God, yes—the way you two could eat! I’d push two carts through the grocery store, and the other mothers would just stare. 'How many kids do you have?' they’d ask, and I’d say, 'Just two—but they’re teenage boys.'" She shook her head, the memory making her lips curve. "The pity in their eyes—like I was some kind of war widow. Thank God you both burned it off with all that energy." 

His grin was slow, appreciative. "We’ve mellowed a little. But damn, it’s good to be home. Nothing like your cooking." 

A flush crept up her neck at the praise, and she leaned into him—just for a heartbeat—her temple brushing his shoulder before she pulled away, her fingers trailing absently over the curve of the sink. "It’s nice having someone to cook for again. I’m trying to scale back, but old habits die hard. Three gallons of chili? Standard issue." 

He chuckled, the sound low and intimate. "Bet there’s still a vat of it in the freezer. Lunch material?" 

Her eyes widened in mock outrage. "You just ate!" 

"If it’s your chili, I’ll always have room." 

The banter flowed between them, effortless and warm, filling the kitchen with the kind of familiarity that came from years of shared laughter. When Tim stumbled in, groaning about his poor life choices, she arched a brow, pouring him coffee with a mother’s practiced exasperation. "And here I thought I raised geniuses." 

Tim slid his sunglasses down his nose, flashing her a grin that was all boyish charm. "Nope. Just adorable. And you love me." 

She threw her hands up, laughing until she choked on her coffee, waving off Mike’s half-hearted back thumps. "Christ, how am I still alive?" 

Three identical, shit-eating grins answered her. 

“Us?” 

Shaking her head, she retreated toward her room, tossing a warning over her shoulder. "Rules, boys." 

Tim saluted. "No blood on the carpet." 

Chris added, "Bones heal. Drywall doesn’t." 

The chorus of their laughter followed her down the hall, wrapping around her like the warmth of the morning sun.

Mike smirked, his voice laced with playful authority. "Whatever disaster we create, we’re the ones scrubbing it up or fixing it—no exceptions." 

Her laughter, warm and rich, faded as the bedroom door clicked shut behind her. The brothers exchanged wicked grins, the kind that spoke of years of shared mischief. 

Chris leaned forward, his eyes alight with challenge. "Tell me we haven’t aged out of settling who’s alpha male the old-fashioned way." 

Tim rolled his shoulders, groaning as he stretched. "Nah, little brother. Just not today. My body’s screaming at me like I betrayed it. But don’t worry—your ass is mine another time." He shifted his gaze to Mike, raising a brow. "You tagging along or what?" 

Mike shook his head, a lazy smile playing on his lips. "Next time, maybe. Appreciate it, though." 

Tim clapped him on the shoulder before pushing himself up with a dramatic groan, his muscles protesting. 

Chris snorted, sliding an arm around him in mock support. "C’mon, grandpa. Let’s get you moving before you fossilize right here." 

As they stumbled toward the door, Mike caught the muffled curses, the scuffle of feet, and then—through the window above the sink—the sight of Tim yanking Chris into a rough headlock, knuckles grinding into his scalp. Mike’s chuckle was low and satisfied, just as Maggie reappeared, now dressed for the outdoors, her eyes bright with curiosity. 

"What’s got you grinning like that?" she asked, tilting her head. 

Mike exhaled, the warmth of home settling deep in his chest. "Just… really damn good to be back." 

---- 

The door clicked shut behind me, and I sagged against it, my pulse hammering so hard I could feel it between my thighs. My breath came in shallow bursts, my throat tight. Had I imagined it? No. No, the evidence had been undeniable. 

I sank onto the edge of the bed, my fingers trembling as I pressed them to my flushed cheeks. The morning sun had bathed me in golden heat, my body lax and pliant as I stretched, working out the knots from days of tension. Then—that prickle of awareness, the electric charge of being watched. 

Through my lashes, I’d seen him. 

Mike. 

His gaze had been molten, stripping me bare without a single touch. My nipples had peaked instantly, aching against the thin fabric of my top, and lower—god, lower—my body had clenched, slick and needy. I’d forced myself to finish the stretch, slow and deliberate, even as my traitorous eyes dipped lower. 

The thick outline straining against his jeans left no room for doubt. 

He wanted me. 

And heaven help me, I wanted him right back.

My pulse thundered in my ears as I tried to steady my breathing, pressing my palms flat against the cool wood of the door. Be logical, I commanded myself. He’s just a young man—pent up, starved for touch. Any woman would have sparked that reaction. But the traitorous voice in the back of my mind purred, Yes, but he looked at you. Not just any woman. You. 

A shiver raced down my spine, settling hot between my thighs. I bit my lip, trying to ignore the slick heat pooling there, the way my body clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. This is wrong, I told myself firmly. But my skin burned with the memory of his gaze—dark, hungry, stripping me bare even as I stretched innocently in the sunlight. 

Dishes. Focus on the dishes. 

I forced myself through the motions, scrubbing plates with trembling hands, hyperaware of every brush of his arm against mine, every low chuckle that rumbled from his chest. The air between us crackled, thick with something unspoken, something dangerous. My fingers itched to trace the hard line of his jaw, to slide down the planes of his chest, to— 

No. 

I fled before I did something reckless, barely registering the boys’ teasing as I practically ran to the sanctuary of my bathroom. The door clicked shut behind me, and I sagged against it, my knees giving way as I hit the floor. My nightgown bunched around my waist, my fingers already diving between my legs, seeking relief from the relentless throbbing. 

Mike. 

The image of him burned behind my eyelids—the way his jeans strained against the thick length of him, the promise of what lay beneath. My breath came in sharp gasps as I plunged three fingers inside, then four, stretching myself, imagining it was him filling me, fucking me with those slow, deliberate thrusts I’d fantasized about all morning. My free hand clamped over my mouth, stifling the moan that threatened to escape as my hips rocked against my own touch, chasing the edge. 

When the climax hit, it tore through me like a storm, leaving me trembling, sweat-slicked, and— 

Still empty. 

I stared at my reflection in the mirror, my lips swollen from biting back cries, my cheeks flushed, my eyes wild. Get a grip, Maggie. One step at a time. I needed to know—was it me he wanted, or just the idea of a warm body? 

If it was the latter, I’d send him out with the others tonight. 

But if it wasn’t… 

A slow, wicked smile curled my lips. 

Then we’d see just how far this bridge would take us.

I turned the faucet on cold, letting the icy water shock my flushed skin as I cupped my hands beneath the stream. The droplets slid down my cheeks, cooling the heat that had settled there, but doing nothing to quell the fire burning lower. My fingers trembled as I raked them through my tangled curls, pulling them back into a careless ponytail that left tendrils framing my face—gold catching the morning light like liquid honey. 

The gown pooled at my feet, discarded without a second thought as I stepped into the walk-in closet. My pulse thrummed in my throat as I surveyed my options. The white tee was innocent enough—sleeveless, soft cotton clinging just enough to hint at what lay beneath. But in the right light? It would be nearly sheer, revealing every curve, every shadow. I bit my lip, debating. 

No bra. 

The thought alone sent a fresh rush of wetness between my thighs. Normally, I wouldn’t think twice about going braless around the boys. But this wasn’t about comfort anymore. This was about attention. My fingers brushed over lace, selecting the Whisper Beige Victoria’s Secret number—barely there, the shade melting into my sun-kissed skin. The padding was subtle, but the underwire lifted, accentuating what nature had already blessed me with. 

The khaki shorts were loose, the kind that would ride up just enough when I bent over, giving flashes of bare skin beneath. No panties. 

Christ. 

I could already feel the dampness forming at the crotch, my body betraying me before I’d even left the room. My reflection stared back at me—cheeks flushed, lips parted, eyes dark with something I hadn’t seen in them for years. Need. Pure, unfiltered need. 

For a second, doubt crept in. Jeans. Sweats. Something safe. 

But the hunger won out. 

I stepped outside, the morning air doing nothing to cool the heat simmering under my skin. 

---- 

Mike’s gaze burned into my back as I led the way to the garden. Every sway of my hips felt deliberate now, every step calculated to draw his eye. Last night had changed something—shifted the air between us, charged it with something electric. 

He couldn’t look away. 

I bent at the waist, fingers digging into the earth to wrench free a stubborn weed. The shorts rode up, the fabric clinging to the curve of my ass. No panty lines. 

Let him look. 

I could feel his stare like a physical touch, tracing the exposed skin of my thighs, the dampness there that had nothing to do with the morning dew. My breath hitched as I imagined his thoughts—wondering if I was bare beneath the khaki, if the wetness he saw was proof of how badly I wanted him. 

A shiver raced down my spine. 

Let him wonder.

His boot caught on the coiled garden hose, sending him stumbling forward with a sharp gasp. Before he could regain his balance, he crashed into Maggie, their bodies colliding in a tangle of limbs as they tumbled onto the freshly turned earth. The scent of damp soil and crushed herbs filled the air as he scrambled to his knees, heart hammering against his ribs. 

"Shit—Maggie, I'm so sorry—" His voice was rough, strained, as he reached for her, fingers brushing over the curve of her elbow before pulling her upright. She was laughing, her cheeks flushed, strands of copper hair clinging to her dirt-smudged skin. He swallowed hard, his hands trembling as he swept the earth from her arms, her legs, the delicate slope of her collarbone. 

Then his fingers stilled. 

The thin fabric of her shirt clung to her, damp from sweat, the outline of her breasts unmistakable beneath it. His throat tightened, his pulse roaring in his ears as his gaze traced the rise and fall of her chest. She was still talking—something about tripping over the same damn hose last week—but her words faded into white noise. 

A beat of silence. 

Then she felt it too—the shift in the air, the heat coiling between them. Her breath hitched as she looked up, her green eyes darkening when she caught the hunger in his stare. The way his jaw clenched, the rapid throb of his pulse beneath his skin. And lower—the unmistakable press of his erection straining against his jeans. 

A flush crept up his neck as he started to turn away, shame flickering across his face. 

Her fingers curled around his wrist, stopping him. 

"Mike." Her voice was soft, barely a whisper, but it sent a shiver down his spine. "Are you sure?" 

He turned back to her, his palm cradling her cheek, his thumb brushing the smudge of dirt near her lip. "Surer than I've ever been about anything," he murmured, his voice thick. 

Her lashes fluttered, her breath warm against his skin. "People would say it's wrong." 

His chest ached, the words sticking in his throat. "Do you think it's wrong?" 

She hesitated, her gaze dropping. "I don't know if it's right or wrong," she admitted, her voice trembling. "But if you're certain... I want this too." 

A ragged groan tore from his lips as he sank to his knees, pressing his forehead against the soft curve of her stomach. Her fingers threaded through his hair, nails scraping lightly against his scalp, and he shuddered, his entire body alight with need. 

"Inside," she breathed, her voice firm despite the tremor in it. 

He nodded, rising on unsteady legs. The yard was quiet, the only sound the distant hum of cicadas. The low fence offered little privacy, but the house—the house was theirs. 

Her phone buzzed as they stepped into the kitchen—Chris, announcing his plans, giving them hours of uninterrupted time. Her fingers fumbled with the lock, the click of the bolt sliding home sending a thrill through him. Then her hand was in his, warm and sure, leading him down the hall. 

The bedroom door closed behind them with a soft thud, the lock turning with finality. 

She leaned back against the wood, watching him. He stood motionless in the center of the room, his hands flexing at his sides, his chest rising and falling with uneven breaths. 

A slow smile curved her lips as she pushed away from the door, closing the distance between them. Her body molded against his, her palms skimming the hard planes of his chest, the taut muscles of his shoulders. His breath hitched as her touch sent another tremor through him. 

She tilted her head, studying the way his body responded to her—the way his pupils dilated, the way his fingers twitched at his sides. 

"Mike," she murmured, her voice teasing but curious. "You're not a virgin, are you?"

"No," he murmured, his voice thick with desire, shaking his head. His fingers twitched at his sides, aching to reach for her.

"Good." Her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "Now help me out of these clothes."

His cock throbbed painfully against the confines of his jeans, but when he lifted her shirt over her head and her full, perfect breasts spilled free, he nearly groaned aloud. The sight alone made him impossibly harder. She turned, presenting him with the delicate clasp of her bra, the satin straps sliding against her sun-kissed skin. His fingers fumbled slightly as he unhooked it, his breath hitching when she held the cups in place, teasing him with the promise of what lay beneath.

Then she turned back to him, letting the lace fall away.

Her nipples were already stiff peaks, dusky pink and begging for his mouth. He swallowed hard, his tongue heavy with the need to taste her.

She guided him to the bed, positioning herself between his spread thighs until her breasts hovered just above his lips.

"Touch me, Mike," she breathed, her voice low and commanding. "I need your hands on me."

At first, his touch was hesitant, reverent—but the way her breath hitched, the way her body arched into his palms, gave him confidence. His fingers traced the soft weight of her, kneading gently until she moaned.

"Harder," she urged, her nails scraping lightly over his shoulders. "I won't break."

Then, her voice dropped to a whisper, dark with need. "Don’t you want to taste me?"

The words sent a bolt of heat straight to his cock. He didn’t hesitate—he sealed his lips around one taut peak, sucking hard, swirling his tongue in slow, deliberate circles. Her gasp was music. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him close as she rocked against his mouth.

"God, yes—just like that," she panted. "Use your tongue—flick it—oh, fuck, Mike—"

Every sound she made, every shudder that wracked her body, only made him hungrier. He switched to her other nipple, lavishing it with the same attention, his fingers mirroring the motions on the first.

She arched, crying out, her hips rolling helplessly. "Yes—yes, just like that—"

Then her hands were on his, guiding them lower, pressing his palms against the damp heat between her legs. His fingers trembled as he worked the button of her shorts.

"Easy," she soothed, her breath warm against his ear. "We have all night."

With a sinuous twist of her body, the fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her bare and glorious before him. His pulse roared in his ears.

She stepped back just long enough to straddle his thighs, her breasts once more within reach. He groaned, taking her into his mouth again, worshipping her with lips and tongue as she guided his hand back to her other nipple.

"Now," she whispered, her voice rough with need. "Make me feel it everywhere."

His fingers obeyed, pinching, rolling—matching the rhythm of his mouth. Her head fell back, her moans filling the room, and he knew—he’d never wanted anything more in his life.

Still gripping his other hand, she guided it between her thighs, pressing his fingers firmly against the slick heat of her. His breath hitched as she rocked her hips, grinding against his touch with slow, deliberate movements. 

"Feel that, Mike?" Her voice was a husky whisper, thick with desire. "That’s all for you. Every drop. Your hands, your mouth—God, your cock—I need them all. I need you." 

She rode his fingers with increasing urgency, her wetness coating them until they glistened. Then, with a wicked grin, she pulled his hand to her lips, swirling her tongue around one dripping digit before sucking it deep into her mouth. A shudder ran through him at the sight. 

"Mmm," she hummed, eyes dark with mischief as she tugged his hand toward his own face. "Delicious. Don’t you want a taste?" 

He hesitated only a second before closing his eyes and drawing his finger into his mouth. The flavor exploded on his tongue—sweet, musky, hers—and his eyes flew open in surprise. 

"Fuck, that’s—" 

"Good?" She laughed, delighted. "I know. Now stand up, baby." 

The moment he was on his feet, she sank to her knees before him, fingers working his jeans open with practiced ease. The fabric pooled at his ankles, and he stepped free, pulse hammering as she sat back on her heels, her gaze locked on the straining bulge in his boxers. 

Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips unconsciously, and his cock twitched in response. 

"Oh my," she murmured, fingers hooking into the waistband of his briefs. "Look at you." 

The second his erection sprang free, she gave a low, appreciative hum. 

"Sit," she ordered, nudging him back onto the bed before settling between his spread thighs. One hand cradled his balls while the other struggled to wrap around his girth. The first brush of her lips against his tip had him groaning, his hips jerking involuntarily. 

"Fuck, Maggie—I can’t—" 

But it was too late. Her mouth enveloped him, hot and wet, and he came with a strangled shout, spilling down her throat in thick, pulsing waves. She swallowed greedily, her throat working around him, and for a dizzying moment, he swore he’d never stop. 

When she finally pulled away, lips glistening, she waved off his stammered apologies with a smirk. 

"Don’t be ridiculous. That just means I did my job right." She traced a fingertip along his thigh, watching the way his muscles jumped. "Besides…" Her smile turned wicked. "We’ve got plenty of time for round two. And three. And—" 

He blinked. "There’s more?" 

"Mmhmm." She leaned in, nipping at his lower lip. "But first, tell me… How much do you really know about what makes a woman come apart, Mike?" 

His fingers stilled on her breast, his cheeks flushing. "I—uh. Health class? Some army lectures…" 

Her laugh was low, sinful. "Oh, sweetheart. We’re going to have so much fun."

She let out a soft, derisive laugh, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Oh, I can just picture those films—stiff, outdated lectures warning you about 'protecting your precious cargo.'" Her voice dripped with exaggerated formality, mimicking the dry tone of those instructional reels so perfectly that Mike couldn’t help but chuckle. 

Shifting against the pillows she’d propped against the headboard, she stretched her legs wide, the invitation in her posture unmistakable. "Consider this your first real lesson in Maggie’s Academy of Pleasure," she purred, her lips curving into a wicked grin. 

His brows knitted in confusion, but she only laughed again, low and throaty. "Don’t overthink it, sweetheart. I’ll demonstrate." 

With a crook of her finger, she beckoned him closer, and he obeyed, drawn in by the magnetic pull of her confidence. She caught him in a deep, lingering kiss before pulling back, her gaze locking onto his as she gestured down to the glistening pink folds between her thighs. 

His breath hitched. "Oh—" he murmured, a slow grin spreading across his face as he leaned in, mesmerized by the sight of her fingers parting herself, revealing the delicate, flushed flesh beneath. 

"These," she murmured, tracing the plump, sensitive edges with a fingertip, "are my lips." The way she said it—soft and deliberate—sent a shiver down his spine. "And this," she continued, circling the swollen bud at the crest, "is my clit. But just like some cocks, it’s got a little hood." With a teasing tug, she revealed the glistening pearl beneath, already taut with arousal. 

"Most women love having their pussy played with—licked, sucked, stroked—especially here." She arched slightly as her own touch sent a ripple of pleasure through her. "But for some, it’s too much. Overwhelming. Especially after they’ve already come." 

As if to emphasize her point, a slick, translucent bead welled at her entrance, clinging for a breathless moment before trailing down the curve of her sex. 

She moaned softly as she slid a finger inside herself, coating it in her own wetness before withdrawing. "This," she whispered, holding her glistening finger between them, "is what happens when a woman is turned on. It should taste good—clean, sweet. If it doesn’t? If it’s off? That’s a warning sign." 

He shook his head instinctively, but she silenced him with a press of her damp finger against his lips. "Mike," she murmured, her voice thick with promise, "one day, you’ll meet someone who makes your heart race. And everything you learn here? Every skill? You’ll use it to worship her." 

His tongue flicked out, tasting her, and she shuddered at the contact. But he still shook his head, stubborn. 

"There’s one last thing," she breathed, guiding his hand between her thighs. "Slide your finger in—palm up. Mmm, just like that. Gentle. Perfect." She bit her lip as he obeyed, her hips shifting to welcome him deeper. "You don’t always have to be this careful, but the first time you’re inside a woman? It should be like..." 

"Scouting the terrain?" he offered, his voice rough with awe. 

She laughed, delighted. “Exactly. Now tell me—how do I feel?" 

His breath came faster, his cock throbbing at the sheer heat of her. "Fuck, Maggie—you’re burning inside..."

Her breath hitched, a soft, needy sound escaping her lips. "Oh, baby... you have no idea how wet you're making me," she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. Every second, the ache between her thighs grew more insistent, her body trembling with anticipation. "But touch me here... feel what you do to me." 

His eyes darkened as he watched her stomach muscles tense—just a subtle shift—but inside, her walls fluttered around his finger before clenching tight, squeezing him in a slow, deliberate pulse. 

"Fuck," he groaned, his cock twitching against his thigh. 

She laughed, low and throaty, her hips rocking against his hand. "Kegels, darling. A woman’s secret weapon." Her smirk was wicked. "And trust me, I’ve had years of practice." 

Her breath caught as he explored deeper, his fingertip tracing the velvety heat of her. "Now... up higher," she instructed, guiding him with her voice. "Right there—oh god—yes." Her head fell back as he found that sweet, hidden ridge, her body arching off the bed. "That spot... it’s—oh—different for every woman, but when you find it..." 

"Rougher," he murmured, mesmerized by the way her skin flushed, her nipples pebbling into tight, desperate peaks. 

“Yes.” The word was a moan as he pressed firmly, her thighs trembling around him. "Just like that... fuck, just like that." 

She collapsed back against the pillows, her chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. "Now... explore me," she purred, spreading her legs wider in invitation. "Take your time. Learn what makes me scream." Her fingers tangled in his hair, tugging him closer. "You already know how much I love your mouth on my nipples... your tongue on my clit..." 

A shiver ran through her as his thumb circled that aching bud, her hips lifting greedily. "Two ways to make me come undone," she gasped. "Suck my tits while you fuck me with your fingers... or bury your face between my legs and make me forget my own name." 

His cock throbbed, straining against his jeans, but the hunger in her eyes was even more intoxicating. He hesitated, his voice rough. "How do I—?" 

She silenced him with a finger against his lips, her smile sinful. "Do whatever you want, baby," she whispered. "I’ll let you know if it’s not working for me." Her nails scraped lightly down his chest. "But something tells me... you’ll know exactly when I’m close." She nipped his lower lip. "Now... kiss me."

He closed the distance between them, his lips finding hers with an urgency that melted into something far more intoxicating. In mere moments, she rewrote everything he thought he knew about kissing—her mouth moving against his with a slow, deliberate heat that left him breathless. It wasn’t the hungry, sloppy desperation of backseat fumbling or darkened theaters. No, this was something else entirely—a languid, sensual dance that made his pulse hammer wildly beneath his skin. 

Her lips weren’t plush or exaggerated, but they were perfect—soft yet commanding, parting just enough to let him taste her, to feel the slick warmth of her tongue teasing his. She didn’t devour him; she savored him, as if every brush of her mouth was a promise of something deeper, something more. His cock ached, leaking against his thigh, but he forced himself to match her pace, to let this moment stretch as long as she wanted. 

Her hands were everywhere, tracing the hard planes of his chest, skimming down the dip of his spine, gripping the tight curve of his ass with possessive hunger. He followed her lead, his own touch growing bolder as his trembling eased into something steadier, more assured. When her tongue dragged a slow, searing path down his neck, he shuddered, his own mouth mirroring the motion along her collarbone. The sound she made—low, throaty, almost a purr—sent a fresh wave of heat straight to his groin. 

Her nipples were rigid peaks pressing into his chest, demanding attention. He cupped one, rolling the stiff bud between his fingers, and her sharp inhale made him hesitate—until he saw her. Head thrown back, lips parted around a bitten-back moan, her lashes fluttering against flushed cheeks. The faint curve of her smile told him everything he needed to know. 

Lowering his mouth, he flicked his tongue over one taut nipple, then the other, teasing them with featherlight strokes that had her arching against him. His hands roamed lower, discovering the silken skin of her inner thighs—so soft, so impossibly sensitive. Every shiver, every choked whimper only spurred him on, his own arousal a relentless throb between his legs. 

God, he wanted her. Wanted to sink into her, to lose himself in the wet heat he could already imagine. But this—this was something just as intoxicating. The way she responded to him, the way her body yielded and trembled beneath his touch. She wasn’t just letting him explore; she was guiding him, teaching him, showing him exactly how to unravel her. 

And fuck, if that wasn’t the most exhilarating thing he’d ever experienced.

Maggie’s emotions tangled in a delicious, forbidden web. This was the boy she’d watched grow, the one she’d tucked into bed and scolded for scraped knees—yet here he was, his mouth hot against her skin, his hands learning her body with an eager reverence that sent shivers down her spine. The innocence in his touch, the way he fumbled just enough to remind her of his inexperience, only stoked the fire inside her. It wasn’t just lust—it was something darker, sweeter, the thrill of corruption wrapped in velvet. His youth, his desperate gratitude, the way his breath hitched when she guided him—it all twisted into a heady cocktail that made her clench around nothing, aching to ruin him in the best possible way. She wanted to ride him until his legs gave out, until he begged for mercy, only to start all over again the moment he caught his breath. 

His lips crashed back into hers, hungry and untamed, while his fingers teased her nipples into stiff peaks, rolling and tugging until she arched off the bed with a gasp. When his mouth closed over one, sucking hard, she tangled her fingers in his hair, holding him there. “Oh God, yes, baby—” The words spilled out in a breathless moan. “Just like that—don’t stop.” 

Her hips rolled against the sheets, thighs falling open in shameless invitation. He didn’t hesitate, his palm sliding down her stomach, fingers slipping through the slick heat between her legs. The first brush of his touch made her whimper, and when he pushed inside, curling just right against that sweet, swollen spot, she nearly sobbed. “Fuck—yes, right there—” Her back bowed, nails digging into his shoulders as pleasure coiled tight, threatening to snap. 

Then his thumb grazed her clit—once, twice—and the world shattered. Her climax ripped through her, violent and blinding, muscles clamping around his fingers as she cried out, her face twisted in ecstasy. For a heartbeat, it was almost too much, pleasure bordering on pain, before she collapsed back, boneless and breathless, her skin flushed and glowing. 

When she finally opened her eyes, he was staring at her like she’d hung the stars. And then—oh, then—her hand found him, wrapping around his aching length, her thumb swirling over the slick head. His groan was raw, primal, and the way his hips jerked into her touch sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly. 

Maggie smirked, squeezing just enough to make his breath hitch. “Feel good?” 

His answer was a rough murmur against her hair, his body trembling under her fingertips. “Uh huh.”

Her lips trailed hot, open-mouthed kisses down the firm plane of his chest, her tongue flicking against his skin as she murmured, "Oh, sweetheart... I know exactly what would make you feel so much better." 

His breath hitched—a ragged, desperate sound—as her thumb swirled over that tender spot just beneath the head, and he clenched his jaw, fighting the overwhelming urge to spill into her palm. 

"Just relax, baby," she purred, the words dripping with sinful promise. "Let Mama take care of you." There was something deliciously filthy about invoking their past like this, something that sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between her thighs. The way it twisted their history into something forbidden only made her want him more. 

She shifted back, settling onto her heels, her gaze raking over him as he sprawled against the pillows, arms folded behind his head, that cocky smirk playing on his lips. His cock—God, that thick, glorious length—stood proud, curving upward from the dark nest of curls at his groin. A glistening pearl of pre-cum beaded at the tip, and she couldn’t resist. Leaning forward, she swiped her tongue over the velvety head, savoring the salty tang of him, feeling the way his entire body tensed beneath her. 

"Fuck—Maggie, I can’t—" 

"Shhh," she soothed, her voice a husky whisper as she swung a leg over him, her heavy breasts swaying temptingly within his reach. His hands were on her instantly, kneading, squeezing, his thumbs brushing over her stiffened nipples in a way that made her gasp. 

Then she lowered herself—slow, deliberate—and the first slick press of her cunt against his cock had his fingers digging into her flesh, his eyes wide with stunned pleasure. She watched the way his breath stuttered, the way his lips parted in awe, and it only fueled the fire inside her. 

Christ, he was huge. Stretching her, filling her so completely that every inch of her throbbed with the sensation. She took him in slow, torturous increments—sinking down just a little, lifting again, then taking more, her body adjusting to the delicious invasion. Each movement made her inner walls cling to him, the friction dragging against her swollen clit, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her. 

And then—oh God—the thick ridge of him pressed firm against that sweet, aching spot inside her, and she couldn’t hold back anymore. Her hips rolled, grinding down, her head falling back as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. This climax wasn’t as sharp as the last, but it was deeper, richer, her body pulsing around him in slow, decadent waves. 

And when she felt him tense beneath her, his grip bruising on her hips as he thrust up, filling her with his release—she could only moan, lost in the perfect, filthy bliss of it.

Maggie collapsed against him, her breath ragged and warm against his sweat-slicked skin. The rapid thud of his heartbeat beneath her ear was intoxicating, a primal rhythm that matched the aftershocks still pulsing through her. Her fingertip traced lazy circles over the defined planes of his chest, and then—oh—she felt it. The thick, insistent heat of him still buried deep inside her, unyielding even after his release. 

She pushed herself up, blinking in surprise to find Mike grinning up at her, that wicked, knowing smirk that sent a fresh jolt of desire straight to her core. 

"Youth has its perks," he teased, flexing deliberately, making his cock twitch inside her. 

The sudden movement sent a ripple of pleasure through her, her inner walls clenching reflexively around him. A breathless laugh escaped her, the sensation so unexpectedly delicious that she couldn’t help but squirm against him, reveling in the slick friction between them. 

God, he was still so hard. 

The mix of his spend and her own arousal made everything impossibly wet, the glide of him inside her effortless despite his girth. She rocked her hips experimentally, biting her lip as the thick length of him dragged against her sensitive walls. Mike’s hands found her breasts again, thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow, maddening circles, and she had to fight the urge to ride him hard and fast, to chase her own pleasure without restraint. 

But she wanted this to last. 

Wanted to feel him unravel beneath her, inside her, all over again. 

Instead, she slid off him with a reluctant sigh, beckoning him closer with a curl of her finger. The edge of the mattress was perfect—high enough that she could arch her back, legs spread wide, her body on shameless display. 

"Come here," she murmured, voice husky with promise. "This way, you can go as deep as you want. And you can watch." 

She let her thighs fall open wider, knowing exactly how she looked—glistening, swollen, aching for him. 

"Watch how tight I am around you," she whispered. "Watch how much I want you." 

# # # 

Mike’s stamina was nothing short of impressive. Hours melted together in a haze of tangled limbs and breathless laughter, punctuated only by the occasional shift in position or the slick slide of skin against skin. She taught him the delicate art of keeping her wet—whether with the cool slick of lube or the hot drag of his tongue—and he learned fast, his mouth as wicked as the rest of him. 

And god, did he love taking her from behind. 

The way he groaned when he sank into her, hips snapping forward to bury himself to the hilt, told her everything she needed to know. Deep, relentless, possessive—he fucked her like he couldn’t get enough, and she loved every second of it. 

Loved the way he gripped her hips, the way his breath hitched when she clenched around him. 

Loved how he couldn’t seem to stop touching her, tasting her, even when they were both trembling and spent. 

Youth had its perks indeed.

The night had deepened around us, the sky a velvet black by the time hunger finally clawed its way past our insatiable desire for each other. The sizzle of the grill would have to wait—tonight, we raided the remnants of the party instead, assembling haphazard sandwiches and tearing into bags of chips with the ravenous energy of lovers who’d burned through every ounce of stamina. We carried our makeshift feast outside, the soft glow of the pool lights casting rippling reflections over the water, the rest of the garden swallowed by darkness. The high fence cocooned us in perfect secrecy, a silent witness to the way this space had always been ours—a playground of whispered promises and skin slick with desire. 

Even now, the memory of other nights like this one—bodies tangled on lounge chairs, the cool shock of water against overheated skin—sent a shiver down my spine. But tonight, the call of the bedroom was too strong to ignore. We left the patio behind, fingers laced, the promise of what awaited us thickening the air between us. 

Passing through the great room, the blinking red light of the answering machine caught my eye. Mike’s hands found me before I could reach for it, his palms molding possessively over my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples through the thin fabric of my top. Chris’s voice spilled from the speaker, slurred with beer and laughter, explaining his plans to crash elsewhere for the night. 

The machine clicked off, and I twisted in Mike’s arms, capturing his mouth in a slow, hungry kiss. “You know what this means?” I murmured against his lips. 

His grin was pure mischief, his eyes dark with anticipation. “It means I get you all to myself… all night.” Before I could react, he was gone—a blur of motion as he vaulted over the ottoman, dodging furniture with the grace of a man who knew exactly what he was racing toward. The distant thud of his footsteps, the protesting creak of the bedsprings—it painted a vivid picture even before his voice echoed down the hall, teasing and thick with promise. 

“Maggie? You coming? Monster misses you…” 

The rhythmic squeak of the mattress left no room for imagination. Laughter bubbled up inside me, warm and breathless. This boy will be the death of me. But oh, what a glorious way to go. Stretching lazily, I let the anticipation coil tight in my belly before giving in, hurrying toward the bedroom—toward him, toward the heat and hunger that never seemed to fade.


Beneath the Surface


Chapter 1

Max Roberts, twenty-five and usually invincible, lay strapped to the unforgiving gurney as the ambulance screamed through the streets. The rhythmic wail of the sirens matched the throbbing ache in his hip, a cruel reminder of how quickly his perfect day had turned to shit. 

It had started so damn well—a rare day off, the salt-kissed breeze already promising adventure when he’d met up with Mike and Pete. The ocean had been generous, waves rolling in with just the right kind of power, the kind that made his blood hum with anticipation. He’d been eager, maybe too eager, especially when he saw her—his new instructor, all sun-kissed skin and confidence, her body moving with the effortless grace of someone who knew the water like a lover. 

And fuck, that was the problem. 

One moment, he was riding the high of her approving smirk, the next, the ocean had swallowed him whole. A rogue wave, too steep, too greedy, had dragged him down, crushing him against the sandy bottom. The brutal force had stolen his breath, filling his lungs with saltwater while his board—still tethered to his ankle—had become a weapon, slamming into his hip with enough force to make him see stars. For those endless, panicked seconds, he’d been certain something had snapped. 

Then, just like that, the sea had released him. Gasping, choking, he’d broken the surface, his body limp as his friends hauled him onto his board. The adrenaline had dulled the pain at first, but now, immobilized on this damn stretcher, every twinge was a fresh insult. The rigid backboard pressed into his spine, the neck brace an annoying cage. He couldn’t even scratch the itch on his nose, let alone shake off the humiliation of being carted off like some fragile rookie. 

But worse than the pain? The fucking distraction still simmering in his blood. 

Because before the wave had tried to kill him, he’d been too busy imagining what his instructor looked like out of that wetsuit. The way her breasts curved, full and untouched by anything but gravity, the kind that would spill perfectly into his palms. He could almost taste the salt on her skin, the soft, hidden places where the sun never touched—the delicate crease beneath her breasts, the dip of her navel, the swell of her hips, widened just enough from childbirth to make his mouth water. 

Christ, even now, strapped down like some kind of mummy, his body betrayed him. He gritted his teeth, forcing his thoughts to the icy sting of the ocean, the sharp ache in his side—anything to douse the heat coiling low in his gut. 

And then it hit him. 

His car. His shit. All still at the beach. 

Fuck. 

Today was officially the worst.

Allison Richards—Alli to everyone who knew her—tapped her foot impatiently against the sterile floor of the ER, her pulse thrumming with a mix of nerves and adrenaline. At forty-five, she was freshly certified as a nurse practitioner, and today marked her first shift in this new role. The weight of it pressed against her ribs, a tightness that had nothing to do with the fitted scrubs hugging her curves. 

She knew the Head Nurse and the Chief Resident were watching her like hawks, their skepticism practically radiating off them in waves. They didn’t trust her. Not yet. And why would they? She was outspoken, quick-witted, and worse—she flirted without thinking, her laughter too easy, her confidence too bright. Add in the fact that she’d aced every exam, every clinical rotation, with a mind sharp enough to cut glass, and yeah—she got why they felt threatened. 

The Chief of Staff had made it clear: her heritage, her gender—none of it would shield her if she screwed up. They were waiting for her to fail. 

But Alli wasn’t about to give them the satisfaction. 

Right now, her focus was on Exam Room 1, prepping for a young surfer being wheeled in after a wipeout. Age: twenty-five. Vitals stable. Oriented and coherent—good signs. No shark bites, thank fuck. She rolled the portable X-ray into place, then double-checked with radiology to keep CT and MRI on standby. 

Her hands moved with practiced efficiency, stocking the room with dressings, bandages, IV bags, and syringes loaded with antibiotics and tetanus boosters—just in case. Every possible scenario played out in her mind, her memory pulling up textbook images of injuries, treatments, complications. She’d always been like this—able to see the whole damn process before it even happened. 

Her instructors had called it instinct. 

She called it not fucking up. 

Sterile gloves in her size—and the sizes of any residents who might hover over her shoulder—were stacked neatly. Trays of instruments sat ready, wrapped in crisp blue paper, waiting to be torn open. 

A sharp inhale. The scent of antiseptic and her own cinnamon gum filled her lungs as she stole one last moment to herself. The coffee had been bitter, lukewarm, but the caffeine was a necessary jolt. The gum? A habit—one she refused to break, especially when leaning over patients. 

The distant wail of approaching sirens prickled the back of her neck. 

Showtime.

Alli thrived in the electric pulse of the ER—the relentless rhythm of beeping monitors, the sharp scent of antiseptic, the way adrenaline hummed beneath her skin like a second heartbeat. This was her arena, her battleground, where she danced on the razor’s edge between life and death, savoring every victory snatched from the jaws of chaos. There was something undeniably intoxicating about it, a rush that bordered on erotic—the way her mind raced, her body moved with precision, outmaneuvering pain, disease, the cruel whims of fate. 

Her patient—Max, she noted absently, the name registering as she skimmed his chart—was barely older than her own son. That thought flickered through her mind, a quiet pang of maternal instinct, before she buried it beneath practiced professionalism. She spoke to him in warm, easy tones, deliberately avoiding medical jargon, grounding him with the familiarity of his own name. Every touch, every word was calculated—reassurance woven into each action. His condition was stable, remarkably so. Good color, steady vitals, no fractures on the initial X-rays. Just the swelling on his thigh, the lingering uncertainty that would need imaging. 

Then his hand shot out, fingers curling around her wrist with surprising strength, dragging her into his line of sight. The cervical collar kept him from turning, but his eyes—bright, startlingly blue—locked onto hers with an intensity that sent an unexpected jolt through her. 

“Your name,” he demanded, voice rough but insistent. 

And for the first time in years, Alli faltered. 

“Alli,” she answered before she could stop herself, the syllable slipping out like a confession. 

As the gurney rolled away, she exhaled sharply, pulse hammering in her throat. What the hell was that? Professional distance was her armor, her shield—she didn’t blur lines. Not with patients. Not ever. But those eyes, that grip—something had sparked in the space between them, and now she was left standing there, unsettled, as if she’d just stepped too close to an open flame. 

--- 

For Max, the ER was a disorienting whirl of noise and motion—nothing controlled, nothing predictable. Except for her. That voice, low and rich, wrapping around him like smoke. A woman’s voice, definitely, though deeper than he expected, threaded with an authority that sent an odd thrill down his spine. 

He couldn’t see much beyond the edges of the cervical collar, just fleeting glimpses—the crown of someone’s head, the flash of a white coat. Once, he’d tried to turn, instinct driving him to follow the sound of her, only for the rigid brace to bite into his skin, a sharp reminder of his limits. 

“Does your neck hurt?” she’d asked, and he couldn’t tell if the ache was from the injury or from fighting the damn collar. 

But then—her touch. Cool fingers brushing his skin, clinical at first, until that moment she leaned in, close enough for him to catch the faintest hint of cinnamon on her breath. Close enough to see her, even if only for a second. 

And when she told him her name, something inside him tightened. 

Alli. 

He wasn’t sure why it mattered. But it did.

For a fleeting moment, his vision caught on a striking face—raven-black hair cascading like spilled ink around sharp, arresting features. Those eyes—God, those eyes—dark and fathomless, seemed to swallow him whole. Pretty? No. This wasn’t delicate beauty; it was something fiercer, more commanding. The kind of face that left an imprint, a brand. And those eyes… they held depths, shadows lurking beneath the surface. Were they weary? Haunted? He couldn’t tell, but they carried a weight, an ancient knowing that didn’t belong to someone so young. A shiver raced down his spine. 

The Voice—sharp, alert—cut through his thoughts, demanding to know if he was cold, if he was hurting. He answered automatically, but irritation prickled under his skin. She knew his name. Knew him. And yet, he had nothing but a phantom—a presence, a touch, a voice that coiled around him. But he was sure now. It was her. The woman with the midnight hair and those devastating eyes. 

Then, as they maneuvered him out of the room toward Radiology, his fingers shot out, snagging an arm. He pulled, and—yes—there she was. Up close, her eyes weren’t just dark—they were rich, warm brown, deep as a forest at dusk. A doe’s eyes, soft yet watchful. Her expression was serious, professional, but when he demanded her name, something shifted. A spark. A smile that transformed her, lighting her face with an unexpected, breathtaking allure. 

“Alli.” 

Her name rolled through his mind like a slow, deliberate caress as the gurney carried him away. 

--- 

The ER hummed with its usual rhythm, but for Alli, the hours stretched, restless. She cleaned the exam room, tended to patients—a child with poison ivy, a stressed ad exec, a man nursing the beginnings of an ulcer—but her focus kept splintering. It was an easy shift, almost suspiciously so. Or maybe someone was steering cases away from her. She dismissed the thought, but the quiet left too much space for her mind to wander. 

She called Radiology more than she’d admit, checking on him. Max. Her prize patient. Claustrophobic, they said—common enough—needing sedation before the MRI. Then waiting, always waiting, for the ultrasound tech to finish with another case. When the notification finally came that he was being wheeled back, her pulse gave a traitorous kick. His scans would be in the system soon. 

And she’d see him again.

She guided him back into the sterile sanctuary of the exam room, her fingers brushing against the crisp edges of his chart as she noted the absence of his braces. His gaze burned into her—intense, curious—and she could feel the weight of it like a physical touch tracing her curves. 

"How are you feeling?" she asked, her voice softer than she intended. "Any new symptoms? Severe pain?" The words came out clinical, but her pulse betrayed her, thrumming faster beneath her skin. She forced herself to focus, rattling off the practicalities—food, water, juice—anything to distract from the way his eyes lingered on her mouth. 

"That'd be great, Alli." His voice was rough, edged with amusement. "Feels like I sucked down half the bay when I was trapped underwater." 

A shiver ran through her at the imagery, at the way his lips curved around the words. She turned toward the pitcher of ice chips, acutely aware of his stare following the sway of her hips. The cargo khakis clung to her, the fabric hugging the full, rounded swell of her ass, the slope of her back tapering into a waist cinched by the snug fit of her dusky red shirt. The lab coat hid the rest, but she could practically feel his imagination filling in the gaps—the curve of her breasts, the way the fabric would strain if she arched just so. 

Her fingers trembled slightly as she spooned ice chips between his lips, her gaze flickering up to meet his. Those eyes—god, those eyes. Blue like the heart of a glacier, but alive, molten with flecks of green and gold that danced with something darker, something hungry. Most pale eyes unsettled her, hollow and unreadable, but his... his saw too much. 

Heat flooded her cheeks, her body betraying her in ways she couldn’t control. A slick pulse of arousal tightened low in her belly, her nipples hardening beneath the stiff fabric of her bra, the peaks aching with every breath. She turned sharply to the computer screen, gripping the edge of the counter as if it could steady her. 

What the hell is wrong with you? she scolded herself. He’s practically a kid. You could be his— 

The thought alone sent another jolt of heat between her thighs, her traitorous body clenching at the image of his mouth on her, suckling, claiming. She bit her lip hard, forcing air into her lungs. 

Control. She needed control. 

But his gaze still burned against her back.

If Alli was tangled in the storm of her own conflicted desires, Max had no such uncertainty clouding his thoughts. His focus was razor-sharp—those damn cargo khakis needed to come off, and he was already scheming ways to make that happen. 

She sat at the terminal, her fingers flying over the keyboard as she scrolled through reports—his MRI scans, ultrasound images—all clinical detachment while he imagined those same fingers wrapped around his cock. Or better yet, her lips, soft and warm, taking him deep. The thought alone sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. He barely stifled a groan as his hand brushed against the growing hardness beneath the thin hospital gown, his cock twitching in response. 

Fuck. 

What would she do if she turned around right now and saw him like this? Fully hard, aching for her? The mental image alone had him biting back a curse. Icebergs. Think about icebergs, man. But it was useless. Her ass was right there, snug in those khakis, and his mind kept circling back to how it would feel to have her straddle him, her hair spilling over his stomach as she— 

Shit. 

He was losing this battle fast. 

Across the room, Alli finally exhaled, forcing her focus back to the screen. All his results were clear—no fractures, no internal damage. Just bruising. Good. Safe. 

But when she dared a glance his way, her gaze snagged on something else entirely. The subtle shift beneath his gown. The way his body betrayed him just as hers had moments ago—hardening, softening, then hardening again, as if caught in the same relentless pull of want. 

Her breath hitched. 

She should look away. She should be professional. But the sight of him—half-lidded eyes, the faintest smirk playing at his lips—sent another pulse of heat between her thighs. 

Swallowing hard, she forced her voice steady. "Alright, Max. We’ll get you cleaned up and bandaged now that we know everything’s fine." 

His gaze flicked to the door, a flicker of panic cutting through the haze of lust. "We who?" 

The last thing he wanted was an interruption. Not when the air between them was this thick, this charged. 

Not when she was this close to breaking every rule in the book.

Her cheeks burned crimson as she fumbled for words. "Oh," she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don’t know why we medical types insist on saying 'we'—as if I’ve got some royal entourage lurking behind me." She flashed him a smile, the kind that transformed her sharp, professional beauty into something breathtaking, something that made his pulse stutter. His grin in return was effortless, a slow, knowing curve of his lips, and before he could stop himself, he winked—bold, unthinking, completely instinctual.

For a heartbeat, she faltered, her brows knitting together in surprise before her lips parted in an even wider, more dazzling smile. And then—she winked back.

Turning away, she busied herself with the basin, filling it with warm water, her fingers trembling slightly as she tore open a fresh pack of antiseptic wipes. Every breath felt too shallow, her heart hammering against her ribs. Her nipples were tight, aching peaks beneath her blouse, and she was painfully aware of the damp heat pooling between her thighs. God, when had he stopped being just a patient? When had he become this—this man, all dark, smoldering intensity and blatant desire? It had been so long since she’d allowed herself to feel like this, to want like this.

With deliberate care, she began cleaning the abrasions along his hip and thigh, her touch firm yet tender, the way she’d been taught years ago. She kept her voice light, chatting about surfing, his job, the latest films—anything to distract them both. But it was useless. Beneath the thin sheet, his cock stirred, thickening, until it stood proudly against the fabric, the outline unmistakable.

She swallowed hard, forcing herself to explain—as clinically as possible—that this was a natural response, adrenaline and proximity and nothing more. But her gaze kept flickering back, mesmerized by the sheer size of him, the way his length twitched as if begging for her touch. The urge to wrap her fingers around him, to taste him, was nearly overwhelming. A sharp, inward laugh echoed in her mind—Allison, you’re going to get yourself labeled a cougar if you’re not careful.

Max, meanwhile, was locked in his own private battle. Should he play it cool, pretend this wasn’t happening? Or should he reach out, take her wrist, and guide her hand right where he ached for it? As she leaned closer, her lab coat gaped open, revealing the tight peaks of her nipples pressing insistently against her blouse. No bra. The realization sent a fresh jolt of heat straight to his groin. Christ, he thought, his mouth going dry. They had to be perfect—dark and taut, just like the rest of her. His cock throbbed in response, twitching as fantasies of her bare skin, her moans, flooded his mind.

The sharp crackle of the intercom shattered the tension-thick air, jolting Alli from the intoxicating haze between them. The Chief Resident's impending arrival sent her pulse skyrocketing—not just from fear, but from the delicious thrill of what she was about to propose. Her breath hitched as she met Max's darkened gaze, her own pupils blown wide with reckless desire. 

"Christ Almighty..." She exhaled sharply, biting her lower lip before flashing him a look that was equal parts mischief and desperation. "Might as well go down swinging, right? Any chance you can will that monster of yours into submission? Funeral dirges? Arctic plunges?" 

His grin was pure sin, unapologetic and hungry. "Way past that, sweetheart." The low rumble of his voice sent a shiver straight between her thighs. 

Her mind raced—professional ruin be damned—because the second that door swung open and the Chief saw Max's obscenely hard cock tenting the sheets, there’d be no explaining her way out of this. Without hesitation, her fingers flew to the door lock, clicking it shut with finality. When she turned back, her breath came faster, her body already thrumming with anticipation. 

"Think you can come fast if I help?" The words tumbled out, husky and bold. 

His stunned silence only fueled her boldness. 

Fingers trembling—not from nerves, but need—she undid the buttons of her blouse with deliberate slowness, letting the fabric part to reveal the swell of her breasts spilling over the lace of her bra. His sharp inhale was all the encouragement she needed. 

"I said," she repeated, voice dropping to a sultry whisper, "do you think you can come fast if I touch you?" 

"Fuck, you're serious." His gaze burned over her, searing like a brand. 

"Deadly." She smirked, watching his throat bob as he swallowed hard. 

Reaching for the lotion, she warmed it between her palms, the slick sound obscene in the quiet room. Then, with one swift motion, she yanked the sheet away, exposing him fully—thick, flushed, and achingly hard. Her fingers closed around him, stroking firmly from root to tip, spreading the lotion until his cock glistened under her touch. A ragged groan tore from his chest as his hips jerked involuntarily, his balls tightening beneath her ministrations. 

"God, yes," he gritted out, his hand reaching for her, fingers skimming the curve of her breast before circling her nipple in slow, torturous spirals. 

A whimper escaped her as pleasure sparked through her, but she forced herself to focus. "I know, baby," she murmured, arching into his touch before pulling away just long enough to shrug off her lab coat. Then she leaned in, one arm sliding beneath him to cradle his shoulders, bringing his mouth dangerously close to her aching flesh. "But we’re on the clock."

"Gorgeous," he breathed, his voice thick with desire before capturing her nipple between his lips, sucking greedily as his fingers found their way to her other breast, kneading the soft flesh with desperate hunger. Her own focus returned to the thick, pulsing length in her hand, still awed by the sheer size of him—the swollen head now a deep, flushed purple, veins standing proud along the shaft, curving slightly to the right, glistening with the slick evidence of his arousal. A primal ache coiled low in her belly, her mouth watering at the thought of taking him deep, swallowing every drop, or better yet—feeling him stretch her wide, filling her until they were both trembling and spent. But time was slipping away, the urgency pressing between them. 

Her thumb circled the sensitive crown, teasing the slit, spreading his pre-cum as her other hand worked his shaft in slow, deliberate strokes. Then his fingers brushed against her zipper, clumsy with need, and she let out a breathless laugh as he rasped, 

"I need to feel you, Alli. I need your pussy." 

Her smile was wicked as she tugged the zipper down one-handed, guiding his palm between her thighs, where she was already slick and bare for him. A gasp tore from her lips as his fingers plunged inside, his thumb finding her clit in relentless circles. His cock jerked in her grip, throbbing hard at the realization—no panties, just warm, wet flesh waiting for him. 

"Christ," he groaned against her breast, pulling back just enough to growl, "I have to taste you. Right fucking now." 

"Shh, easy," she soothed, though her own breath was uneven as she let her slacks pool at her feet. "We have to be careful—" 

"Fuck careful," he gritted out, his hands already gripping her hips. "I don’t give a damn about my leg. I need you. Now." 

With a shaky exhale, she straddled his face, one knee braced carefully beside him, but he gave her no chance to hesitate—his arms locked around her, dragging her down until his mouth was buried against her, his tongue lashing her clit in rough, hungry strokes. She bit back a moan, her fingers tightening around his cock as she bent over him, her own lips parting in anticipation before she took him deep, savoring the salt and heat of him. 

One hand cradled his balls, rolling them gently, while the other traced lower, fingertips brushing the tight furl of his ass, teasing just enough to make him buck beneath her. 

"Close," he panted against her, his voice rough. "Come with me. Let me feel you come on my tongue. Fuck—just let go." 

Her hips jerked, her thighs trembling as pleasure coiled tighter, but she pulled back just enough to murmur against his shaft, "I want every drop. Give it to me, Max. Now."

Her lips returned to his throbbing length, swirling her tongue around the swollen head before taking him deep into her mouth. She sucked hard on each upward stroke, her fingers tightening around the base as she felt his balls draw up tight against his body—a telltale sign of his impending release. They hardened beneath her touch, heavy with seed, and she moaned around him, the vibration sending a shudder through his hips. 

Her thumb pressed more insistently against his tight entrance, teasing, testing the resistance, imagining how it would feel to push inside. But before she could explore further, Max’s fingers plunged into her—two thick digits driving into her soaked pussy while another pair pressed against her ass, stretching, claiming. The dual invasion shattered her control, her thighs clamping around his head as his tongue lashed her clit in relentless, maddening strokes. 

She rode his face, grinding down, her muscles taut from years of gripping saddles, now gripping him just as fiercely. Her orgasm crashed over her, wet and unrestrained, her juices spilling over his lips as he drank her in, his tongue delving deep, fucking her through the waves of pleasure. 

Then his cock pulsed violently in her mouth, and she quickened her strokes, her fingers working in tandem with her lips, swirling, sucking, milking him. The first hot burst hit the back of her throat, thick and salty, and she swallowed greedily, savoring the taste of him. A stray trickle escaped, warm against her skin, and she laughed breathlessly, wiping it away with the back of her hand. 

But Max wasn’t done. His mouth still clung to her, his tongue relentless, as if determined to wring another climax from her trembling body. 

Then—the shrill beep of her pager. The intercom crackling to life. 

Fuck. 

"Max—let go," she gasped, tugging at his hair. "They're coming." 

He groaned, releasing her hips, his head falling back against the pillows in frustration. "I don’t even have clothes," he muttered, sounding more like a petulant boy than the man who had just wrecked her with his mouth. 

She bit back a smile, scrambling to cover him with a hospital gown, wiping him down hastily before smoothing her own clothes back into place. Her fingers trembled as she fastened her lab coat, the scent of sex still clinging to her skin. 

Just as she turned to tend to his wounds, his hand caught hers, his grip urgent. 

"This isn’t over," he said, his voice rough, his eyes dark with promise. "I don’t even know your last name. Your number. You can’t just walk out."

Her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as she gazed down at him, her fingers lingering against his skin for a heartbeat longer than necessary. "Here’s the deal," she murmured, her voice a husky promise. "Let’s get you through this last exam. After that…" She let the words hang, teasing, before adding, "I’m sure I can scrounge up some scrubs for you. Unless you’d rather stay like this?" Her eyes flickered with mischief as she traced a lazy path down his chest. 

His breath hitched, and she felt the heat of his gaze like a physical touch. "Need a ride home?" she asked, already knowing the answer. When he nodded, she leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Lucky for you, my shift ends in twenty minutes. So… where should I take you?" 

His grin was pure temptation, dark and hungry. "Anywhere," he said, his fingers tightening around hers, "as long as it’s your place. Because this?" He gestured between them, his eyes burning. "This isn’t over." 

A shiver raced down her spine, her pulse quickening at the raw need in his voice. "Deal," she breathed, flashing him a wicked wink just as the door swung open, the Chief Resident stepping inside—unaware of the fire still smoldering between them.


Chapter 2

Allison Richards, Nurse Practitioner, had tucked her young patient, Max Roberts, into the soft expanse of her own bed, knowing the extra space would let him stretch out and sink into a deeper rest. She’d planned to take the couch—professional distance and all that—but Max had shut that idea down with a stubborn insistence that wherever she slept, he’d follow. Bed, couch, floor, or bathtub. His words had been playful, but the heat behind them was unmistakable.

She’d expected exhaustion to claim him quickly after the day’s ordeal, but when she finally stepped out of the bathroom—dressed in nothing but an oversized T-shirt and a pair of loose boxers—she found him propped up on one elbow, his gaze sharp and restless. The flicker of uncertainty in his eyes sent her straight to his side, her medical instincts overriding everything else. 

“Max,” she murmured, her voice low with concern as she reached for him. “Are you hurting?” 

His fingers brushed hers, warm and seeking. “A little,” he admitted, his voice rough. “But that’s not…” He trailed off, jaw tightening. 

“What is it?” She grabbed the pain meds she’d filled earlier, her movements efficient, distracted. 

His next words stopped her cold. 

“You were in there so long. I thought maybe you’d decided to bail.” 

Her fingers stilled. Slowly, she turned to face him fully, the intensity in his gaze sending a shiver down her spine. The raw vulnerability there—the way he was looking at her like she held the answer to something unspoken—made her pulse stutter. Setting the pills and water aside, she took his hand in hers, her thumb tracing idle circles over his knuckles before she leaned in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to his lips. 

“I haven’t changed my mind,” she whispered against his mouth. “But I need to know what you want from this.” 

A flush crept up his neck, his fingers flexing against hers before he pulled back, raking a hand through his already tousled hair. “Honestly, Alli? I haven’t gotten that far. All I know is I’m fucking gone for you. And what happened earlier… Christ, I’ve never felt anything like that before.” His voice dropped, rough with need. “Right now, I just want you.” 

She smiled, slow and knowing. “Then let’s get you healed up first. But if you do figure out what you want…” She let the implication hang between them, her gaze locked on his. 

“Ditto,” he murmured, his fingers tangling in the length of her braid before he tugged her down, sealing his mouth over hers in a kiss that was anything but patient. 

His tongue slid against hers, hot and demanding, while his free hand traced a slow, torturous path down her body—over the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist—until his thumb found the hardened peak of her nipple through the thin fabric of her shirt. He teased it lazily, rolling the stiff bud between his fingers until she gasped, her back arching into his touch. 

“By the way,” he growled against her throat, his breath scorching her skin, “if you thought this outfit would keep me from getting hard for you… you were dead wrong.”

Max captured her hand in his, pressing a slow, heated kiss to her palm before guiding it down to the hard length of him, already straining against his boxers. His lips trailed lower, teeth grazing the stiff peak of her nipple through the damp fabric of her shirt. "Fuck, Alli," he murmured against her skin, his breath hot and uneven. "If you thought this outfit would keep me from wanting you, you were dead wrong. It just makes me want to tear it off you faster."

A shiver raced down her spine as she arched into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair to hold him closer. "I thought you'd be exhausted," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "After everything today—the ER, the beach, the traffic..."

But Max wasn’t listening. His hands were already working the button of her boxers, fingers slipping inside to find her slick and aching for him. A low groan tore from his throat as he traced her wetness, his own need making him shift restlessly beneath her. The movement must have tugged at his injury because she felt him tense, pulling back in concern.

"Max—"

"I'm fine," he gritted out, though his jaw was tight. "Just sore. And stiff."

She laughed, the sound warm and throaty, her fingers teasing through his hair. "I can see that. Need any help?"

His eyes darkened, desire flaring hotter. "Yeah. Lose the clothes while I get my bearings."

She hesitated, just for a heartbeat. "If you're sure—"

He didn’t let her finish. Catching her braid, he dragged her mouth back to his in a searing kiss, his tongue claiming hers with possessive hunger. "I’ve never been more sure of anything," he growled against her lips. "This afternoon wasn’t enough. I need more. All of you." A sharp, playful smack landed on her ass. "Now stop stalling and get naked."

Alli didn’t need to be told twice. In one fluid motion, she yanked her shirt over her head, tossing it aside before shimmying out of her boxers, letting them pool at her feet. The air between them crackled as she stood before him, utterly bare, her body a lush, intoxicating feast.

Max’s breath caught. She was fucking breathtaking. Her full breasts swayed slightly with each breath, dusky nipples tight and begging for his mouth. Her skin, a rich copper glow, stretched over curves that made his mouth water—the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the soft swell of her stomach. And those legs—long, powerful, made for wrapping around him.

She smirked, one hand resting on her hip, her gaze raking over his naked form with equal appreciation. "Still sure?" she teased, her voice dripping with challenge.

Max’s answer was a growl as he closed the distance between them. "Try and stop me."

"Does this look like a man with even a shred of hesitation?" Max growled, his cock standing thick and proud between them, veins pulsing visibly beneath flushed skin as it swayed with each ragged breath. The swollen head glistened with pre-cum, the heavy weight of his arousal impossible to ignore. 

Alli prowled around the bed with feline grace, dropping to her knees before him with deliberate slowness. One hand cradled the tight heat of his sac, fingers kneading gently, while the other wrapped around his shaft, holding him steady at the perfect height. He caught the whisper of her breath against his skin before she murmured something that sounded suspiciously like perfect—then her lips parted, warm and wet, swallowing him down in one smooth glide. 

A guttural moan tore from his throat as his hips jerked forward instinctively, craving more of that exquisite pressure. His hands tangled in her hair, fingers tightening beneath the thick rope of her braid as he surrendered to the sensation. Her tongue was relentless—flattening against the underside of his cock before swirling around the sensitive ridge, teasing the slit with the very tip. Then, with practiced precision, she hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard as she dragged her mouth up, only to plunge back down, taking him deeper. 

The wet heat of her throat constricted around him, and Max swore he could feel every pulse of his own heartbeat where she had him trapped between lips and tongue. His thighs trembled, the telltale tension coiling at the base of his spine. 

"Close," he warned, voice rough. 

Alli’s eyes flicked open, dark with mischief, the curve of her lips unmistakable even around his girth before she winked and redoubled her efforts. Her fingers tightened slightly at the root of his cock, just enough to heighten the sensation as she worked him with obscene devotion. 

And then he was coming—hard—his release surging down her throat in thick, hot spurts. She swallowed greedily, her throat working around him, milking every last drop as his hips stuttered against her mouth. 

When she finally pulled back, lips slick and swollen, she didn’t relinquish her grip on him entirely. Instead, her free hand drifted between her own thighs, fingertips skating through her damp folds with absent-minded pleasure. The memory of her earlier shower flashed through her mind—how she’d touched herself to the point of trembling release while replaying every filthy moment from the beach. 

It wasn’t like her. Not anymore. Control had been her armor since... well, since everything. Casual encounters were carefully orchestrated, pleasure doled out on her terms. But this—Max—was something else entirely. 

Her fingers circled her clit lazily, not chasing climax, just stoking the fire low in her belly. Anticipation hummed through her veins. Because she knew—knew—this wasn’t over yet.

His cock twitched one last time against her tongue as she swallowed the final salty-sweet drops, her lips still tenderly tracing the swollen head with featherlight strokes. She knew how exquisitely sensitive he’d be now, every nerve ending still humming from release. With a slow, deliberate movement, she let him slip from her mouth, his softening length glistening under the dim light. Before she could catch her breath, his hands were on her, pulling her up with a possessive urgency, his mouth crashing against hers in a kiss that tasted of her own arousal and the lingering musk of his climax. 

One palm cupped the heavy swell of her breast, kneading the soft flesh as his thumb teased her nipple into a stiff peak. The other hand slid down to grip the curve of her ass, pressing her flush against him until she could feel the heat of his body, the damp friction of his skin against hers. A shudder of pleasure rippled through her as his teeth grazed her lower lip, his tongue sweeping in to claim her mouth again. 

Then his lips trailed lower, finding the taut peak of her breast, and the moment his mouth closed over it, a bolt of white-hot need shot straight to her core. Her knees trembled, her body swaying into him with a helpless moan. Max chuckled darkly against her skin, his breath hot and teasing, before he guided her backward, his hands firm on her hips as he lowered her onto the bed. 

She arched beneath him, shifting to make space as he followed her down, his body settling between her thighs with a low groan. His fingers traced the slick heat of her folds, parting her with slow, deliberate strokes. 

"Christ, Alli," he murmured, his voice rough with hunger. "Look at you—so fucking perfect." His fingertip traced the swollen curve of her lips, the delicate flush deepening with every ragged breath she took. "So pink, so wet for me." His tongue flicked out, tasting her, savoring the way she trembled beneath him. "And this—" He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, teasing the swollen bud before drawing it between his lips, sucking gently. "Like a pearl, hidden just for me." 

His words sent another wave of heat through her, her hips lifting instinctively, craving more. But he didn’t stop there. With a growl of approval, he buried his face between her thighs, his tongue plunging deep, fucking her with slow, relentless strokes. His thumb found her clit again, rubbing in tight circles, the rhythm maddeningly unpredictable—just enough to keep her teetering on the edge. 

Her fingers twisted in the sheets, then moved to her own breasts, pinching and tugging at her nipples until sharp, delicious sparks of pleasure shot through her. A low, desperate sound escaped her lips as her hips rolled against his mouth, her body moving without thought, lost in the relentless pressure of his tongue, his fingers. 

Max watched her through hooded eyes, his gaze dark with satisfaction as she unraveled above him. He added another finger, curling them just right inside her, and the moment he heard her gasp—"Yes, fuck, yes"—he doubled his efforts, his mouth working her clit with ruthless precision until her thighs clenched around his head, her back arching off the bed as she came with a cry.

Her body arched violently beneath him, her inner walls clenching in rhythmic waves around his fingers as her climax tore through her. He buried himself deeper, lips sealed against her slick heat, hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks as he drank her in—every pulse, every shudder, every drop of her release spilling over his tongue. He barely lifted for air, only when her trembling thighs threatened to crush him, but even then, he didn’t retreat far. Just enough to taste the salt of her skin before diving back in, lapping at her swollen folds as another orgasm ripped through her without warning. 

A moan tore from his throat as realization struck—Alli wasn’t just coming once. She was unraveling again and again, her body a live wire of pleasure under his mouth. He fucked her relentlessly with his fingers, his thumb grinding tight circles against her clit, his tongue tracing lower, lower—until he found the tight, forbidden knot of her ass. A single, teasing lick made her gasp, her hips jerking off the bed. Then he speared her with his tongue, thrusting deep, fucking her there as her cunt pulsed around his fingers. She shattered instantly, her scream raw and desperate, her muscles locking around him in a vise of ecstasy. 

“Enough—” Her thighs clamped around his head, her voice ragged. “Fuck me. Now.” 

He braced himself on shaking arms, his own need a throbbing ache between his legs. "I don’t know if—" 

“Oh.” Her laugh was breathless, wicked. “Fine. Get up here. Lie down.” 

“Bossy bitch,” he growled, but his grin was pure hunger as he obeyed. 

“Yes.” She straddled him, her smile slow and satisfied as she leaned down to kiss him—deep, filthy, her tongue licking the remnants of herself from his lips. Her fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking him once, twice, before guiding him to her entrance. The slick heat of her made him groan, her body sinking onto him inch by torturous inch. 

She gasped as he filled her, her inner walls stretching, adjusting—then clenching tight around him as she settled fully against his hips. A purr of satisfaction vibrated in her throat as his hands found her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples into stiff peaks. She tested the angle, rolling her hips in a slow, sinuous grind, dragging herself forward until only the head of his cock remained inside her. Then, with a sharp twist of her body, she slammed back down, taking him deep, her nails biting into his chest as pleasure ripped through them both. 

“Fuck,” he hissed, his grip tightening. 

She didn’t stop. She rode him with ruthless precision, each thrust a perfect slide of friction, her body a symphony of gasps and shudders. And when she leaned down to capture his mouth again, her kiss tasted like victory.

His fingers abandoned the soft swell of her breasts, sliding down her slick torso to grip her hips with possessive urgency. The heat between them was unbearable now—a wildfire threatening to consume them both. Though his injured hip kept him pinned beneath her, his body thrummed with need, every muscle taut as he guided her into a faster, harder rhythm. She obeyed without hesitation, her body answering his silent command with a primal hunger that left her trembling. A sheen of sweat glistened between her breasts, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she rode him with reckless abandon. 

The room filled with the lewd, rhythmic slap of skin against skin, the scent of their arousal thick and intoxicating. He could feel the pressure coiling tight in his groin, his release building like a storm. 

“I'm gonna cum,” he growled, his voice rough with desperation. 

She tossed her braid back, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she looked down at him, her eyes dark with lust. “Good,” she purred, her voice dripping with challenge. “Fill me up.” 

Her movements never faltered, her body tightening around him as she chased her own climax. And then—just as she teetered on the edge—his fingers found her clit, stroking her with rough, deliberate circles. 

“Cum with me,” he commanded. 

The moment his touch seared into her, her world shattered. White-hot ecstasy detonated behind her eyelids, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her. She barely registered his own release, the hot pulse of him inside her lost in the blinding intensity of her own climax. 

When she collapsed against him, boneless and spent, he held her close, his heart hammering against hers. For a long moment, there was nothing but the sound of their ragged breathing, the warmth of their tangled limbs. But when she didn’t stir—when her weight remained limp against him—panic clawed at his chest. 

Fuck. Did I kill her? 

His fingers flew to her throat, searching for a pulse. The steady thrum beneath his touch eased the tightness in his chest, and only then did he notice the faint whisper of her breath against his skin. She was alive—just utterly wrecked. 

Smiling to himself, he shifted her carefully, pulling the covers over them both before wrapping himself around her. She sighed, nestling into him with unconscious trust, her body molding perfectly against his. And as he held her—as if he could keep her safe from the world—he let sleep claim him too.


Chapter 3

Allison stirred awake with a slow, languid stretch, her body humming to life beneath the featherlight caress of Max’s fingertips tracing lazy circles along her inner thigh. The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting golden streaks across the sheets, but it was his touch—warm, insistent, teasing—that truly roused her. 

His breath ghosted over her shoulder, lips pressing a trail of kisses along her spine, each one igniting tiny sparks beneath her skin. She arched into him, her body already attuned to his every movement, every shift of his weight against her. 

"Sleep well?" His voice was rough with desire, the words muffled against the curve of her neck. 

She exhaled a soft laugh, twisting just enough to feel the hard length of him pressed against her backside. "Depends. How long have you been awake, plotting your morning seduction?" 

"Long enough to memorize every inch of you," he murmured, his fingers slipping between her thighs, finding her already slick and eager. 

A shiver raced through her as he worked her with slow, deliberate strokes, his touch just shy of maddening. She bit her lip, torn between surrendering to the delicious torment and rolling him beneath her to take what she craved. Instead, she melted back against him, tilting her face up to meet his mouth as he kissed her eyelids, the bridge of her nose—gentle, worshipful. 

It still amazed her, this connection between them. The way he could unravel her with nothing more than a whisper, a touch. The years between them didn’t matter here, not when his hands knew her body better than she knew herself. 

His lips closed around her nipple, tugging gently, and she gasped, her hips rocking instinctively against his palm. The pleasure built in slow, molten waves, coiling tighter with every stroke, every flick of his tongue. 

And then he was moving, urging her onto her stomach, guiding her to the edge of the bed until she was spread open before him. She heard his low groan of appreciation, felt the heat of his breath against her core before his tongue delved deep, licking into her with a hunger that sent her spiraling. 

Her fingers twisted in the sheets as she came with a cry, her body shuddering beneath his relentless mouth. But Max wasn’t finished—not even close. 

"Best view in the house," he growled against her skin before diving back in, determined to wring every last tremor of pleasure from her.

His tongue traced slow, deliberate circles around her slick folds, savoring every drop of her arousal as if it were the rarest nectar. The musky scent of her desire filled his senses, intoxicating him as he buried his face deeper between her thighs. Her swollen lips trembled beneath his ministrations, flushed a deep, needy pink, glistening with her own wetness. His tongue plunged inside her, curling and teasing, coaxing another sweet moan from her lips. Then he found it—the tight, throbbing bud of her clit, already swollen with need. He sucked it gently between his lips, flicking the tip of his tongue in rapid, maddening strokes until her body arched off the bed, her thighs clamping around his head as she came with a muffled cry. 

But he wasn’t done. 

His fingers dug into her hips, lifting her higher, spreading her wider. He couldn’t resist tasting every inch of her—even the tight, forbidden pucker of her ass, which made her gasp and shudder when his tongue traced it in one slow, wet stroke. The reaction sent a thrill through him, filing it away for later exploration. 

His cock ached, rigid and desperate, and he dragged the swollen head through her soaked slit, coating himself in her arousal. She reached back, fingers spreading herself open, guiding him to where she wanted him most. With a groan, he thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. 

The heat of her was almost unbearable, her cunt gripping him like a furnace. She arched back against him, meeting each thrust with a wet, slapping rhythm that echoed through the room. The primal force of it consumed them both—no longer tender, no longer slow. She thought of wild things, of beasts in the forest, of him—dark and powerful, taking her with the same untamed hunger. 

Her climax hit her like a storm, muscles clenching around him, pulling him deeper. He couldn’t hold back any longer. With a ragged cry, he spilled inside her, his body shuddering as he emptied himself in hot, pulsing waves. 

Collapsing onto the bed, he pulled her against him, still buried inside her, pressing soft kisses to her sweat-slicked shoulder. 

Then—laughter. 

Uncontrollable, breathless laughter. 

She clutched her sides, tears streaming down her face, gasping for air. He blinked, torn between amusement and offense, until her joy proved infectious. His softening cock slipped free as he chuckled, shaking his head. 

“Care to let me in on the joke?” he teased, nipping at her ear. 

She wiped her eyes, still giggling. 

“Just thinking… most women would kill for coffee in bed.” 

He grinned, rolling her beneath him. 

“If you’d rather have caffeine…”

Max’s words died on his lips as the thunder of footsteps echoed down the hallway, growing louder with each pounding stride. The bedroom door shuddered under the force of Clayton’s heavy fist, rattling in its frame like it might splinter apart. 

“Hey! You in there? Gonna sleep all damn day? The waves are calling, for fuck’s sake!” 

Alli’s response was immediate—a sharp whap as her pillow collided with the door, her voice dripping with exasperation. “The sun’s barely cracked the horizon, Young Buck! And trust me, sleep is the last thing happening in here.” 

Max exhaled, running a hand through his tousled hair. Weekends and school breaks meant Clayton’s presence, a force of nature nearly as unpredictable as the ocean he loved. At twenty, the kid was practically his peer—taller, broader, and somehow even more relentless. But it wasn’t just the physicality of him; it was the way he and Alli interacted. A dynamic so foreign to Max, he still hadn’t fully wrapped his head around it. 

The exchange they’d just had? Unthinkable with his own mother. Yet Clayton had already retreated down the hall, laughter booming behind him, tossing what Max could only assume were Shoshone insults—judging by Alli’s sharp, amused retort in the same tongue. Over the past few weeks, he’d learned one thing: if they were laughing, the storm had passed. 

As he straightened the tangled sheets, his mind wandered. Alli had been so young when she had Clayton. Barely more than a girl herself. The thought of fatherhood at this stage in his own life was abstract, distant—but then an image flickered behind his eyelids: Allison, round and glowing with his child, her body ripe under his hands. The fantasy tightened his chest before reality crashed in. That door had closed for her long ago. 

The memory of their early days together surfaced—her casual confession after he’d fretted over protection. “Don’t you remember?” she’d teased, tracing idle circles on his chest. “When you rolled into the E.R., one of the first things we did was screen your blood. Knew you were clean before I ever touched you bare.” 

His brow had furrowed. “And you?” 

Her smirk was wicked. “Always negative. And let’s just say my ‘exposure’ hasn’t exactly been… prolific.” 

“Okay,” he’d murmured, still uneasy. “But what about—” 

“Birth control?” she’d finished, reading him effortlessly. At his nod, she’d—

The memory of that night still clung to her like a shadow, dark and unshakable. "I was carrying Clayton," she murmured, her voice thick with the weight of it. "Seven months along—so big with him I could barely move. His father…" She exhaled sharply, the taste of old bitterness on her tongue. "Just another drunk, like so many of the boys who never left the rez. No money for college, no future unless the Elders vouched for them. The military was an option, but what self-respecting hothead wants to take orders?" 

A humorless laugh escaped her. "We fought that night. He hit me first—hard enough to leave marks. Then we were on those back roads, the kind where no one finds you until it’s too late." Her fingers tightened around the sheet, knuckles whitening. "The crash… it killed him. Nearly took Clayton too. He came into the world screaming, fighting for breath just like his father fought everything else." She swallowed, meeting Max’s gaze. "I survived. But Max… I can’t give you children. If that’s what you want—" 

"Then I’d have found some twenty-year-old with a working womb," he growled, cutting her off before dragging her beneath him, his mouth hot and demanding. His hands mapped her body like he could rewrite every scar, every memory, with nothing but worship. 

---- 

When Alli stepped out of the bathroom, steam curling around her like a lover’s embrace, Max was still tangled in the sheets. Her skin was flushed from the shower, damp and fragrant, and she pressed herself against his back, relishing the way his breath hitched. His head tipped back against her breasts, his body already responding—the thick, insistent press of his cock against her thigh betraying where his thoughts had wandered. 

"Thought you were in a hurry to hit the waves," she teased, nipping at his ear. 

His answering smack to her ass sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, the sting mingling with the promise of more. "Not a chance," he muttered, though the way his fingers dug into her hips said he was already imagining peeling her out of her bikini later. 

---- 

The beach was alive with energy, the aftermath of the storm churning the water into something wild and untamed. Max and Clayton plunged into the surf without hesitation, chasing the last of the rogue waves while Alli stretched out on the sand. The sun kissed her skin, warm and indulgent, but her gaze kept drifting to the water—to the way Max moved with effortless grace, his body a study in power and control. 

Even the news about Andy Irons couldn’t dull the buzz under his skin. Everything felt right—the salt on his lips, the ache in his muscles, the way Alli’s eyes followed him like she was already planning how to wreck him later.

The world slowly came back into focus, his body spent and heavy, muscles loose and languid from exertion. A dull ache pulsed behind his temples—the price of salt and sun and not enough water, despite the ocean stretching endlessly around him. He dragged himself toward the shore, the sand burning beneath his feet, and collapsed beside Alli with a groan. She pressed a chilled bowl into his hands, the sweet tang of fresh fruit already reviving him. Grapes, melon, berries—each bite a burst of cool relief. He ate greedily, knowing this was just the beginning. Later, there would be her curried chicken salad, the way she made it—creamy and spiced, studded with cashews and chunks of mango. The thought alone sent a fresh wave of anticipation through him. That dish always brought him back to life, fueling him in ways that went beyond hunger. Maybe she’d surprise him with the potato salad too, the one with dill and just enough mustard to make it interesting. 

His eyelids grew heavy as he finished the last bite, the heat of the sun and the rhythm of the waves lulling him into a doze. The last thing he registered was the weight of Alli’s fingers brushing through his hair, her touch feather-light. 

She watched him, the tension in his face smoothing out in sleep, making him look younger, almost boyish. It stirred something in her—a tenderness, a possessiveness. She’d never admit it aloud, but she loved these quiet moments, when he was vulnerable and unguarded. His persistence in weaving himself into her life was undeniable. His clothes mingled with hers in the closet, his toothbrush stood beside hers, his favorite coffee mug had claimed a permanent spot in her cupboard. And yet, she still hesitated. Fear, cold and unyielding, coiled in her chest whenever he broached the subject of moving in together. 

Her fingers trailed absently over his chest, rising and falling with each steady breath. She loved this—the warmth of his skin, the way his body sought hers even in sleep. More than once, she’d woken to find his hand curled possessively around her breast, as if even unconscious, he needed to touch her, to claim her. 

The waves rolled in, a hypnotic rhythm, and she let her thoughts drift. Life before Max had been… sufficient. Full in its own way. But now? Now she knew the difference. Knew the quiet ache of an empty house when Clayton was away. Knew the way Max filled those spaces without even trying. 

Marriage wasn’t something she wanted. He knew that. And yet, she also knew the depth of his need for something permanent, something binding. A choice loomed on the horizon—one she couldn’t avoid forever. To entwine her life with his completely… or to let him go. 

The thought twisted inside her, sharp and unrelenting.

A single tear escaped before she could catch it, but in that moment, the truth settled over her like the warm ocean breeze—she could never leave him. He’d woven himself into the very fabric of her being, his presence as essential as the air she breathed. Her gaze drifted back to his sleeping form, the rise and fall of his chest steady and reassuring. God, I love him. The realization was both terrifying and exhilarating. Their passion was more than just physical—it was a raw, unfiltered expression of something deeper, something that left her breathless. A wry smile tugged at her lips. Mutual love. Who would’ve thought? Drawing her knees up, she rested her chin on them, staring at the endless horizon until Max stirred beside her. 

---- 

Later, after Max had woken and devoured his meal, she’d caught him off guard by asking to join him for his next surf. Clayton nearly choked on his food, eyes wide with mock indignation. 

“What, I’m chopped liver now? You never asked me to take you out. Don’t trust me to keep you safe, Ma?” 

Max’s grin was downright wicked, his eyes dancing with mischief. “Seriously, man? You really think she wants to learn to surf?” 

Allison’s laughter caught in her throat, sending her into a coughing fit as she struggled to swallow and laugh at the same time. Tears streamed down her face while Clayton hovered, ready to sprint for a lifeguard if she didn’t recover. When she finally caught her breath, she grabbed Max by the ears, pulling him in for a searing kiss. 

“Jesus, I love you,” she gasped between giggles, delighting in the stunned joy flashing in his eyes. “You know me too damn well. And somehow, you still put up with me. Unbelievable.” 

His grin never faded as they paddled out, Alli stretched across the board while Max knelt behind her, his powerful arms cutting through the water. She tried to help, but mostly just focused on not tipping them over—until she felt the whisper of his lips against her spine, just above the edge of her swimsuit. The warmth of his affection radiated through her, settling deep in her chest. 

When they were far enough from shore to escape prying eyes, Max turned the board with practiced ease, settling back to admire the curve of her ass. He’d been half-hard the entire ride out, her scent—warm, salty, hers—wrapping around him like an intoxicating cloud. Bending forward, he nuzzled the swell of her backside, inhaling greedily. She twisted to face him, but the board wobbled dangerously. 

“Easy, sweetheart,” he murmured, voice thick with amusement. “Just hold still for me. Unless you want to take an unplanned swim.”

His pulse hammered in his throat as he realized this moment was too perfect to waste—the ocean stretching endlessly around them, the heat of her skin under his palms, the way her body arched ever so slightly toward his touch. With deliberate slowness, he hooked a finger beneath the edge of her swimsuit, peeling the fabric aside to expose her completely. The sight stole his breath—the delicate folds of her pussy glistening in the sunlight, the tight, tempting furl of her asshole just beneath. Arousal coiled low in his gut, thick and urgent. 

Dipping his fingers into the saltwater, he dragged them along her slit, savoring the way her body trembled at the first touch. Her moan was soft, breathless, but it sent a bolt of heat straight to his cock. He traced her again, firmer this time, watching as her cunt flushed darker, the lips plumping under his attention. The board rocked beneath them as she squirmed, and he chuckled against her skin, his breath hot on the curve of her spine. 

"Easy, baby," he murmured, pressing a kiss to the small of her back. "Just let me take care of you." 

His fingers slid deeper, parting her slick folds, and she gasped as he pushed two inside. She was already so wet, so fucking tight, and the thought of tasting her nearly undid him. He loved the way she melted against his tongue, the way her hips jerked when he sucked her clit just right. But for now, his fingers would have to do. He curled them, stroking that sweet spot inside her, his thumb circling her clit in slow, relentless circles. 

Her breath came in ragged pants, her thighs trembling as she fought to stay still. He could feel her muscles fluttering around his fingers, her body tightening as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter. Just as she teetered on the edge, he leaned down, sealing his mouth over her asshole, his tongue pressing in with wicked precision. 

She shattered. A cry tore from her throat as her orgasm crashed through her, her back arching, her cunt clenching around his fingers. The board dipped dangerously, but he held her steady, his lips still working her, his fingers still buried deep inside. 

When she finally sagged against the board, boneless and spent, he nipped at her skin, teasing. His thumb brushed over her asshole again, pressing just enough to make her gasp. 

"Still good?" he murmured, his voice rough with need. 

She shuddered, her hips pushing back against his hand. "Don’t you dare stop."

His cock was rigid, aching with need, every pulse of his heartbeat sending fresh waves of desperate hunger through him. Thank fuck he hadn’t worn the wetsuit—he’d have split the damn thing open, his erection was so fierce. A dark chuckle escaped him as he pressed a second finger into her tight little ass, stretching her further, relishing the way her body resisted before yielding to him. His other hand remained buried in her dripping cunt, thumb circling her swollen clit in slow, deliberate strokes—anchoring her, grounding her as his fingers worked deeper into her ass. One teasing flick of his thumb against her clit, then another, and she shattered around him, her muscles clamping down so hard he nearly groaned from the sheer, exquisite pressure. 

Carefully, he shifted his weight, the board rocking beneath them as he tugged his trunks down just enough to free his cock. Pre-cum glistened at the tip, and he dragged his fingers—still slick with her arousal—over the swollen head, spreading the wetness, hoping it would be enough. With a slow, controlled movement, he pressed the blunt head of his cock against her tight entrance, pausing just long enough for her to adjust, for her body to stretch around him. 

“Okay?” he murmured, voice rough with restraint. 

Alli’s answering nod was frantic, desperate, and he pushed forward, sinking deeper into her tight heat. The ocean’s rhythm rocked them together, each gentle wave driving him further inside, her ass gripping him like a velvet fist. The knowledge that they weren’t entirely alone—that someone might stumble upon them—only heightened the thrill, the forbidden edge making his pulse spike. He wanted to make her come again, needed to feel her unravel around him, but balance was precarious, and he couldn’t risk losing his grip. 

Then he heard it—the sharp, breathless moan that signaled she was close. He rocked deeper, feeling the first tremors ripple through her, her muscles fluttering around his cock. 

“Cum inside me, Max,” she gasped, voice breaking. “Fill me up, baby—fuck, now, now, now—” 

He lost control. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his release surging through him in thick, pulsing waves, spilling deep inside her as she clenched around him, milking every last drop. 

Later, beneath the steaming spray of the shower, he took his time washing her, his hands gliding over her soap-slicked skin with possessive reverence. When she spread her legs for him, he didn’t hesitate, sinking to his knees as the water sluiced over them both. One hand braced against the shower door, the other tangled in his hair, she guided him closer, sighing as his tongue traced slow, worshipful circles over her sensitive flesh. His name fell from her lips in a breathless plea, and he obeyed, drinking her in like a man starved.

Her breath hitched as warm water cascaded over them, steam curling between their bodies. Max’s mouth was relentless—each flick of his tongue sending electric jolts through her core. She arched into him, fingers tightening in his damp hair as pleasure coiled low in her belly.

“So, Max,” she managed, voice trembling between gasps. His dark eyes flicked up, molten with desire, tracking the droplets sliding down her flushed skin. The sight of him between her thighs—devoted, hungry—made her clench around nothing. “Clayton and I…” She swallowed hard as his tongue swirled deliberately, teasing. “We always go home for the big summer powwows. Crow Fair in August…” A moan escaped her as he sucked gently, his hands gripping her hips to hold her steady. “It’s sacred. Important.”

His response was a low, approving hum against her slick flesh, the vibration rippling through her. She could feel his grin—smug, possessive—before he dragged his tongue in one long, torturous stroke. “Think you can…” Her thighs trembled. “Be moved in by then? Come with us next summer?”

The growl he let out was feral, his fingers digging into her skin as he redoubled his efforts. His tongue plunged deeper, fucking her in slow, wet strokes that mirrored how he’d taken her earlier—relentless and claiming. The promise was clear in the way he worshipped her: Try and stop me.

Pleasure built like a storm, her back pressing against the shower wall as his mouth drove her higher. “God, Max—” His name was a prayer, a plea, as she ground against his face, chasing the release he’d deny her until she shattered. And he’d be there—always—to catch her.


Chapter 4

The steaming water lapped gently around them, the heat seeping into Max’s muscles, unraveling every knot of tension he’d carried for years. The night sky stretched above, an endless canvas of stars so vivid they seemed close enough to touch—nothing like the dim, smog-choked heavens of the city. His gaze drifted to Alli, and his breath caught. 

She was radiant. 

The usual tightness between her brows had melted away, replaced by a serenity he’d never seen before. A faint, contented smile curved her lips as she reclined, her dark hair fanning out in the water like silk. The flickering lantern light danced over her bare skin, her nipples taut and tempting just beneath the surface, teasing him with glimpses of pink. 

The past two days had been a whirlwind of packing—her GMC Jimmy stuffed to the brim with everything from cast-iron cookware to mountains of blankets. But what had truly stunned him were the crates of whiskey and the carefully wrapped bundles of tobacco. After everything she’d confessed about Clayton’s father, about her own struggles with addiction in her nursing days… it didn’t add up. 

He’d shot Clayton a questioning look as they loaded the last of it, but the young man had just smirked, nodding toward his mother with a silent don’t ask. By the time they’d secured the final tarp over the roof, the truck resembled something out of a backwoods caravan—so much so that Clayton had barely stifled a laugh, murmuring something about Beverly Hillbillies. 

Max had choked back his own amusement when he caught the warning glint in Alli’s eyes. She was exhausted, her patience frayed, and he knew better than to push. But now, with the quiet of the hot spring wrapping around them and Clayton wisely gone hunting with his cousins… maybe it was time. 

“Alli, sweetheart?” he murmured, watching as her lashes fluttered open, her dark eyes locking onto his with a warmth that sent a thrill through him. He took a steadying breath. “Tell me about all the supplies. The blankets, the cookware—I get that. But the whiskey? The tobacco? After everything you’ve said… I just don’t understand.” 

The question hung between them, thick with unspoken tension. Her smile softened, but there was something in her gaze—something secretive, maybe even dangerous—that made his pulse kick up a notch.

Her lips curled into that slow, intoxicating smile—the one that always made his pulse quicken. With a fluid roll of her body, she closed the distance between them in the water, sending ripples across the surface. The hot spring cradled them in its warmth, the shallows a perfect contrast to the deeper, almost scalding heat further out. The night air teased their exposed skin, raising goosebumps wherever it touched, but here, pressed against him, she was pure fire. Her breasts emerged from the water, droplets clinging to her skin, her nipples tightening into stiff peaks that brushed against his chest, sending a jolt of desire straight through him. It was hard to focus on anything but the way her body felt against his—hard to think at all. 

“Tribe mentality is tricky, I know, baby,” she murmured, her voice low and rich, fingers combing through her wet hair before twisting it into a loose braid. The movement made her breasts shift enticingly, water sluicing down her skin. “But you could’ve asked me anytime. I would’ve told you.” She hesitated, her dark eyes searching his as if weighing how much to reveal. “Just because I don’t live on the Rez anymore—just because I’ve ‘made it’—doesn’t mean I get to walk away. It’s not about owing them. It’s about… belonging.” 

Her voice caught, emotions flickering across her face—pride, duty, something deeper, something he couldn’t quite name. 

“Those who can, do?” he offered softly, his hand drifting down her back, fingers tracing the curve of her spine beneath the water. 

Her breath hitched, her nipples tightening even more at his words. “Exactly,” she whispered, eyes bright with something fierce. “The whiskey, the tobacco—most of it isn’t for drinking or smoking. It’s an offering. For the spirits. For the land.” She bit her lip, then added, “And some of what’s coming… I don’t know if I can explain it in words. Not in English, anyway.” 

The realization hit him then—English wasn’t her first language. It wasn’t the language of her heart. He pulled her closer, his lips brushing her temple. “I forget sometimes,” he admitted, voice rough with affection. “That you think in something else.” 

She tilted her head, her gaze locking onto his, and in that moment, words didn’t matter at all.

Her eyes sparkled with mischief, catching his playful innuendo exactly as he'd intended. "Why don't you just relax back and admire the stars, darling...while I demonstrate exactly how skilled my 'native tongue' can be." 

A slow, wicked grin spread across his face as he reclined in the shallows, arms outstretched, the water lapping at his heated skin. She watched with delight as his cock began to thicken, rising from the water like some pagan offering—one she was more than eager to worship. Kneeling between his legs, she couldn't suppress her laughter, the sound light and teasing as she drank in the sight of him hardening beneath her gaze. 

"Someone's impatient," she murmured, arching a brow as she shifted her weight, the damp heat between her thighs already pulsing in anticipation. The water rippled around them as she settled over him, the flushed petals of her sex glistening, an unspoken promise that had his breath hitching. 

"Fuck yes," he groaned, fingers flexing against her thigh. "It's been too damn long..." 

She sighed, a flicker of guilt crossing her features. "I know. I've been exhausted, and everything's felt so...routine." 

His touch gentled, coaxing her to meet his gaze. "Alli, even when it's routine with you, it's still the best thing I've ever felt." His words dissolved into a sharp gasp as her mouth closed around him, hot and wet, her tongue swirling in a way that made his hips jerk. 

She hummed in satisfaction, savoring the weight of him on her tongue, the salt-tang of his skin, the way his muscles tensed beneath her hands. One palm cradled his sac, kneading gently, while the other gripped the base of his cock, her fingers tightening just enough to tease. Her lips worked him with slow, deliberate strokes, tongue tracing the swollen head before flicking over that sensitive ridge beneath—the spot that always made him curse. 

The sounds he made—rough, desperate groans—mixed with the crackle of the fire and the distant chorus of the night. The scent of him, musky and primal, filled her lungs, stoking the fire low in her belly. The steam rising from the water clung to her skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his hands sliding up her thighs, his mouth finding the curve of her neck. Every brush of his lips, every teasing nip, sent sparks skittering through her, the contrast of the cool night air only heightening the ache between her legs. 

She was lost in him, in this moment—the taste, the sounds, the way his body responded to her every touch. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Her lips sealed around him, taking him deep, the head of his cock pressing against the back of her throat as he pulsed hot and thick against her tongue. A low hum of satisfaction vibrated through her as she worked him, her thumb gliding over the slick crown, teasing the sensitive ridge. With a wicked grin, she bent lower, her mouth leaving his shaft to capture one heavy testicle, then the other, sucking gently, swirling her tongue around the taut skin. Max’s groan was muffled against her flesh, his hips jerking helplessly beneath her. 

She couldn’t resist exploring further. Stretching, she traced the tender space between his balls and his entrance with her tongue, savoring the salty musk of him. When she couldn’t reach any farther, she slicked her finger with her own saliva and circled the tight ring of muscle there, curious. The way his body arched off the ground, his cock twitching against her cheek, told her everything she needed to know. Chuckling darkly, she took him back into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked hard, her finger still teasing that forbidden spot. 

Max was losing control, his hips bucking in shallow thrusts, his fingers digging into her hips as he fought not to fuck her mouth raw. But she loved this—the power, the way his breath hitched, the desperate sounds he made when she pushed him to the edge. Meanwhile, his own mouth was relentless between her thighs, his tongue tracing every inch of her, from the swollen bud of her clit to the delicate furl of her ass. The heat of her was intoxicating, the taste of her arousal flooding his senses like the finest wine. 

He buried his face deeper, his nose pressed against her, breathing her in as his tongue plunged inside her, fucking her with slow, deliberate strokes. She arched against him, her moans turning into sharp cries as the first wave of her orgasm crashed over her, her body clenching around his tongue. But he wasn’t done. His thumb found her nipple, rolling the hardened peak between his fingers as his other hand slid inside her, curling just right to make her gasp. 

When he sucked her clit between his lips, flicking it mercilessly, she came again—harder this time, her thighs trembling, her nails scraping against his shoulders. The way she pulsed around his fingers, the way her breath came in ragged gasps, sent a primal thrill through him. This was what he lived for—her pleasure, her surrender, the way she unraveled beneath him. 

And as the night wrapped around them, the fire crackling, the water lapping at their heated skin, he knew there was nowhere else he’d rather be. No one else he’d rather have. Because with Alli, every touch was electric, every moment charged with something deeper than lust. 

It was love. And it was fucking perfect.

His control was unraveling, the tension coiling tight in his gut as he gave her ass a sharp, stinging slap. The way she held back—her teeth not sinking into him despite the delicious torment—only made him harder. A muffled, questioning sound vibrated against his cock, her mouth still stretched around him, and he couldn’t help but laugh, pressing a slow, wet kiss to her swollen cunt before trailing his tongue lower, teasing the tight furl of her ass. 

"Up, wench," he growled, voice rough with need. 

She pulled off him with an obscene pop, arching a brow as she turned to face him. "Wench?" Amusement danced in her eyes, her lips glistening from his arousal. 

He smirked, delivering another playful smack to her backside. "Squaw." 

Her fingers curled possessively around his balls, squeezing just enough to make his breath hitch. "Squaw?" she echoed, mischief lacing her tone. 

Another smack, another grin. "Cum slut." 

She tilted her head, pretending to consider it as her grip tightened ever so slightly, her thumb brushing the sensitive underside. "Cum slut..." she mused, biting her lip to keep from laughing. 

He couldn’t hold back his own laughter, the sound deep and rich. "Sweet baby," he murmured, voice softening. "Love of my life?" 

In a flash, she was on her feet, her braid swinging over her shoulder as she grinned down at him. "Where do you want me, sweet cakes?" 

The ridiculous endearment nearly undid him. He choked on a laugh, his cock twitching painfully as he gestured toward the fire, watching as she practically skipped to the waiting nest of sleeping bags. She sprawled out, shamelessly spreading her legs, one hand teasing a peaked nipple while the other lazily traced circles around her glistening folds. 

"Sweet cakes?" he managed, still shaking his head as he struggled to stand, his erection making it damn near impossible. 

"Oh yeah, baby." Her fingers dipped between her thighs, gathering slick arousal before lifting them to her mouth, sucking them clean with a sinful little moan. His gaze locked onto the movement, his cock throbbing as she repeated the motion, this time sliding two fingers deep inside herself before pulling them out, glistening and wet. 

"Baby cakes?" he repeated, his voice thick. 

She nodded, the tip of her tongue peeking out between her lips. "Sweet baby cakes." 

That was it. He couldn’t take another second. Dropping to his knees between her thighs, he gripped her hips, his breath ragged. "How about sharing some of that?" 

She held up her glistening fingers, wiggling them teasingly. "This?" 

"Uh huh." His tongue darted out, licking his lips hungrily. 

With a smirk, she pressed her fingers to his mouth, letting him taste her. But when he pulled back, his eyes dark with need, he growled, "Nice. But I was thinking straight from the source." 

A wicked grin curved her lips as she spread herself wider, her fingers parting her slick folds in blatant invitation. "Ohhh, in that case," she purred, "be my guest."

His laughter rumbled deep in his chest as he surged forward, his mouth claiming the space between her thighs, replacing her teasing fingers with his own. The scratch of his stubble sent delicious sparks of friction against her swollen flesh, already throbbing with need. She shattered instantly—his tongue plunging inside her, coaxing another wave of ecstasy that spilled into his waiting mouth, sweet and intoxicating. 

Max couldn’t hold back any longer. With a growl, he rose over her, capturing the nipple she offered between his lips, sucking hard as he thrust deep into her slick, welcoming heat. 

“Fuck—I can’t—” His voice was rough, desperate. 

Alli cupped his face in her hands, her eyes dark with need. “Fill me,” she demanded, breathless. “Now.” 

Her legs wrapped around him, locking him inside as he obeyed, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her. The intensity of his release was staggering—every nerve, every muscle, even his damn fingertips felt electrified, his climax tearing through him like a storm. He buried his face against her neck, gasping, drowning in the scent of her skin. 

“Holy fucking hell!” Alli cried, arching beneath him. “If it keeps getting better like this, we’re gonna need a goddamn defibrillator on standby!” 

He felt her laughter first—the way her body shook against his, her arms and legs still wrapped tight around him. Then came the warm, sticky proof of their passion, seeping out of her, pooling beneath them. 

“Shit, Max,” she groaned, frustration lacing her voice. “The towel’s back by the springs—these sleeping bags are ruined.” 

His grin was wicked as he slid down her body, his tongue already tracing the curve of her hip. “Can’t have that, can we?” 

“What are you—oh!” Her question dissolved into a moan as his mouth found her again, lapping up their mingled release, his tongue coaxing yet another orgasm from her trembling body. She screamed his name, her muscles clenching, forcing more of his spend from her as he drank her down greedily. 

When he finally lifted his head, his lips glistening, she grabbed him by the ears, dragging him up for a searing kiss, tasting herself on his tongue. 

“Always wanted to do that,” he murmured against her lips, smug. 

She was still shuddering, breathless, her body humming with aftershocks. Words failed her—all she could do was nod, her fingers tightening in his hair. 

“So,” he teased, his cocky grin widening. “I’m guessing you liked it?” 

She swatted at him, but he caught her wrist, laughing. “A lot, then?” 

“Goddammit, Max!” she gasped, still trembling. 

Realizing the night air had left her chilled, he pulled her close, tucking her into the warmth of the sleeping bag. He curled around her, his hand cupping her breast, his half-hard cock nestled snugly between her ass cheeks. His lips brushed her shoulder, tender. 

“I love you, Allison Richards.” 

Her reply was a breathless sigh. “Ditto.”

Her drowsy murmur reached him, soft and barely there, the warmth of her breath ghosting against his skin. A slow smile curved his lips as he remembered that old movie—the one with the pottery wheel and the whispered ditto that had somehow seared itself into his heart. It was enough. More than enough. The weight of her body pressed against him, the steady rise and fall of her breathing, the way her fingers twitched slightly against his arm as she drifted deeper into sleep—all of it filled him with a quiet, aching satisfaction. 

He tightened his arm around her, pulling her closer, letting the heat of her skin seep into his. The night was still, the only sounds the rustle of the sleeping bag and the distant whisper of the wind. He buried his face in her hair, inhaling the scent of sex and sweat and her, something sweet and wild that clung to his senses. 

For a moment, he just listened—to her breathing, to the slow, steady beat of her heart against his chest. It was a rhythm he knew by now, one that lulled him as much as it reminded him how fucking lucky he was. 

Ditto. 

A single word, half-asleep and muffled against his skin, but it hit him like a punch to the gut. Not because it was lacking, but because it was hers. Because she was here, tangled up with him, still trembling faintly from what they’d just done. Because she didn’t need grand declarations when her body had already said everything. 

He pressed a kiss to the back of her neck, lingering there, letting his lips linger just a second too long. 

Yeah. He was more than content.


Chapter 5

Max stirred awake as the crisp dawn air whispered across his bare skin, sending a shiver down his spine. Rolling onto his side, he blinked sleep from his eyes just in time to catch Alli moving gracefully toward the edge of the clearing. The morning sun painted her copper skin in warm, golden hues, her long braid swaying hypnotically between her shoulder blades. The sight of her full, round backside bouncing with each step made his breath catch—Eve herself couldn’t have been more breathtaking. 

As she crouched, steam curled upward in the chilly air, and Max couldn’t help the slow, primal heat coiling low in his belly. His own need to relieve himself was momentarily forgotten, replaced by something far more urgent. 

The sharp tang of sulfur from the nearby hot spring hung heavier in the damp morning air, but Alli barely noticed. The soft crunch of Max’s footsteps behind her made her shift slightly, her lips curving into a lazy smile as she glanced over her shoulder. 

“Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice still thick with sleep. “Sorry—I didn’t wake you, did I?” 

His chuckle was rough, his voice still rough from sleep. “No, but your absence sure as hell did. Woke up to a cold spot where a warm woman should’ve been.” 

He stepped up beside her, his cock already stiff in his hand, and grimaced. Alli’s fingers trailed up his thigh, her touch feather-light. 

“You okay?” she teased, knowing full well what the problem was. 

“Oh, just fucking peachy,” he growled, shifting his grip. “Pissing’s a challenge when you’re hard—and you’re not helping.” 

She rose, pressing her body flush against his. “Me? What did I do?” 

His free hand slid between her thighs, fingertips gliding through her slick heat before he gave up entirely on the idea of relieving himself. “For starters,” he murmured, his breath hot against her temple, “you looked way too fucking sexy with steam curling up between those perfect cheeks.” 

His fingers parted her, teasing deeper, and she gasped, her hips rocking against his touch. A breathy moan escaped her as her knees wobbled, her fingers digging into his shoulders for balance. 

“Whoa there,” he murmured, his arm tightening around her waist, holding her steady. He brought his fingers to his lips, tasting her with a low, satisfied groan. “Mmm. Delicious.” 

“No!” She laughed, squirming in his grip. “I just—I need to wash off—” 

“Not a chance.” He hauled her closer, his cock throbbing against her hip. “Right now, you taste like mine—not some mineral spring.” His voice dropped to a husky growl. “Come here.”

With a possessive growl, he hauled her back toward their nest of sleeping bags—partly dragging her, partly cradling her against his chest as if she were something precious and wild all at once. Lowering her onto the rumpled fabric, he took a moment to drink in the sight of her—her skin pebbled with goosebumps from the crisp morning air, her nipples tight and begging for his mouth, her thighs already slick with arousal as they rubbed together restlessly. The fire needed tending, but his cock throbbed impatiently, demanding attention first. He grabbed a towel from his pack, tossing it beside her before looming over her, his erection straining against his jeans. 

Kneeling between her parted legs, he couldn’t resist tasting her first. He bent low, capturing one taut nipple between his lips, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. Her back arched off the sleeping bag, her fingers tangling in his hair as he lavished attention on her breasts, pressing them together to take both peaks into his mouth, teasing them with his tongue before releasing them with a wet pop. 

She whimpered, her hips lifting in silent demand, but he wasn’t ready to give her what she wanted just yet. Instead, he trailed hot, open-mouthed kisses down her stomach, pausing to nip at the sensitive skin of her inner thighs before bypassing her dripping core entirely. He nuzzled behind her knees, licking the delicate creases there, reveling in her frustrated moan. 

When he finally glanced up, the sight of her nearly undid him—her hands pinching her own nipples, her head thrown back, her lips parted around a silent plea. She blinked down at him, dazed. 

“Tell me what you want,” he murmured, dragging his knuckles through her slick folds, teasing her clit with slow, maddening circles. 

“Fuck—please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Your mouth, Max. Please. Lick me, suck me—just eat me like you’re starving.” 

He chuckled darkly, lowering his head to inhale her musky, intoxicating scent. “No more talk about washing up first?” 

She shook her head frantically, her thighs trembling. “No, no—just taste me.” 

With a groan, he obeyed, parting her with his tongue in one long, slow lick. “Fuck, you’re perfect,” he muttered against her. “Sweet and salty—all mine.” 

Then he devoured her. His mouth sealed over her clit, sucking hard as his tongue plunged inside her, fucking her with relentless strokes. She writhed beneath him, her fingers gripping his hair, her hips grinding against his face as he worked her higher, faster. The scrape of his stubble against her sensitive skin only made her wilder, her moans turning into desperate, broken cries. 

“Don’t stop—God, don’t stop,” she sobbed, her body tightening, her pleasure coiling unbearably tight. 

He had no intention of stopping. Not until she shattered.

The sound of her desperate pleas filled his ears, each ragged breath and whimper sending a fresh wave of heat through him. He drank in the sight of her—flushed skin, parted lips, the way her body arched beneath him—every detail only stoking the fire between them. Burying himself deeper against her, he savored the intoxicating taste of her arousal, the musky sweetness coating his tongue. His thumb circled her swollen clit with deliberate precision, feeling the first telltale tremors ripple through her. 

When he slid two fingers inside her, her inner walls clenched around him instantly, greedy and wet. He curled them just right, stroking that secret spot inside her that made her gasp, his tongue flicking relentlessly against her throbbing bud. Her climax crashed over her in waves, her thighs clamping around his head as her body convulsed, her cunt pulsing around his fingers in a rhythm that nearly undid him. 

He pulled back just enough to watch her—chest heaving, lips trembling—before shifting his weight, lifting her legs over his arms, leaving her spread wide and vulnerable. The head of his cock teased her slick entrance, just barely pressing against her, not giving her what she so desperately needed. 

"Tell me," he murmured, his voice rough with restraint. 

She writhed beneath him, nails digging into his shoulders, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Fuck me—please—I need you inside me—now!" Her scream shattered the quiet morning air, echoing off the trees, raw and unfiltered. 

He chuckled darkly, his own control fraying. "Christ, they’ll think I’m murdering you out here." 

With agonizing slowness, he pushed forward, just enough for the thick head of his cock to breach her, stretching her deliciously. Her hips jerked, trying to force him deeper, but he held firm, denying her. 

"Is this it?" he taunted, withdrawing slightly, watching her frustration mount. "This what you’re begging for?" 

She bit down on her lip hard enough to leave marks, nodding frantically, her body trembling with need. 

Finally, with a groan of surrender, he drove into her in one deep, relentless thrust, burying himself to the hilt. The sensation was overwhelming—her tight, wet heat clamping around him, her inner muscles fluttering as another orgasm threatened. He stilled for a heartbeat, savoring the way she took him, before pulling back almost completely, letting the cool air contrast against the heat of her body. 

Then he slammed into her again, harder this time, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the space between them. Over and over, he fucked her with deep, punishing strokes, losing himself in the rhythm, in the way she came apart beneath him again and again, her cries mingling with the crackle of the fire and the distant call of birds. There was no stopping now—only the relentless, primal need to claim her, to lose himself in her completely.

Her dark, liquid gaze had gone hazy with pleasure, pupils blown wide until only a thin ring of brown remained. Rational thought had long since abandoned her—there was only sensation, only the relentless rhythm of their bodies colliding, the slick heat of him driving into her again and again. She’d never known anything like this, never imagined pleasure could be this raw, this consuming. Every thrust sent shockwaves through her, each one more intense than the last, until she was nothing but a trembling, gasping mess beneath him. 

Max could feel his own control fraying, the tension coiling tighter in his gut. With a growl, he shifted, one hand sliding between them to tease her swollen clit, his thumb circling once—twice—before she arched against him with a broken cry. At the same time, his other hand gripped her ass, fingers tracing the tight furl of her other entrance before pressing inside, just enough to make her gasp. 

The effect was immediate. Her body clenched around him, inner muscles fluttering wildly as she came undone, her heat scorching, almost unbearable. The sensation dragged him over the edge with her, his release tearing through him like a wildfire, so intense it felt like his very bones were melting. For a wild, delirious moment, he thought he might have spoken aloud—some crude, half-formed thought about the sheer force of it—but he wasn’t sure until Alli started laughing beneath him, her body shaking with it. 

She wrapped her arms around his neck, dragging him down into a deep, messy kiss, her lips still curved in amusement. "I adore you," she breathed against his mouth, though her voice was laced with urgency. "But I swear to god, if you don’t let me up right now, I’m going to—" 

He didn’t let her finish. With a wicked grin, he pulled back just enough to see her face, his fingers already dancing along her ribs, her thighs, anywhere he knew would make her squirm. 

"You bastard!" she shrieked, twisting beneath him, her fists pounding uselessly against his chest. 

"Am not," he shot back, laughter roughening his voice. "My parents were very much—fuck, Alli, that hurt!" 

But he didn’t stop. Even as his own laughter mingled with hers, even as his body softened inside her, he kept teasing, kept tickling, until the inevitable happened—her bladder gave way, hot and sudden, drenching them both in a flood of liquid heat. 

The shock of it only made her laugh harder, her body shaking beneath his as she gasped for breath. "I told you!" she managed between giggles, though there was no real anger in it, just breathless, sated joy. 

And Max, still grinning, could only press his forehead to hers and laugh with her.

With lightning reflexes, he snatched up the towel and shoved it beneath them, hoping to salvage what he could before the dampness seeped too deep into the bedding. The thought of spending nights shivering under thin blankets flickered through his mind—but then he felt it. The unmistakable, rigid heat of his cock still buried inside her, already swelling again despite the mess between them. 

Alli, flushed crimson with humiliation, had hidden her face beneath her arm, her body tense with shame. Gently, he pried her arm away, pressing tender kisses to her nose, her eyelids, before guiding her hand down between their bodies. 

"Alli, baby, no," he murmured, voice rough with affection. "It’s okay. Feel that, sweetheart?" 

He wrapped her fingers around his throbbing length, pulling back just enough for her to see—the slickness glistening in his curls wasn’t just their mingled release. Streaks of gold shimmered there too, evidence of her loss of control. 

"Oh God, Max, I—" 

"Shh," he cut her off with another kiss, deep and reassuring. His cock slid against her, the head dragging through the slick heat of her folds, the source of the wetness impossible to distinguish now. His fingers followed, teasing through her swollen flesh, feeling the faint tremors still rippling through her from the force of her climax. 

"Only one tiny problem," he murmured against her lips, his gaze flicking meaningfully toward the tree line. 

She blinked up at him, uncomprehending. 

"I still haven’t gone," he admitted with a smirk. "And I really need to. But..." He rocked his hips slightly, letting her feel the hard press of him. "Might need a little assistance here." 

A breathless laugh escaped her. "Want me to turn on the faucet for you, baby?" 

He barked out a laugh, pinching her hip playfully. "Cheeky." But then his grin turned wicked. "Though, now that you mention it... warm water might help. But I was thinking—maybe you’d like to join in the fun. Give me a target?" 

For a heartbeat, he thought she’d refuse. But then—without a word—she slipped out from under him, striding toward the steaming edge of the springs. The cold ground didn’t seem to faze her as she sprawled back, legs splayed wide, knees bent, propped up on her elbows. The invitation in her eyes was unmistakable. 

"How’s this for aim, baby?" 

His chest tightened, warmth flooding him that had nothing to do with desire. In that moment, he knew—there wasn’t another woman on earth who could match her. Perfect. His.

"Gorgeous!" His voice was thick with desire as he rose, his cock heavy in his palm. The warm water lapped at his thighs as he waded deeper, the sudden heat against his skin sending a delicious shiver through him. The sharp contrast between the crisp morning air and the steamy pool only heightened the sensation, making his body thrum with anticipation. 

Then it hit him—a dizzying rush of release as his bladder finally let go. His golden stream arched through the air, glinting in the morning sunlight, strong and unrelenting. He adjusted his grip, angling himself with careful precision, starting with her feet, watching as droplets splattered against her skin. The sight alone made his pulse spike. 

Emboldened, he stepped closer, the water sluicing off his hips as he moved between her spread thighs. His aim never faltered—painting her belly, her breasts, each pass of his hot piss making her gasp. But the best part? The way her body tensed when he directed the last, forceful surge right against her swollen sex. 

A tremor wracked her, her back arching as if she might come all over again. And then—oh fuck—she let go too, her own release meeting his in a heated clash. 

"Christ, Alli—" His words cut off as she surged to her feet, her eyes dark with hunger. Before he could react, she was on him, her body slamming into his, sending them both crashing back into the water. Her hands were everywhere, frantic, desperate, her fingers closing around his cock before he could even catch his breath. 

He surfaced with a gasp, water streaming down his face, only to find her already straddling him, sinking down onto his length with a moan. 

"That was so fucking hot," she panted, her nails digging into his shoulders. 

He grinned, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. "So... not offended, then?" 

Her laugh was breathless as she rocked against him, the water making every movement slick and effortless. This time, there was no rush—just slow, deep strokes, their mouths meeting in hungry kisses between whispered words. His thumbs teased her nipples, rolling them to stiff peaks, while her fingers traced the curve of his balls, tight and heavy against him. 

And as the steam curled around them, they both realized—there was no need to hurry. Not when they had forever.


Chapter 6

Max exhaled, stretching his bare shoulders as the late summer sun warmed his skin. This trip had been nothing short of extraordinary—far beyond anything he’d imagined when Alli first dragged him out west. The firm could wait. The city could wait. Nothing compared to the raw beauty of this place, the endless sky stretching like a living thing above him, unbroken by steel and glass. 

Crow Fair had been a revelation—the drumbeats vibrating through his chest, the swirl of colors as dancers moved in hypnotic rhythm. He’d never felt so alive. And Alli… Alli had been his anchor, her hand always finding his, her laughter a constant reassurance as Clayton and the others folded him into their world. There had been moments, sure—awkward glances, hesitant greetings—but warmth had won out. 

Then there was Granny. 

He smirked, remembering her stubborn silence, the way she’d eyed him like a suspicious cat for days. Alli had fumed, her temper flaring, but Max had only shrugged. He knew how to wait. And then—oh, then—he’d found his way in. 

The kitchen had been a disaster. Cabinet doors sagging, the back door groaning against warped wood. A challenge. A fucking invitation. 

He’d stripped off his shirt without thinking, the heat clinging to his skin as he hunted down tools—rusty screwdrivers, mismatched nails, anything he could scavenge. By the time Granny shuffled in, he was slick with sweat, muscles taut as he tested the smooth swing of a freshly rehung door. 

Her grin hit him like a bolt of lightning. 

No words. Just those dark, knowing eyes, her gnarled fingers seizing his wrist, tugging him toward the barn with surprising strength. Alli’s voice cracked through the air behind them—What the hell are you two——but Max could only laugh, breathless, as Granny’s excitement thrummed through her touch. 

Inside the barn, dust motes danced in the slanting light. Her hands—rough, ancient—pressed against his chest, fingers tangling in the damp hair there. A shiver raced down his spine at the unexpected intimacy, her giggle girlish, her cheeks pink beneath weathered skin. 

Then she turned, pulling away the tarp with a reverence that made his pulse stutter. 

“Dees for you, Max.” 

The words curled around him, thick with promise.

Alli stepped into the dim barn just as Max peeled back the heavy tarp, her sharp intake of breath mingling with the scent of aged wood and rust. His fingers stilled against the rough fabric, his own pulse quickening as the hidden treasure was revealed—not some forgotten junk, but a timeworn wooden chest cradling relics of another era. The tools gleamed dully beneath layers of dust, each one carefully swaddled in oil-stained cloth like precious infants.

Planes with handles worn smooth by generations of calloused palms. Awls and chisels with edges still deadly sharp. Hammers—claw, ball-peen, even a delicate tack hammer—their heads dark with patina but solid as the day they were forged. Max exhaled shakily, tracing a reverent finger along a rasp’s teeth, imagining the craftsman who’d last wielded it. Behind him, Alli and her grandmother erupted into rapid Shoshone, the old woman’s voice rising with triumphant glee.

Then Alli’s arms encircled him from behind, her breasts pressing warm against his sweat-damp back. “You fixed her cabinets?” Her breath tickled his ear, laced with awe.

“Mmm.” He tilted his head to brush his lips against the tip of her nose, tasting sun-warmed skin. “And if these beauties are half as good as they look…” He hefted a chisel, its weight perfect in his palm. “That stubborn back door won’t stand a chance tonight.”

Her tongue flicked out to lick a salty stripe along his shoulder, making his muscles jump. “Since when do you know how to do this?” The words vibrated against his skin, equal parts teasing and wonder.

Turning in her embrace, he grinned down at her—this fierce, beautiful woman who’d dragged him into her world. “Turns out I’ve got skills beyond just fucking you senseless.” He captured her mouth in a slow, dirty kiss that left them both breathless.

Alli’s laughter sparkled between them as she broke away, sunlight catching the gold in her eyes. “Oh, you’re definitely a keeper.” She nipped his lower lip. “But seriously. Where’d you learn this?”

The story spilled out between kisses—teenage summers spent in his grandparents’ rural retreat after the divorce. The gruff Amish neighbor who’d taught him to measure twice, cut once. Callouses earned hauling beams at barn raisings, the satisfaction of watching raw lumber transform beneath his hands. A passion buried under blueprints and boardrooms, now roaring back to life as he cradled a century-old plane.

“But these tools…” He ran a thumb over a hammer’s worn handle, frowning. “Why would your grandma hide something this precious? They’d have rotted away if—”

Behind them, the old woman cackled, her gnarled fingers stroking the chest like a lover’s cheek. The answer, when it came, would unravel secrets deeper than rusted steel.

Alli's cheeks flushed a delicate pink as she traced her fingers along the weathered edge of the tool chest, her voice dropping into that husky, intimate tone that never failed to send heat curling low in Max's belly. "Granny Merry," she began, her thumb brushing over a chisel's worn handle, "she's not full-blooded Shoshone, no matter what the rez gossip says." The confession hung between them, ripe with unspoken history. 

She leaned into him, her body warm against his side as she unraveled the story—how Merry's father had been a man caught between worlds. A carpenter's son with storm-cloud eyes and hands that could shape wood like it was clay, born from some long-ago transaction involving whiskey and trade blankets and a young Arapaho girl who'd stolen his heart despite it all. He'd passed down those blue eyes, that quiet craftsmanship, and a legacy that had somehow, against all odds, led them here. 

Mockingbird Sings in the Morning had fallen hard for him, Alli murmured, her lips grazing Max's shoulder as if she couldn't resist tasting him while she spoke. Daughters came—strong, laughing girls—but no sons to inherit the tools. So when the old man knew his time was near, he'd made Mockingbird promise: wrap them in linseed-soaked hides, keep them safe. For the one who will come. 

Alli's breath hitched as she said it, her fingers tightening on Max's arm. "Granny always believed in signs. And you?" She tilted her face up, her dark eyes gleaming. "You walked in and fixed her cabinets like some kind of... destined thing." 

The math of it made his head spin. Ninety years, give or take—Alli shrugged, her smile lazy and fond as she admitted no one really knew. There was a Bible, ancient as the tools, its pages brittle with time, ink bleeding into obscurity. 1921? 1924? Dates didn't matter the way white folks thought they did. 

She pressed closer, her thigh sliding against his as she tried to explain Indian time—not minutes and hours, but the slow, sweet drag of seasons. The rise and fall of generations. Drought and plenty. War and peace. Time wasn't a line; it was a heartbeat. 

And right now, with her body warm against his and the past whispering through the dust motes in the barn air, Max could feel it—the weight of something older than both of them, pulling them deeper into a story that had been waiting decades to unfold.

Max had picked up on this casual approach to time almost immediately. Clayton and his friends would toss out vague invitations like, “See you in town around noon,” with a careless shrug. That could mean anything—a straggling group drifting in for a late lunch, or the whole lot of them rolling up just before sunset, laughing and unhurried. At first, Max had bristled, his irritation simmering beneath the surface. The lack of punctuality felt like disrespect—to Alli, to plans, to the very concept of time itself. 

But as the days stretched on, he watched Alli unwind, her shoulders losing their tension, her smile coming easier. She still honored her word like a sacred vow—if she promised to be somewhere, she’d be there, come hell or high water. But on lazy, sun-drenched afternoons when obligations were few, plans became fluid. A murmured suggestion to fish or hunt might dissolve into hours of laughter under the trees, or a slow, heated tangle of limbs in the shade. 

Max was starting to understand. Here, time wasn’t a rigid master but a languid river. Necessary things got done—chickens fed, wood chopped, water hauled. But the rest? It could wait. Unless, of course, it involved the primal pull of the hunt… or the slick, urgent slide of skin on skin. He smirked to himself, certain that pleasure played no small part in those particular "necessities." 

The tools wrapped in oiled cloths had waited generations. A few more years, a few more decades—what did it matter? The right hands would find them eventually. 

Then there was the barn. 

Heat. Hay. Alli’s bare skin glowing in the golden shafts of sunlight, her breasts free beneath her thin summer dress. The memory alone was enough to make his pulse kick. But the aftermath—his sinuses revolting, his eyes streaming, Alli shoving him toward the shower with a mix of exasperation and amusement—had been less than romantic. Even now, days later, his nose twitched at the memory, his contacts abandoned in favor of wire-rimmed glasses that made Granny Merry cackle every time she saw him. 

She’d seized the opportunity, of course. With Max grounded by his allergies, she’d rallied the entire family—neighbors included—to line up repairs. Roofs to patch, fences to mend, cabinets to rebuild. His muscles ached in ways he’d forgotten possible, his skin bronzed from days spent shirtless under the sun. But there was a deep, bone-deep satisfaction in it. In the work. In the way Alli’s fingers traced his newly hardened shoulders at night, her breath warm against his ear. 

And when he let himself think about it—really think about it—he realized something startling. 

He was happy.

Alli glowed with contentment, her happiness radiating like the golden crust of the sourdough loaves she pulled from the oven each morning. The kitchen had become her domain, flour dusting her bare arms as she kneaded dough with sensual abandon, her hips swaying to some silent rhythm only she could hear. She'd coaxed life from the earth itself—planting tender shoots in rich soil, her fingers dark with dirt as she persuaded a neighbor to tend the garden after their departure. The promise of shared harvests with Granny Merry sealed their bargain, though Max suspected the real currency exchanged was the warmth of Alli's laughter and the way sunlight caught in her unbound hair.

At dawn and dusk, she moved through the world with Granny Merry like twin spirits—their woven baskets swinging as they vanished into whispering fields and shadowed woods. They'd return hours later, cheeks flushed, their bare shoulders pink from stolen swims in Big Jimmy Creek, their giggles carrying secrets Max longed to unravel. The treasures they gathered transformed the rough-hewn table into a feast: emerald tangles of miner's lettuce, earthy morels nestled beside jewel-toned berries, all drizzled with honey stolen from some distant hive. Even Clayton's kills—venison stewed with garden carrots, pheasant roasted with wild thyme—couldn't compete with the women's gleanings. Though Max noted how every hand still reached for Alli's molasses-dark bread, how mouths watered for her peach cobbler, the way fingers lingered too long passing slices of spice cake sticky with caramelized sugar.

The land worked its magic on him too. His body remembered forgotten strength as he swung axes and hauled water, his skin bronzing under endless skies. Nights brought deep, dreamless sleep—until a certain redhead's hip bumped his at breakfast, her breath hot against his ear as she abandoned scrambled eggs to drag him back to their room. The new lock had been his first gift to them both, silencing Granny Merry's conveniently timed interruptions. Alli's reward had been immediate—her back slamming against the freshly secured door, her teeth scraping his lower lip as she murmured, “You'll find out exactly what's on my mind, Mr. Carter,” before proving just how inventive they could be without fear of discovery. 

The rhythm of their days became a slow, sensual dance—work roughened hands tracing sun-warmed skin, stolen moments beneath the cottonwood's dappled shade, the way Alli's sweat-slicked body arched against his when thunderstorms rolled across the plains. Here, time stretched like honey, thick and golden, every moment ripe with possibility.

Her tongue darted out, moistening her lips as her fingers worked the buttons of her shirt with deliberate slowness. A wicked grin curled her mouth, her dark eyes glinting with mischief. "Mmm...I don't know, baby," she purred, letting the fabric slip from one shoulder. "Maybe we should just...see where this takes us." 

He reclined against the pillows, his body already responding to her teasing display. The tight denim of his jeans strained against his growing erection, the fabric growing uncomfortably restrictive. Christ, he thought, his pulse quickening. She hadn’t even touched him yet—hadn’t bared a single inch of skin beyond her collarbone—and already he was rock-hard. Just the promise in her voice, the heat in her gaze, was enough to make him ache. 

Playing along, he gave a slow, exaggerated nod. "Well, I suppose I could spare a few minutes," he drawled, feigning indifference. "But I really ought to head over to Annabeth Cardinal’s place. That old desk of hers won’t appraise itself." 

Her hands stilled mid-motion, the shirt hanging open, barely concealing the swell of her breasts. "A few minutes?" she repeated, arching a brow. 

He fought the urge to shift, to ease the pressure building in his groin. "Uh-huh," he managed, keeping his tone casual. "If you can think of something to...pass the time." 

Her tongue flicked over her lips again, slow and deliberate, as she finally shrugged the shirt off completely. The dusky peaks of her nipples were already taut, standing proud against her sun-kissed skin. 

"Oh, that," he murmured, pretending to consider it with mock reluctance. "I suppose that would be...adequate." 

Her fingers found the zipper of her jeans, and with a slow, sinuous roll of her hips, she shimmied out of them, her panties following in one fluid motion. Naked now, she prowled toward him, her gaze locked on his with predatory intent. 

"Oh, baby," she murmured, her voice low and husky. "I’m about to show you exactly what adequate means." 

He made a half-hearted attempt to shield himself, his hands hovering ineffectually. "Now, wait—just hold on a second—" 

But she was already on him, her movements efficient and practiced. His shirt was yanked over his head, his jeans and boxers peeled down to his knees in one swift motion. Kneeling between his thighs, she shot him a look—tongue teasing the tip of her nose, eyes rolling at his theatrics—before wrapping her lips around him in one smooth, devastating motion. 

A ragged groan tore from his throat as she took him deep, her mouth hot and wet, her tongue swirling expertly. She swallowed him to the root, the soft curls at his base brushing her nose, then pulled back with agonizing slowness, her lips never losing contact. Each stroke was deliberate, each flick of her tongue designed to torment—teasing the sensitive ridge, circling the swollen head, lingering just long enough to make his hips jerk. 

His fingers dug into the mattress, his knuckles white with restraint. He wanted to fist his hands in her hair, to thrust up into that perfect, sinful mouth—but he loved this too much, loved the way she controlled the pace, the way she made him burn for it. 

Then she dipped lower, her tongue tracing a wicked path along his taint, her fingers skimming the cleft of his ass. A single fingertip circled his entrance, teasing, before her mouth opened wide, enveloping first one heavy sac, then the other, sucking gently. 

"Fuck—Christ—!" he gasped, his back arching. 

She hummed against him, the vibration shooting straight to his core. "Mmm...adequate?" she murmured, her breath hot against his skin.

Max let out a deep, guttural groan, his body arching beneath her skilled mouth. Then, with a smirk playing at his lips despite the pleasure fogging his brain, he managed to rasp, "I suppose... you’ll do." 

Her eyes flashed with mischief at his teasing, and she muttered under her breath, "Oh, he supposes?" before lowering herself again. The heat of her tongue traced a slow, torturous path up the sensitive skin of his taint, then circled the base of his sac, her breath hot against him. She took one heavy ball into her mouth, sucking gently while her fingers—slick with her own arousal—trailed down the cleft of his ass. The pad of her index finger teased his rim, circling with just enough pressure to make him shudder. 

The scent of him—warm, musky, undeniably male—filled her senses, mingling with the heady perfume of her own desire as she shifted her thighs wider, fingers slipping between her folds to stroke herself in time with the rhythm of her mouth on him. 

Max’s hands tangled in her hair, his grip tightening as his body tensed, his balls drawing up tight. He was close—too close—and as much as he loved the way she worked him, he wasn’t ready for this to end. Not yet. 

With a ragged breath, he pulled back, kicking off the last of his clothes before sprawling onto the bed. His cock stood thick and flushed against his stomach, twitching with every heartbeat. 

"Enough hogging the good stuff," he growled, his voice rough. "Come here." 

She climbed onto the bed beside him, lifting her glistening fingers to her lips with deliberate slowness. She sucked one into her mouth, humming thoughtfully. "Hmm. Not quite right. Something’s missing." 

She offered her finger to him, and he took it into his mouth with exaggerated relish, his tongue swirling around the digit before pulling off with an obscene pop. "Hard to say," he mused, smirking. "Might need a second opinion." 

She giggled, her eyes dark with amusement—and hunger. 

"Well," she murmured, shifting closer, "there’s only one way to be absolutely sure." 

"Oh?" He arched a brow, his fingers already sliding between her thighs, gathering her wetness before lifting them to inspect. "Moisture levels seem... adequate." 

She groaned, rolling her eyes. “Adequate again? Really?" 

He licked his fingers clean, his gaze locked onto hers. "Mmm. Better. But still needs work." 

"Probably because you’re missing that certain something," she teased, nipping at his lower lip. 

He chuckled, nodding. "Ah, right. That Red Man kick." 

She burst into laughter, wrapping her arms around his neck. "Fine, fine. You win." 

His hands slid down to grip her hips. "And what do I win?" 

With a wicked grin, she spread herself open beneath him, her body glistening, inviting. "Me, obviously."

Collapsing onto the bed with a deep, guttural groan, Max let his weight sink into the mattress. "Fuck, Alli," he murmured, voice thick with amusement and desire. "And here I thought prizes were supposed to be something shiny and new." Propping himself up on one elbow, he flashed her that wicked grin she loved—the one that always made her pulse jump. "Not just the same delicious, familiar taste I can’t get enough of." 

Her dark eyes narrowed playfully, though the spark of laughter in them gave her away. "Oh, same?" she repeated, arching a brow. 

He let his fingers trail lazily over her slick heat, then tapped her clit lightly before pressing a teasing kiss to the tip of her nose. "Mmm. Same. Perfect." 

"Maxwell Roberts," she warned, though her breath hitched as his fingers circled her entrance, "you are this close to spending the night on the couch." 

He chuckled, low and knowing, his touch never faltering. "Doubt it, sweetheart. Pretty sure the evidence is right here that someone in this bed is desperate for me to fuck her." He dragged his fingers through her wetness, then brought them to his lips, sucking her taste from them with deliberate, obscene relish. "And let’s be honest—the couch is shit for privacy. And for fucking." 

His hand returned to her, gliding down the length of her slit, tracing the swollen folds with featherlight strokes. He watched, mesmerized, as she bit her lower lip, her hips lifting subtly, seeking more. Leaning down, he captured her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss, pouring every ounce of his need into it. His fingers played her body like an instrument he knew by heart—every gasp, every shudder, every clench of her thighs around his wrist was a note in their symphony. 

The air was thick with the scent of her arousal, the sheets beneath her dampening as she writhed. Alli’s breath came in ragged pants, broken by soft, pleading moans. He nipped a path along her jaw, down her throat, and wasn’t surprised to find her fingers already teasing her own nipples, rolling them between her fingertips. 

"Ah-ah," he chided, voice rough with want. “My prize, Alli. Mine to touch." 

Then his mouth was on her breast, lips sealing around the peak as he sucked hard, drawing a sharp cry from her. The sound went straight to his cock, already aching for her. He could feel her pulse beneath his tongue, the way her body arched into him, greedy for more. 

For a fleeting second, he wondered what it would have been like to taste her when her breasts were full and heavy with milk—but then he dismissed the thought. He wouldn’t have known what to do with her back then. 

Now? 

Now he knew exactly what to do.

His tongue danced over her nipple, teasing it with featherlight flicks before swirling slow, deliberate circles—tracing invisible letters across her flushed skin. The way her body arched beneath him, her cunt clenching rhythmically around his fingers, sent a primal thrill through him. She’d confessed before how her nipples were wired straight to her clit, every lick and suck sending electric pulses straight to her core. He couldn’t resist dipping lower, nuzzling into the warm valley between her breasts, inhaling the intoxicating blend of her arousal and the faint musk of exertion. His tongue followed the delicate crease where soft flesh met ribcage, savoring the salt on her skin before he blew a playful, wet raspberry against her belly. 

Her laughter vibrated through him, rich and unrestrained, until his mouth found its true destination—her dripping pussy. The second his lips sealed over her, her hips jerked off the bed, a breathy gasp escaping her as she strained toward his tongue. He reveled in the shift of her body beneath him, his own cock swaying heavily above her, the weight of his balls brushing tantalizingly close to her parted lips. A groan tore from his throat when she took him in one smooth motion, her mouth swallowing him whole. The hot, velvety suction of her throat around his tip threatened to unravel him instantly. He clenched his fists in the sheets, fighting the urge to thrust deeper or pull back—she knew her limits, and god, she loved this as much as he did. 

Her lips slid down to focus on the swollen head of his cock, her tongue swirling in wicked little circles as she caught her breath. The sight of her sprawled beneath him, thighs trembling, her pussy glistening and still throbbing from her last climax, was almost too much. He buried his face between her legs, inhaling the heady scent of her—not the sterile cleanness of soap, but the raw, earthy perfume of her arousal mingled with the faint tang of sweat from her morning in the garden. His fingers traced her slick folds first, spreading her open before his tongue followed, lapping at her with slow, worshipful strokes. Each flick against her sensitive lips drew another muffled moan from around his cock, the vibration of it shooting straight to his groin. 

Her fingers kneaded his sac, her touch knowing and deliberate, and he knew he was done for. His balls tightened, heavy and aching against his thighs, the pressure coiling unbearably low. 

"Gonna come, baby," he warned, his voice rough. 

Her only response was a hungry hum, her mouth working him harder, urging him over the edge.

She moaned her approval, her lips never leaving him, her mouth working with relentless devotion as he dove back between her thighs. His fingers plunged deep, curling inside her with practiced precision, and she rewarded him with a muffled cry against his cock—just before the first hot pulse of his release hit the back of her throat. She swallowed greedily, her throat working around him, but held back just a taste, her lips sealing around him until he shuddered. Then, with a playful tap against his shoulder, she signaled for his attention. 

When he turned, she met his gaze with a wicked gleam, crooking her finger in silent invitation. He collapsed onto the pillows beside her, breathless, and she leaned in, her lips brushing his in a slow, teasing kiss. But as his mouth opened beneath hers, her tongue slid forward, delivering the stolen prize—his own essence, warm and thick against his tongue. He groaned, his body tensing beneath her as he sucked her tongue deeper, his skin prickling with goosebumps. 

His arms locked around her, pulling her flush against him as he broke the kiss with a ragged laugh. "Fuck, baby," he growled, his voice rough with desire. "You’re a goddamn menace." 

Her eyes darkened, smoldering with challenge. "Then punish me," she murmured, her breath hot against his lips. 

His grip tightened, his gaze turning predatory. "Oh, I will." 

She arched a brow, her smirk daring him. "Prove it." 

Later, he’d wonder if she’d meant to taunt him—if she’d underestimated the strength he’d gained from weeks of grueling labor, hauling feed bags and swinging hammers until his muscles burned. But in that moment, instinct took over. In one fluid motion, he flipped her onto her stomach, dragging her toward the edge of the bed for better leverage. She squirmed, laughter bubbling up—until his palm cracked against her bare ass. 

The sharp slap echoed through the room, and her gasp was pure surprise. She twisted, but his left arm pinned her effortlessly, his right hand descending again and again, each strike precise, deliberate. Her skin bloomed under his touch, pale imprints of his fingers darkening to a heated pink. The mirror across the room captured every detail—the way her body arched, the way her cunt glistened, swollen and dripping, her arousal undeniable. 

And then he saw it—the way her hips rocked subtly with each spank, the way her thighs trembled. She wasn’t fighting him. She was fucking needing it. 

His cock throbbed at the sight. 

Her ass was a sunset of red, her pussy slick and flushed, her breath coming in ragged pants. "Max—" she whimpered, but there was no protest in it. Only hunger. 

And he was more than happy to feed it.

Alli’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling with a mix of shock and raw, undeniable arousal. The sting of Max’s palm against her skin had ignited something deep inside her—something primal, something she hadn’t realized she craved. Humiliation curled through her, hot and sweet, but it was tangled with pleasure so intense it made her thighs quiver. She couldn’t deny it—she was wet, embarrassingly so, her body betraying her in ways she’d never expected. 

Was it just the physical reaction? The rush of blood, the nerves alight beneath her skin, the way every strike sent a jolt straight to her core? Or was it the way Max had taken control so effortlessly, so confidently, like he knew exactly what she needed even before she did? Alli had spent years being the one in charge—the one who held everything together, who made the decisions, who carried the weight of responsibility on her shoulders. As a mother, as a nurse, as a woman who had learned to stand firm, she had never allowed herself to surrender. 

But this? This was surrender in its purest, most intoxicating form. 

And God, it felt good. 

A shiver raced down her spine as Max’s fingers traced the heated flesh of her ass, his touch a delicious contrast—cool against the fire he’d stoked in her. She could see herself in the mirror, her body flushed and wanton, her cunt glistening, swollen with need. The sight alone made her pulse spike. His gaze lingered there, dark with hunger, and she felt a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs. 

Then he was on his knees behind her, his breath hot against her skin before his tongue found her, slow and deliberate. The first swipe over her clit sent a jolt of pleasure so sharp she nearly cried out. He didn’t stop, didn’t tease—just devoured her like a man starved, his fingers plunging deep inside her, curling just right, while his thumb circled her throbbing clit. 

Alli buried her face in the sheets, her back arching, her hips rocking against his mouth, desperate for more. Every nerve in her body was alight, every muscle taut with tension. She could feel herself tightening around his fingers, her orgasm coiling low in her belly, ready to snap. 

And then—oh God—his tongue traced lower, teasing the tight furl of her ass, and she lost it. 

Her cry tore through the room, raw and unfiltered, her body shuddering as pleasure crashed over her in waves. She was barely aware of Max rising behind her, his cock hard and heavy against her slick flesh, the head nudging at her entrance. 

His voice was rough against her ear, thick with need. 

“Tell me you want it.” 

And she did. 

She ached for it.

“My beautiful girl,” Max murmured against her damp skin, his voice thick with possession. 

“Yessss!” The word tore from Alli’s throat, ragged and desperate, her body trembling beneath him. 

“All mine?” His lips brushed the curve of her shoulder, teasing, testing. 

“Oh God—yes, baby, yes!” Her hips jerked back, seeking more, needing him deeper. 

With a dark chuckle, he drove into her in one relentless thrust, filling her completely. The sharp cry that escaped her was pure, unfiltered pleasure. 

“Is this what you need?” he growled, his grip tightening on her hips. 

“Fuck, yes!” 

He pulled back almost entirely, leaving her gasping, empty, before slamming home again. The slap of skin against skin echoed in the room, mingling with her broken moans. His hands roamed her body—one teasing her clit in slow, maddening circles, the other pressing against her tightest entrance, his thumb coaxing her open. 

When her muscles yielded, when he sank his thumb into that scorching heat, her entire body convulsed. 

“Oh God—no, don’t—oh please, yes—don’t stop, don’t stop, fuck, Max, don’t stop!” Her words were a jumbled mess, her mind lost in sensation. 

He leaned over her, his breath hot against her spine. “I know what you really crave, little slut.” 

A shiver ran through her as he pulled away, his fingers slick with her arousal. He traced her most forbidden place, spreading her wetness there before pressing forward. 

“Oh!” Her gasp was sharp, her body tensing—then surrendering. 

“Tell me,” he demanded, his voice rough. “Do you want me to stop?” 

“Yes—no—God, no, don’t—don’t stop!” 

She arched back, taking him deeper, her body clenching around him in a way that made his vision blur. Tighter. Hotter. An entirely different kind of fire. 

“You’ve wanted this,” he murmured, his fingers finding her clit again, stroking in time with his thrusts. “Haven’t you?” 

“Yessss…” 

“Since the beach?” 

“Yessss…” 

Her own fingers were already working her pussy, frantic and greedy, and the sight of her like this—so lost in pleasure—drove him wild. He fucked her harder, deeper, until the bed creaked beneath them, until her cries turned into sobs, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. 

With a groan, he buried himself inside her, spilling into her tight heat, his body shuddering with release. 

### 

Later, Max smirked to himself. It had been one hell of a summer—full of moments seared into his memory. Funny how the details of Crow Fair’s vibrant dances paled in comparison to the way Alli’s body had felt beneath him, around him. 

Adjusting himself in his jeans, he ran a hand over his freshly shorn hair, catching his own grin in the rearview mirror. 

Yeah. Definitely a summer to remember.

Alli’s reaction had been deliciously unexpected. The moment he’d walked through the door after the barber’s, her eyes had widened, her mouth forming a perfect little O of shock before she’d shrieked, “What the hell did you do to your hair?” The way her fingers had immediately tangled in the short, soft bristles, tugging him closer, had sent a thrill straight to his cock. He’d laughed, low and rough, explaining how the summer heat and sweat made his longer hair impossible to manage—especially with the physical labor he’d been doing. 

But then, oh then, she’d discovered the real pleasure of it. The first time he’d knelt between her thighs, his newly shorn head brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, she’d moaned, arching into him. The contrast of the soft fuzz against her flesh, the scrape of his beard as he licked and teased her clit—she’d come undone faster than ever, gasping his name like a prayer. 

And then there was Bessie. 

Max’s fingers trailed over the worn blue-and-white door of his Chevy, a slow, possessive stroke. He wasn’t sure what had drawn him to the old C-10—maybe the way it reminded him of something solid, something real, in a world that had felt too polished before. Sure, the rust patches still marred the body, stubborn despite his hours of scrubbing with steel wool and naval jelly. The wooden bed was splintered in places, in desperate need of replacement. But the engine? That had purred to life with barely any coaxing, roaring down dirt roads, kicking up dust in thick, sunlit plumes behind him. 

Granny Merry had been the first to truly appreciate it. Her nimble fingers had stitched together old trade blankets into seat covers, her laughter bright and unguarded as she’d ridden shotgun on the truck’s maiden voyage. “Dis good truck for you, Max!” she’d shouted over the wind, her dark eyes crinkling at the corners, her smile wide and toothless. That she’d let herself laugh like that—without her dentures in—had struck him deep. It was a gift, her approval, and he’d cherished it. 

She’d seen right through him, too. When Alli had first protested the idea of another vehicle, Granny Merry had just patted her granddaughter’s cheek, her voice firm. “Dat YOU truck... DIS Max truck.” And with that, she’d shuffled off to the kitchen, leaving Alli gaping after her. 

Max exhaled, his fingers tightening on the steering wheel. That same knowing look in Granny Merry’s eyes haunted him now. Because he hadn’t told Alli the truth yet—that he wasn’t going back to the city. That he’d taken a job here, with a local contractor who’d hired him on the spot after watching him load feed bags like a man who knew the value of hard work. The straw-bale houses, the rebar frames—it fascinated him. This was where he wanted to be. 

But how the hell was he supposed to tell the woman he loved that he was staying—without her?

The tires of Bessie kicked up gravel as he swung into the driveway, the truck’s back end sliding just enough to make his pulse jump. His grip tightened on the wheel before he caught sight of Alli—slumped against Granny Merry on the front steps, her body wracked with sobs that shook her slender frame. His stomach twisted. Had someone already told her? Had his secret spilled before he could? 

Above them, the sky erupted with movement—two red-tailed hawks, their wings slicing through the air in a fierce, playful dance. The female, larger and bolder, let out a piercing cry, taunting her mate to keep up. Max barely registered them, but Granny Merry’s dark eyes tracked their flight with an intensity that bordered on reverence. She lifted a hand, as if acknowledging some silent message carried on the wind, then fixed Max with a look that sent a shiver down his spine before pushing to her feet and disappearing inside, the door clicking shut behind her. 

Kneeling beside Alli, he pulled her into his arms, the heat of her tears soaking through his shirt. "Alli, honey—" 

She clutched at him, her fingers digging into his shoulders. "Oh God, Max, I’m so glad you’re home," she gasped between ragged breaths. "I—I don’t even know how to say this—" 

"Maybe I should—" 

"No." She shook her head, her voice thick. "Let me get it out. The Tribal Council came to me today. They made me an offer, Max. A huge one." Her breath hitched, her body trembling against his. "They want me to stay. To work in the clinic—they’ll pay for my State Boards, even help send me to med school if I promise to come back after. And the Medicine Man… he wants me to train with the Herb Women, too. It’s everything, Max. Everything I could’ve dreamed of." 

A fresh sob tore from her throat as she buried her face against his chest. "But I don’t want to lose you." 

A laugh burst from him, relief and amusement mingling as he cupped her tear-streaked face. “That’s what’s got you like this?" 

Her eyes flashed, indignation sparking through the grief, but he silenced her with a kiss—soft at first, then deeper, tasting the salt of her tears. He pulled back just enough to swipe his thumb across her damp cheeks. "Blow your nose," he murmured, pressing his bandanna into her hand. 

Then, with a grin he couldn’t suppress, he told her his own news—about the job, the contractor who’d taken a chance on him, the way his hands had itched to learn more about straw-bale construction. He painted the future for her—keeping the city house for Clayton, maybe even turning his car over to the kid. And vacations, lazy days on the beach, the two of them tangled in the surf and each other. 

Her breath caught, her eyes widening as the pieces clicked into place. "You… you want to stay?" 

His smile was answer enough.

Her frown softened, the tension melting away as joy lit up her face like sunlight breaking through storm clouds. A breathless laugh escaped her lips, and Max couldn’t resist capturing it with another kiss, his mouth warm and possessive against hers. 

“If it hadn’t worked out, sweetheart,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with emotion, “I would’ve moved heaven and earth to make sure it did. You’re mine, Alli. And I’m not letting you go—not now, not ever. Whatever it takes, whatever the terms, as long as you’ll have me—hell, even longer if I can manage it. A lifetime might not be enough.” 

Tears welled in her eyes again, shimmering like liquid gold in the fading light. “Oh, Max…” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, don’t ever leave me. I know I’m not easy—I’m stubborn, complicated, scared. But I love you. I do. And I know what you want, what you hope for. It’s just… I’m afraid. Not of you—never of you. You’ve shown me what trust really means. But of being… open. Of letting someone in so completely that they could shatter me all over again.” 

Max brushed his thumb along her cheek, wiping away a stray tear. “Can’t have rainbows without a little rain, sweetheart,” he murmured, echoing the wisdom of his grandparents. 

She swallowed hard, her fingers tightening in his shirt. “Will you stay? With me? Be part of my family—my tribe? I know it’s asking a lot…” 

He silenced her with another kiss, deep and lingering, his answer clear in the way his hands cradled her face, in the possessive heat of his mouth. When he finally pulled back, his gaze flickered over her shoulder to where Granny Merry stood, a twist of tobacco smoldering in her hand. Wisps of fragrant smoke curled toward the sky as she turned to the four directions, a hawk’s feather trailing through the air like a silent blessing. 

Alli didn’t need words. The promise was already sealed between them—in the way his body pressed against hers, in the steady beat of his heart beneath her palm. A future, a home, a love that would weather any storm.


Chapter 7

Max eased the truck to a stop, the tires crunching over the fresh gravel as a thick cloud of dust billowed behind him, suspended in the heavy summer air. The county’s recent roadwork had left the drive smoother, but with it came the inevitable haze of orange grit—coating everything in its path, clinging to throats, settling into the cracks of homes, and turning freshly laundered sheets into a lost cause by sundown. Not that he minded the mess. But Alli? He smirked to himself, imagining her exasperated sighs, the way she’d swipe at her forehead with the back of her wrist, leaving a smudge of dirt behind. Better the dust than him giving her grief. 

She’d been relentless these past weeks—digging, planting, coaxing life from the stubborn earth before the first frost could steal their chance. The garden sprawled wider now, rows of late-season greens and root vegetables stubbornly pushing through the soil. Inside, the kitchen smelled of vinegar and spice, jars clinking as she filled them with whatever she could preserve. The old chest freezer groaned under the weight of meat and fish, but even that wasn’t a guarantee. Winter storms had a habit of flicking the power out like an afterthought, leaving them in the dark. 

He’d done his part, too—licenses in hand, advice taken from Clayton’s seasoned friends. Guns weren’t something he’d ever thought much about, not until necessity forced his hand. Then Hal, ever the opportunist, had tipped him off about the widow. A woman eager to shed the past, trading her late husband’s belongings for a one-way ticket south to her children. 

“Huntin’ t’ings,” she’d called them, patting the padlocked trunk with a wistful smile. Hal’s eyes had narrowed at her quick acceptance of their lowball offer—three hundred dollars, handed over without hesitation. Suspicion had prickled at the back of Max’s neck, but curiosity won out. 

The moment the lock gave way, the scent of oil and aged leather rose from the trunk. Neatly packed inside: a blaze-orange vest, a camouflage jacket thick enough to ward off the bitterest cold, boxes of ammunition, vials of earthy scents meant to lure prey. And there, resting on top like a pair of sleeping predators—a Remington 700, its wood stock worn smooth from years of use, and beside it, a sleek little .22, almost delicate in comparison. 

His breath had caught. This wasn’t just gear; it was a legacy. 

Guilt twisted in his gut. The next morning, he’d gone back, bills clenched in his fist, stammering about fairness, about how he couldn’t possibly— 

But the widow had only smiled, pressing the money back into his shirt pocket, her fingers lingering just a second too long before she rose on her toes to brush a kiss against his stubbled cheek. “He’d be glad,” she whispered, her voice thick with memory. “Knowing they’ll be used by hands that’ll respect ‘em.” 

The weight of the guns in his arms had felt like a promise.

Max tipped his head toward the sky with a smirk, imagining the old hunter looking down from wherever spirits lingered. With a playful salute, he lifted the .22 from the truck’s rack, the metal cool against his palms. The distant cry of a red-tail hawk pierced the quiet, and he couldn’t help but chuckle. Alli’s Granny swore those birds carried whispers from the spirit world—omens, warnings, blessings. Lately, every time he and Alli butted heads or hesitated over a decision, the old woman would just shrug and say, Hawk he say… like it settled everything. Right now, he could practically hear her cackling, Hawk he say you welcome, boy. 

The rabbits swung heavy in his grip as he rounded the house, careful to keep the blood from staining anything but the kitchen floor. The last thing he needed was both women on his ass about tracking mess through the house. 

The moment he pushed open the back door, a thick, herbal steam enveloped him, fogging his glasses with its earthy, floral scent. 

“Smells like heaven in here,” he called out, blinking through the haze. 

Alli turned, and that smile—God, that smile—hit him like a punch to the chest, stealing his breath. Her lips curved, eyes bright, as she held up a wooden spoon dripping with some thick, golden salve. “Skin cream,” she teased. “Want a taste?” 

He laughed, shaking his head, but couldn’t resist closing the distance between them. His body pressed against hers, heat flaring where their skin met. “Nah,” he murmured against her lips before stealing a kiss, slow and deep. “Pretty sure it’s you that smells this good.” 

Her breath hitched as his teeth grazed her earlobe, then trailed down the delicate curve of her neck. His cock stirred, thickening against her hip, and he groaned, pulling back just enough to meet her eyes. “Hold that thought, yeah? You’ve got your potions to finish.” He jerked his chin toward the simmering concoction. “And I’ve got these to clean.” 

He lifted the rabbits higher, and Granny Merry’s sharp eyes locked onto them instantly. The old woman clapped her hands, her grin wide as she shuffled to fill a basin with water. 

“Max go clean gun!” she ordered, shooing him toward the table where his cleaning kit lay. “Granny take care daa’bu.” 

She bustled outside with the pan, only to return moments later, snatching up the rabbits and a wicked little blade with practiced ease. 

Max watched her, amused. “Any clue what she’s hoarding all these pelts for?” 

Alli barely glanced up from her stirring. “Our baby.” 

The cleaning rod slipped from his fingers, clattering against the wood floor. His throat went dry. “Alli…” His voice cracked. “I thought—we can’t—” 

“We can’t,” she snapped, stirring harder. “And trust me, I’ve reminded her. But she just cackles and says, Hawk he say you get girl baby.” Alli rolled her eyes, though her cheeks flushed pink. “Then she wags her finger at me like I’m the one not paying attention. Better get ready, you betcha.” 

She exhaled, shoulders slumping. “Like I don’t have enough to deal with already without adding a baby to the mix.” 

Max swallowed hard, his pulse racing. A baby. Their baby. The idea sent a jolt through him—equal parts terror and something dangerously close to hope.

Max took in the cramped space of their little home, the walls pressing in with the weight of their shared dreams and unspoken worries. His gaze lingered on Alli, the way her jaw tightened, the fire simmering in the depths of her dark eyes. He knew better than to poke that particular bear. 

"You're right, sweetheart," he murmured, keeping his voice low and soothing. "Between the clinic, the garden, and everything else—hell, I don’t know how you do it all now. A baby would be..." He trailed off, watching the dangerous flicker in her expression ignite. 

Her spine straightened, and she whirled toward him, wooden spoon gripped like a weapon. "Oh, so you’re saying if—if—some miracle happened, you’d just stand back and let me drown in it?" 

He didn’t hesitate. Setting the gun and cleaning rod aside, he rose slowly, hands raised in surrender, but his body moved with deliberate intent. She was all coiled tension, her breath quick, her nipples pebbled beneath the thin fabric of her shirt. The sight sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. 

He closed the distance between them, his arms sliding around her waist, pulling her flush against him. The spoon thumped harmlessly against his shoulder as he captured her mouth in a slow, deep kiss, tasting the herbal bitterness of the skin cream on her lips. When he finally pulled back, her breath was ragged, her pupils blown wide. 

"Alli," he murmured, thumb tracing the curve of her lower lip. "If we ever got that lucky, I’d be right there with you. Every damn step. Changing diapers, midnight feedings—hell, I’d even let you teach me how to braid hair if it’s a girl." 

Her eyes glistened, and he grinned, ducking out of reach just as she swatted at him again. "Besides," he added, voice thick with amusement, "you think I took those babysitting classes for my health?" 

“Max!” she shrieked, launching after him. 

He was faster now, his body honed from months of hard work and good food. He vaulted over Granny’s low stool, rolled across the bed with a laugh, and nearly made it back to the kitchen before Alli cut him off, her triumphant cry echoing through the tiny house. 

Granny Merry intercepted with a disapproving click of her tongue, confiscating the spoon mid-swing. "Dis house full a’ wild t’ings," she grumbled, stirring her pot with exaggerated patience. "T’ink dey too grown for a good whippin’!" But then her face cracked into that radiant, toothless grin, and Max saw it—the same smile that had stolen his breath the first time Alli turned it on him. 

It was strange, imagining this tiny, wrinkled woman as the beauty she must have been in her youth. But the warmth in her eyes, the way her joy lit up the room—that was Alli’s legacy. That, and the stubborn fire that made his blood run hot. 

He winked at Granny, then dodged another half-hearted swipe from Alli, his heart pounding not from the chase, but from the promise of what might still lie ahead.

A slow, knowing grin spread across Max’s face as he met the old woman’s gaze, settling back into the rhythmic motion of cleaning his rifle. For a fleeting moment, the simplicity of their life—the scent of gun oil, the warmth of the fire, the quiet domesticity—made it feel as though they’d slipped through time, untouched by the modern world. 

Then Alli’s phone shattered the illusion with its shrill ringtone. 

He watched as she snatched it up, answering with a sharp “Haa’.” The rest of the conversation was a rapid-fire blur of Shoshone, too quick for him to follow, but the tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers clenched around the phone—it was enough to set his instincts humming. And then there were the glances. Dark, flickering, darting toward him like sparks from a fire. Whoever was on the other end of that call, they were talking about him. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 

Two weeks later, they were deep in the mountains, the air crisp and thin, the world reduced to the steady rhythm of hooves against packed earth. The party was small but well-prepared—Alli’s cousin Ray at the front, two more of her male cousins flanking the group, all of them armed. Even Alli carried a gun now, the sleek little .22 she’d insisted on taking instead of the heavier Remington. 

Max still remembered the way she’d silenced his doubts—marching him outside, squinting one eye shut despite his protests, and with a series of sharp cracks, sending six out of seven tin cans flying off the fence. The precision in her movements, the way her body tensed just before each shot—it had sent an unexpected thrill through him. Relief, yes, but something darker, too. A primal satisfaction in knowing his woman could handle herself. 

The elders had sent them out before winter locked the high country down. Some of the families scattered in the remote valleys needed medicine, others would need whatever help Alli could offer. She’d argued for taking the trucks, but the old Medicine Chief had refused, his word final. Max had backed the decision, though not without hesitation. Trucks meant speed, but horses meant survival if the terrain turned treacherous. 

And then there was the other reason—the unspoken one. 

As they rode, Max let his gaze drift over the untamed landscape, imagining where they might carve out a home. Somewhere wild, but sheltered. Somewhere theirs. The thought sent a slow heat curling through him, the promise of something more than just survival. 

Something alive.

As the sun dipped low, painting the sky in fiery hues, Ray or one of the cousins would scout ahead, searching for the perfect spot to make camp—somewhere flat, sheltered, and close enough to water for the horses to drink. The moment they settled, an unspoken rhythm took over, each of them falling into familiar roles. Alli would vanish into the brush, returning with armfuls of brittle twigs and dried grass, her arms scratched but her movements efficient. Max would carve out a shallow pit with his boot, lining it with smooth stones he’d scavenged from the creekbed. When she dropped the first bundle of kindling beside him, he’d relinquish the task of coaxing the fire to life, leaving her to work her quiet magic with flint and patience while he ventured deeper into the trees. 

The weight of deadfall pressed against his shoulders as he hauled it back, muscles burning, breath fogging in the cooling air. He’d break what he could with his boot, the sharp cracks echoing, but some logs were too stubborn—those would wait for the hatchet. Meanwhile, the others tended to the horses, their hands moving with practiced ease as they stripped away saddles and brushed down sweat-damp coats. The animals’ grateful sighs filled the quiet as they were led to drink, then released to graze with only the lightest restraint of hobbles. 

Dinner was a shared duty, though Alli usually took charge, her hands deft as she stirred pots or turned meat over the flames. But sometimes, one of the cousins would step in—Max had been surprised the first time he’d seen Ray kneading dough for frybread at dawn, his rough hands surprisingly gentle. It had been a quiet revelation, shattering some half-formed stereotype he hadn’t even realized he carried. 

The higher they climbed, the sharper the cold bit. Each morning, frost clung to the creek’s edges like lace, and if they weren’t careful, their canteens would freeze solid overnight. More than once, he’d woken with a jolt, rolling onto an icy metal cylinder tucked too close in the blankets. Worse was the betrayal of reaching for a drink only to find the water locked inside, unyielding. Still, the snow held off, the days staying just warm enough to keep the trail passable—though "warm" was a relative term when your breath still clouded the air by noon. 

Then, without warning, his phone died. No signal, no bars—just a hollow silence where the digital world had once hummed. He’d pulled it out, frowning at the blank screen, as if sheer will could summon a connection. When he told Alli, she barely glanced at him, her own phone untouched in her pocket. Her indifference was a quiet reminder of the gulf between them—not just years, but lifetimes. She had lived without this tether; for her, its absence meant nothing. For him, it was like losing a limb.

The narrow, winding trails—barely more than game paths—led them from one remote farmstead to another, each arrival met with eager faces and open arms. The medicines and supplies they carried were welcomed, but it was the news from beyond the mountains that truly lit up the eyes of those they visited. Max, though an outsider, was embraced as part of Alli’s tribal family, his presence vouched for by her. His grasp of Shoshone had sharpened enough that he could catch the murmured exchanges around the fire, the curious glances thrown his way when the conversation inevitably turned to the white man traveling among them. 

He learned to recognize the shift in tone, the unspoken questions lingering in the air. When the talk grew too pointed, he’d rise with an easy excuse—I should check the horses—leaving Alli to navigate the unspoken currents as she saw fit. The weight of their cultural exchange settled over him in those moments, the unspoken rituals of respect and reciprocity. Gifts passed hands—woven blankets rich with patterns, pottery glazed in earthy tones, jewelry that whispered of skilled hands and patient artistry. Two young geldings joined their string, their coats sleek and eyes bright, and then there was the puppy. 

Small but already fierce, the creature was a tangle of dark fur and oversized paws, his appetite insatiable. Max couldn’t shake the suspicion there was something wild in his blood—wolf, maybe—but Alli only laughed and named him Bear, as much for his appetite as his size. 

They climbed higher, then began their slow descent along unfamiliar trails, the air growing thick with the promise of snow. When the storm finally caught them, it was Ray who led the way to the shelter of ancient cliffside caves, their walls worn smooth by generations of use. Inside, Max found a trove of carefully stored supplies—bundles of dry firewood, tightly sealed containers of beans and jerky, everything needed to wait out a blizzard. 

The storm passed by morning, leaving the world glistening under a clear sky, the steady drip of melting snow a quiet song in the air. While Max and the cousins worked to restock the caves, Alli and Ray rode off alone, their figures shrinking into the distance. The absence of her hit him harder than he expected—weeks of her constant presence had rewired something in him, left him unsettled by the sudden quiet. He watched until she vanished between the trees, the unfamiliar ache of separation settling deep in his chest.

The hours stretched endlessly, each minute gnawing at Max’s nerves like Bear’s restless teeth on his boot leather. Without Alli beside him, the camp felt hollow—wrong. He paced the cramped space, his boots scuffing the packed earth, his ears straining for any sound that might signal her return. Every rustle of leaves, every distant birdcall sent him bolting outside, heart hammering, only to be met with silence. 

At first, her cousins had smirked at his restlessness, tossing playful jabs in Shoshone that he now understood enough to catch. But as the sun dipped below the horizon and darkness swallowed the mountainside, their teasing faded. The tension in the cave grew thick, unspoken. Even Bear, usually a ball of boundless energy, whined and pawed at the empty space where Alli should have been, his dark eyes wide and unsettled. 

Sleep was impossible. Max lay stiffly on his side of the sleeping bag, the cold absence beside him a physical ache. He stared into the fire’s dying embers, his mind racing through worst-case scenarios—had she been hurt? Lost? The thought coiled like a vise around his chest. 

Dawn came too slowly. Then, on the third day, the rhythmic beat of hooves finally cut through the stillness. Bear’s ears perked, his tail wagging furiously as he bounded toward the sound, nose twitching at familiar scents. Max’s pulse spiked, his boots kicking up dust as he sprinted outside. 

Ray appeared first, his face grim, shouting for Douglas in sharp, urgent Shoshone. The words flew too fast for Max to follow, but the panic in Douglas’s eyes needed no translation. The younger man lunged for his horse, saddling the pinto with frantic speed. At Ray’s barked order, he seized two more mounts and vanished down the trail in a cloud of dust. 

Max’s fists clenched, his muscles coiled tight with the need to demand answers—to shake them until they told him where Alli was. But then, another set of hoofbeats. Closer. 

And there she was. 

Alli rounded the bend, her silhouette haloed by the morning sun, and Max’s breath caught. She was breathtaking, even now—even exhausted. The vibrant woman who usually rode with effortless grace was slumped in the saddle, her shoulders hunched beneath layers of trade blankets. One was bundled tightly around something cradled in her arms, its shape obscured. 

A puppy? His lips twitched at the thought—Bear could use a distraction from his boot fetish. But as he moved toward her, relief warring with concern, Ray’s hand shot out, blocking his path. 

"Don’t ask," Ray murmured, his voice low and rough. "Not yet. Let her rest. I’ll explain everything." 

Max swallowed hard, his gaze locked on Alli’s weary face. She looked older suddenly, the faint lines around her eyes more pronounced, her usual radiance dimmed. But she was here. She was safe. 

For now, that would have to be enough.

The sight of his woman’s exhaustion tempered Max’s irritation, though the intrusion would have normally sparked his anger. But then it struck him—this kind of interference was unheard of in their world. Never in all their weeks of traveling together, nor before that, had anyone dared to step between them like this. Granny was a force of nature, bending their lives to her will whenever she pleased, but even she had her limits. Under her roof, she’d never meddled so blatantly, not even when family squabbles erupted around her. More often than not, she’d simply turn away, busying herself with some task or slipping quietly from the room. Max clenched his jaw but gave a stiff nod, swallowing his frustration as he moved to Alli’s side, ready to ease her down from the saddle. 

Her smile was weary, shadows pooling beneath her lashes, but the warmth in her gaze still made his chest tighten. She shifted the bundle in her arms, and at the movement, a frail, exhausted cry pierced the air. Max’s hands stilled—this wasn’t the playful yip of a puppy. His pulse spiked as he glanced up at Alli, who merely shrugged, her voice soft with exhaustion. “Hawk, he say...” 

Before he could process it, Ray was there, snatching the bundle from his grasp with a disapproving click of his tongue. “You’re holding her upside-down!” 

Max gaped, his mind reeling as he looked between them, his mouth opening and closing like a man drowning in disbelief. “Hawk... she? Alli, that’s—that’s a baby. A baby girl?” 

Ray’s grin was smug as he shot Alli a knowing look. “Got a real flair for the obvious, don’t he?” 

Alli’s tired chuckle was muffled by a yawn as she reached out, swatting at her cousin half-heartedly. “Don’t be dissing my man, Cuz’.” She stretched her arms toward the bundle, her voice thick with fatigue. “Here, give her to me. I gotta get some sleep.” 

Her lips brushed his in a fleeting kiss, too brief to savor, before she cradled the infant against her chest and disappeared into the cave. The baby’s cries faded into fretful murmurs, leaving Max standing there, stunned. He turned to Ray, his voice low. “Okay. Your turn. What the hell happened out there?” 

Ray exhaled, the weight of exhaustion settling over his features as they tended to the horses—unsaddling, watering, brushing them down in silence. Only when they finally sank by the fire did Ray begin to speak, and with every word, Max’s astonishment grew. The time they’d been apart had been short—too short—and yet, somehow, the world had shifted beneath their feet.

Alli and Ray had ridden through the golden haze of late afternoon, the sun casting long shadows across the neglected sheep holding they approached. The place was a ruin—fences sagging, the barn’s roof caved in, the air thick with the scent of dust and decay. At first glance, it seemed abandoned, but then a weak, desperate bleating cut through the silence, drawing their attention to a handful of sheep penned behind a collapsing shed. 

Before they could dismount, a rough, slurred voice called out from the dilapidated house. "Who the hell’s out there?" 

Ray’s grip tightened on his rifle, his knuckles whitening as he rested the butt against his thigh, his fingers brushing the trigger guard. His voice was steady, though his jaw was clenched. "Supplies," he answered, his tone clipped. "And the nurse." 

The response was a bark of laughter, thick with liquor and something darker. "Well, come on in then!" 

Stepping inside was like walking into a tomb of filth and neglect. The stench hit them first—sour sweat, rotting food, the acrid tang of unwashed bodies. A gray-haired woman shuffled across the floor in tattered slippers, her dress streaked with grime, her eyes dull and vacant. At the table sat her son, a heavyset man with greasy hair, his wife-beater stained yellow under the arms, his jeans crusted with dirt. He didn’t bother to look up as he poured himself another glass of whiskey, the amber liquid sloshing over the rim. 

Alli’s nostrils flared, her stomach turning, but she kept her expression neutral, her gaze sweeping the cramped, squalid room. "Where is she?" she demanded, her voice sharp. 

The man grunted, waving a meaty hand toward a doorway covered by a tattered blanket. "Lazy bitch won’t get up," he muttered before taking another swig. 

Alli’s pulse spiked, her fingers curling into fists. She exchanged a glance with Ray, then grabbed her saddlebag, pushing past the blanket into the suffocating darkness beyond. 

The bedroom was a pit—stale air thick with the metallic tang of blood and the cloying reek of alcohol. The bedsprings groaned as something shifted beneath the thin, stained sheets. A weak, pained whimper sent a chill down Alli’s spine. 

She turned back, her voice cutting through the oppressive gloom. "I need light. Now." 

The old woman muttered something about it being a waste, but Ray was already yanking the blanket aside, his jaw set. Alli fumbled for the outlet, her fingers slick with sweat, and when the lamp flickered to life, the sight before her made her breath catch. 

The young woman lay sprawled across the mattress, her face swollen and bruised, her lips cracked and dry. Her breath came in shallow, uneven gasps, her body trembling. The sheets beneath her were damp, the unmistakable scent of amniotic fluid mingling with the stench of liquor. 

And she was in labor.

A white-hot fury ignited in Alli’s chest as she took in the brutalized young woman—her swollen belly, the bruises mottling her skin, the way her breath came in ragged, alcohol-laced gasps. Every instinct screamed for vengeance, but she forced herself to focus. The baby was coming, and nothing else mattered right now. 

She stormed back into the main room, her fingers curling around the rifle in Ray’s grip before he could react. Her voice was low, urgent as she rattled off the supplies she needed. Then she turned on the room’s other occupants, her glare sharp enough to cut glass. “Which one of you laid hands on her?” 

The man at the table only smirked, his lips slick with whiskey and arrogance. “Lazy bitch wouldn’t get up—” 

Alli didn’t let him finish. “She’s in fucking labor, you worthless piece of shit!” 

The crack of Ray’s rifle butt against bone echoed through the shack, followed by a howl of pain. “You BROKE my fucking hand!” the man bellowed, clutching his mangled fingers. 

Ray was already moving, shoving supplies into Alli’s arms and pressing the cold weight of his bowie knife into her palm. He reclaimed the rifle, leveling it at the man with deadly calm. “Be glad it wasn’t me. I’d have slit you open like a gutted deer. Now sit down and shut your mouth.” 

The man collapsed into his chair, whimpering as the old woman fumbled with grimy rags to bind his hand. 

Back in the suffocating darkness of the bedroom, Alli fought against exhaustion and rising dread. The baby was breech, the mother too young, too frail, barely conscious between the blows and the alcohol saturating her veins. Whether she’d drunk willingly or been forced didn’t matter now—only survival did. 

Hours bled together in a haze of sweat and blood, the metallic tang thick in the air. When the baby finally came, it was in a crimson flood that refused to slow. For one heart-stopping moment, Alli feared she’d lose them both. But then—a cry. Sharp, furious, alive. The tiny girl wriggled in her hands, her mouth already seeking warmth, comfort, the primal need for her mother’s touch. 

Alli held her up to the lamplight, her stomach twisting as she took in the signs—the too-flat philtrum, the delicate features marred by the poison that had seeped into her before she’d even drawn breath. Fetal alcohol syndrome. The diagnosis settled like a stone in Alli’s chest. 

She swallowed hard, cradling the newborn closer. What kind of life awaited her here, in this house of filth and violence? The thought made her throat tighten. But for now, the baby was breathing. And that would have to be enough.

Alli cradled the fragile newborn against her chest, swaddling her in the softest T-shirt she could scavenge, folding another around her delicate bottom before bundling her snugly into a towel. The weight of exhaustion pressed down on her shoulders as she stepped back into the main room, collapsing into a chair at the rough-hewn table. Her voice was steady but hollow as she relayed the grim news—the mother hadn’t survived, but the baby had. 

The man barely looked up from his bottle, his lip curling in disgust. "Another worthless bitch to feed," he slurred, his breath thick with whiskey. 

Alli’s fingers tightened around the towel, but she kept her voice calm, clinical. She listed the possibilities—mental delays, hearing loss, the myriad challenges this child would face. With each word, the man’s grumbling grew louder, more venomous, until Ray’s patience snapped. 

Alli met the man’s bloodshot eyes. "So you don’t want her," she stated flatly, cutting through his drunken tirade. She repeated it, unwavering, until he spat his answer. Then she slid a paper across the table, demanding their marks—their surrender of any claim to the child, to the meager benefits she might bring. 

Ray had managed to coax milk from a reluctant ewe, though neither had enjoyed the process. The baby had taken what little they could spare, but their supply was dwindling fast. Douglas had ridden out in desperation, hoping to barter for goats—anything to keep the child fed until Alli’s own body could provide. 

Max listened in stunned silence, his chest tight with horror and admiration. But when Ray dropped that detail, his jaw went slack. 

"But—how?" he stammered, his mind reeling. 

Ray just shrugged. "Hell if I know. Old stories say it’s possible. Alli swears it is." 

The sun was climbing. Time to wake her. 

Max found Alli already stirring in the dim cave, her shirt open, the baby latched fiercely onto her swollen nipple. The sight sent a jolt through him—part awe, part possessiveness. He bent to kiss her, relief flooding him when her lips clung to his, warm and eager. 

"How’s she doing?" he murmured, brushing a thumb over the baby’s tiny fist. 

"Starving," Alli sighed, her free hand finding his. "Max… you’re really okay with this?" 

His throat tightened. "Jesus, Alli. After everything? You saved her." His fingers traced the curve of her breast, the baby’s greedy suckling sending an unexpected heat through him. "However you need to do it."

Her voice trembled as she spoke, the weight of unspeakable truths pressing down on her. "I... God, Max, I was terrified they'd leave her out in the cold. It's not something people admit to, but you hear whispers—especially after the hard winters. Missing babies. Small graves no one talks about." A shudder ran through her, and she pressed the infant tighter against her breast, as if shielding her from the ghosts of those unspoken tragedies.

Max settled beside her, his thigh warm against hers. Gently, he peeled back the blanket, revealing the baby's face—and froze. Thick, jet-black hair framed her delicate features, so much of it for such a tiny thing. His chest tightened with something fierce and possessive.

"She needs a name," he murmured, tracing the curve of her cheek with his knuckle. The baby stirred, her miniature hand splayed against Alli's swollen nipple. When Max brushed his finger against her palm, her fingers snapped shut around him with startling strength. The sensation sent an unexpected jolt through him—this fragile creature clinging to him with primal instinct. Like a fledgling trusting a branch, he thought, except her grip felt like a promise.

Alli exhaled, watching their joined hands. "I know. I just... haven't had the space to breathe, let alone think of names."

He didn't miss the hesitation in her voice. "The Elders won't take her from us?" The question came out rougher than he intended.

Alli's gaze flickered to his, dark and sure. "Not after they hear what happened." Her certainty wrapped around him like the warmth of their shared body heat.

A grin spread across his face, wide and unguarded—the kind he hadn't felt in years. "Then she's Raven," he declared, thumb stroking the baby's knuckles. "Raven Roberts." The name tasted right, wild and resilient, like the bird that outsmarted the storm. And when Alli's lips curved in answer, something bright and unbreakable settled between them.


Chapter 8

The days since Raven’s arrival had melted together in a haze of exhaustion and quiet joy, and only now, in these rare stolen moments of stillness, could Max finally pause and let the world settle around him. 

The journey back from the hills had been a fog of fatigue—except for a few vivid flashes seared into his memory. One stood out sharply: Alli’s cousin striding back into camp, victorious, laden not just with the supplies they’d left behind, but with a bleating nanny goat and a cloth sack stuffed with pungent herbs. The village elder had insisted—with a knowing glint in his eye—that a strong tea brewed from them would coax Alli’s milk to flow. Skeptical at first, Alli had sniffed the bundle, her nose wrinkling at the earthy, medicinal scent, before steeping a dark, bitter concoction. She drank it dutifully, the bitter liquid disappearing in steady gulps throughout the day. 

Whether it was the herbs or Raven’s relentless, hungry mouth, the effect was undeniable. Within hours, Alli’s breasts grew heavy, the soft curves swelling until they strained against her shirt, her nipples darkening, hardening, already glistening with the first beads of moisture at the slightest brush. Raven latched on with a fierce determination that made Alli hiss through her teeth, her fingers digging into the furs beneath her. More than once, she reached for the salves she’d packed, smoothing the cool balm over her tender, abused flesh with a sigh of relief. 

And then—almost without warning—the trickle became a torrent. Max noticed the change in Raven first—the way her cries quieted, her tiny body finally sated, her sleep deeper and longer. What he didn’t realize—at least not immediately—was the cost. Alli moved stiffly that evening, her jaw clenched, her usual warmth replaced by a brittle tension. They’d cut the day’s travel short, all of them exhausted from the demands of caring for an infant on the move. But when Max slid into their shared sleeping bag that night, pressing a kiss to Raven’s downy head before leaning in to brush his lips against Alli’s, his arm grazed the swollen curve of her breast—and she jerked away with a sharp gasp. 

His stomach dropped. “Alli?” His voice was low, rough with concern. She had never recoiled from his touch before. 

A shuddering breath escaped her, her fingers curling into the fabric beneath her. “Max… it’s too much,” she whispered, her voice tight. “The milk—Raven can’t keep up. I’m so full it hurts.”

His fingers traced the feverish heat of her swollen curves in the darkness, her breasts impossibly full, taut against his palm like overripe fruit. The weeks of stolen intimacy—hushed, frantic couplings in the shadows of the trail—had left him starving for her. But now, the ache in his cock warred with the tenderness tightening his chest. She was in pain. And yet—God help him—the way her body arched into his touch, the desperate little hitch of her breath, sent fire licking through his veins. 

"Let me," he murmured against her skin, the words rough with want. His mouth closed over her nipple before she could answer, his tongue circling the stiff peak in slow, deliberate strokes. The taste of her—warm, sweet, salt—flooded his senses as her milk spilled over his tongue. A broken moan tore from her throat, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him closer as relief shuddered through her. 

But this—this—was nothing like feeding Raven. The baby’s greedy tugs had been soothing, almost meditative. This was heat. This was Max’s tongue working her with deliberate, filthy precision, his teeth grazing just enough to make her hips jerk. She twisted toward him, her leg hooking over his, dragging his thigh against the slick, aching need between her legs. 

He groaned around her nipple, swallowing her down as her fingers clawed at his back. The damp heat of her cunt ground against him, her movements growing frantic, shameless. Precum soaked his boxers, his cock throbbing against her hip, but he forced himself to stay still—let her take what she needed. 

Her breath came in ragged little gasps, her body trembling as pleasure coiled tighter, tighter—until her nails bit into his shoulder, her thighs clamping around him as she came, silent and shaking. Only then did he pull back, his lips glistening with her milk, his voice a dark rasp against her ear. 

"Better?" 

The whimper she let out was answer enough.

The heat and tightness of her first breast had eased beneath his lips, the swollen ache now a soft, pliant weight in his mouth. He could return to it—drain her further if she needed—but the other begged for his attention, heavy and neglected. His hand slid lower, cupping the curve of her ass, pulling her flush against him. A careless brush of his fingers grazed the tight ring of muscle there, and she arched against him with a choked moan, her slickness flooding his thigh.

Somewhere beyond the cocoon of their sleeping bag, male voices murmured by the fire, stifled laughter curling into the night. Max barely registered it—Alli certainly didn’t. Her world had narrowed to the wet heat of his mouth closing over her other nipple, the sharp, sweet relief as his tongue worked her. She rocked against him, her hips desperate, her cunt clenching around nothing, her body begging for more.

He couldn’t hold back much longer. The thought of filling her, of spilling deep inside that molten heat, sent a pulse of need through him. He rolled onto his back, dragging her with him—until a tiny, sleepy sound from Raven’s side of the bag froze him. Right. Not like this.

Plan B, then.

He shifted, sliding deeper beneath her, until the thick head of his cock nudged her entrance, already dripping for him. One sharp thrust buried him halfway, and she gasped, her inner walls fluttering around him. His mouth latched onto her breast again, sucking hard, drawing another gush of milk as her fingers dug into his ass, urging him deeper.

He obliged, driving into her, his fingers finding that tight, forbidden knot of muscle again. This time, he didn’t just brush—he pressed in, just to the first knuckle, and her entire body clenched around him. His other hand slipped between them, seeking the swollen bud of her clit, rolling it between his fingers in time with his thrusts.

She came apart with a cry, her pussy milking his cock in rhythmic pulses, her back bowing as pleasure tore through her. He followed, his release surging into her as he drank her in, swallowing her sweetness, his own groan muffled against her skin.

Alli’s scream shattered the night, echoing off the distant hills, raw and unfiltered—while Max emptied himself inside her, pulse after pulse, until there was nothing left but the shuddering aftershocks of pleasure.

They melted into each other’s embrace, limbs heavy with satisfaction, skin slick with sweat, their breaths slowing as exhaustion pulled them toward sleep. But then—a soft, gurgling coo cut through the drowsy haze, tugging them back to the present. Raven lay nestled between them, tiny fingers splayed over her own face, babbling sweet nonsense into the darkness. The sound was a tender reminder of the fragile life they now carried with them, a responsibility that had woven itself into the fabric of their days. 

Since she’d begun feeding properly, the baby had transformed into a content little creature, rarely fussing even when her makeshift diapers—crafted from old T-shirts and scraps of fabric—were soaked or soiled. It didn’t seem to matter to her that their supplies were scavenged, that nothing about their journey was conventional. She was happy, thriving, her laughter like sunlight breaking through storm clouds. 

Max and Alli took turns holding her, trading her between them like a precious secret, but Raven wasn’t theirs alone. The men—Alli’s solemn, watchful cousins—had claimed her too, their stern faces softening whenever she gurgled up at them. They called themselves her uncles, a title Alli had explained carried deep significance. Among her people, uncles were mentors, protectors, the ones who shaped a child’s future. And though Raven was a girl, the men treated her with the same reverence, their gruff exteriors cracking under the spell of her tiny, joyful noises. 

One evening, Ray had pulled Max aside, his voice low but earnest. “We all had a hand in saving her,” he’d said, his dark eyes steady. “And not every man—white or Indian—would’ve taken her in like you did. That means something.” He’d nodded toward the baby, her dark curls catching the firelight. “Raven’s a strong name. Good medicine. She’ll bring you both luck.” 

Max had accepted the words with a quiet nod, though luck was the last thing on his mind. To him, Raven was simply hers—a tiny, perfect being with eyes like polished obsidian and a smile that could melt stone. When her little fingers curled around his, something inside him unraveled, a fierce tenderness he hadn’t known he was capable of. 

The journey back stretched longer than their initial trek, every mile measured in Raven’s soft sighs and sleepy murmurs. And yet, as the days passed, Max found himself wishing it would never end.

The moment Alli’s milk flowed freely, Max wasted no time arranging for one of the others to watch over Raven. He needed time alone with her—just the two of them, away from the camp, where they could lose themselves in each other. They’d ride until they found the perfect spot—sometimes a fallen log draped in dappled sunlight, or a quiet clearing where the only sounds were their own ragged breaths. Max would spread a blanket, shove his jeans down just enough, and pull Alli onto his lap, her warmth sinking onto him, taking him deep inside where she was slick and tight. 

His hands would cradle her breasts, swollen and heavy, and he’d take one into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder as her soft moans filled the air. The taste of her—warm, sweet, uniquely Alli—sent heat spiraling through him, and the way she rocked against him, her body moving in slow, deliberate strokes, only stoked the fire hotter. It was more than relief for her aching body; it was a reconnection, a claiming, a reminder that even now, with Raven between them in so many ways, they still belonged to each other completely. 

Max never wanted this to end. The way she trembled in his arms, the way her fingers tangled in his hair, the way she whispered his name like a prayer—it was intoxicating. He hoped she never stopped producing milk, if only to keep these stolen moments alive. 

Later, back at camp, with Bear gnawing lazily at his boots and the fire casting flickering shadows across their faces, Max would watch as Alli settled Raven against her breast. The baby’s dark eyes would flutter, finding his, and that smile—so bright, so full of trust—would make his chest tighten. She’d latch on greedily, her tiny fingers flexing against Alli’s skin, and Max would exhale, contentment settling over him like a warm blanket. 

In those quiet moments, he let himself believe that everything would be all right. That Raven would grow strong, that her challenges—if there were any—would be met with the same fierce love Alli showed every day. 

But beneath the peace, urgency gnawed at him. They needed a home. A real one. Somewhere with space for all of them—Granny included, if she’d agree. He’d scouted every stretch of land they passed, searching for the perfect place, but nothing felt right. Too isolated. No water. No shelter. No game. 

Granny’s house had become a refuge, but it wasn’t enough anymore. Not with Raven in their lives. They needed room to grow. Walls that could hold their love, their future. And Max wouldn’t rest until he found it.

The sight that greeted them as they crested the ridge stole the breath from Alli’s lungs. Below them, Granny’s quiet farmstead had transformed into a hive of motion—trucks rumbling, horses shifting, wagons stacked high with golden bales of hay. But the most astonishing sight was the sturdy new home rising beside the old one, its thick walls woven from hay and steel, solid as a fortress. Sunlight glinted off wide window ledges already destined for herbs and healing plants, while the deep eaves promised warmth in winter and shade in summer. Everywhere, men worked—splitting wood, setting stone, their sun-browned skin gleaming with sweat. Women moved between cooking fires and looms, laughter mingling with the hum of activity, while plumbers and electricians wove through the chaos, ensuring every pipe and wire was perfect. 

Alli’s lips parted in shock, her fingers tightening reflexively around Max’s arm. “Did you…?” she whispered, but his bewildered shake of his head silenced her. He was just as stunned. Then her gaze caught on Granny—tiny, fierce, silver-haired—stomping her foot and barking orders like a general. Of course. 

As they rode down, the crowd surged toward them, hands reaching for reins, voices cooing over Raven nestled in Max’s arms. Granny elbowed her way forward, her arms outstretched. “Gimme my GREAT gran’baby!” she demanded, her grin as wide and gummy as Raven’s when the infant was passed into her arms. Max’s boss clapped him on the shoulder, chuckling. “Damn if the old lady wasn’t right.” 

Max arched a brow. “Right about what?” 

“Marched into my office the day y’all left,” the man said, glancing briefly at Alli before Max gave a subtle shake of his head. “Said you needed space—especially with winter coming and that baby on the way.” He winked. “Though if all your kids turn out this pretty, you’ll need more than a bigger house. A damn arsenal.” He tickled Raven’s chin, earning a gurgling laugh. 

Max smirked, sliding an arm around Alli’s waist. “Give us a year or two,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple. “And she’ll have a whole pack of uncles to scare off any trouble. Whether she likes it or not.”

Max rolled up his sleeves and joined the bustling crew, his hands moving with an unexpected artistry as he transformed raw materials into striking features for their adobe-style home. His vision came alive in ways that surprised even him—the way an old wagon wheel, suspended by delicate wires, became a breathtaking centerpiece in the great room, casting intricate shadows when lit. The rustic charm of a weathered horse collar framed the vanity mirror in the tucked-away half bath, while a reclaimed barn door, sanded to a smooth finish and gleaming with rich varnish, anchored their kitchen as a sturdy, beautiful table. 

Everywhere, the influence of Native American craftsmanship wove through their home—vibrant trade blankets repurposed into plush upholstery, saddle blankets reborn as throw pillows and rugs underfoot. A massive medicine shield commanded attention above the fireplace, its intricate patterns telling silent stories, while a decorated buffalo skull watched over their threshold like a guardian. Dream catchers dangled in every corner, delicate webs of sinew and feathers swaying in the breeze. Alli had whispered to him once, amused, that they’d been gifted so many they could open a shop—though she hinted a few might mysteriously vanish over time. His favorite hung in his office, simple yet striking: deer rib and undyed leather, adorned with the soft iridescence of pheasant feathers. It felt authentic, untouched by gaudy embellishments. 

Raven’s nursery was a riot of color and texture, a menagerie of stuffed creatures stitched from saddle blankets and hides, each one sturdier—and far more practical—than the fragile plush toys most children owned. 

Safety had been non-negotiable. Sturdy gates, fitted with locks, barred the nursery door and the top of the loft stairs. Granny had scoffed, but Max and Alli stood firm—the loft was their sanctuary, a retreat where they could lose themselves in each other without restraint. Granny’s quarters lay at the far end of the house, granting them privacy the moment her door clicked shut at night. 

Bear had initially protested his exile from the loft, sulking until he discovered the bliss of Max’s oversized chair by the hearth. After weeks of waking to find the dog sprawled there—and his own clothes dusted with tufts of fur—Max surrendered with a sigh, draping the chair each night with a thick falsa blanket. Not for Bear’s comfort, but to spare himself the relentless shedding. Alli had only laughed, handing him the blanket with a knowing smirk.

As winter’s icy grip tightened, Max found himself with more idle hours than usual—his construction projects on hold until the thaw. The small tasks Alli requested barely filled his mornings, and between Bear’s hunting prowess and their well-stocked pantry, necessity rarely forced him out into the cold. To stave off restlessness, he turned his hands to crafting—first for necessity, then for pleasure. 

Raven’s nursery soon brimmed with his creations. A sturdy high chair, its smooth curves sanded to perfection, stood ready for her meals. Beside it, a miniature rocking chair, its gentle arc designed for tiny hands to grip. He carved blocks next, painting them in bold, cheerful hues, each edge softened to protect curious fingers. But as the days stretched longer, his boredom gnawed at him, and his projects grew more elaborate. 

A wagon took shape beneath his hands, its bed filled with alphabet blocks, a braided rope attached for tiny hands to tug—once she could walk, of course. Then came the play kitchen, complete with tiny cabinets, earning a skeptical arch of Alli’s brow. He countered with a rubber band gun, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. After all, he knew at least one of her uncles would have her drawing a bow before she could spell her own name. 

Dolls came next—wooden limbs carved with care, joints secured with delicate eye bolts, their smooth surfaces begging to be held. But the bodies stumped him until Granny appeared, her arms laden with rabbit pelts. A trade was struck: she’d stitch the doll’s soft body and sew its clothes if he crafted her a board—precise dimensions, fan-shaped, with tiny holes along the edge. He teased her for details, but she only cackled, vanishing back into the house with her secrets intact. 

Their old home had transformed into a sanctuary—his workshop, her studio, a haven where they could steal moments alone. Close enough to hear Raven’s laughter or Granny’s call, yet private enough to indulge in stolen touches, lingering kisses. Max couldn’t resist Alli’s milk-sweet skin, stealing moments to taste her whenever she allowed—always at least once a day, even as Raven still nursed. 

But the nights—oh, the nights were theirs entirely. 

After dinner, Granny would retreat to her room, the glow of her TV flickering under the door. Raven, tucked safely into her crib, would sigh into dreams. And then—finally—they could fall into each other. No interruptions, no hurry. Just the heat of their bodies, the slow unraveling of desire, the deep, aching pleasure of being together, completely.

The firelight flickered against the walls as Alli stepped into the warmth of their bedroom, her skin still damp from the shower. The scent of cedar and smoke curled in the air, mingling with the faint musk of arousal already thickening between them. Max knelt before the hearth, his naked body bathed in golden light, every lean muscle defined as he fed another log into the flames. The way his back arched, the taut curve of his ass—she couldn’t help but linger on the sight, her fingers already drifting between her own thighs. 

He was different now—harder, rougher from months of labor, his body honed by the relentless demands of construction and the wild. The way his thighs flexed as he shifted, the way his balls hung heavy and full between his legs—God, she wanted to taste him. She sprawled across the bed, letting one hand tease herself lazily, her voice a low purr. 

"You look... comfortable." 

Max glanced over his shoulder, that wicked grin curling his lips. "Oh yeah? Something catch your eye?" 

She hummed, biting her lower lip. "Mmm, maybe. Think you could bring that delicious view a little closer?" 

With a chuckle, he obeyed, stepping backward until he was right beside the bed, legs spread just enough to give her exactly what she wanted. "Like this?" he teased, rocking his hips slightly. 

Her answer was immediate—her fingers curled around him, squeezing gently before she leaned in, pressing her mouth to the sensitive skin behind his sac. The sharp inhale he made sent a thrill through her, but before she could fully savor him, he twisted away, laughing. 

"Fuck, woman," he groaned, gesturing to the half-hard length already straining between his thighs. "Look what you did." 

Her grin turned wicked. "Only half? I must be losing my touch." She tilted her head, feigning thought. "Maybe I should just... tie you down and take my time." 

"Like hell," he growled, flopping onto the bed and splaying himself out for her. "Take what you want. Right now." 

She couldn’t help the laughter that bubbled up—the image of him sprawled like a feast, his cock and balls laid out like some decadent offering. The thought lodged in her mind, a promise for another night. But tonight? Tonight, she had better things to do. 

Settling between his thighs, she bent low, her tongue tracing the tight curve of one testicle before drawing it into her mouth. His groan was immediate, his fingers tangling in her hair as he murmured, "Nope. Definitely not slipping."

Her laughter came out in a breathy, muffled hum around him—her mouth too occupied to form words—while her fingertip traced a slow, deliberate path along that sensitive ridge, dipping lower to circle his entrance with featherlight pressure. She watched his skin erupt in gooseflesh, his muscles tensing beneath her touch as she worked him with lips and tongue, lavishing attention on every throbbing inch. The head of his cock glistened under her ministrations, her tongue swirling over that tender spot just beneath the ridge, the way she knew made his breath hitch. Every flick, every suck was a silent devotion—a worship of the man who had shattered her old life and rebuilt her into something wilder, freer. 

His hardness pulsed against her tongue as she took him deeper, her throat stretching to accommodate him until her nose brushed the wiry curls at his base. The salt-and-musk taste of him flooded her senses, and she moaned around him, the vibration drawing a ragged groan from his chest. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, just feeling—anchoring himself as pleasure coiled tighter. 

Then his touch gentled, a soft tap against her temple. She pulled back, lips slick, meeting his darkened gaze. 

"My turn, honey," he murmured, voice rough. "Lay back." 

She didn’t hesitate, scrambling onto the mattress with a wanton eagerness that made him grin. Sprawling back, she let her thighs fall open—assume the position, she thought wryly—her body already aching for his mouth. He took his time, though, kneeling between her legs just to look, to drink in the sight of her glistening folds, the way her arousal painted her inner thighs. The scent of her hit him like a drug, rich and heady, and he dragged a fingertip through her slickness, watching her shiver. 

"Fuck, you’re gorgeous like this," he muttered before bending to taste her. 

The first swipe of his tongue had her arching off the bed, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. He didn’t tease—not much, anyway—just dove in, licking deep, lapping at her like a man starved. Her fingers fisted in the sheets as his tongue found her clit, circling it with just the right pressure, the right rhythm to make her hips jerk. Every gasp, every whimper spurred him on, her pleasure a live wire under his skin. 

She was so loud when she fell apart, and he loved it—the way her voice climbed, the way her thighs trembled around his head. He could feel his own need throbbing in time with her cries, precum beading at his tip, his balls drawn up tight. The taste of her—sweet, musky, hers—was intoxicating, and he groaned against her, the vibration wringing another broken sound from her lips. 

Some half-remembered melody flickered in the back of his mind—something about senses overflowing—but it dissolved the second her hands dragged him up her body. She didn’t need to say it. He knew. 

He wanted to be inside her when he came.

Sliding up the length of her body, he paused to claim a nipple between his lips, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. The sharp arch of her back, pressing her flesh deeper into his mouth, sent a thrill through him. God, she was so responsive—every touch, every flick of his tongue, every graze of his teeth made her shiver and moan. It drove him wild, this unshakable knowledge that her body was his to unravel, to worship, to claim. 

Bending low, he crushed his mouth to hers, swallowing her eager whimper as her tongue tangled with his. The taste of herself on his lips—musky, sweet—made her groan, her fingers tightening in his hair as she licked deeper, chasing the flavor. At the same time, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth stroke, angling his hips just right to press against that spot inside her that made her see stars. 

Her gasp was sharp, her nails digging into his shoulders as he did it again, harder this time, his hand sliding up to cup her breast. He squeezed, watching with dark satisfaction as a thick stream of milk spilled over his fingers, coating their skin in sticky warmth. Leaning down, he captured her lips once more, swallowing her moans as he fucked her in slow, deliberate strokes, each one designed to drag pleasure from her in waves. 

Then she shattered. 

Her legs locked around his waist, pulling him impossibly deeper as her body convulsed around him, her cunt clenching in rhythmic spasms that threatened to undo him. The sensation was too much—her heat, her tightness, the way she milked his cock with every pulse of her orgasm. Burying his face in the curve of her neck, he bit down hard, a rough groan tearing from his throat as he came, spilling inside her in thick, pulsing jets. 

For a long moment, they lay tangled together, trembling, her body still fluttering around him in aftershocks. Then—unexpectedly—a soft giggle escaped her lips. 

He pulled back, blinking down at her in confusion. That was not the reaction he’d anticipated. 

She shrugged, her lips twitching. “It tickles.” 

“What—?” 

Shifting beneath him, she wriggled one hand between them, fingers dipping lower, exploring where they were still joined. When she pulled back, her fingers glistened with his release, and she wiggled them playfully in front of his face. 

“My cup runneth over,” she teased, her grin wicked. “Christ, baby, did you shoot that one straight from your toes?” 

He huffed a laugh, shaking his head, but the sight of her licking his spend from her fingers sent a fresh jolt of heat through him. 

“Felt like it,” he admitted, flexing his hips just to watch her shudder. His cock twitched inside her, spilling one last drop, and her cunt clenched greedily around him, drawing another breathy moan from her lips. 

Finally, he pulled away, watching with helpless fascination as their mingled release seeped from her, glistening against her thighs. 

“Someone made a hell of a mess,” he murmured, dragging a finger through the mess. 

She arched a brow, stretching lazily beneath him. “‘Someone’ better clean it up.”

His lips curled into a wicked grin beneath the rough scrape of his beard, firelight dancing in his darkening gaze as her teasing words stoked the embers of his desire all over again. A slow, knowing nod was all the warning she got before he descended upon her, mouth claiming hers in a deep, possessive kiss that left them both breathless. But he wasn’t done—not nearly. With deliberate slowness, he trailed lower, his tongue tracing a molten path down her body until he reached her glistening core. 

She muffled her cries into a pillow, her thighs trembling as pleasure ripped through her in relentless waves. The thick walls of their home could never contain the sounds of her ecstasy, not when his tongue delved deep, lapping up every last drop of their mingled release. Her inner muscles clenched around nothing, forcing another gush of creamy warmth straight into his waiting mouth. He groaned against her, the vibration sending fresh shivers up her spine as he spread her wider, chasing every escaping trickle with sinful precision. 

Then—oh god—his tongue circled lower, teasing the tight furl of her ass until she arched off the bed with a shattered cry. Her hands flew down, fingers digging into her own flesh to spread herself wider for him, offering everything. 

“Christ, woman,” he growled against her heated skin, pausing just long enough to voice his awe. “Every damn inch of you is pure temptation.” 

Her laughter was breathless, her eyes heavy-lidded with lust as she teased, “Are you calling me fat, cowboy?” 

A sharp smack landed on her ass, the sting only fueling her arousal as he buried his face between her thighs again. “You know exactly what I mean,” he muttered before his tongue plunged back in, relentless. 

She whimpered, her voice a sultry murmur between gasps. “One, sir… Thank you, sir… Mmm, may I have another?” 

He chuckled darkly, filing that particular request away for later. For now, he dragged himself up her body, pulling her into the shelter of his arms. His mouth found her nipple almost instinctively, suckling deep as her milk spilled sweet and rich over his tongue. 

She curled around him, limbs heavy with satisfaction, her whispered praise drowsy against his skin. “That was… fucking incredible.” 

He hummed in agreement, too lost in the taste of her to speak. Her breath evened out, her body going lax against his as sleep claimed her. 

“Be a good boy…” she mumbled, already drifting. “Santa’s got… surprises…” 

He smirked against her breast, letting his own eyes fall shut. Whatever gifts awaited him, they couldn’t possibly compare to this.


Chapter 9

Max exhaled, his breath curling in the crisp air as he admired the towering pine. The scent of fresh sap clung to his skin, mingling with the musk of hard work—hours spent wrestling the massive fir into submission alongside Alli’s cousin, Ray. The horses had strained against their harnesses, their breath steaming in the cold as they dragged the tree home. Now, it stood proud in the Great Room, its branches brushing the vaulted ceiling, just shy of the rafters. A thrill shot through him at the thought of Alli’s reaction—her dark eyes widening, that slow, wicked smile curving her lips. And Raven… his chest tightened imagining her tiny hands reaching for the glittering branches. 

The women had vanished earlier, Alli murmuring something about sewing fleecy surprises for Raven—her voice dropping to that husky, suggestive tone that never failed to make his blood heat. The memory of her smirk, the way her fingers had trailed over his arm before she left, lingered like a promise. 

Bear’s excited snuffling snapped him back. The dog circled the tree, tail whipping the air—until he cocked a leg with canine audacity. “Down!” Max’s command cracked like a whip, and Bear dropped instantly, belly to the floorboards. 

Ray’s low chuckle rumbled beside him. “Damn. That’s obedience.” 

Max shot him a wry glance before shooing Bear outside. When he returned, Ray was already perched on a ladder, wrestling with a tangle of lights. The tree’s sheer size made it a beast to decorate—branches sprawling, needles whispering against their arms as they worked. Max climbed the opposite ladder, their movements falling into an easy rhythm as they passed coils of lights back and forth, the strands glowing to life beneath their hands. 

The star had been a debate. Alli’s childhood on the reservation, the flicker of candlelight in chapel—he’d wondered if she’d want that symbol. But Granny had settled it, emerging with a dusty box, her gnarled hands lifting a tiny, timeworn star. The bulbs had sputtered at first, then blazed to life, as if remembering their purpose. Now it crowned the tree, its light catching in the pine’s depths like scattered embers. 

A gust of wind hurled snow against the windows. The door burst open, Bear barreling in, a whirlwind of fur and joy. Raven’s delighted shriek pierced the air, followed by Alli’s breathless laugh. 

“Holy shit,” she breathed, snow melting in her hair as she took in the tree. 

Max feigned hurt, crossing his arms. “Too small for you? We can always shove it in Granny’s room—” 

Alli snorted, shaking her head. “She’d murder us in our sleep.” She set Raven on the rug, then closed the distance between them, her body warm against his. Her fingers curled into his shirt, pulling him down for a kiss that tasted of winter and sweetness. When she broke away, her gaze flicked to the star, wonder softening her voice. “Where did you…?” 

He nuzzled her temple, grinning. “Granny’s stash. Said it looked familiar.” 

Alli’s eyes glistened, and for a heartbeat, the room held nothing but the tree’s glow and the weight of something unspoken between them. Then Raven squealed, grabbing for Bear’s tail, and the moment shattered into laughter.

Max pulled Alli tighter against him, his hands roaming possessively over the curve of her waist as they both watched Raven. The baby wriggled onto her stomach, tiny fingers pressing into the rug as she lifted her head with determined curiosity toward the glowing tree. Her dark eyes widened, reflecting the twinkling lights like stars caught in deep pools. 

Ray chuckled as he finished looping the last strands around the thick base of the fir, the scent of fresh pine sharp and invigorating in the warm room. He scooped Raven up effortlessly, her delighted squeal filling the air as he held her close enough to brush her tiny fingers against the soft, fragrant needles. She hesitated for a heartbeat, her little face scrunching in concentration before breaking into that radiant, toothless grin—so much like Alli’s, so much like Granny’s—that Max’s chest tightened with emotion. 

He couldn’t wait to see her reaction when the ornaments went up. He’d spent weeks hunting down the perfect ones—delicate blown glass baubles in every imaginable hue, catching the light like jewels. And hidden away, waiting for Christmas morning, was the vintage HO train set, complete with its puffing smoke and nostalgic whistle, just like the one from his childhood. But it was the other treasures that truly made his heart swell—the tiny dough ornaments, painstakingly shaped and painted into miniature moccasins, warriors, and maidens, remnants of Alli’s past. Granny had been busy too, her gnarled fingers weaving intricate dream catchers and embroidering thunderbirds with surprising dexterity despite the arthritis that twisted her hands. 

Alli bent to her bags, pulling out stockings crafted from rich trade blankets, their bold patterns vibrant against the hearth’s glow. Max caught the flicker of hope in her eyes as she counted them—Clayton’s included. He swallowed the pang of worry. The winter had been relentless, the snow piling high, the roads treacherous. As much as he cherished their secluded life, the wild beauty of the wilderness both calming and exhilarating, he knew its challenges too. He dreamed of self-sufficiency, of cutting all ties to the grid, but Raven’s arrival had shifted things. She needed more than just the untamed land could offer. 

And if the storms didn’t relent, Clayton might not make it home. 

Max tightened his grip on Alli, pressing a kiss to her temple, willing his warmth into her. The tree stood proud, its branches heavy with promise, but the weight of the season—of hope, of longing—hung just as thick in the air.

Later, as Max lingered in their bedroom, his thoughts drifted back to Clayton—wondering if there was some way he could nudge the young man home for the holidays. The idea teased at him, but for now, his focus shifted to the gifts hidden in the room. 

The lingerie he’d chosen for Alli was sinful—satin so smooth it whispered against his fingertips, lace delicate as a breath. She’d never buy it for herself, always dismissing such things as frivolous. But he loved the way it clung to her curves, loved the way it felt when she pressed against him, her body warm and willing beneath the sheer fabric. 

A wicked impulse seized him. Alone, with no one to witness, he let his fingers trail over the silken tap pants, the material cool and slick. His cock stirred, thickening against his thigh. It wasn’t enough, just touching it. With a quick glance toward the door to ensure he was truly alone, he slid the panties on, the lace trim teasing his skin. The sensation was electric—the snug fabric cradling his erection, the delicate friction making him groan. 

Turning toward the mirror, he admired the view, imagining Alli in his place—her hips swaying, the lace hugging her perfect ass. The fantasy was so vivid he almost missed the real thing—Alli herself, leaning against the doorframe, one hand idly stroking her breast, her dark eyes heavy with desire. 

He froze, caught, but the heat in her gaze told him she wasn’t angry. Far from it. 

“C’mere, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with need. 

The sight of him—all hard muscle and rough edges wrapped in something so delicate—sent a thrill through her. She didn’t even notice they weren’t hers. All she saw was him, his cock straining against the sheer fabric, the way it trapped him, rigid and eager. 

He moved toward her, hesitation melting under the weight of her hunger. When she pulled him to the bed, he went willingly, letting her push him down. Her hands were everywhere, sliding over the satin, teasing him through the thin barrier. His own touch had been nothing compared to this—her fingers knowing exactly where to press, how to make him shudder. 

He reached for her clothes, desperate to feel her skin, but she stopped him with a firm hand. “Not yet,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “I like you like this.” 

And God help him, he liked it too.

She bent over him, her breath warm and teasing as she traced the outline of his rigid length through the damp, clinging silk. Her tongue flicked and swirled, the fabric growing slick beneath her ministrations, every stroke sending electric jolts straight to his core. Pausing, she sealed her lips around the swollen head, sucking lightly, the wet heat of her mouth searing through the delicate material. The sensation—unrestricted, smooth, no barriers between her and his aching need—was maddening. He groaned, fingers tangling in her hair as she scraped her teeth ever so gently along his shaft, the dual pleasure-pain making his hips jerk. 

“Oh, fuck... you’ve never done this before,” he gasped, voice ragged. 

She lifted her head just enough to smirk, her lips glistening. “And you’ve never greeted me in panties before, either,” she purred before diving back in, her tongue working him relentlessly through the soaked silk. One hand slipped beneath the lace-edged leg, fingers skimming the sensitive skin of his inner thigh before cupping his balls, rolling them in her palm. A fingertip traced lower, feather-light over his perineum, then circled his entrance with deliberate, teasing strokes. He tensed, his grip tightening in her hair, but her murmured reassurance—”I won’t hurt you... I promise”—sent a shiver through him. 

It wasn’t distrust. Just... unfamiliar. She’d never touched him like this before. A fleeting thought of her past lovers flickered through his mind, but he shoved it aside, focusing instead on the slow, deliberate pressure of her finger as it breached him. His body instinctively resisted, muscles clenching, but she didn’t force it. Just waited, patient, her mouth still working him through the silk, her tongue swirling in torturous circles. 

“Breathe, baby,” she coaxed, her voice a husky whisper. “Just let go.” 

He tried. God, he tried. But the sensation was so foreign—intimate in a way that made his pulse race. Then, with a slow, slick glide, her finger pressed deeper, curling just right— 

“Oh—fuck—!” His back arched off the bed, his cock jerking violently in her mouth as pleasure detonated through him. Her eyes met his, dark and knowing, crinkling at the corners with satisfaction even as she swallowed him down. The pressure inside him, the way she stroked that hidden spot—it was like nothing he’d ever felt. His hands fisted in her hair, hips bucking helplessly as he came, his release surging into her waiting mouth. 

And she took every last drop.

Max’s entire body convulsed, a raw, guttural cry tearing from his throat as pleasure ripped through him like wildfire. It was as if she had unraveled him completely—every nerve, every muscle, every pulse of his being surging forward, spilling into her waiting mouth in thick, relentless waves. He shuddered beneath her, his cock throbbing violently as she coaxed every last drop from him, her finger still working that impossibly sensitive spot inside him, prolonging the ecstasy until he was certain he had nothing left to give. 

When she finally withdrew, he collapsed against the pillows, boneless and trembling, his breath ragged. His skin was slick with sweat, his limbs heavy, yet somehow, impossibly, his cock remained achingly hard, twitching against his stomach as if begging for more. 

She sat up, licking her lips with slow, deliberate satisfaction, a sinful smirk curving her mouth. A single pearl of his release escaped, trailing down her chin before dripping onto the swell of her breast, glistening against her flushed skin. 

"Where... how—" Max gasped, his mind still reeling, his thoughts tangled in the aftershocks of pleasure. 

Her laughter was low, rich with delight as she leaned over him, her lips still glazed with him. "Well," she murmured, pressing a kiss to his slack mouth, tasting herself on his tongue, "that went much better than I expected." 

He groaned as she pulled back just enough to speak, her breath warm against his lips. "Never done it before—not like that, anyway." Her fingers traced idle patterns over his chest, teasing. "Learned it in training—prostate massage. A way to make a man come without an orgasm. For samples." 

Her words were a whisper, a secret shared between them as she shifted, her thighs bracketing his hips. With deliberate slowness, she peeled the ruined silk panties down his legs, tossing them aside before settling back over him. Her fingers brushed the head of his cock, slick with her own arousal, before guiding him to her entrance. 

"Oh God," she moaned as she sank down onto him, her body stretching to take him in, hot and tight and perfect. 

Max’s head fell back, a ragged curse slipping past his lips as she sheathed him completely. "Jesus fucking Christ—" His hips jerked upward, driving deeper, and she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. 

Her breasts swayed above him, heavy and inviting, and he couldn’t resist. He caught one nipple between his lips, sucking hard until she cried out, her milk sweet on his tongue. She arched into him, her fingers tangling in his hair as he lavished attention on her, his beard scraping deliciously against her sensitive skin. 

"Lean back," he growled against her breast, his hands gripping her hips. "Ride me." 

Her eyes flew open, dark with desire, searching his face as if he’d read her mind. Without hesitation, she obeyed, bracing her hands on his thighs as she lifted herself, then sank back down, taking him to the hilt. 

Max took control then, thrusting up into her with relentless precision, each stroke dragging a breathless moan from her lips. She matched him, rocking against him, her body tightening around him until she was trembling on the edge. 

"Harder," she begged, her voice breaking as pleasure coiled tight inside her. 

He obliged, his grip bruising as he drove into her, their bodies slapping together in a rhythm that left them both gasping. When she came, it was with a cry, her cunt clenching around him like a vise, milking his own release from him in hot, pulsing waves. 

She collapsed against his chest, her breath ragged, her skin damp with sweat. "So good," she murmured, her lips brushing his collarbone. 

Max could only groan in agreement, his fingers tracing lazy circles over her back as they both floated in the aftermath.

She melted into his embrace, her body curling instinctively against his warmth as sleep claimed her almost instantly. The gentle rise and fall of her breath, the rhythmic thrum of her heartbeat pressed against his ribs, and the occasional tremors of pleasure still rippling through her—even in slumber—soothed Max into drowsiness. As darkness wrapped around him, his final waking thought was a silent prayer of thanks to whatever cosmic force had woven their lives together so perfectly.

~ ~ ~

The final stretch before Christmas unfolded in a whirlwind of chaos and warmth. Clayton arrived mere hours before the skies unleashed another blanket of snow, the wind howling like a restless spirit. His return seemed to summon a parade of male cousins, each one flanked by a cluster of giggling, doe-eyed young women. Alli watched the spectacle with wary amusement, but Max caught the knowing glint in Granny’s eye as she waded into the fray—interrogating lineage, dowries, and domestic prowess with the precision of a seasoned matchmaker. 

The house itself transformed, the earthy scent of Alli’s herbs now buried beneath layers of cinnamon, roasting meat, and buttery pastry. Secrets hummed in every corner—Alli murmuring to Granny, Max stealing heated whispers with Alli, Clayton exchanging low, meaningful words with Max. Even the aunts and uncles wove their own quiet conspiracies, their laughter laced with unspoken plans. 

Raven’s eyes sparkled brighter than the ornaments as the towering tree came to life, its branches heavy with glittering baubles and twinkling lights. Bear, ever the stubborn pup, needed firm reminders that this particular tree was not for marking or napping beneath, though his sulky huff suggested he still didn’t fully grasp human decorum. 

Alli’s fingers flew over fabric until they ached, stitching quilts for everyone—from Raven’s tiny, star-patterned blanket to Granny’s richly embroidered throw. The menagerie of plush animals she’d crafted gained lifelike eyes and flowing manes under her meticulous touch. Meanwhile, Max sanded and polished, his hands shaping wooden toys and a sturdy highchair from bleached oak. The air vibrated with carols, laughter, and the occasional yelp as someone stepped on a misplaced sewing pin. 

Christmas Eve descended in a fever of flour-dusted chaos. Alli and Granny moved in sync, their hands kneading dough, their aprons dusted with sugar as trays of golden rolls and crusty loaves emerged from the oven. The piney fragrance of the tree was no match for the intoxicating perfume of fresh bread and spiced honey. Outside, the north wind clawed at the walls, its icy breath carrying the unmistakable promise of more snow—sharp, clean, and electric on the tongue. The house stood defiant against the cold, a bastion of warmth and light, pulsing with the heartbeat of family.

Raven buzzed with the same restless energy that filled the house, her tiny body thrumming with excitement until naptime became impossible. She fussed and whined, her dark eyes brimming with frustrated tears—until Clayton scooped her up. Only he could soothe her, her little fingers twisting possessively in his hair as she buried her face against his broad shoulder. The way her damp lashes fluttered at her parents, the way Granny dissolved into breathless laughter—Max caught enough of the rapid-fire Shoshone to understand she was reminiscing about Alli as a baby. 

Sometimes, watching Raven’s stubborn pout or the way she curled trustingly against Alli’s chest, Max forgot she wasn’t theirs by blood. The resemblance was uncanny—the same fierce spark in her eyes, the same determined set to her tiny jaw. 

When Alli finally sank into the rocking chair by the fire, exhaustion lining her face, Raven settled at last. The baby’s dark head nestled perfectly against the curve of Alli’s breast, her lips latching hungrily. The firelight flickered over them, casting shadows that made the moment feel sacred. Alli, wrapped in that thick wool blanket, her hair spilling like ink over her shoulders—she looked timeless. Ethereal. Like something out of a painting, soft and glowing and impossibly beautiful. Max’s chest ached with the need to memorize every detail, to sear this image into his mind forever. 

He’d hidden the lace-trimmed lingerie he’d bought her, not wanting an audience for that particular gift—but he’d noticed the sly way Alli tucked a small, wrapped box beneath their bedroom tree too. Anticipation curled low in his gut. 

Later, after Raven was asleep and they’d stumbled into the shower together—where the hot water and slick hands blurred the line between washing each other and something far more sinful—Alli collapsed into bed. She was out before her head hit the pillow, leaving Max half-hard and grinning in the dark. 

He didn’t stay disappointed long. Sleep dragged him under too—until a sudden, searing heat jolted him awake. 

Alli’s mouth. 

Her lips, warm and wicked, wrapped around him, sucking hard enough to make his hips jerk off the mattress. He was already rock-hard, his body thrumming with pleasure before his brain even caught up. A groan tore from his throat as his fingers tangled in her hair, urging her deeper. It didn’t take much—just the slick slide of her tongue, the teasing scrape of her teeth—before he was coming so hard his toes curled. 

Her laughter, low and throaty, curled through the darkness like smoke. 

“What the hell was that for?” he panted, still trying to catch his breath. 

She giggled, the sound rich and unrepentant. “I woke up. Wanted you awake too. Seemed like a very good idea.” 

The firelight caught the mischief in her eyes, the way her skin glowed like polished bronze. He traced a thumb over her bottom lip, still wet from him. “Mission accomplished. So… now that I’m up?” 

Her grin was pure sin. “Wanted to be the first to say it.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “Merry Christmas, baby.” 

A glance at the clock confirmed it—just past midnight. He dragged her up his body, capturing her mouth in a slow, filthy kiss. “Merry Christmas to you too,” he murmured against her lips. “Best damn present ever.”

Alli rolled toward him, her lips crashing against his with a hunger that sent sparks through his veins. The taste of him lingered on her tongue—salty, primal—and he groaned into the kiss, his fingers tangling in her hair to pull her closer. 

"And I wanted to give you this now," she murmured against his mouth, breathless, her fingers skimming down his chest before reaching for the beribboned box on the nightstand. The satin ribbon slid through her fingers like liquid temptation. 

His pulse kicked up. "That’s a great idea, babe." He pressed one last searing kiss to her swollen lips before sliding out of bed, the cool air ghosting over his bare skin. Kneeling by the small Christmas tree, its delicate fairy lights casting a soft glow, he retrieved the gift he’d hidden for her. The Indian-print wrapping paper was vibrant beneath his fingers, a riot of colors that paled in comparison to the way Alli’s eyes lit up when she saw it. 

"Ooooh, pretty," she purred, tracing the intricate patterns with her fingertips. Her own present to him was wrapped in classic holiday paper—snowflakes and evergreen—but he barely noticed, too focused on the way her lips curved in anticipation. 

"Open yours first," he urged, his voice rough with need. He could already picture her in the lingerie—the way the lace would cling to her curves, the way the silk would whisper against her skin. 

She didn’t need to be told twice. With a playful growl, she tore into the package, her laughter low and throaty as she revealed the treasures inside. One by one, she laid the delicate garments across the rumpled comforter—a sheer chemise, a corset with satin brocade, panties so flimsy they might as well have been made of air. Her fingers lingered on each piece, stroking the fabric with a reverence that made his cock twitch. 

"God, these are gorgeous," she breathed, lifting the chemise to let it shimmer in the dim light. "I don’t even know which one to try first." Her gaze flicked to him, dark and promising. "But you’re going to help me decide, aren’t you?" 

Before he could answer, she snatched up the corset, pressing it to her cheek with a sigh. "Open yours now. I’m dying to see your face." 

He tore into the box, his fingers fumbling with the wrapping—only to freeze when he saw the contents. Lace. Silk. Panties. But not for her. 

For him. 

He held up a pair, the delicate fabric dangling from his fingers. "Hon…?" 

Alli bit her lip, her cheeks flushing as she stifled a giggle. "Okay, so… the other night? When I caught you wearing mine?" She reached over, plucking the very pair he’d had on during his fantasy from the pile. "You looked so fucking hot." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "And I couldn’t stop thinking about it." 

His heart hammered. "You—you liked that?" 

"Liked it?" She laughed, crawling toward him until her knees bracketed his hips. "I loved it. The way the lace stretched over your cock, the way you got even harder when I touched you through it…" She dragged a fingertip down his chest, lower, teasing. "I saw these and immediately pictured you in them. But if it’s not your thing—" 

"No," he blurted, his face burning. "I—fuck, I love them." The confession tumbled out before he could stop it. "When I was a kid, I used to… sneak into my mom’s or grandma’s underwear drawer. Just to feel the fabric. To jerk off in them." His throat tightened. "But I never thought—I mean, you don’t think it’s… weird?" 

Alli’s eyes darkened. She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "I think it’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever heard." Her hand slid between his thighs, cupping him through the panties he wasn’t even wearing yet. "And I really want to see you in them."

"Fuck no!" she gasped, her voice thick with desire. "It was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen—your cock straining against that delicate fabric, the tip swollen and peeking over the edge, your balls barely contained..." A shudder ran through her as she relived the memory, her nipples tightening beneath her chemise. "Just picturing you in them made me so wet I had to excuse myself in the store bathroom and...well, you know." 

The familiar coyness in her words sent a jolt straight to his groin. He knew exactly what she meant—her fingers working between her thighs, her breath hitching as she came with his image in her mind. The thought alone made his cock twitch impatiently. Without hesitation, he grabbed a pair of lavender lace panties from the box, stepping into them with deliberate slowness. The silky fabric glided up his thighs, clinging to his hardening length, the contrast of rough arousal against delicate lace almost unbearable. 

She bit her lip as she drank him in—the way the material stretched taut over the sculpted curve of his ass, the way it barely contained the thick outline of his erection. When he turned to face her, his voice was rough. "Like what you imagined?" 

"God, yes," she breathed, her fingers already reaching for him, tracing the rigid outline beneath the lace. The cool touch of her fingertips against his heated skin made him hiss, his cock jerking in response. Every drag of her nails sent sparks racing up his spine, and when she skimmed lower, cupping his balls through the delicate fabric, he had to grit his teeth to keep from coming right then. 

The memories of stolen moments in his youth—slipping into silk and satin, the forbidden thrill of it—flooded his mind, only fueling his arousal further. His thighs trembled, his fists clenched at his sides as he fought for control. 

"Lie down," she murmured, her voice dark with promise. 

He didn’t hesitate, collapsing onto the bed with a groan as his legs finally gave out. She settled between his thighs, her breath warm against his cock through the lace before her lips closed over the swollen head, sucking gently. The sensation was electric—the friction of the fabric, the wet heat of her mouth—and he arched off the bed with a ragged cry. 

She chuckled against him, her tongue flicking teasingly before she dragged the panties down just enough to free his aching length. The cool air against his bare skin was nothing compared to the molten heat of her as she slid over him, her slick folds gliding along his shaft, the lace catching deliciously between them. 

Then she rose above him, sinking down in one slow, torturous motion, her tight warmth swallowing him whole. A groan tore from his throat as she began to move, her hips rolling in a rhythm that had him seeing stars. The lace still clung to his thighs, a sinful contrast to the raw, primal way she took him, her nails digging into his chest as she rode him toward oblivion.

He was lost in the heat of her, the tight, molten grip of her cunt milking his cock with every desperate thrust, when he finally noticed the delicate lace still clinging to his hips. The fabric cradled his balls, the contrast of soft restraint against the raw, primal need driving him deeper into her. Alli arched above him, her body a perfect silhouette of desire—rising, twisting, grinding down with a rhythm that shattered his control. Her moans filled the air, breathless and wanton, as her inner walls fluttered around him, the first tremors of her climax rippling through her. 

His fingers dug into the curve of her hips, guiding her, urging her faster, harder, until she was riding him with abandon. The slick friction of her pussy, the way she clenched around him as she came—Christ, it was almost too much. He met her thrust for thrust, his own release building like a storm, until with one final, deep grind, pleasure exploded through him, hot and relentless. 

She collapsed against his chest, her limbs trembling, her breath ragged against his skin. He held her close, rolling them onto their sides without breaking their connection, only then realizing the lace panties were still dampening beneath them, soaked with the evidence of their shared ecstasy. 

Was it her who’d come harder? Or him? The way her body still pulsed around him, the way his cock twitched inside her even now—fuck, it was impossible to tell. 

Alli murmured something drowsy against his shoulder, her lips brushing his skin. Merry Christmas, baby. 

He smiled, pulling her closer, still buried deep inside her as sleep claimed them both. 

This was just the beginning.


The Houseguest

The moment I met Jeff, it felt like destiny—two wide-eyed freshmen thrown together as roommates on our very first day of college. From that instant, an unbreakable bond formed, the kind that turns strangers into brothers. Years later, after graduation, he met Jennifer, and watching them fall in love was like witnessing something out of a fairy tale. Their wedding, the birth of their children—it all unfolded like a dream. Our careers took off in parallel, landing us just two blocks apart in a neighborhood dripping with affluence—sprawling estates, pristine lawns, shimmering pools. Our families became inseparable, our children practically swapping homes, laughter and chaos spilling between both houses like one big, messy, beautiful life. 

Then, six years ago, everything shifted. Jeff’s promotion demanded a move—Texas, of all places. Southern California had been their home, their sanctuary, but the corporate world doesn’t bend to sentiment. They resisted at first, clinging to telecommuting, but reality won out. Austin became their new beginning, and against all odds, they fell for it—hard. 

Now, their son Christopher—once that gangly, awkward teenager with a hopeless crush on my wife—was standing on our doorstep. Fresh out of school in New York, he’d flown back to California for job interviews, and of course, we’d offered him our guest room without hesitation. With our daughters away at college, the house felt cavernous, too quiet. Having Chris here would breathe life back into these empty halls. 

The last time we’d seen him, he’d been sixteen—all sharp angles and nervous energy, tongue-tied around girls but utterly transfixed by Andi. I’d never forget the night of my eldest’s first co-ed party, catching him whisper to a friend, Mrs. Peterson makes my wiener grow. The memory still made me grin. When I’d told Andi, her cheeks had burned crimson, and she’d avoided the party for half an hour. But when she finally returned, Chris’s gaze had been magnetic, locked onto her with an intensity that left her flustered. It had been delicious, watching her squirm under his adolescent admiration. 

Now, years later, curiosity buzzed under my skin. What kind of man had he become? We’d tried rallying our girls home for the weekend, but life had other plans—our eldest buried in her Bay Area internship, our youngest prepping for her summer abroad in Florence. So it was just us, eager to reconnect but careful not to smother him. 

Then the doorbell chimed. 

Andi’s face lit up, her body practically vibrating with excitement before she bolted for the door. I was still rounding the corner when her voice rang out, warm and bright— 

“Chris! Oh my God, we’re so happy you’re here. Come in, come in!” 

The air between them crackled with something unspoken, electric. And I couldn’t help but wonder—had that teenage infatuation truly faded? Or had it only grown deeper, darker, more dangerous?

Chris had transformed in ways that sent a slow, delicious shiver down my spine. He towered at well over six feet now, his broad shoulders straining against the fabric of his worn-out t-shirt, his dark curls tousled and just long enough to make a woman’s fingers itch to tangle in them. Gone was the gangly, awkward boy—his body was lean but powerfully built, every movement effortless, his smile easy and confident. The kind of smile that hinted at things he knew but wouldn’t say. 

"Thanks, Mrs. Peterson," he murmured, his voice deeper than I remembered, rougher around the edges. And all I could hear echoing in my mind was that hushed, adolescent confession from years ago—Mrs. Peterson makes my wiener grow. 

I couldn’t help but grin as I reached out to shake his hand. "Wow. Look at you." 

He was the picture of a recent graduate—his jeans soft from wear, clinging just right to his thighs, his shoes scuffed beyond repair. The faded Columbia t-shirt stretched across his chest, the fabric thin enough to hint at the hard planes beneath. It should have been thrown out long ago, but something about the way it hung on him made it impossible to look away. 

"Thanks, Mr. P," he said, his grip firm, warm. 

We exchanged the usual pleasantries—flights, traffic, the mundane details—before I led him upstairs to one of the guest rooms. Leaving him to settle in, I wandered back downstairs, my thoughts drifting to Andrea. 

My wife. 

Twenty-four years together, and she still stole my breath. 

Andrea wasn’t the kind of beauty that screamed for attention—she was subtler, more intoxicating. At five-six, she carried herself with a quiet confidence, her piercing green eyes framed by thick auburn hair that begged to be touched. She wasn’t a runway model, but she had the kind of allure that lingered, the girl-next-door who grew into a woman who could make a room pause without even trying. 

For a woman in her mid-forties, her body was a goddamn masterpiece. She ran, she worked out, staying just shy of 125 pounds, her curves firm, her ass high and round. When she undressed, I saw perfection—the swell of her C-cups, her nipples pert and pink, the faintest hint of cellulite that only made her more real, more touchable. 

But she didn’t see it. 

She’d stare into the mirror and sigh, tracing flaws only she could find. Meanwhile, men watched her everywhere we went—their gazes lingering, their smiles hungry. Clients flirted with her when she traveled for work, their interest barely veiled. I’d told her, teased her about it, but she’d just roll her eyes, convinced I was exaggerating. 

Until last March. 

Until everything changed.

Our eldest had begged us to fund her spring break trip to Mexico with friends, but we'd refused for several reasons. Furious and desperate, she'd ended up hosting a group at our house instead—three girls and three guys—showing them around SoCal while lounging by our pool all week. 

Two of the boys were relentless. They circled Andrea like predators, their clumsy attempts at seduction almost laughable—if they hadn’t been so damn effective. Every time she moved through the kitchen, one of them would press against her, brushing his body against hers under the guise of reaching for a glass. Another would linger by the outdoor grill, waiting for her to pass just so he could "accidentally" spin into her, hands gripping her waist as if saving her from some imagined stumble. Andrea would scold them, but the flush in her cheeks and the way her breath hitched gave her away. 

And God, did she play into it. Each day, her outfits grew more daring—shorter shorts, thinner tank tops, bikinis that clung to every curve. She’d bend over just a little longer than necessary, letting them steal glances down her shirt or graze her ass with their fingertips. And every night? She fucked me like a woman possessed, moaning louder, riding harder, her nails digging into my skin as if she needed to exorcise the pent-up energy from their teasing. That fire didn’t fade when they left—it burned for weeks. 

Then she confessed the best part. 

On the second-to-last day, our daughter and her girlfriends had gone shopping, leaving Andrea alone with those three hungry boys. She’d skipped her bra that morning, slipping into a sheer white blouse before heading outside. One of them—bold, reckless—pushed her into the pool. She’d gasped, splashing and pretending to scold him, but then she took her time climbing out, the soaked fabric clinging to her skin, her nipples hard and visible through the translucent material. She paused at the steps, letting them drink her in, their cheers and whistles ringing in her ears before she sauntered inside, hips swaying. Upstairs, she’d touched herself until she came, imagining their hands on her instead. 

Later, she admitted how close she’d been to giving in. 

Now, whenever we joked about it, I’d tease her. “Next time, just pick one. But only if I get one of our daughter’s friends in return.” 

She’d laugh, rolling her eyes. “Deal. Good luck getting any young thing to look twice at you.” 

I’d groan in mock offense. “But chicks dig me, right?” 

For the past year, the fantasy had only grown hotter—Andrea beneath some eager young guy, his hands all over her, her body arching into his touch. And judging by the way she talked about it, she wasn’t just humoring me. 

That was the thought burning through my mind as I walked downstairs.

I moved behind her, my hands sliding around her slender waist as I pressed my body against hers. My chin rested on her shoulder, my lips brushing the delicate skin of her neck as I murmured, “Damn. Chris has really filled out, hasn’t he?” 

“Mm-hmm.” Her voice was casual, but I knew better. 

“Remember that night he told the Lorenzo boy you made his dick hard?” I teased, my fingers tracing idle circles over her stomach. 

She arched back into me with a sharp little thrust of her hips, tossing a half-glance over her shoulder. “Jesus, you’re disgusting.” 

“Bet he’s thinking the same thing right now,” I countered, my voice low and rough against her ear. 

“That’s Chris!” she scolded, though there was no real heat in it. “He’s practically family.” 

“Bullshit,” I chuckled, my hands drifting higher. “You really think he’s picturing his mom when he looks at you? Jerry and Bill sure as hell didn’t last year—what were their names again? Jerry and… Bill?” 

“I don’t remember,” she lied, her breath hitching just slightly. She remembered. Every touch, every lingering glance—I knew she replayed them in her head when my mouth was on her, when my fingers were buried inside her. 

“He’s probably stroking himself in the shower right now,” I murmured, nipping at her earlobe. “I saw the way he watched your ass when you walked away.” 

“He did not!” she gasped, but then her voice softened, curiosity slipping in. “...Did he?” 

“You make it grow,” I whispered, my fingers threading into her hair, tugging just enough to expose the curve of her neck. My lips found that sensitive spot beneath her jaw, and she shivered. My other hand slid up, palming her breast through her shirt, my thumb flicking over her nipple until it peaked beneath the fabric. 

She usually liked to take her time, to let the tension build, but tonight, she didn’t push me away. I could feel the heat radiating off her, the way her breath quickened as I teased her. I lingered, savoring the weight of her in my hand, the way her chest rose and fell with each ragged inhale. 

When her nipple was stiff beneath my touch, I pulled back, giving her ass a playful smack. “So. Where do you want to go for dinner?” 

The seed was planted. Now I just had to watch it bloom.

The golden hues of sunset had barely faded when Chris, exhausted from the time change and travel, suggested an early dinner. By six-thirty, we were seated at Lal Mirch, the dim lighting casting intimate shadows across the table. The rich spices of curry and cumin hung in the air, but nothing was as intoxicating as watching my wife work her magic. 

Andi wasn’t the giggling, naive type—no coy hair-twirling or overdone pouts. She was all confidence, a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. Every glance she threw Chris’s way was deliberate, every brush of her fingers against his hand electric. When he made a joke—even a weak one—her lips curved in that slow, knowing smile, the kind that made a man’s pulse spike. And Chris? He was hooked. More than once, his eyes flicked to me, searching for a reaction. I kept my expression neutral, but beneath the table, my cock was anything but. 

She knew. Of course she knew. Just as I ordered dessert—pistachio kulfi, sweet and creamy—her hand slid between my thighs, fingers wrapping around my hardening length. Her lips parted in faux surprise, eyes glinting with mischief. Chris might have caught the expression, but he had no idea what had caused it. I did. And god, it sent heat roaring through me. 

This had been my fantasy for months—watching her unravel a younger man, reducing him to desperate want. Now, it was unfolding right in front of me, and I was fucking enthralled. 

The drive home was a blur. Fifteen minutes on the 101, the hum of the engine doing nothing to dull the tension coiling in my gut. We ended up in the family room—a space we barely used, filled with overstuffed furniture and a perpetually ignored TV. And there we were: my stunning wife, the living embodiment of every young man’s MILF fantasy, and Chris, my best friend’s son, looking equal parts exhausted and unwilling to let the night end. 

Andi stretched, arching her back just enough to emphasize the curve of her waist. “I ate way too much,” she sighed, fingers toying with the button of her jeans. “These are about to burst.” Bullshit. She’d barely touched her food. But when I raised a brow, she just winked, slow and deliberate. 

Whatever game she was playing, I was all in. And I couldn’t wait to see where she took it.

Andi’s outfit was effortlessly elegant—a soft, butter-yellow blouse that clung just enough to hint at the curves beneath, paired with sleek gray slacks that hugged her hips and thighs like a second skin. Her flat heels clicked softly against the hardwood as she walked, her hair swept back into a loose ponytail that swayed with each step. The subtle artistry of her makeup enhanced her natural beauty, just enough to draw attention without screaming for it. 

But it was the way her body moved beneath those tailored slacks that truly captivated. The wool stretched taut over the delicious swell of her ass, the faint outline of her underwear teasing the imagination. There was something undeniably erotic about panty lines—the way they invited you to wonder, to fantasize. What shade were they? Cream? Lace? Silk? Did they ride high on her hips, accentuating the lush curve of her waist? The game was delicious, a slow-burning seduction for anyone who knew how to look. 

Thongs had stolen some of that magic, smoothing away the tantalizing hints of what lay beneath. But Andi? She belonged to an era before that, when a woman’s lingerie was a whispered secret, not a disappearing act. She’d never bothered with trends, too focused on her studies to care about shaving everything bare or vanishing panty lines. And thank God for that. Because watching her walk was its own kind of foreplay—each step a deliberate sway, her cheeks shifting with hypnotic rhythm. 

Chris wasn’t subtle. Perched on the edge of the sectional, his gaze flickered toward the staircase as she disappeared upstairs, his fingers tightening around his glass of Crown Royal. He tried—poorly—to act casual, but his eyes betrayed him. I caught the way they darted after her, the way his throat worked as he swallowed. 

“I could watch her walk all day,” I mused, letting the words linger between us. 

He shifted, his grip on his drink turning white-knuckled. “Uh. Yeah.” 

“She’s stunning,” I continued, pouring more whiskey into his glass. “And the best part? She has no idea the effect she has.” 

His brows knit together. “How could she not know?” 

I smirked, swirling the amber liquid before topping him off. “Oh, she knows men look. But she doesn’t realize that just existing is enough to wreck them.” 

He downed the fresh pour in one go, his eyes dark with something unspoken. “She has to know.” 

I chuckled, pouring a glass of wine for Andi. “Twenty-five years next month, and I swear—she doesn’t.” The lie tasted sweet on my tongue. Because of course she knew. And judging by the way Chris’s gaze kept straying toward the stairs, she was counting on it.

I set the wine glass down on the coffee table, positioning it carefully in front of the empty chair before settling onto the sectional, leaving just enough space between Chris and me to maintain the illusion of casual conversation. We exchanged meaningless pleasantries for a few minutes, the air thick with unspoken tension, until the soft sound of footsteps on the stairs drew our attention. 

My pulse quickened as her bare ankles came into view—delicate, smooth, and utterly distracting. A rush of heat flooded my chest, my mind racing with anticipation. Please let her be wearing something sinful, I silently begged, my imagination already painting her in lace and silk. But as she descended, reality replaced fantasy—loose, baby-blue cotton shorts hugging her hips, the fabric swaying with each step. Then came the white tank top, stretched taut over the swell of her breasts, the thin material doing nothing to conceal the hardened peaks beneath. 

Her face was freshly scrubbed, glowing with that effortless radiance that always left me breathless. A faint flush colored her cheeks, and I knew—she knew—exactly what she was doing. This was her usual bedtime attire, but tonight, it felt like a performance. 

Chris let out a low, involuntary groan as she turned toward us, the sound vibrating through the room like a struck chord. I glanced at him just in time to see his hand tremble as he lifted his glass, his throat working as he swallowed hard, his gaze locked onto her with undisguised hunger. 

"So, what's the plan for tomorrow?" she asked, dropping into the chair with a carelessness that made her breasts bounce, her nipples pebbling instantly under the thin fabric. She crossed her legs, leaning forward to grab her wine, and when she straightened, the tank top clung to every curve, the neckline gaping just enough to tease. Chris had the perfect angle—one shift of his gaze, and he’d have a clear view up the leg of her shorts. 

A ragged whisper escaped him, so quiet I almost missed it. “Oh fuck.” 

I couldn’t help but smirk. Andi’s lips curved in the faintest hint of a smile, but her eyes—those damn eyes—burned with mischief. She was enjoying this. Loving it. 

"I’ve got some work to finish, but it shouldn’t take more than a couple of hours," I said, turning to Chris. "What do you think?" 

Silence. 

"Chris?" Andi prompted, her voice laced with amusement. 

He blinked, dazed, as if surfacing from a dream. “Huh?” 

"What do you want to do tomorrow?" I repeated, watching the struggle play out across his face. 

"Uh—I don’t know," he stammered. "My first interview’s Friday. Just need to get my suit pressed. Maybe just... hang out?" He swallowed again, his voice cracking. "It’s been freezing back east. Would it be okay if I lounged by the pool?" 

"Of course," Andi purred, stretching slightly, the movement making the tank top ride up just a fraction. "We barely use it now that the girls are gone." She tilted her head, her gaze lingering on him. "Maybe I’ll join you. If you can stand an old lady in a swimsuit." 

His reaction was instantaneous—eyes widening, breath hitching, his entire body tensing like a bowstring. “Oh yeah, that’d—that’d be great,” he managed, his voice trailing off as he shot me a panicked look, realizing too late how transparent he’d been. 

I just smiled, my blood roaring in my ears. Do it. Take her. Fuck her until she screams. If I could have handed him a goddamn permission slip, I would have.

He drained his glass in one long, desperate gulp, his throat working as if trying to swallow more than just wine. Andi rose gracefully, her bare feet padding across the hardwood as she moved to refill it. When she reached my end of the sectional, she bent forward—just enough for the neckline of that damn white tank top to gape open, revealing the soft swell of her breasts, the shadowed valley between them. But not enough to expose those pert nipples I knew were hardening beneath the thin cotton. Chris didn’t even try to hide his stare, his lips parted, his gaze dark with hunger as he drank her in. 

My fingers found the curve of her hip, tracing slow, possessive circles along the bare skin just above the hem of her shorts. I slid higher, searching for the telltale ridge of panties beneath the fabric—but there was nothing. Just smooth, warm skin. The realization hit me like a jolt of electricity: she’d left them upstairs. Deliberately. My cock throbbed at the thought, imagining her panties discarded in some careless, eager pile beside our bed. 

She tilted her head toward me, her lips curling into that wicked little smile I knew too well before turning away to fetch Chris another drink. 

Earlier, I’d caught him stealing glances—subtle at first, then bolder—his eyes darting to her lap, his body shifting minutely in his seat, angling for a better view. Andi had noticed, of course. She always did. With practiced ease, she’d adjusted her posture, turning just enough toward me to give him an unobstructed line of sight. I’d assumed he was staring at the same red lace she’d worn that morning, the delicate fabric stretched taut over her soft, plush mound, hugging the sweet folds beneath. 

But no. 

He’d gotten a full, unfiltered view of her bare pussy. 

The knowledge sent a rush of heat straight to my groin, my erection straining painfully against my jeans. My wife—flashing her neatly trimmed curls at our guest, letting him see what was usually mine alone. 

She returned, setting his drink down with deliberate slowness before reclaiming her seat. This time, she curled her legs beneath her, tucking them to the side like a demure schoolgirl. The show was over—for now. 

We talked. Or rather, Andi and I talked while Chris struggled to keep up, his attention fraying, his gaze heavy-lidded. The wine, the tension, the sheer fucking anticipation—it was wearing him down. 

And then it hit me. 

Months ago, Andrea’s niece Jessica had visited with her husband and their baby. First-time parents, they’d arrived with enough gear to survive the apocalypse—including a set of baby monitors. The entire weekend, Jessica had worn the receiver clipped to her waistband like a badge of honor, bolting upstairs at the faintest whimper. When they left, they’d forgotten the damn things. 

Now, they’d finally serve a purpose. 

I excused myself, climbing the stairs to Chris’ room with deliberate quiet. The transmitter clicked on with a soft beep. Then, receiver in hand, I slipped into our bedroom, my pulse hammering. 

I wanted to know what would happen when he was alone. 

More than that—I wanted her to hear it. 

Hell, I wanted to hear it too.

When I returned to the living room, Chris was barely keeping his eyes open, his exhaustion and the alcohol finally catching up with him. My wife, ever the temptress, had clearly noticed—her lips curled in that knowing smirk as she swayed her hips just a little more deliberately while leading the way upstairs. Each step stretched her tank top taut across her backside, the fabric clinging to every curve, leaving nothing to the imagination. Chris, despite his drowsiness, couldn’t help but stare, his gaze locked onto the hypnotic sway of her ass as she ascended. 

At the landing, Andi turned, her eyes flicking down to the unmistakable bulge in his pants before meeting mine with a wicked gleam. She bit her lip, then disappeared through our bedroom doors with a playful sway of her hips. Chris muttered something incoherent, his voice thick with sleep and arousal, before stumbling into the guest bathroom. I followed my wife, shutting the doors behind us with a quiet click. 

“He was hard,” she whispered, giggling against my chest. 

“No shit,” I murmured, sliding my hands down her waist. “Imagine if you’d really given him a show—something sheer, something that barely covered you. He’d be fucking his fist right now just thinking about it.” 

She rolled her eyes, but her breath hitched when I squeezed her ass. “No, your fantasy is some librarian in fishnets and a corset. His fantasy?” She spread her arms, presenting herself with a theatrical flourish. “This. Right here.” 

“The ultimate MILF,” I growled, pulling her flush against me. 

“The MILF,” she echoed, her voice husky before she crushed her mouth to mine. Our tongues tangled, hot and wet, until the crackle of the baby monitor cut through the haze of lust. 

“Shh,” I warned, pressing a finger to her swollen lips. 

“What the hell is that?” she hissed, pulling back. 

“I set up the baby monitor,” I admitted, grinning when she smacked my arm in outrage. 

“You can’t just—that’s an invasion of privacy!” 

“Just listen,” I coaxed, catching her wrist before she could turn it off. “If it gets too weird, we stop.” 

“It’s already weird,” she muttered, but she didn’t move as the sounds of Chris undressing filled the room—the rustle of fabric, the creak of the bed, his heavy exhale as he settled onto the mattress. 

Then, the rhythmic sound of skin on skin. 

Andi’s eyes widened, her lips parting in shock. “Is he…?” 

“Yeah,” I murmured, my own pulse kicking up as I palmed her ass possessively. “He’s jerking off. Thinking about you.” 

“Me?” Her voice was breathless, disbelieving, but her pupils were blown wide, her chest rising and falling rapidly. 

“Every stroke,” I confirmed, nipping at her earlobe. 

The monitor picked up his ragged breaths, the slick, desperate sounds of his hand working faster. Then, the broken whispers—”Fuck, your tits… wanna taste you… ah, God—Mrs. Peterson—”—before his voice cracked into a guttural groan, his release hitting hard. 

Andi was trembling, her skin flushed pink from her collarbones to her cheeks, her nipples pebbled tight beneath her top. I could practically smell her arousal, thick and sweet. 

“Shit,” Chris muttered after a beat, his voice rough. “Now what?” 

Andi blinked at me, dazed. 

“Cleanup,” I said with a dark chuckle. “He’s got a mess to deal with.” 

Her breath hitched, her fingers digging into my arms as the reality of what we’d just heard sank in. And judging by the way her thighs pressed together, she wasn’t nearly as scandalized as she pretended to be.

Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile, her expression shifting into something thoughtful—calculating, even—as if she were mentally mapping out his next move. The rustle of sheets followed by the creak of the mattress told us he’d gotten up, and then came the soft shuffle of fabric, the click of his door opening. We crept to our own door, pressing close, but the thick silence of our well-insulated walls swallowed any sound beyond. 

When we’d built this house, the contractor had pitched the idea of double drywall and solid-core doors—luxurious privacy, he’d called it. We’d splurged on the master and guest rooms, never imagining we’d one day curse the very feature designed for discretion. I flicked off the light and cracked the door just enough to listen. The distant rush of water—the shower—hummed through the hallway. 

Andi let out a low, breathy laugh. “Must’ve been quite the mess,” she murmured, her voice thick with amusement. 

I shut the door and pulled her against me, my hands locking around her waist. Our mouths crashed together, hungry and urgent, like we were rediscovering each other for the first time. Fingers tangled in hair, traced heated skin, slipped beneath fabric. I fumbled with the button of her shorts, my eagerness making me clumsy, when suddenly—his door creaked through the monitor again. 

She stilled, pressing a palm to my chest. “Wait,” she whispered, her eyes dark with curiosity. 

We listened, my left hand resting over her racing heartbeat, my lips grazing the flushed skin of her neck. But the only sound was the quiet sigh of the house settling—Chris was spent. 

Her voice was barely audible when she spoke again. “Will you hate me?” 

I tilted her chin up, studying the flicker of uncertainty in her gaze. “Hate you? For what?” 

Her breath hitched. “I… I want to seduce him. I want to fuck him.” 

I answered with a deep, claiming kiss, my fingers sliding down the curve of her ass, teasing the damp heat between her thighs. But she stepped back, shaking her head, her hands splayed against my chest to keep me at bay. 

“No,” she breathed. “If we do this now, I’ll lose my nerve. I need to stay… frustrated.” Her fingers flexed against me, as if she were fighting the urge to pull me closer. “Do you even want me to?” 

I guided her hand down, pressing her palm against the hard length straining against my jeans. Her lips parted, and she squeezed, slow and deliberate, her smile turning wicked. 

“I don’t want to scare him,” she murmured, slipping out of my grasp and into the hallway. 

I dropped to my knees beside the monitor, waiting, pulse hammering, for the sound of his door. Minutes stretched, agonizing, before she finally reappeared, shutting our door softly behind her. 

“Where the hell did you go?” I demanded, voice rough. “I thought you were about to pounce. Cold feet?” 

She rolled her eyes, but there was a nervous energy in the way she shifted her weight. “No, you idiot. I just needed to…” 

“Needed to what?” 

“Tidy up,” she said simply. 

That’s when I noticed what she was holding—electric clippers in one hand, and in the other, something small, lavender, with a sleek white handle. 

I followed her into the bathroom, watching as she set everything on the counter with deliberate care. 

“What’s all this?” I asked, though I already knew. 

She ran a hand over the front of her shorts, her gaze dropping for a heartbeat before meeting mine again. “I want to be… presentable.” The way she said it sent a jolt straight to my cock. Freshly bare, smooth—for him.

My pulse hammered in my throat as I stared at the strange objects on the counter. "What is this?" I demanded, my voice rough with arousal. My fingers twitched toward the lavender-colored tool, its smooth silicone surface cool under my touch. 

She bit her lip, her breath hitching as she traced a hand down her stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her panties. "Found it in the girl’s bathroom," she admitted, her voice thick with need. "A couple years back, when I was organizing the cleaning supplies. It’s a guide—helps with trimming." A wicked little smirk played on her lips. "Pretty sure it’s Lauren’s." 

My cock throbbed at the thought. Here she was—a woman in her forties, a mother, her body lush and untamed—yet now she wanted to sculpt herself into something sleek, something sinful, for him. She’d never done this for me. Never even hinted at it. The realization sent a possessive heat through me, my hands trembling as I reached for the whiskey bottle, desperate for something to steady myself. 

She plugged in the clippers, the soft hum filling the room as she turned to me, her eyes dark with hunger. "I can’t see well enough," she murmured, her voice husky. "Don’t you want to help?" 

The invitation was impossible to resist. 

She peeled off her top, her breasts spilling free, then stepped out of her shorts, leaving her bare before me. The scent of her arousal hit me like a drug—musky, intoxicating. The clippers already had a guard attached, so I sank to my knees, my mouth watering as I took in the sight of her. 

Her auburn curls fell in soft waves to the floor as I worked, the vibration of the clippers making her gasp. I lingered near her clit, teasing, watching her thighs quiver. When she spread her legs wider, I dragged the buzzing blades along her swollen lips, slow and deliberate. 

Her hands clamped around my wrist, forcing the clippers harder against her. A broken moan tore from her throat as she came, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching around nothing. The scent of her release was dizzying. 

Before I could react, she shoved herself against my face, her wet heat smothering me. I dropped the still-vibrating clippers and devoured her, my tongue plunging deep, lapping at her juices. She whimpered as I sucked her swollen lips, flicked her clit, drove her straight into a second climax. 

I’d never seen her come like this. 

Breathless, she handed me the lavender guide—a narrow, steep V meant to leave just a whisper of hair. I pressed it to her skin, my fingers trembling as I removed the guard and carefully shaved her bare. Every pass of the clippers made her whimper, her hips rocking against my touch. 

Then—fuck—she came again, harder this time, her knees buckling as she collapsed into my arms. 

I was rock-hard, aching, barely able to think. 

"Had enough?" I growled. 

Her green eyes locked onto mine, heavy-lidded and sated, her lips parting in a breathless whisper. 

"Mrs. Peterson makes my wiener grow."

She arched her back against the cool tile, her thighs parting with deliberate slowness, an unspoken invitation. A wicked grin curled my lips as I snatched the shaving cream from the counter, shaking the can before releasing a thick, frothy mound into my palm. The cream was cool against my fingers as I smoothed it over her, coating her delicate skin in white, my touch lingering just a fraction too long where I knew she liked it most.

With meticulous care, I traced the razor along the edges of the V-shaped guide, my strokes slow, deliberate, teasing. Every pass of the blade left her skin smoother, more exposed—her lips like silk beneath my fingertips. I didn’t stop there. My fingers trailed lower, spreading the foam along the curve of her ass, revealing untouched territory. And there it was—her tight little rosebud, flushed pink and utterly perfect.

A sharp breath escaped me as I wiped away the cream, my pulse hammering. I’d never done this before, never even considered it, but the sight of her like this—so open, so vulnerable—was intoxicating. Before I could second-guess myself, I leaned in and licked.

She gasped, her entire body tensing beneath me. But then—oh, then—I saw it. A slow, slick trickle of arousal seeping from her pussy, betraying just how much she liked it. So I did it again, slower this time, swirling my tongue in a filthy, wet circle. Her moan was ragged, desperate, her fingers tangling in my hair as she begged, “Eat me. Please.”

The taste of shaving cream mixed with her essence wasn’t exactly pleasant, but the way she writhed beneath me? Worth every second. I dragged my tongue up, lapping at her swollen lips before zeroing in on her clit, flicking it with the tip of my tongue. Her back arched off the floor, a broken cry tearing from her throat as I pushed two fingers inside her, curling them just right while my thumb circled her clit in tight, relentless circles.

I pulled back just long enough to suck her clit between my lips, and that was it—her whole body convulsed, her thighs clamping around my head as she came with a shuddering cry. I stayed there, my face buried between her legs, until her breathing evened out, her fingers lazily stroking my hair.

Eventually, she propped herself up on her elbows, her cheeks still flushed, her lips parted. “We should shower,” she murmured, her voice husky with satisfaction. “I’ll need all my energy for tomorrow.”

The water was hot, her body pressed against mine, but sleep didn’t come easy. Every time I closed my eyes, she was there—but not with me. Visions of her, wild and wanton, consumed me. Kneeling for Jerry, her lips wrapped around him. Bent over the dining table, Bill driving into her from behind. Worse—both of them at once, taking what they wanted while she moaned beneath them. And then Chris, her hips rolling against his, her body taking him deep as she rode him with abandon.

Each dream left me harder, aching, my hand slipping beneath the sheets to stroke myself to the edge. Just as I teetered there, lost in the heat of my own fantasies, the mattress dipped beside me.

The haze of sleep clung to me, thick and stubborn, but the sounds drifting from the baby monitor sliced through it—Chris’s ragged breathing, the rhythmic creak of his bed, and then…her. Andi. My wife. The mattress shifted beside me, her movements subtle but unmistakable. My pulse kicked hard against my ribs. He was in his room, lost in his own pleasure, but here, inches away, she was surrendering to hers. 

Twenty-five years. A quarter of a century of marriage, of tangled limbs and shared sighs, and yet I’d never witnessed this—her fingers working between her thighs, the slick sounds barely muffled by the sheets. I stayed perfectly still, barely daring to breathe, afraid to shatter the moment. Her elbow brushed my back—once, twice—her other hand teasing her nipples, no doubt, pinching and rolling them the way I knew she loved. 

Her voice was a low, throaty hum, broken by gasps. “…fuck me…” A shiver raced down my spine. “…yeah, right there…” Her hips lifted slightly, seeking more. “…anything. Anything at all…” 

Christ. Last night had been a revelation—her body writhing beneath my hands, my mouth, four times undone in less than twenty minutes. And now? Now she was lost in fantasy, touching herself to thoughts of him. Our best friend’s son. The knowledge burned through me, dark and electric. 

Her back arched suddenly, her breath hitching. I knew that tremor, the way her pussy clenched around nothing, fluttering in waves of pleasure. I’d felt it against my tongue, my fingers, my cock more times than I could count. She shuddered, a soft cry escaping her lips before she collapsed back against the mattress, her chest rising and falling rapidly. 

Silence settled, broken only by Chris’s distant groan—his release, this time wordless. Within minutes, her breathing evened out, sleep reclaiming her. 

I stared at the ceiling, wide awake, the clock glowing 3:30 AM. 

Morning came late, sunlight spilling across the sheets as I finally stirred. Nine o’clock on a Thursday, and the world could wait. 

“I wasn’t sure you were ever going to wake up.” 

Andi’s voice curled around me, warm and amused. I turned my head to find her leaning against the closet door, watching me with those dark, knowing eyes. 

“I had trouble sleeping,” I admitted, my voice rough. “Kept waking up. How ‘bout you?” 

The ghost of a smirk played on her lips. She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

“Like an absolute baby,” she murmured, her lips curling into a sinful little smile as she bent forward, the curve of her ass deliciously outlined by the taut fabric of her khaki shorts. The white blouse clung to her frame, sheer enough to tease the outline of her lace bra beneath, and as she tucked the fabric into her waistband, the flash of pink panties sent a jolt of heat straight to my groin.

She sauntered over, hips swaying, before collapsing onto the mattress beside me with a sigh that was anything but innocent.

“This is such a terrible idea,” she breathed, turning her head to meet my gaze. “Isn’t it? Just... god, so wrong.”

I knew that tone—the way her voice dipped lower, the way her fingers twisted the sheets. She wasn’t asking for permission. She was begging for absolution.

“Does he make you wet?” I asked, blunt, watching the way her breath hitched.

She let out a shaky laugh, eyes darting away. “I mean... yes. But he’s practically a kid.”

“A kid?” I arched a brow, dragging my thumb along her thigh. “Did you see the way he looked at you? That wasn’t a boy staring.”

She groaned, pressing her palms to her face, her body trembling with the weight of her own arousal. “Oh my god. What the hell is wrong with me? I flashed him. I—I showed him everything. He grew up with our daughters, for fuck’s sake. I feel disgusting.”

“You made it seem accidental,” I murmured, tracing circles on her hip. “You could pretend it never happened. Let him fantasize about it for the rest of his life. But tell me... did you like it?”

She exhaled sharply, her cheeks flushing. “Jesus, what kind of twisted mind do you have?” A beat. Then, softer, “That’s the worst part. I loved it. I was so fucking turned on. Now I’m just... some pathetic tease. How do I even look at him again? How do I look at you?”

Tears glistened in her lashes, and I caught her wrist, pulling her hand to my lips. “Sweetheart,” I murmured against her skin. “Don’t. I love you. You don’t have to do a damn thing you don’t want to.”

She lay there, chest rising and falling unevenly, before whispering, “I know you love me. I’m crying because I want this. So badly. Do you hate me for that?”

I dragged her against me, my cock pressing insistently into her thigh as I growled into her ear, “I want exactly what you want.”

She shivered, biting her lip. “I should go down first. You—shower. Shave. You look like a goddamn pirate.”

With that, she slipped off the bed, leaving me aching, her scent still clinging to the sheets.

I practically leapt into the shower, my skin still tingling from the electricity between us. The hot water did little to soothe the restless energy coursing through me. Toweling off hastily, I threw on some clothes and bounded downstairs, my pulse already quickening at the thought of seeing them together. 

At the foot of the stairs, I turned right—and there he was. Chris, perched on a stool, his broad shoulders relaxed as he leaned against the granite countertop, chatting with Andi like it was any other morning. But it wasn’t. Not even close. 

Andi stood across from him, her body angled just so, one slender ankle crossed over the other as she whisked eggs with effortless grace. The bowl nestled in the crook of her arm, her wrist flicking in smooth, hypnotic motions. Every slight shift of her body made her breasts sway—not overtly, but enough to draw the eye, a slow, tantalizing rhythm that was impossible to ignore. The way the morning light caught the curve of her neck, the way her lips parted just slightly as she glanced up—Christ, it was maddening. 

"Omelet?" she asked, her voice casual, but her gaze flickered with something darker, something just for me. 

Chris’s head snapped toward me, his grin laced with the same hunger I felt. "Good morning, Mr. P." 

"Morning, Chris. Sleep okay?" I forced my tone to stay light, though my body was anything but relaxed. 

"Like a rock," he said, stretching lazily. "Though I did shower in the middle of the night. Got something... sticky on my hands. Couldn’t stand it." His smirk was barely contained. 

Andi’s cheeks flushed the faintest shade of pink, her fingers tightening around the whisk. "I didn’t hear a thing," she murmured, her voice just a little breathless. 

"So, pool’s still the plan?" I asked, watching them both, the air thick with unspoken tension. 

"Yeah," Chris said, his eyes flicking to Andi before returning to me. "But I’ve got a couple things to take care of first. Be back by two." 

"Perfect," I said, my gaze locking onto Andi’s. "That’ll give us plenty of time to... get things in order." 

Chris’s grin faltered just a fraction. "You’re not joining us?" His tone was hopeful, almost pleading. 

"Maybe later," I lied smoothly. "Work’s piling up." 

He exhaled, disappointment barely masked. "Cool." 

Breakfast passed in a haze of idle chatter, every glance, every accidental brush of fingers loaded with meaning. The moment Chris left, Andi turned to me, her eyes burning. 

"He’ll be back early," I said, my voice low. 

"You think?" she teased, biting her lip. "Why would he rush?" 

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. 

Work was impossible. My mind was elsewhere—on her, on him, on the way her body had moved this morning, the way Chris had watched her. By the time I shut my laptop, I was already moving, already seeking her out. 

She was in her office, her fingers hovering over the keyboard, her thoughts clearly miles away. 

"Distracted?" I murmured, leaning against the doorframe. 

She exhaled shakily. "Tell me not to, and I won’t." 

I stepped closer, my voice dropping to a rough whisper. "Do it. You’ve been thinking about it since last spring—the teasing, the way your skin burned every time he looked at you. Imagine how much better it’ll feel when you finally give in." 

Her breath hitched. 

"And don’t worry," I added, smirking. "I’ll keep myself entertained. What was her name again? Janet?" 

Andi rolled her eyes, but her lips curved. "Right. And I’ll just jet off to Monte Carlo with Brad Pitt." 

I grinned. "Does that mean I get Jennifer Aniston too?" 

She laughed, but the sound was breathless, her body already thrumming with anticipation. The game was on. And none of us were playing fair.

"Christ, you’re ridiculous," she murmured, shaking her head with an exasperated laugh, those dark eyes dancing with amusement. 

Chris returned by 1:15—far earlier than expected. I had no idea how many traffic laws he’d shattered or which dry cleaner he’d charmed into rushing his order, but getting anything done in this town in under three hours was nothing short of a miracle. The boy was resourceful. Hell, I almost wanted to offer him a job. 

"That was fast," Andi remarked, her voice laced with surprise. 

"Yeah, Google led me to some place on Agoura Road. They promised an hour, but it took closer to ninety minutes. And cost a small fortune," he admitted, shrugging. "Killed time at Starbucks. You two finish your work?" 

"Andi did. I’ve still got things to wrap up," I said, flashing him a knowing grin. "But why don’t you go change so the relaxation can officially begin? Margaritas sound good? I can mix some up." 

She turned to Chris, her lips curving into that slow, teasing smile that always made my pulse stutter. "What do you think?" 

"Absolutely," he agreed, already heading for the stairs. "Be right back." 

As he disappeared, I trailed Andi into the bedroom, where she stood in front of her dresser, fingers tapping thoughtfully against the wood. "Which suit should I wear?" 

She had options—sleek one-pieces that hugged her curves in all the right ways, a few classic bikinis, and then that one. The Vegas purchase. The one that barely qualified as fabric, the kind of thing that screamed look at me, touch me, take me without a single word. Before I could even suggest it, she shot me a look. 

"Don’t even think about that stripper getup," she teased, biting her lip. "It’s either the black one-piece or the green bikini." 

"Green bikini," I growled instantly. 

Her answering smile was pure sin as she plucked it from the drawer and tossed it onto the bed. Then, with agonizing slowness, she began to undress. Every movement was deliberate, hypnotic—the way her blouse slid from her shoulders, revealing the delicate lace of her bra, the way she reached behind her back to release the clasp, letting her perfect breasts spill free, nipples already peaked. My mouth went dry. 

Her belt came undone next, then the button of her shorts. The zipper hissed as she tugged it down, hips swaying as she stepped out of them. Now it was just her, standing there in nothing but those pink panties, her body a masterpiece of taut skin and soft curves. 

Then, with a slow drag of her thumbs, she hooked the waistband and slid the panties down her thighs. When she straightened, I got my first glimpse of her neatly trimmed mound, the deep V a tantalizing tease just above her slick folds. My chest tightened, my breath vanishing entirely. 

"Are you okay?" she asked, tilting her head. 

I swallowed hard, my voice rough. "You’ve never looked more fucking breathtaking. And the next man inside you won’t be me." 

She closed the distance between us, cupping my face in her hands before pressing her lips to mine in a kiss that seared straight through me. "Better hope he fucks me more than once before you do," she whispered against my mouth, her breath hot, her words a delicious torment.

The moment her fingers brushed near my cock, I knew I’d lose control—one touch, and I’d come undone right there. But she stepped back, teasing me with the slow slide of her bikini bottoms up her thighs, the fabric hugging her mound in a way that made my mouth water. The soft curve of her pussy pressed against the material, a tantalizing promise of what Chris would soon discover. 

Him. The lucky bastard who gets to peel that fabric aside and sink into the tight, wet heat he’s fantasized about for years. The thought alone had my fingers twitching, desperate to feel her—the yielding flesh, the slick warmth, the way her body would clench around me. I reached for her, unable to resist, but she caught my wrist with a sharp slap. 

"Later," she murmured, that sly smile curling her lips. If you’re lucky. 

With effortless grace, she tied the sarong low on her hips, the fabric swaying as she moved toward the door. I stayed back, savoring the anticipation—Chris’s reaction when he finally saw her like this. No more modest one-pieces, no more Mom swimsuits. This was Andi unleashed. 

The dark green bikini clung to her like sin. The high-cut bottoms elongated her legs, drawing the eye to the firm swell of her ass, while the top cradled her tits just enough to keep them secure—but not so much that a man wouldn’t hope for a slip. The sarong draped low, teasing glimpses of skin, a masterclass in effortless seduction. She wasn’t screaming for attention—she didn’t have to. Every glance was a lure, every movement a challenge. 

Our patio stretched out, shaded by the overhang, the outdoor kitchen tucked beneath it. I’d set up near the grill, the counter facing the pool, the bar lined with enough space for drinks, laughter, and hungry stares. The air hummed with possibility. 

And Chris? He was about to learn just how un-mom-like Andi could be.

Andrea and Chris dragged the chaise lounges closer to the water’s edge, the metal legs scraping softly against the patio tiles. The sun glinted off the pool’s surface, casting dancing reflections over their skin as they settled in. Meanwhile, I wrestled the blender from the cabinet, the sharp whir of crushed ice drowning out the quiet tension simmering between them. 

Once the furniture was arranged, Andi slid onto a barstool beside Chris, her fingers brushing his thigh as if it were the most natural thing in the world. She chatted away, her voice light and teasing, but his body was rigid, his expression caught between shock and desperate arousal. I could practically see the pulse hammering in his throat. 

Margaritas poured into frosty glasses, I handed them over, and Chris practically bolted for the water, leaving Andi smirking in his wake. She sauntered around the counter, bending to retrieve a bottle of sunscreen from beneath the sink, her bikini bottoms riding just high enough to make my mouth go dry. 

"Maybe you should get some work done," she murmured, her tone dripping with suggestion. 

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as she walked back to her lounge, the sarong slipping from her hips like a whisper. Her back was to me, the muscles in her toned ass flexing with each step—proof of all those punishing runs and relentless gym sessions. But Chris wasn’t admiring the view. His gaze was locked on me, wary, like he expected me to lunge at him with the ice pick still clutched in my hand. 

Then Andi turned, sinking onto the chaise with deliberate grace, her legs parting just enough to make my blood roar. The look she shot me was pure challenge. You’re really still here? 

Heat flooded my face. I fumbled my retreat, nearly tripping over my own feet as I escaped to my office. 

The space was dim now, the midday sun having shifted, leaving the room bathed in cool shadow. But the view? Perfect. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the pool deck like a private theater, and I had front-row seats. 

Andi stretched out on her stomach, the curve of her spine begging for attention. She tilted her head toward Chris, her voice carrying just enough for me to catch. 

"Would you mind putting lotion on my back?" 

Chris froze, his eyes darting around like a cornered animal. "Uh. Yeah. Uh, sure." 

The hesitation in his voice was delicious. I leaned back in my chair, gripping the armrests. This was going to be very interesting.

Chris reached for the bottle, his fingers trembling slightly as he unscrewed the cap. The golden coconut oil glistened in his palms as he warmed it between them, the scent faintly tropical in the afternoon heat. My breath hitched. Andrea’s skin was porcelain-pale, delicate as the petals of a magnolia—so unlike the deep tans of women who baked for hours under the sun. She burned easily, always slathering on thick, clinical SPF 30, never this slick, indulgent oil.

His hands hovered for a heartbeat before settling between her shoulder blades, his touch tentative, as if she might shatter under his fingers. His gaze darted past her, scanning the shadows of the house, no doubt searching for me. The tension coiled in his shoulders was almost palpable.

“I think that spot’s good. How about the rest of my back?” Her voice was honey-smooth, laced with something darker beneath the sweetness.

His palms slid lower, tracing the elegant curve of her spine, but stopping just shy of the dip where her bikini tied. A deliberate tease.

“Chrissy,” she purred, and I saw him stiffen at the name. “I asked for help because I can’t reach. Are you grossed-out by me?”

The nickname was a weapon. His mother had used it when he was small, and Andrea knew exactly how it made him feel—smaller, younger, powerless. Right now, she was reminding him: she was in control.

“No. Of course not.” His voice was tight.

“Then please get my whole back.” A pause, then the quiet command, “In fact, would you mind unhooking my top?”

His fingers fumbled at the clasp, the strap snapping free with a soft click. His breath shallowed as his hands roamed lower, slicking oil over the delicate slope of her waist, the taut muscles of her shoulders. Every stroke was careful, measured, but I could see the hunger in the way his fingertips lingered.

When he finished, she stretched one arm toward him, then the other, her skin gleaming under his touch. “Thanks. You’re doing such a good job.” Her praise was velvet-wrapped steel. “Would you mind getting the backs of my legs?”

I was frozen in my chair, my cock hard and aching in my hand, stroking slowly, so slowly. I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted to watch this exquisite torment unfold.

He started at her feet, his hands gliding up her calves with agonizing precision. His gaze kept flickering to the swell of her ass, the shadow between her thighs. When his palms reached the backs of her knees, she parted her legs—just a fraction—an unspoken invitation.

His fingers hesitated, skirting the edge of her inner thighs, never quite daring to venture where she wanted him.

“All of my leg, Chris.” Her voice was a lazy command, edged with amusement. “Don’t stop now.”

Up until now, everything could be dismissed as innocent—just a boy helping a woman with sunscreen. Thrilling? Absolutely. Sensual? Perhaps. But not outright obscene. Yet the moment his slick palms glided over the supple curves of her backside, they crossed into unmistakably carnal territory. His fingers trailed up the smooth expanse of her thigh, gathering the warm oil before letting it spill over the plush swell of her cheek. His touch lingered, teasing the delicate edge where fabric met flesh, his knuckles brushing the intoxicating crease where her thigh curved into the lush roundness of her ass. The kind of divine dip only a woman with real curves possessed. 

Chris swallowed hard, his palm flush against her, the heel of his hand dipping just beneath the fabric, fingers splayed between her thighs. There was no mistaking the heat radiating from her, no denying how close his touch was to the damp, hidden folds beneath. 

Then—Andi rolled over. 

Her top slipped free, discarded without a second thought as she let it tumble from her fingers. "Now the front?" she murmured, voice dripping with lazy confidence. 

He froze, pulse hammering. 

"I know you want to, Chris." Her gaze flicked down, lingering on the unmistakable strain beneath his shorts. "It’s pretty obvious." 

A choked sound escaped him. "Oh—uh, I'm—sorry—" 

She laughed, soft and knowing, her fingers tracing slow circles along his forearm. "Don’t be silly." A pause. "So? The front?" 

He exhaled shakily, starting at her feet, his hands slick with oil as they mapped the smooth skin of her calves, her knees, higher—until her thighs parted in silent invitation. No hesitation this time. He lifted one leg, settling it over his lap, the position obscenely intimate. She lay sprawled beneath him, legs open, his body poised between them. One shift, one pivot, and he could have been buried inside her. 

But he didn’t. 

Instead, his fingers curled beneath the edge of her bikini, sliding the fabric aside until his entire hand was cupping her bare flesh. A soft groan escaped her as she arched into his touch, her own fingers drifting over his chest, tracing the taut lines of muscle beneath his skin. 

If it had been me? I would’ve torn those scraps of fabric away and taken her right there. 

But Chris didn’t. 

He moved instead, kneeling beside her, pouring oil onto her stomach in a slow, deliberate trickle. And that’s when I saw it—her hand, bold and unapologetic, palming the rigid outline of his cock through those ridiculous, sinfully tight shorts. 

Because, of course, he wasn’t wearing board shorts like every other guy in Southern California. No—his were something else entirely. Thin, stretchy fabric clinging to every inch, the waistband cutting into his hips, the fabric straining obscenely over his erection. Medium blue, white trim, stripes down the sides—as if anyone could focus on anything but the thick outline of him, barely contained. 

She didn’t even pretend not to stare.

Andi’s fingers curled around the hard length of him, kneading with slow, deliberate strokes as Chris finally reached her breasts. His hands trembled slightly as he poured the warm oil over her skin, the golden liquid catching the sunlight before his palms smoothed it over the soft curves of her chest. His thumbs circled her nipples, teasing them into tight, sensitive peaks, each flick and pinch sending a shudder through her body. She arched into his touch, her breath hitching, before she tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled him down. His mouth closed over her left nipple, hot and wet, his tongue swirling in a rhythm that made her moan low in her throat. Her eyes fluttered shut, teeth sinking into her plump lower lip as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. 

We’d spent decades learning each other’s bodies, every sigh, every tremble—I knew exactly where she was. Close. So close. I could practically see the slick heat between her thighs, her pussy swollen and desperate beneath the flimsy barrier of her bikini, her clit throbbing for attention. And then, as if she’d read my thoughts, she seized his free hand and dragged it between her legs. 

He didn’t hesitate. His fingers stroked her through the fabric at first, teasing, but she needed more—now. Her hand clamped over his, forcing his touch harder against her, grinding his palm into her aching flesh. A ragged gasp tore from her lips as he tugged her bikini aside, his fingers sliding through her wetness before dipping inside, curling just right. She bucked against his hand, her grip in his hair tightening as she pulled him deeper against her breast, her hips rolling in time with his thrusting fingers. 

Then, with a sharp tug, she pushed him down, her thighs parting wider as she guided his mouth where she needed him most. He didn’t resist. The moment her bottoms were stripped away, he paused, drinking in the sight of her—glossy with oil, flushed with desire, her body trembling with anticipation. 

I knew that look. That desperate, hungry need. 

With a fluid motion, she rolled off the chaise and gestured for him to take her place. As he settled back, I had an unobstructed view of my wife—every inch of her gleaming under the sun, her legs slightly parted, her bare pussy glistening, swollen and ready. Her gaze flickered toward the window, locking onto mine, but there was no playful smirk, no coy glance. Just raw, unfiltered lust darkening her eyes as she climbed over him, her thighs framing his face before she lowered herself onto his mouth. 

The angle from the lounge had been good, but now, all I could see was the curve of her thigh pressed against his cheek, the way her fingers gripped his shoulders as she rocked against his tongue. 

I couldn’t stay still. 

Bolting down the hall, I slipped into her office, where the French doors offered a clearer view. The side panels were slightly ajar, the sheer curtains fluttering in the breeze. I edged closer, my pulse hammering as I caught sight of her—riding his face with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, her back arched, her hands braced on his chest. 

Stepping back into the shadows, I watched, breathless, as she took exactly what she wanted.

The sight was intoxicating—his tongue tracing slow, deliberate circles around her glistening folds before plunging deep, savoring her as if she were the only thing that mattered. Every flick of his tongue against her swollen clit sent shivers through her, her fingers tightening around her own nipples, rolling them between her fingertips with just enough pressure to make her gasp. She arched her back, pressing herself harder against his mouth, her hips rocking in a desperate rhythm. 

"Chrissy—" Her voice was a breathless whimper, her body trembling as she braced herself against the chaise, knuckles white with tension. His lips sealed around her clit, sucking gently, then harder, until her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him there as her orgasm ripped through her. A high, keening moan escaped her lips, her back bowing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She rode it out, grinding against his face, her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him exactly where she needed him. 

When she finally pulled away, her legs were unsteady, her breath ragged. She stumbled slightly, her skin flushed, her lips parted as she dragged herself to the foot of the chaise. The hunger in her eyes was unmistakable—she wasn’t finished. 

From my vantage point, I could only catch glimpses now—the curve of her back as she knelt between his legs, the way her fingers curled around the waistband of his shorts, tugging them down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, the flushed head glistening with anticipation. It wasn’t monstrous, but it was perfect—sleek, uncut, the kind of cock that made a woman’s mouth water. 

Andi’s lips curled into a wicked grin as she wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly, her thumb swiping over the sensitive ridge beneath the head. He hissed, hips jerking involuntarily, his hands fisting in the cushions. 

"Oh, what’s this?" she teased, swirling her tongue over the tip before taking him into her mouth with a soft, satisfied hum. "Mmm. Sweet." 

Chris groaned, his head falling back as she worked him, her tongue tracing every inch before she pulled back, her lips glistening. She gathered her hair, twisting it into a loose ponytail before lowering herself again, this time tracing a slow, torturous path down his shaft, over his tight, hairless balls, and lower still. 

His breath hitched as her tongue flicked against his taint, his thighs tensing. "Fuck—Andi—" 

She paused, lifting her head just enough to meet his gaze, her voice dripping with authority. "It’s Mrs. Peterson." 

The way his cock twitched at that told me everything I needed to know.

My fingers stilled, the shock of her words hitting me like a physical blow. Chris froze too, his hand pausing mid-stroke as he stared down at her, disbelief written across his face. But Andi—no, Mrs. Peterson—just smirked, her fingers tightening around his rigid length before guiding him to her waiting lips. 

That’s when I saw it. 

The glint of sunlight catching on the delicate platinum band, the diamond I’d slipped onto her finger years ago now pressed against another man’s flushed, leaking cock. The same ring I’d given her during that weekend in Monterey, when the Pacific breeze had tangled in her hair and the sunset painted her skin gold. She’d cried then, soft, happy tears as she kissed me and whispered yes. 

Now, those same fingers curled around him. 

Her eyes—bright with desire—locked onto Chris’s face, drinking in every reaction as her lips parted, brushing the swollen tip of him. A tease. A promise. The contrast was dizzying—the memory of her trembling in my arms against the raw hunger in her gaze now. 

“Suck him, Mrs. Peterson,” I murmured, my voice rough, barely more than a breath. 

And she did. 

Her mouth closed over him in one smooth motion, hollowing her cheeks as she took him deep. I could almost feel it—the wet heat of her tongue working beneath his crown, the way his fingers fisted in her hair, dragging her closer. His hips jerked off the chaise, a strangled groan tearing from his throat. 

“Fuck—ahhh, just like that—uhhh, don’t stop—” 

The sound of her sucking filled the room, obscene and perfect. Every pull of her lips, every flick of her tongue, was a deliberate act of possession. Mrs. Peterson. Mine. Hers. His. The thought coiled tight in my gut, hot and undeniable.

The wet, obscene sound of her lips releasing his cock echoed through the air, thick with tension. Her fingers worked him relentlessly, her tongue flicking over the swollen head, her eyes locked onto his with a hunger that bordered on feral. His ragged moans only fueled her, her cheeks flushed, her breath coming in short, eager gasps—but beneath the lust, there was something sharper, something deliberate. She wasn’t just pleasuring him; she was claiming him, devouring him with a single-minded purpose. 

Her grip tightened at the base of his shaft, and she took him back into her mouth with a low, throaty hum, sinking deeper this time, her lips stretching around his girth. Each bob of her head was more aggressive than the last, her throat working to accommodate him, her fingers pumping what she couldn’t swallow. She’d never been one for deep-throating—always treating blowjobs as mere foreplay—but now? Now she was relentless, choking, gagging, her saliva dripping in thick, glistening strands between her lips and his cock. Every time he hit the back of her throat, she’d pull away with a gasp, her chest heaving, her lips slick and swollen before diving back in with renewed fervor. 

Chris’s groans were raw, unfiltered, his fingers tangled in her hair as he watched her with dazed, lust-drunk eyes. And when she met his gaze, she’d either drag her tongue in one slow, torturous lick from his balls to his tip or suck just the head between her lips, hollowing her cheeks until he shuddered. 

I didn’t know what Chris saw in that moment—maybe just a gorgeous woman lost in pleasure—but I saw my wife. My wife, her face glistening with spit and his pre-cum, her lips wrapped around another man’s cock, the same lips that had whispered I love you to me just hours before. The sight was so unbearably erotic that my own cock jerked, a hot spurt of cum escaping before I clenched my fist at the base, fighting to hold back. 

I knew what was coming next. 

Andi loved the slow, teasing slide of her pussy against a cock before taking it inside, and this time was no exception. She straddled Chris, her thighs trembling as she lowered herself onto him, her swollen lips parting just enough to let his shaft glide through her wetness, the friction making her clit throb. His hands roamed greedily—up her thighs, over the curve of her ass, gripping her hips before sliding up to palm her breasts. She arched into his touch, rolling her hips in slow, sinuous circles, her breath hitching as his thumbs brushed over her nipples. 

Andi had never been one for dirty talk, but tonight, she was shattering every rule. 

“I want you inside me, Chrissy,” she moaned, her voice husky with need. “Will you fuck me? Fuck me. Tell me you’ll fuck me hard.” 

“Yeah—fuck—yeah,” he managed, his voice ragged. 

“Yeah what, Chris?” she pressed, grinding down harder. 

“I’ll screw you, Mrs. Peterson,” he gasped. “God, I’ve always wanted to.” 

She shook her head, her fingers digging into his chest. “No, Chrissy. Not screw. Fuck me. Fuck me hard.” 

“I’ll fuck you hard,” he promised, his voice rough with desperation. 

With a wicked smile, she climbed off him and motioned for him to get up from the lounge. She lay back, spreading her legs, her gaze locked onto his—but Chris had other ideas. 

“No, Mrs. Peterson,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips. “You get screwed from the front. But you get fucked from behind.” 

A shiver ran through her as he guided her onto her hands and knees.

Andrea was never one to follow orders—her sharp mind and fierce independence meant she rarely bent to anyone’s will. She was always ten steps ahead, always right, always in control. But this time, she didn’t pause, didn’t question. She simply obeyed, rolling onto her hands and knees with a hunger that surprised even her. 

Chris positioned himself behind her, his cock rigid and eager, glistening under the sun. He pressed a firm hand between her shoulder blades, guiding her down until her elbows dug into the chaise, her ass lifted high. She faced the house, her gaze locked onto my office window, and a wicked smile curled her lips just before Chris dragged the swollen head of his cock through her slick folds, teasing, searching. 

Then—with one deep, relentless thrust—he buried himself inside her. Her breath hitched, eyes widening as pleasure and shock rippled through her. His hands clamped around her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he began to move—slow at first, savoring the tight, wet heat of her, then faster, harder, driving into her with a rhythm that made her whimper. 

She reached between her thighs, circling her clit with desperate strokes, her moans turning breathless, broken. Chris’s grip tightened, yanking her back onto him with every thrust, his cock plunging deep, balls slapping against her. Her eyelids fluttered, lips parting as pleasure coiled tight in her belly, her voice rising in little gasps and cries. 

“Oh God, Chris—yes, just like that—ah—touch me, baby, feel how wet you make me—” 

He was beyond words, reduced to primal grunts and groans, his body moving on instinct. “Fuck—so fucking tight—Christ, Andi—” 

She was close, so close, her hips rocking against him, her fingers working furiously. The tension snapped—her back arched, her body trembling as she came with a sharp cry, her walls clenching around him. “Don’t stop—don’t you dare stop—” 

Chris obeyed, fucking her through her climax, his own release building. With a growl, he slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he came, his cock pulsing inside her. He collapsed against her, arms wrapping around her waist, his breath ragged against her damp skin. 

When he finally pulled out, she turned, sinking onto the chaise with lazy satisfaction, legs parted just enough for me to see his spend already dripping from her swollen, flushed pussy. She reached for the towel, dragging it lazily over her thighs, smearing the mess of their pleasure. 

“Chris,” she murmured, voice still thick with desire, “hand me my drink. I’m overheating.” 

He grinned, bringing it to her. “You’re more than a little hot, Mrs. P.” 

Her fingers curled around his softening cock, tugging him closer. She took him into her mouth for one teasing suck before releasing him with a smirk. “Maybe next time, we’ll try it your way.” 

He chuckled, brushing a thumb over her lower lip. “Whatever you say, Mrs. Peterson.”

Her gaze locked onto the darkened window of my office, her fingers trailing up her own body with deliberate slowness. A wicked smile curled her lips as she cupped her right breast, squeezing it teasingly, her thumb brushing over the hardened peak. The sight of her—flushed, satisfied, and still glistening—sent a white-hot bolt of desire straight through me. My control shattered.

A ragged groan tore from my throat as I spilled into my hand, my body shuddering with the force of my release. She watched, that knowing smirk never leaving her face, as if she’d orchestrated every second of my undoing. And maybe she had. The way her fingers lingered, the way her hips shifted just slightly—she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

And God help me, I loved every second of it.


Caught in the Gaze

Kristen was the kind of woman who didn’t just walk into a room—she owned it the moment her stilettoed foot crossed the threshold. Those leopard-print boots of hers weren’t just footwear; they were a goddamn statement. Five-inch heels, a platform that added even more height to her already statuesque frame, and gold charms dangling from the zippers—tiny hearts, each stamped with the word mine like some kind of territorial claim.

Martin had noticed them, of course. How could he not? They were impossible to ignore, just like the way her black skinny pants clung to every inch of her legs, hugging the curve of her ass like they’d been painted on. Her blouse—white, crisp, unbuttoned just enough to tease—offered glimpses of lace and the soft swell of her breasts whenever she leaned over his desk.

But Martin was a married man. Two weeks in, and his heart still belonged to Melody, his high school sweetheart. He didn’t see Kristen the way the other men did—the way their eyes lingered, the way their voices dropped to hushed whispers when she strutted past. He didn’t care about the rumors, the way the cleaning staff muttered about her when they thought no one was listening.

To him, she was just the new secretary. The oldest one in the office, too—pushing fifty, or so he’d heard. Ancient, by his twenty-five-year-old standards. But Mr. Petersen, their perpetually pissed-off boss, had gone through three secretaries in the last year alone. Kristen had lasted a month, and somehow, the man was smiling now. That alone made her worth her weight in gold.

Melody had been relieved when he told her about Kristen. After a parade of fresh-faced college girls in pencil skirts, the news that the new hire was practically old enough to be his mother had eased the tension in her shoulders. His sweet, kind, unassuming wife didn’t have to worry about competition—not from someone like her.

The voices from the hallway cut through his thoughts, low and rough with laughter.

“I’m telling you, man—fucking prime MILF material.”

“Bullshit. That kinda thing only happens in porn.”

Martin kept his eyes on the paperwork in front of him, but the words lingered. The cleaners, probably. They always came by at the end of the day, emptying trash cans and trading crude remarks.

“Five bucks says you walk in there and come back with a hard-on.”

He didn’t look up. But he could picture it—Kristen leaning over some file, that blouse gaping just enough to reveal the lace beneath. The way her hips swayed when she walked. The sharp click of those boots against the tile.

Yeah. He didn’t blame them for looking.

Martin exhaled sharply, rubbing his temples. The last thing he needed was to listen to this juvenile bullshit. His mind was already racing—he needed to wrap up and get home to Melody before she started worrying. The postponed honeymoon still hung between them like an unspoken accusation, but the bonus from the Pauling deal would fix that. A tropical getaway, just the two of them, no deadlines, no interruptions. He glanced at his watch, then the office phone, tapping the receiver just to confirm it was still alive. Where the hell was Pauling? The conference call was supposed to start half an hour ago. 

A janitor shuffled past, mop bucket rattling. He gave Martin a nod, which Martin barely acknowledged before turning back to his files. Down the hall, Kristen’s laughter—low, throaty, confident—mingled with the cleaner’s muffled chatter. Moments later, the same janitor drifted by again, this time with a shit-eating grin. Martin ignored him, jaw tightening. 

“And?” 

“Fuck me, you weren’t lying.” 

“Told you, man. Five bucks.” 

“Jesus Christ, those tits—” 

“Prime MILF material, dude. Absolute perfection.” 

“What’s the difference? Tits are tits.” 

“You’re clueless. Ever seen a real woman? Not some barely-legal girl, but a full-grown fucking goddess? That’s the good shit.” 

“Hook me up later.” 

“Damn right. Nothing beats a MILF’s body—soft, curvy, experienced. And that ass? Fuck.” 

Martin clenched his teeth, forcing his attention back to his work. This was getting ridiculous. Every damn day, the same crude obsession. What was so special about older women? He loved Melody—her sweet shyness, her quiet warmth. Sure, she wasn’t always as adventurous as he’d like, but she was his. And that was enough. 

“Don’t you two have actual work to do?” Kristen’s voice sliced through the hallway, sharp as a whip. The cleaners fell silent, muttering under their breath as they retreated. The sharp click-clack of stiletto heels followed, growing louder until Kristen leaned into his doorway, her platinum curls bouncing with every step. 

“They bothering you, Marty?” Some people whispered about plastic surgery, but there was nothing artificial about her—just the faintest lines at the corners of her eyes, the kind that came from a life well-lived. Her skin glowed, smooth and luminous under the office lights. Full lips, glossed a soft pink, curved into a knowing smirk as her hazel eyes locked onto his. Most men stumbled over their words around her, but Martin barely registered her presence—his mind was already halfway home. 

“No worse than usual,” he muttered. No one had called him Marty since high school, but arguing with Kristen was like trying to stop a freight train. Pointless. He just needed to get out of here.

"Just say the word, and I’ll handle it for you." Kristen’s lips curled into a knowing smirk as she winked, the playful glint in her hazel eyes making Martin’s cheeks flush. She had that effect—warm, almost maternal, yet undeniably sensual in a way that made the younger men in the office fumble over their words. Martin had learned quickly that crossing her was a mistake, but staying on her good side? That came with perks. Like the coffee—rich, perfectly brewed, waiting on his desk every morning without him having to ask. Or the occasional chocolate left on his chair, a small indulgence that made the long hours a little sweeter. Nothing inappropriate, of course. Just… thoughtful. 

He forced a smile, though his mind was already racing ahead—traffic, time slipping away, Melody waiting at home. "Thanks, Kristen. Really, I’m fine." His fingers drummed against the desk, eyes flicking to the phone’s silent message light. 

She tilted her head, studying him with an amused tilt of her lips. "You sure? Because you look like a man with a problem." She stepped closer, the scent of her perfume—something expensive, vanilla and spice—lingering in the air between them. 

Martin exhaled, rubbing his temple. "You gonna be here much longer?" 

"Till six, at least." She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, the fabric of her blouse pulling just enough to hint at the curves beneath. 

"Could you text me if Pauling calls? I need to get out of here." 

Her grin widened. "Rushing home to the missus?" 

"Yeah. You mind?" 

"Not at all, Marty." Another wink, slow and deliberate, as if they were sharing something illicit. 

Relief surged through him. "You’re a lifesaver." He scribbled his number onto a sticky note, handing it over with a sheepish grin. "Just—don’t let Petersen know you have this, or I’ll never hear the end of it." 

Kristen plucked the note from his fingers, her manicured nails brushing his skin just long enough to send a jolt of awareness through him. "My lips are sealed," she murmured, tucking it into her blouse pocket with deliberate slowness. "Our little secret." 

He barely had time to process the way her fingers lingered before he was shoving files into his briefcase, desperate to escape. "Nice shoes, by the way," he tossed over his shoulder, if only to fill the silence. 

Her laughter was low, throaty. "Flattery will get you everywhere, Marty." 

He chuckled, though his pulse kicked up at the teasing lilt in her voice. "Don’t let Mel catch you saying that. She’s the jealous type." 

Kristen’s eyes sparkled. "Sounds like someone’s not as confident as she pretends to be." Another wink, loaded with implication. "Don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with me." 

Martin swallowed hard, grabbing his jacket before he could overthink the way her gaze lingered. "See you tomorrow." 

---- 

The drive home was silent. Dinner passed without interruption. Even as he and Melody curled together on the couch, his phone remained stubbornly dark—until it buzzed, sharp and sudden against his thigh. 

Fumbling, he yanked it free. 

hey marty its kris 

just fyi no call from pauling

Martin exhaled sharply through his nose, his fingers tightening around the phone. Pauling was hours ahead—practically midnight there—so any hope of resolving this tonight had evaporated. Tomorrow would be another endless slog of damage control. 

"You okay, babe?" Melody murmured, nestled against him in those ridiculous fleece pajamas—the ones with the cartoon pigs grinning like they knew something he didn’t. 

"Yeah," he lied, dragging a hand through his hair. "This Pauling mess isn’t wrapping up like I thought." 

His thumb hovered before tapping out a reply to Kristen. Shit. :-( Thanks for letting me know. 

Melody’s lower lip jutted out as she untangled herself from the couch. "At this rate, we’ll be retired before we ever get a damn honeymoon." She padded toward the bedroom, the sway of her hips a silent accusation. Martin started to follow—until his phone buzzed again. 

no prob bob 

He stood, ready to toss the phone aside, but another vibration stopped him. 

what u doing? 

Nothing. Just decompressing. 

with the little lady? 

not anymore 

oh. quick favor? 

Shoot. I owe you. 

need a guy’s opinion on something. 

Go for it. 

got a date tmrw. think he’d like this? 

The image loaded slowly, pixel by pixel. At first glance, it was just a shoe—peach satin, sky-high heel, delicate lace crawling up the ankle. But the focus wasn’t the shoe. It was the leg. Miles of creamy skin, taut and flawless, stretching from the curve of her thigh down to toes painted a teasing pink. No dimples, no imperfections—just smooth, toned perfection. A stark contrast to Melody, who’d started noticing faint traces of cellulite last summer, despite being years younger. 

His throat went dry. He swiped the text away, pulse hammering. If Melody had seen that—Christ, what was he thinking? He hadn’t so much as glanced at porn since the wedding, not that he’d ever been obsessed with it. But this? A coworker’s thigh, deliberately framed, deliberately sent? 

The phone vibrated again. 

well? lit up the screen. 

Well, you’re fucking breathtaking, his traitorous brain supplied. With a grunt of self-disgust, he hurled the phone onto the cushions and stalked after Melody. 

--- 

The next afternoon, Kristen’s voice dripped with faux innocence through the receiver. "Hey Marty, you never answered my question." 

Martin clenched his jaw, eyes glued to the Pauling files. "Probably because it wasn’t exactly workplace appropriate." 

"Ooh, touchy. Wifey give you hell?" 

"That’s not—" He pinched the bridge of his nose. "You can’t just send me photos like that."

"Christ, Marty, it was just my leg. Not some explicit shot of me spread open," Kristen teased, her voice dripping with amusement. Martin’s cheeks burned at her crude choice of words. No woman had ever spoken to him like that—especially not one who could’ve been his mother. The way she said it, so casually, so unapologetically, sent an unexpected jolt through him. 

"Sorry, Kristen. I didn’t realize," he muttered, his pulse quickening. 

"No worries, hon," she purred. "But seriously—what did you think? Be honest." 

He swallowed hard, the memory of that smooth, toned leg flashing in his mind. "They were... impressive. He’ll love them." He hesitated before adding, "You really date guys my age?" 

A low, throaty laugh echoed through the phone. "Oh, sweetheart, no. I usually go younger. You’d be shocked how many boys your age—hell, even younger—are into women like me. All my girlfriends say the same thing. Apparently, ‘milfs’ and ‘cougars’ are all the rage now." 

Martin’s mouth went dry. He’d heard the terms, sure—seen the websites, the endless streams of older women with younger men—but he’d always dismissed it as some niche fantasy. Hearing Kristen, a woman he worked with, talk about it so openly left him momentarily speechless. 

"Uh," he managed, scrambling for coherence. "Right. Well. Anyway—those files I asked about?" 

"Got ‘em right here," she said, her voice suddenly closer, more intimate. "Why don’t you come down and grab them yourself?" 

His grip tightened on the phone. "Uh... sure?" He’d been about to tell her to just send them over like any normal assistant would, but the line went dead before he could. He stared at the silent handset, exhaling sharply. "Okay then." 

For a long moment, he debated whether it was worth the hassle—or the risk—to call her back and demand she deliver them. But arguing would only drag it out. Better to just get it over with. 

The office was eerily quiet when he stepped into the hall. Most doors were shut, desks abandoned. Had everyone left for lunch without him—again? Even Kristen’s workstation was empty. 

"Fantastic," he muttered under his breath. Leaning over her desk, careful not to disturb anything, he scanned for the Pauling files. 

Then he heard it—the soft rustle of fabric, the muffled movement from behind Petersen’s closed door. 

"Marty? That you?" Kristen’s voice floated out, husky and knowing. 

His stomach twisted. "Yeah," he answered, trying—and failing—not to imagine what was happening on the other side of that door.

"Just changing real quick before lunch," Kristen called out, her voice muffled behind Petersen's door. "But I tucked your files away in my desk drawer—didn’t want them getting lost in the shuffle. Bottom drawer, left side. Help yourself." 

Martin hesitated, the weight of intrusion prickling at the back of his neck as he stepped around her desk. The space beneath it was a chaotic shrine to footwear—a tangle of high heels, strappy sandals, and those peach platforms she’d sent him a picture of last night. The sight sent an uninvited jolt through him, his mind conjuring images of where those shoes had been, what they’d been doing before she’d slipped them off under her desk this morning. 

Swallowing hard, he crouched down and tugged open the bottom-left drawer. It was nearly empty, save for a pair of turquoise sneakers carelessly tossed atop a scrap of black fabric. The air smelled faintly of leather and something sweet—perfume, maybe, or the lingering warmth of her skin. 

Then, the creak of Petersen’s door swinging open. 

"Oh, shit—sorry, Marty!" 

Kristen stood framed in the doorway, her body sheathed in skintight running tights so pink they practically glowed. The fabric clung to every dip and swell of her thighs, her calves, the taut curve of her ass, the words JUST DO IT emblazoned up one leg in bold white letters. She’d been poured into them, every inch of her toned and unapologetically on display. Her turquoise tank top hugged her generous chest, the hem riding up just enough to reveal a sliver of smooth, creamy skin as she leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. 

"Bottom right," she corrected with a laugh, one bare foot hooked behind her knee, her pink-painted toes flexing playfully. "I always mix those up." 

Martin forced his gaze away, heat creeping up his neck as he yanked open the correct drawer. Papers overflowed, stacked haphazardly, but the Pauling file sat right on top—baby-pink, labeled in neat script. 

"No problem," he muttered, tossing it onto her desk, his voice tighter than he intended. 

"Hey, since you're already down there—" She unhooked her leg, stretching it out with a teasing wiggle of her toes. "Grab my sneakers for me? Gym time." 

Suppressing a groan, he reached back into the left drawer, fingers brushing the sneakers. But beneath them—something else. A crumpled wisp of black fabric. Without thinking, he nudged it with the toe of the shoe, and it unfurled like a flag of surrender. 

A thong. 

Tiny, scandalous, the kind Melody would never wear—just that ridiculous pair of tiger-print panties she’d laughed about on their honeymoon. But this? This was sheer, shimmering black, the delicate strings barely there, the crotch— 

Stained. 

His stomach lurched. He slammed the drawer shut so hard the desk rattled, shooting to his feet like he’d been burned.

"Marty? Sweetheart? You look like you’ve seen something you shouldn’t have." Kristen’s voice was honeyed, laced with amusement, but her expression remained the picture of innocence—wide blue eyes blinking up at him, lips pursed in exaggerated concern. 

His throat tightened. "Yeah, I’m fine," he lied, forcing a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. He thrust the sneakers toward her, desperate to put distance between himself and that damned drawer. "Here." 

She tilted her head, a slow smirk curling her glossy lips. "Oh, come on, don’t just wave them at me like that. Bring them here. This carpet’s ancient—I don’t want my feet touching it." 

"Right." Grateful for the excuse to step away, he rounded the desk and held them out, arm stiff, as if the shoes might burn him. 

Kristen’s pink-painted toes flexed, the tiny hearts on her nails catching the light as she wiggled them playfully. "You’re not going to help me put them on?" she teased, her voice dropping to a sultry purr. 

His pulse stuttered. "Uh—" 

A rich, throaty laugh spilled from her lips. "Oh my God, Marty, relax! I’m messing with you." She plucked the sneakers from his grasp, her fingers brushing his just long enough to send a jolt through him. "You’re too easy. I’m a big girl—I can handle my own shoes." She bent forward, the movement pressing her ample chest against the thin fabric of her tank, the swell of her breasts straining against the material. "Though I bet your wife loves how chivalrous you are." 

Straightening, she gathered her hair—golden waves streaked with silver—into a loose ponytail and tugged a cap over it. "So, tell me honestly," she said, spinning slowly, deliberately, the racerback of her top revealing smooth, toned shoulders and the tantalizing dip of her spine. The spandex clung to every curve, the fabric stretching taut over the full, rounded swell of her ass. "Do I look gym-appropriate? I’d hate to scandalize the higher-ups." 

Martin’s mouth went dry. "You’re—uh—fine." 

She arched a brow, then reached back, gripping a handful of her own ass, fingers sinking into the firm flesh. "You sure? These tights aren’t too sheer?" She released with a bounce, the supple curve jiggling before settling back into place. "Been a while since I wore them. Might be a little… snug." 

He squeezed his eyes shut. "Nope. Solid coverage." 

"Good to know." With a wink, she leaned in, pressing a sticky-sweet kiss to his cheek before sauntering away, hips swaying, the rhythmic bounce of her backside impossible to ignore. 

Martin exhaled sharply. 

He didn’t watch her go. 

Not for more than a few seconds, at least.

Martin buried himself in the Pauling file for the rest of the afternoon, his office door firmly shut, his phone silenced. He didn’t dare emerge until long after Kristen’s sharp rap on his door, her cheerful farewell ringing in his ears as her heels clicked down the hallway. Only when the coast was clear did he gather his papers and slip away, clinging to the small comfort of a weekend spent drowning in work from the safety of home. 

For a blessed stretch of time, he managed to push the image of Kristen’s damp, discarded panties from his mind—through the commute, through dinner with Melody, even through the mindless routine of washing dishes and the familiar glow of Netflix on their couch. 

Curled up together, they endured another episode of Lost, the flickering screen casting shifting shadows across the room. Then—his phone buzzed sharply from the kitchen counter. A second vibration followed, insistent. 

Melody arched a brow, her lips pursing. “Who’s texting you this late?” 

“Probably work,” he muttered, rubbing his temple. 

“Martin.” Her voice turned sharp, a warning. “You swore you’d never give them your personal number.” 

“Then it’s not work,” he countered, though his pulse kicked up a notch. “Everyone who matters is right here. Must be spam.” 

“Good.” She nestled closer, her warmth seeping into his side. 

When the credits rolled, Melody stretched, her small breasts pressing against the soft fabric of her kitten-printed tee. “I’m heading to bed,” she murmured, glancing at the clock. “It’s past my beauty sleep hour.” 

Martin checked his watch—barely ten. “I’ll be right behind you. Just need to shut everything down.” 

She leaned in, brushing her lips against his nose. “Don’t take too long.” With a playful flick of her fingers, she disappeared down the hall. 

Alone, he killed the TV, the silence pressing in. His phone lay on the counter, a silent threat. He snatched it up, thumb swiping across the screen before he could second-guess himself. 

The first message glowed up at him: 

hey marty, i was wondering if i could get ur opinion again 

Then—the second. 

His breath hitched. 

Kristen stared back at him from the screen, captured in the full-length mirror of some dimly lit bedroom. The black cocktail dress clung to her like a second skin, the hem teasing just above her knees—the only hint of restraint in an otherwise sinful display. The fabric hugged every curve, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, even the faint shadow of her navel beneath the sleek material. 

But it was the neckline that stole his focus—a sheer black panel plunging in a daring V, framing the lush swell of her cleavage. The dress barely contained her, the fabric straining as her full, ripe breasts threatened to spill free. One toned leg stretched long, balanced effortlessly on a towering black peep-toe heel, the muscles of her calf taut beneath flawless skin. The other leg bent playfully, her lips pursed in a teasing pout, glossy and pink. 

His fingers tightened around the phone. 

Fuck.

"Fuck," he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it. His cock twitched violently in his boxers, straining against the fabric as his fingers tightened around the phone. The image burned into his brain—every sinful curve, every inch of smooth skin, the way that dress clung to her like a second skin. His mouth went dry. 

He dropped the phone onto the counter as if it had scalded him, dragging in a ragged breath. Delete it. Just delete it. His thumb hovered over the screen, trembling. 

Then—buzz. Buzz. Buzz. 

His pulse hammered in his throat as he snatched it back up, the lock screen flashing with her panicked follow-up. 

omg Marty im so sorry delete that last one! dont look! 

"Martin?" Melody's voice floated from the bedroom, soft and sleepy. "Are you coming?" 

"Yeah—yeah, just a second!" His voice cracked. He swiped the notification away, unlocking the phone with clumsy fingers. 

maybe if ur a good boy tonite u can have this 

The next photo stole the air from his lungs. 

Kristen bent forward, her ass high in the air, the tight black fabric of her dress hiked up to expose the perfect, round swell of her cheeks. The thong—god, that tiny scrap of blue—barely covered anything, the thin strip disappearing between her legs, teasing the plush curve of her pussy. His cock jerked as he noticed the way her fingers dug into her own flesh, spreading herself just enough to hint at something darker, something forbidden—the faintest glimpse of pink. 

Had he ever seen Melody like this? Had she ever let him? 

His wife’s asshole was a mystery, untouched, unexplored. But Kristen—Christ, she was offering it up like a fucking gift. 

His hand shook as he saved both photos, then wiped the evidence from his messages. 

marty? answer me hon. i didn't mean 2 send that 2 u! that was 4 my date tonite! 

He swallowed hard, thumbing out a reply. its done. you look spectacular, btw. have fun! 

Then he killed the conversation, powered the phone off, and left it behind like a guilty secret. 

The bedroom was dark when he entered, the sheets rustling as Melody shifted beneath them. His cock ached, heavy and desperate, as he stripped off his clothes, letting them fall to the floor. 

"Martin?" Melody murmured as he slid into bed beside her. "Are you naked?" 

"Thought I'd try something new," he muttered, his voice rough. 

"Kinky," she giggled, then gasped as his erection pressed against her hip. "Oh—honey, is that—? It feels... bigger." 

"I know," he growled, capturing her lips in a hungry kiss. His tongue pushed into her mouth, demanding, but she didn’t respond, just let him take. Frustration coiled in his gut as he palmed her breast through her shirt, rolling her nipple between his fingers until it stiffened. 

Melody whimpered, arching into his touch. "Mmm—Martin—" 

But all he could see was Kristen’s ass, spread and waiting. And fuck, he needed more.

"Martin... oh," Melody gasped, wrenching her mouth away from his with a soft, wet smack. Her breath hitched as his fingers pinched too hard, her voice sharpening. "That's—ah! Too rough, sweetheart. Ow!” She flinched, slapping his wrist away. "Don't yank like that!" 

His stomach dropped. "Shit—fuck, Mel, I'm sorry," he blurted, jerking his hand back as if her skin had scorched him. His pulse hammered in his throat, guilt and frustration tangling in his gut. "Can we... start over? Please?" 

She exhaled, studying him with wary eyes before nodding. "Just... kiss me. Gently." 

He obeyed, slanting his lips over hers with deliberate softness, though his cock throbbed mercilessly against her hip, a relentless demand. His palm skimmed her waist, fingers slipping beneath the elastic of her pajama bottoms, inching lower— 

“Ow!” She recoiled, shoving at his chest. "Jesus, Martin! You can't just—just claw at me like that!" Her voice cracked with irritation as she twisted away, putting as much distance between them as the mattress allowed. "I'm not in the mood. At all. Whatever’s gotten into you tonight, stop.” 

The rejection stung, but his arousal didn’t falter. If anything, the heat coiled tighter, his mind flooding with images of Kristen—her thighs, the lush curve of her ass, the way her thong clung to her swollen pussy, barely containing her. Would she let some lucky bastard bury himself in her tonight? Would she moan for him, arching into his grip like Martin wished Melody would? 

Beside him, Melody’s breathing evened into sleep, soft snores filling the quiet. 

Martin slipped from the bed, his bare feet silent on the floor. The kitchen was dark, his phone a cold weight in his palm. He clenched his jaw, warring with himself. Turning it on would be crossing a line. 

Instead, he dropped into the desk chair, the computer humming to life beneath his fingertips. The glow of the screen illuminated his tense expression as he typed—hesitant, half-expecting Melody to somehow sense the depravity of his search. 

MILF. 

The results loaded, a flood of headlines about older women and younger men, studies and statistics. His cock twitched, impatient. He skimmed past the articles, his pulse quickening as the first porn site thumbnails appeared—women with knowing smiles, hips arched, fingers teasing at damp lace. 

He muted the volume, his breath shallow as he clicked. 

And fell headfirst into the hunger.

The weekend slipped by in a blur of restless nights and simmering tension for Martin. By daylight, he and Melody moved through their usual domestic rituals with stiff, practiced politeness, the air between them thick with unspoken resentment. After his clumsy, desperate fumbling on Friday night, she’d erected an icy wall between them—every accidental brush of fingers met with a subtle flinch, every attempt at affection rebuffed with a tight-lipped smile. She played the part of the perfect wife flawlessly, all soft words and dutiful gestures, but her body screamed don’t touch me. Meanwhile, his skin burned with the need to feel her, to press his hands into her flesh, if only to release the restless energy coiled inside him. 

Under the pretense of catching up on work—the Pauling file, always the Pauling file—he spent the dark hours hunched over his computer, bathed in the glow of the screen, devouring every salacious detail of women who knew exactly what they wanted. Women with curves that begged to be gripped, with mouths that wrapped around thick, eager cocks like they were savoring the finest dessert. Before this, porn had never been his vice. He’d swallowed the feminist rhetoric whole—that it was exploitative, demeaning. But these women? These goddesses? They weren’t victims. They were conquerors. They took what they desired with a confidence that left him breathless, commanding every thrust, every moan, every slick slide of flesh against flesh. 

Melody had never looked at him like that. Sex with her was a negotiation, a careful dance of patience and apologies. Too big, too much, too fast. She’d wince, tense, her body resisting him no matter how gently he tried. But these women—Christ—they craved it. They arched into the stretch, moaned around the girth, rode hard cocks with a hunger that made his own ache in sympathy. The wet slap of skin, the throaty cries, the way their bodies glistened under the studio lights—he’d plugged in headphones just to drown in the sounds, the rhythm of their pleasure pounding in his ears like a heartbeat. 

By Sunday, his restraint had frayed to nothing. He stole glances at his screen whenever Melody’s back was turned—while she scrambled eggs, while she brushed her teeth, while she stared blankly at the TV. His cock throbbed constantly, a relentless pulse of need, but he refused to give in. Every time he teetered on the edge, guilt crashed over him like a wave. Coming for them felt like betrayal. Like he was already slipping into something dangerous. 

So when Monday morning arrived, Martin stumbled into the office a wreck—dark circles under his eyes, his shirt clinging to the sweat at the small of his back, his mind fogged with exhaustion and unsated desire. He slumped at his desk, glaring at the Pauling file like it held the answers to his misery, when the door creaked open. 

“Happy Monday!” Kristen’s voice was bright, teasing. Then a pause. “Jesus, Marty. You look like hell. Wife running you ragged?” She winked, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. 

He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. “Please,” he muttered, “just… not now.” 

Her playful expression faltered. She stepped inside, shutting the door behind her. “Hey,” she said softly, concern flickering in her gaze. “Are you okay?”

Martin dragged a weary hand down his face, his fingers lingering at the corner of his tired eye. The soft click of the door shutting made him glance up just as Kristen stepped further into his office. The secretary’s blouse—a deep, shimmering red that clung to every generous curve—strained against the weight of her full breasts, the undone buttons revealing a tantalizing expanse of smooth, creamy skin. The satin fabric whispered against her body with every movement, the light catching the way it stretched taut over her nipples, already peaked beneath the delicate material. 

Her pencil skirt, a sleek gray that hugged the lush swell of her hips, ended just above her knees, but as she turned to grab the spare chair, Martin couldn’t help but notice the way the fabric pulled tight over the ripe curve of her ass. The zipper fought valiantly against the deep cleft, the slit at the back teasing him with a glimpse of toned thigh, smooth and begging to be touched. When she settled into the chair, crossing one leg over the other, the movement made the hem ride higher, exposing more of that flawless skin. Her red sandals—strappy, high-heeled, and sinfully tight—encased her delicate feet, the crimson leather a perfect match for the polish on her toes. The way her foot bobbed idly was hypnotic, the motion drawing his gaze back to the tempting length of her legs. 

Kristen adjusted her thick-framed glasses, peering at him with those knowing blue eyes before folding her hands primly over her knee. Her blonde hair, twisted into a messy bun secured with a pen, gave her an air of effortless sensuality. She pursed her lips—soft, plush, painted a deep rose—before speaking. 

"Martin," she began, her voice low and conspiratorial, "I’m not exactly the office sweetheart." He opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off with a flick of her fingers. "No, it’s true. The other girls? They hate how I dress." Her fingers toyed with the hem of her skirt, inching it higher up her thigh. "Or how I do my makeup." The tip of her tongue darted out, wetting the corner of her mouth. "Or how ‘friendly’ I am with the staff." She leaned in slightly, the neckline of her blouse dipping just enough to make his throat go dry. "And honestly? I couldn’t care less about their judgmental little opinions." Her wink was slow, deliberate. "I didn’t come here to make friends, Marty. I came to work. And if they don’t like it? Tough." 

Against his better judgment, Martin laughed. Kristen’s smile widened, and as she recrossed her legs, he caught another fleeting glimpse of the soft, untouched skin of her inner thigh—pale, smooth, and utterly tempting. 

"And you?" She pointed a manicured finger at him. "You’re in the same boat. The associates don’t invite you to their little lunches or their after-hours bullshit sessions. You know why?" 

He raised a brow. "Enlighten me." 

"Because you’re not an asshole like them." She grinned, leaning back in her chair, the movement making her blouse pull even tighter across her chest. "And that’s why I like you." 

"Really?" 

"Fuck yes," she purred. "Haven’t you noticed? Your messages always get to you first. Your mail goes out before anyone else’s. And if you’re working late?" She tilted her head, her gaze heavy with unspoken promise. "I stay late too." 

Martin swallowed hard. 

"Look," she said, softer now, "I just want us to be friends, okay? You and me against the world. Or—" Her lips curved. "—just you and me, surviving this place together."

"Friends it is," Martin murmured, his lips quirking into a slow smile as he took her offered hand. Her fingers were sinfully warm, slender and elegant, the crimson polish on her nails gleaming under the office lights—matching the bold red of her toes peeking from those strappy sandals. His thumb brushed over the delicate white chains painted on her thumbnail, an unexpected detail that made his pulse stutter. She didn’t let go immediately, her grip lingering just a heartbeat too long before she finally pulled away, settling back into her chair with deliberate grace. 

Her legs crossed again, the slit of her skirt riding higher, revealing another tantalizing inch of creamy thigh. The red sandal dangled from her toes, swaying hypnotically—up, down, up, down—like a metronome counting the seconds of his distraction. 

"Now," Kristen purred, tilting her head, "since we’re friends, let’s talk about why you look like absolute shit today." 

Martin exhaled sharply, rubbing the back of his neck. "Melody and I had a fight on Friday." 

Kristen’s eyes widened, her plush lips parting in mock horror. "Oh, fuck—was it because I—?" She mimed snapping a photo with her fingers, her smirk wicked. 

"No, no, nothing like that," he stammered, heat creeping up his neck. "It was more of a... uh, personal thing." 

Her grin turned feline. "A bedroom thing?" She winked, slow and knowing. "Happens more often than you’d think." 

"Not like that," Martin blurted, his voice cracking. "Jesus, it’s just—complicated." 

Kristen laughed, the sound low and throaty. "Thank God. I was starting to worry you weren’t packing heat down there, sweetheart." She leaned forward, her cleavage straining against the satin blouse. "But hey, sometimes two people just don’t sync up between the sheets, you know?" 

"I... guess?" He swallowed hard. "I don’t exactly have a ton of experience in that department." 

Her perfectly sculpted eyebrow arched. “Seriously? A guy who looks like you?" 

"I met Melody in high school," he admitted, shifting uncomfortably. "I’ve never really—" 

"Wow." Kristen sat back, blinking in exaggerated disbelief. "You’re telling me girls weren’t throwing themselves at you?" 

"Kristen—" 

She waved a dismissive hand, her crimson nails catching the light. "Let me give you an example." Adjusting her glasses, she folded her hands primly in her lap, though the wicked gleam in her eyes ruined the illusion of innocence. "So, I’ve been seeing this guy—let’s call him Jeffrey." She dragged out the name, her voice dripping with amusement. "'Seeing' might be too generous, but we’re at work, so let’s keep it professional." Another slow, deliberate wink. 

"Jeffrey and I met at a bar last weekend. The chemistry? Electric. I thought, finally, someone who can keep up." She sighed dramatically, twirling a loose blonde curl around her finger. "But then we went out again, and—" She held up her index finger, then let it droop pathetically. "Don’t get me wrong, the man was gifted, but stamina? Nonexistent.” 

Martin choked on air. 

Kristen rolled her eyes. "One and done, Marty. Like a goddamn firework—bright, loud, and over way too fast." She shook her head, that rebellious curl bouncing against her forehead. "I need someone who can last. Someone who can match my... appetites.” 

Martin’s throat went dry. Images flashed unbidden—the lace panties he’d glimpsed in her desk drawer, the way her skirt clung to her curves. He forced a weak laugh. "Yeah, I can see how that’d be... frustrating." 

Kristen’s smile was pure sin. "Oh, you have no idea."

“But you two will figure it out, I’m sure.” Kristen’s lips curled into a dazzling smile, her crimson nails tapping lightly against the edge of his desk. “Let me see her. I bet she’s stunning.” 

“Uh, yeah, sure.” His fingers moved on autopilot, unlocking his phone before he even registered what he was doing. He handed it over, the screen glowing between them. 

Kristen’s breath hitched as she scrolled. “Marty!” she gasped, her voice dropping to a scandalized whisper. “I told you to get rid of that!” 

“Shit—I forgot!” His stomach lurched, heat flooding his cheeks. “I swear, it completely slipped my mind.” 

“Relax, sweetheart.” She winked, slow and deliberate, before continuing to swipe. “Oh, here she is. She’s… cute. Tiny, like a—” Her glossy lips pursed, considering. “—a little doll. Adorable.” She passed the phone back, her fingers brushing his just a second too long. “Never would’ve guessed a petite thing like that could land a guy like you, but…” She shrugged, the movement making her blouse strain just slightly over the generous swell of her chest. 

“Thanks?” He glanced down at Melody’s hopeful smile, then flicked to the next photo—Kristen’s selfie, all sultry smirk and bedroom eyes. “I’ll, uh… I’ll delete them.” 

“I said don’t worry about it.” She rose, the fabric of her skirt clinging to her hips as she adjusted her stance. “If you and—what was her name again? Michelle?” 

“Melody,” he corrected, voice tight. 

“Right.” Another careless shrug, her breasts swaying beneath the thin material. “If you keep fighting, you might need… an outlet.” That wink again, lingering, loaded. “Later, handsome.” As she sauntered out, she tossed him a blown kiss over her shoulder, her hips swaying with every click of her heels. 

Martin exhaled sharply, listening to the rhythmic echo of her footsteps fading down the hall. His gaze dropped back to his phone, thumb swiping between the two photos—Melody’s sweet, uncertain grin and Kristen’s knowing, come-hither stare. His pulse kicked up, warmth coiling low in his gut. Fuck. He tossed the phone aside, raking a hand through his hair before burying himself in the Pauling file, desperate for distraction. 

--- 

Monday dragged on, relentless. 

He skipped lunch, buried in paperwork, reorganizing the physical file before diving into the final contract draft. Every so often, his fingers would stray toward his phone, tracing the edge of the screen—but he never unlocked it. 

Then, at two, his phone buzzed. 

Hi, Honey. 

hey 

How’s your day? 

monday :) 

Melody’s reply was still typing—probably another novel-length message—when another notification popped up. 

hi buddy!! 

oh hi. just talkin to melody right now 

oooh making up with the little woman, i get it ;) 

He switched back to Melody’s chat, but the typing indicator lingered. Before he could overthink it, Kristen’s next message arrived. 

can i just get ur opinion rq 

An image followed. 

His thumb hovered, then tapped. 

Kristen had angled the camera beneath her desk, her legs crossed at the knee—but her shoes were different now. Black slingbacks, sky-high heels, the kind that made a man’s imagination run wild. She’d hiked her skirt up, exposing the smooth, creamy expanse of her thigh, the curve of it begging to be touched, to be traced. The strap of her shoe dangled precariously from her toes, teasing. 

those or these?

Kristen leaned against his desk, her coat falling open just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of the peacock-blue thong he’d admired earlier. The fabric clung to her curves, the delicate straps disappearing between her thighs, leaving little to the imagination.

“You sure you don’t need anything else before I go?” she purred, her fingers trailing along the edge of his desk.

Martin swallowed hard, his grip tightening on the receiver. The phone continued to ring, but his attention was entirely on Kristen—on the way her hips swayed as she shifted her weight, the way her lips curved into a knowing smirk. The scent of her perfume, something sweet and intoxicating, wrapped around him like an invitation.

“I—uh—” His voice cracked.

Kristen’s eyes flicked down to his lap, where his fingers had unconsciously clenched into a fist. “Busy afternoon?” she teased, her tone dripping with amusement.

Heat flooded his face. He could still feel the ghost of his own touch, the way he’d stroked himself through his slacks while staring at her pictures. The memory alone sent a fresh jolt of arousal straight to his cock.

The phone stopped ringing. Silence settled between them, thick and charged.

Kristen straightened, adjusting the belt of her coat with deliberate slowness. “Well, if you change your mind…” She let the words hang, heavy with promise, before turning on her heel. The click of her heels against the floor echoed in the quiet office, each step a slow, deliberate tease.

Martin exhaled sharply, his pulse racing. His fingers twitched toward his phone again, the gallery still open, still waiting.

But before he could indulge, the office line rang once more.

He snatched it up, his voice rough. “Hello?”

Melody’s voice, soft and hesitant, filled his ear. “Martin? Are you okay?”

He dragged a hand down his face, forcing himself to focus. “Yeah. Yeah, just—wrapping up some work.”

Kristen paused in the doorway, glancing back over her shoulder. Her smile was slow, wicked. Then she was gone, leaving behind nothing but the faint trace of her perfume and the memory of that blue lace pressed against her skin.

Martin’s throat went dry.

This was going to be a long night.

"Kristen..." His voice was barely a whisper as she let the coat slip from her shoulders, the fabric cascading to the floor in a silent surrender. The air between them crackled with electricity as she stood there, gloriously bare, the dim office lights casting a golden glow over her curves. Martin’s breath hitched—his mouth dry, his pulse roaring in his ears. 

She was a vision. Full, heavy breasts swayed with the slightest movement, their rosy peaks already taut from the cool air, begging for attention. The smooth plane of her stomach led his gaze lower, to where the delicate blue lace of her thong clung to her hips, barely containing the lush swell of her sex. The fabric dipped scandalously low, teasing the shadow between her thighs. 

Then she turned. 

His fingers twitched against his desk as he took in the round, supple curve of her ass, the way the thong disappeared into the cleft, leaving nothing to the imagination. She reached back, gripping one cheek possessively, the flesh yielding under her fingers just as it had in those forbidden photos he’d memorized. 

"Breathe, Marty," she purred, tossing her hair over one shoulder, the silver streaks catching the light. The phone’s insistent ringing died abruptly, swallowed by the thick tension in the room. "But don’t stop looking. I like the way your eyes eat me up." 

His throat worked, words failing him as his phone vibrated uselessly against the desk. "I—what—why—?" 

She sank into the chair opposite him, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness, letting one heel dangle precariously from her toes. "Because you need this," she murmured, her voice dripping with honeyed confidence. "And we both know you’ve been dreaming about it." 

"No! That’s not—I wouldn’t—" 

Her laugh was low, knowing. "Really? Then why did you save every picture? Why do your hands shake when I’m near you?" She cupped one breast, kneading it lazily, her thumb brushing over the stiff peak. A soft moan escaped her lips. "Mmm, you’re not fooling anyone, sweetheart. Men like you? They ache for me." 

Her fingers twisted, pulling a gasp from her own lips as she arched into her touch. "Tell me, Marty... when was the last time Melody made you feel like this? When was the last time she wanted to?" 

His phone fell silent again, forgotten. 

Kristen’s tongue traced her bottom lip, slow and deliberate. "Face it, darling. You don’t want her." She leaned forward, her cleavage inches from his face, the scent of her skin—warm vanilla and something darker—filling his senses. "You want this."

"Oh my, someone’s a little flustered, aren’t we?" Kristen’s laughter was low and throaty as she shifted in the chair, her thighs brushing together with a whisper of silk. His gaze snapped to that tantalizing sliver of blue barely concealing her heat. "Tsk tsk," she chided, wagging a perfectly manicured finger. "Admit it, Marty. This body—ripe, full, made for sin—puts your wife’s to shame. And deep down, you know you’d rather be buried in me than her." She let her heavy breast sway free, the weight of it bouncing deliciously before settling back into its perfect curve. 

"Kristen, you need to leave—now! This is insane!" 

"Let’s make a deal, sweetheart." Her legs crossed again, slow and deliberate, the movement drawing his attention straight to the damp fabric clinging to her mound. His tongue darted out to wet his lips before he could stop himself. "Look. At. My. Eyes." She snapped her fingers, dragging his attention upward. "Now tell me—what was that little spat with wifey really about? If you can honestly say it had nothing to do with me, I’ll grab my coat and walk out that door. We’ll pretend this never happened. You can go back to jerking off to the thought of me while you fuck your boring little wife. Go on." She reclined further, hips tilting, her smirk daring him to lie. 

"Look," he stammered. "We were—well, we were—" His words died as she stretched one toned leg onto his desk, then the other, ankles crossing. The smooth muscles of her calves flexed, and suddenly, he was staring at the endless expanse of her thighs instead of forming coherent sentences. She wiggled her heel, the movement hypnotic. 

"You mean you were fucking," she purred, rolling the word over her tongue like dark chocolate, every syllable sending a jolt straight to his cock. 

"No! We didn’t—" He caught himself, cheeks burning. "We were starting to, and I just—I got carried away." 

"Ohhh, did you pop too soon, Marty?" Her fingertip traced lazy circles around her stiffening nipple, the pink peak glistening under her touch. "Couldn’t hold back for sweet, vanilla Melody?" 

"God, no! I don’t have that problem!" 

"Mmm, that’s what I like to hear." She tugged her nipple sharply, drawing a gasp from her own lips before recrossing her legs, forcing his focus back to the apex of her thighs. 

"Anyway, I got… rough. Rougher than she likes." He swallowed hard. 

"Aw, did wifey need gentle?" Kristen’s pout was mocking, her fingers now kneading both breasts, plumping them for his hungry gaze. "Poor thing. Bet she whimpers if you so much as graze her clit too hard." 

"Yes, okay? She got upset, I left, and now we’re fighting. Happy?" 

Kristen rocked the chair back, balancing on two legs as she squeezed her tits together, the valley between them deepening. "Not even close." In one fluid motion, she surged forward, planting a knee on his desk, looming over him. Her breasts swayed inches from his face, the scent of her skin—warm vanilla and something darker—filling his lungs. "You still haven’t told me why you lost control, Marty. What was it that made you take out all that frustration on poor, delicate Melody?" Her cleavage was right there. One tilt of his head, and he could lose himself in her. His mouth watered, traitorous and eager. 

The phone on his desk rang again—a lifeline. Grateful for the distraction, he lunged for the receiver before she could sink her claws in deeper.

"Hello?" His voice cracked with relief as he clutched the phone like a lifeline. "Hey, sweetheart. No, no—just stepped out to the restroom." He swiveled his chair away from Kristen’s intoxicating presence, curling inward as if he could shield himself from her. "I won’t be late, I swear. Just wrapped up the Pauling deal. Yeah, I remember what happened last time—" 

A sharp tap on his shoulder shattered his focus. When he turned, his breath hitched—Kristen’s bare, sculpted ass filled his vision, the curve of it flawless, the skin like sun-warmed silk. She’d circled behind him, her golden hair cascading down her toned back, the scent of her arousal subtle but undeniable. 

"Go on," she murmured, voice low and commanding. "Touch it." 

"What? No—no, that’s just—" He stammered into the phone, shaking his head violently at her. "Yeah, the secretary’s here. The older—mmph!” Kristen shifted back, pressing the lush heat of her ass against his face. The sensation was electric—soft yet firm, the kind of flesh that begged to be worshiped. His lips parted instinctively, tongue nearly grazing her skin before he jerked away. 

"Nothing’s wrong!" His voice was too high, too strained. He dragged his gaze from her body, only for it to snap back as she reached behind herself, fingers sinking into the plush swell of her own cheek. Then—smack. The sound was sharp, the impact making her flesh quiver hypnotically before settling back into perfection. "Dropped my pen, babe. Hang on—" He muffled the receiver against his chest, pulse hammering. 

“Do it," Kristen ordered, rolling her hips slightly. "You’ve been dreaming about this." 

"Fine. If it’ll shut you up—" His hand trembled as he palmed her ass, the sheer decadence of it stealing his breath. Like sinking into warm velvet, every inch yielding yet impossibly toned. "Christ," he muttered. 

"Melanie doesn’t have this, does she?" Kristen purred, grinding subtly against his touch. "No meat on her bones. Not like me." 

"N-no," he admitted, fingers flexing. "Hers is… nothing close." 

"Pathetic," she laughed, the vibration teasing his palm. "Now tell me—what really happened Friday?" She covered his hand with hers, forcing him to squeeze harder, her gasp wet and needy. On the phone, Melody’s voice buzzed indistinctly. He lifted the receiver, grip still possessive on Kristen’s ass. 

"Sorry, Mel, the secretary just—" 

"Was it this?" Kristen interrupted loudly, arching into his touch. "This what drove you wild?" Her nails bit into his wrist as she guided him deeper, her moan filthy and deliberate. He nodded dumbly, throat dry. “Knew it." Her smirk was victorious as she snatched the phone from his slack grip, her body still pressed against him, taunting.

"Melanie, darling!" Kristen cooed into the receiver, her voice dripping with saccharine sweetness. "It's Kris here. Yes, that's right—your husband's favorite secretary." She gave a throaty chuckle, rolling her hips so Martin could feel every inch of her plush backside pressing into his palms. "Mind if I borrow him for a bit? There's something I urgently need his hands for. Don't worry, sweetheart, I'll return him... eventually." With a click, she hung up, stabbing the hold button with a manicured finger. "Now, Marty," she purred, grinding against his grip, "how long do you think is too long to keep you all to myself? Eternity?" Her laugh was dark, delicious. 

"You can't be serious—" His protest died as his fingers instinctively kneaded deeper, sinking into the sumptuous flesh. 

"Both hands, baby," she commanded, and like a puppet on her strings, he obeyed, seizing her other cheek with equal fervor. The heat of her skin, the way it yielded just enough before rebounding—god, it was intoxicating. "Mmm, yes," she moaned, arching into him. "You young men—so eager, so desperate to please. You just need a woman who knows how to take charge." 

"Wait—" he tried, but she cut him off with a deliberate sway of her hips, forcing his gaze downward to where her thong vanished between those obscenely perfect globes. His thumbs hooked under the lace, spreading her cheeks wider. 

"You're insane!" Martin hissed, though his grip never loosened. "I just got married! That was my wife—my two-week-old wife—you just put on hold!" 

Kristen rolled her eyes, unimpressed. "Oh, please. That sad little marriage was doomed the second you saw my ass in that text. Admit it, Marty—you’re mine now." 

"You vicious—" His anger flared, fingers digging brutally into her flesh, and she gasped, rocking back against him. 

“Harder," she demanded, voice trembling with pleasure. "Now say it. Out loud. Was it this ass"—she flexed, the muscles taut under his palms—"that had you jerking off to my picture Friday night?" 

“Yes, alright? Fuck, yes!" The confession tore from him, raw and electric. "You sent that photo, and I—I lost it." 

"What part drove you wild, hmm?" She teased, clenching around his fingers. "Was it the way it curves? The way it bounces? Or was it knowing Melanie could never compete?" 

“No one could," he groaned, mesmerized by the hypnotic ripple of her flesh as he groped her. "Melody’s is—it’s nothing like this." 

"Say her name again," Kristen taunted, grinding against him. 

"Mel—" 

“Wrong." Her voice dropped to a whisper, venomous and sweet. "Her name is whatever I decide it is. Now focus, Marty." She arched, presenting herself like a feast. "Tell me exactly what you imagined doing to this ass when you saw that photo. Was it the way it jiggles? The way it clenches?" 

Martin’s eyes flicked to the blinking hold button, then back to the sinful sway of her hips. The answer was written in the desperate hunger of his grip.

"No," he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper, thick with desire. His fingers trembled against her skin, kneading deeper as if trying to memorize every curve. "I could see—God, I could see your—" 

"My what, sweetheart?" Kristen teased, her voice dripping with honeyed amusement. She arched her back slightly, pressing herself harder into his grasp, her flesh yielding beneath his touch. 

"Your hole," he admitted, the words spilling out in a rush. "Your perfect little asshole." The confession sent a shudder through her, a low, throaty moan escaping her lips. 

"You can stare all you want now, baby," she purred, deliberately relaxing the muscles of her backside, letting her cheeks part just enough to reveal the delicate strip of fabric barely covering her. The thong was a joke—a flimsy barrier that did nothing to hide the flushed, puckered flesh beneath. With deliberate slowness, she reached back, hooking a finger under the lace and tugging it aside, baring herself completely. "There. Better?" 

Martin’s breath hitched. "Fuck," he breathed, his voice rough. "It’s—Christ, it’s gorgeous." And it was. He’d never imagined something like this could be beautiful, but hers was—soft pink, the delicate folds quivering slightly, the tiny, tight entrance almost beckoning him closer. 

"You can kiss it if you want," she murmured, her tone dark and promising. "Go on, baby. Show it some love." 

He didn’t hesitate. Leaning in, he pressed his lips to her, the heat of her skin searing against his mouth. The moment his tongue flicked out, tracing the tight ring of muscle, she gasped, her body tensing before melting into him. The taste of her—salt and musk and something uniquely her—flooded his senses, intoxicating. He groaned against her, his fingers digging into her flesh as he licked deeper, his tongue probing, teasing, claiming. 

"Ohhh, fuck," Kristen moaned, grinding back against his face, her thighs trembling. "Just like that, Marty. God, you’re good at this." Her voice was ragged, breathless. "Bet Melanie never let you eat her out like this, huh? Bet she never let you worship her." 

He didn’t answer—couldn’t. His mouth was too busy, too lost in the slick heat of her, his tongue fucking into her in slow, deliberate strokes. The wet, filthy sounds between them filled the room, his own desperate noises muffled against her skin. 

With a wicked grin, Kristen reached for the phone again, hitting the hold button. "Melanie? Oh, honey, yes—still me. Marty’s just… helping me with something. Oh, no, don’t worry, he’s very dedicated." A breathy laugh. "That noise? Must be interference, sweetheart. My end’s perfect." She arched, pressing down harder, forcing his tongue deeper. “Fuck—gotta put you back on hold, hon. Just a sec." 

The moment the line went silent again, she yanked his head back, his lips glistening, his face flushed and dazed. 

"Tell me, Marty," she whispered, rolling her hips teasingly. "Did you like it? Did you like tasting me like that?" Her smirk was pure sin. "Or do you need another lesson?"

He gasped for air, his chest rising and falling rapidly as if he'd just run a marathon. His hands trembled, fingers twitching with unspent desire. 

"Did sweet little Mellie ever let you taste her like that?" Kristen purred, her voice dripping with wicked amusement. 

"N-no," he choked out, the word catching in his throat. "Never." 

"Not even once?" She arched a brow, pressing her thighs together just enough to make the damp fabric of her panties cling even tighter. "Not even a quick peck on those pretty lips of hers?" 

"Nowhere," he admitted, his voice rough with need. "Not a single time." 

Kristen smirked, then deliberately spread her cheeks wider, the flushed, glistening furl of her asshole twitching under his hungry gaze. "Tell me, Marty. If your precious wife were standing right here, right now—" She gave a slow, deliberate roll of her hips. "—what would you choose? Her soft little mouth? Or this?" 

His eyes locked onto the slick, pink ring between her thighs, still glistening from his tongue. His pulse roared in his ears. 

"You," he growled, the confession torn from him. 

"Me?" She threw her head back with a throaty laugh. "Oh, honey, I know you'd pick me. But I meant this." She rocked back, presenting herself shamelessly. "Would you rather kiss my tight little asshole or your darling wife's lips?" 

"Please," he begged, his voice breaking. "Don't make me—" 

"One," she counted, tapping a manicured nail against her thigh. "Two..." She drew out the word, savoring his torment. "Thr—" 

“Yours!” he blurted, desperation clawing at him. "Your asshole, god, yes—I'd rather kiss your perfect fucking asshole!" 

"Such a dirty boy," she cooed, shaking her head in mock disapproval. "You're really telling me my ass is better than your wife’s entire mouth?" 

“Yes!” The word burst out of him, raw and unfiltered. "I fucking love your ass!" 

Kristen hummed, pleased, then spun around in one fluid motion, breaking his grip on her hips. Before he could protest, she seized his face and crushed her mouth against his. Her tongue plunged between his lips, dominating, possessive—forcing him to taste her, to taste himself on her. He groaned, his hands flying to her waist as he kissed her back with equal fervor, their tongues tangling in a feverish dance. 

"Mmm," she murmured when she finally pulled away, licking her lips. "I can see why you’re obsessed. I am delicious." Her smirk turned predatory. "And you haven’t even had the best part yet." 

In one swift motion, she hoisted herself onto his desk, swinging her legs over the arms of his chair, spreading herself wide. The thin strip of her panties was soaked through, plastered to her swollen folds, the fabric dark with her arousal. She dragged the pointed heel of her shoe down his chest, the sharp tip popping a button from his shirt without a care. The other foot settled in his lap, the sole pressing deliberately against the rigid outline of his cock. 

"Show me," she demanded, her voice a sultry command. "I want to see what I’ve done to you." 

"Kristen, we can’t—" His eyes flicked to the blinking hold light on the phone, panic and lust warring inside him. 

"Marty," she sighed, rolling her hips just enough to make the wet fabric cling even tighter. "This is exactly what you need." She dragged her toe along the straining bulge in his pants, drawing out a ragged groan. "Just admit it. Give in.” Her fingers slipped beneath the soaked lace, teasing herself with slow, deliberate circles. The slick, filthy sounds of her fingers working her own wetness filled the air. His cock throbbed as he watched her juices glisten, dripping down her thighs. 

Then she pressed down, grinding the flat of her shoe against his erection. 

“Fuck—!” His head fell back, a strangled moan tearing from his throat.

"Look at you, Marty," Kristen murmured, her voice dripping with honeyed temptation. "So eager, so desperate—after everything you’ve already done for me." A slow, knowing smile curled her lips as she shifted forward, her legs sliding off the chair with deliberate grace. The moment she leaned in, the heat of her body pressed against him, her full, creamy breasts spilling into his face, their weight heavy and intoxicating. His hands moved of their own accord, fingers sinking into the plush softness of her flesh, kneading with a hunger he’d never dared show with—what was her name again? Melanie? No, it didn’t matter. Not when Kristen’s nipples hardened under his touch, and a sharp twist of his fingers drew a gasp from her lips, her back arching in pleasure. 

Her hands were everywhere—skilled, relentless. Before he could muster a protest, muffled against the warm press of her cleavage, she had his belt undone, his zipper dragged down, her fingers slipping past fabric to wrap around the thick, aching length of him. A shudder ripped through him as she pulled him free, his cock standing rigid, veins throbbing under her teasing fingertips. 

"Mmm, just look at you," she purred, her breath hot against his ear, sending a shiver down his spine. "Young, thick, desperate—such a shame to waste this on some timid little wife who doesn’t know how to take it." Her fingers tightened, stroking him with slow, deliberate pulls, coaxing glistening beads of precum from his tip. "This is a man’s cock, Marty. Meant for a woman who knows exactly what to do with it." Her grip turned punishing, her thumb swirling over his slit. "Someone who’ll ride you until you forget her name." 

He groaned, his mouth still latched onto her nipple, sucking hard, teeth grazing the sensitive peak as she moaned, her hips rocking against nothing. But then—too soon—she shoved him back, his chair rolling away as she stood, her fingers hooking into the sides of her panties. With a sharp rip, the fabric gave way, and there she was—her cunt on full display, glistening, begging. 

Thick, flushed lips parted, slick with arousal, her folds glistening under the dim office lights. Unlike—who was it again?—that tight, untouched little thing he’d married, this was a pussy that had seen pleasure, that demanded it. Kristen spread her legs wider, heels planted on the desk, her entrance pulsing, dripping, an unspoken command. 

Fuck me. 

With a growl, Martin was on her, hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass as he yanked her forward. No hesitation. No mercy. His cock slammed into her with a single, brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt in her molten heat. A ragged groan tore from his throat as she clenched around him, her body welcoming him like she’d been made for it. 

And god, maybe she had.

His groan was primal, guttural—a sound torn from the depths of his lust as her body welcomed him with sinful perfection. Kristen’s pussy was a revelation, a velvet vise of heat that swallowed him whole, her inner muscles fluttering and squeezing his cock with practiced, intoxicating rhythm. Every inch of her was slick and eager, drawing him deeper as if she’d been starving for him. 

“Fuck, YES!” Her scream shattered the air, her head thrown back in abandon. Her legs locked around him, heels digging into the small of his back, anchoring him as he bottomed out with a wet, filthy slap of skin on skin. His balls pressed tight against her, the sensation electric. “HARDER, Marty! FUCK ME like you mean it!” 

And he did. He pistoned into her with raw, untamed force, each thrust making her tits bounce obscenely, her nipples stiff peaks begging for attention. The desk beneath them groaned, papers scattering, pens clattering to the floor—none of it mattered. Nothing existed but the way her body milked him, how her cunt gripped him like she was determined to wring every drop of pleasure from him. 

“God—doesn’t it feel—ah!—perfect?” Kristen gasped, her hands raking over her own breasts, pinching her nipples until they flushed dark. 

“Fuck, YES!” His voice was ragged, wrecked. He drove into her again, her name a prayer on his lips as her pussy pulsed around him, tight and greedy. 

She clenched suddenly, a ruthless vise that stole his breath, forcing him to still. “Tell me, Marty. Do you love it? Love fucking me?” 

“YES!” The word ripped from him, raw and desperate. “Your pussy—Christ, it’s fucking incredible!” He tried to thrust, but she held him captive, her muscles a relentless, teasing prison. 

“Would you stop?” Her voice was a taunt, her hips rolling just enough to make him groan. “Run home to sweet little Melanie?” 

“N-no!” He ground against her, his cock throbbing, his body screaming for release. “Don’t stop—please, don’t fucking stop!” 

“What if she walked in right now?” Kristen arched, her cunt fluttering around him, her smirk wicked. “Would you pull out? Be a good little husband?” 

“Fuck no!” He snarled, bending to devour her nipple, sucking hard enough to make her cry out. 

“I’m better, aren’t I?” Her voice dripped with triumph. “Better at taking this cock—better at making you lose control. My body was made for fucking, wasn’t it?” 

“YES!” He slammed into her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. 

“Say it.” Her pussy clamped down, a merciless squeeze. “Tell me you’d rather taste my ass than her lips.” 

“I’d fucking worship your ass over her any day!” He growled, palming her cheek before delivering a sharp, stinging slap. 

“Mmm, good boy.” Her purr was dark with satisfaction, her inner walls rippling along his shaft in cruel, delicious waves. “Now tell me you were born to fuck this cunt.” 

“I was made for you,” he panted, his thrusts turning brutal, frenzied. “Made to ruin this perfect fucking pussy.” 

“Yessss…” Her moan was a serpent’s hiss, her body tightening around him like a vice. “Now prove it.”

"Your tight, hungry pussy makes hers feel like a fucking desert," he growled, his voice ragged with need as her slick heat pulsed around him, coating his cock in her arousal. "Christ, it's perfect—so fucking perfect—I never want to pull out. I could stay buried inside you forever." 

"Close enough," she purred, her lips curling into a wicked smile. "And you will have it, Marty. Every single day. Whenever I decide I want you inside me—right here on this desk, bent over Petersen’s chair, pressed against the bathroom stalls—you’ll be mine." 

"Fuck, YES!" Martin roared, his mind spinning with the filthy images she painted. "God, I fucking worship your pussy!" 

"I know you do, sweetheart," Kristen murmured, her fingers tightening around his shaft, stroking him slowly as he throbbed inside her. "This cock was made for me. Admit it—you crave me more than her, don’t you? More than Melanie?" 

"FUCK YES!" The words tore from his throat, raw and desperate. "I LOVE IT—I LOVE YOUR PUSSY—I LOVE FUCKING YOU MORE THAN I EVER LOVED HER!" 

"Good boy," she cooed, her voice dripping with satisfaction. Then, without warning, her muscles relaxed around him, and she lifted one long, toned leg, planting her heel against his chest and shoving him back. His cock slipped free, glistening with her juices and his own precum, leaving him aching and empty. She turned, bending over the ruined desk, her round ass on full display. "Now," she commanded, voice dark with promise, “fuck me harder.” 

Martin didn’t hesitate. He gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he lined himself up and slammed back into her with a groan. The wet slap of skin filled the room as her ass jiggled with the force of his thrusts. 

“Such a good boy," she moaned, arching her back to take him deeper. "You were born to fuck me, Marty." 

His gaze flickered down to the wreckage of the desk—papers scattered, pens rolling off the edge—and then he saw it. The phone receiver, dangling from its cord. The hold light was off. 

"Mel—Melody?" His breath hitched, panic slicing through the haze of lust. Without pulling out, he snatched up the receiver. Dead silence. 

"You don’t need her," Kristen murmured, rocking back against him, her pussy fluttering around his cock like a velvet vise. "We both know she could never compete with me." Her hand slid between them, fingers wrapping around his swollen balls, squeezing just enough to make him whimper. 

"But—I—" His protest dissolved into a groan as she rolled his sac in her palm, her touch both punishing and intoxicating. 

"Trust me, baby," she whispered, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk. "Little Melly would only hold you back. With me? You’ll live out every filthy fantasy you’ve ever had. Every dark, twisted thing you’ve jerked off to—I’ve done it, loved it, and I’ll do it all with you." 

His fingers tangled in her hair, gripping tight. 

“YES!” she cried, urging him on. “Pull it!” 

He yanked hard, fucking into her with brutal, possessive strokes, his anger and betrayal fueling every thrust. 

"Oh God, Marty," she gasped, her body trembling beneath him. "It’s only the beginning." With a wicked grin, she kicked her feet off the ground, locking her ankles behind his ass, surrendering completely to the desk—and to him.

“This company is ours now, baby. And so is this.” His fingers twisted in her hair, yanking hard enough to make her cry out—not in pain, but in pure, unfiltered ecstasy. “They’re all terrified of you, Marty. Terrified of what we can do together.” Her cunt clenched around him as she flexed, forcing him deeper, her body greedy for every inch. “Once you wrap up the Pauling deal, Petersen won’t have a choice. He’ll hand you the keys, and then? It’s just a matter of time before we own this whole fucking place.” Her knuckles whitened as she gripped the desk, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

“Oh fuck—MARTY! Don’t stop! Fill me up, baby! I want every drop!” His hands abandoned her hair, sliding down to grip her hips, fingers digging into soft flesh as his vision blurred. The orgasm hit him like a freight train, his future—every promise he’d ever made to Melody, every dream they’d shared—exploding into nothing but white-hot pleasure as he emptied himself inside her. 

“KRISTEN—FUCK!” His roar was raw, primal, as he came harder than he ever had in his life, her body milking him for everything he had. 

When it was over, they were both slick with sweat, panting, their bodies still humming with the aftershocks. His cock slipped free, their combined release dripping onto the floor, and he collapsed into his chair, utterly spent. 

But Kristen wasn’t done. 

She rose between his legs, a vision of sinful perfection—flushed skin, heaving breasts, lips parted in a smirk that promised more. Slowly, she sank to her knees, her long nails tracing the length of his softening cock, coaxing him back to life with slow, deliberate strokes. 

“I knew you wouldn’t disappoint me,” she purred, watching as he thickened in her grip. Then, with a wicked grin, she pressed her tits together, trapping him between them, her skin still damp from their earlier exertion. 

“Tell me,” she demanded, her voice low, hungry. “Tell me how much better I am than her.” 

---- 

None of his colleagues ever pieced it together—not even as he climbed the ladder, leaving them all behind. Sure, they whispered about how close he was with Kristen (his Executive Assistant, he made sure to clarify), but no one ever caught them. No one ever saw enough to prove a damn thing.

Kristen had whispered it like a prophecy—Petersen’s days were numbered. And sure enough, he vanished without a trace, swallowed by a storm of whispered accusations—inappropriate advances, shady deals, the kind of scandal that clung like smoke. But while he burned out, she remained, her place at Martin’s side now cemented. Not just as his assistant—Executive Assistant, he corrected anyone who dared suggest otherwise—but as his shadow, his ally, his lover. 

The office buzzed with speculation, of course. The way they moved in sync, always just a breath too close. The way their business trips always seemed to stretch into long weekends, separate hotel rooms be damned. And then there was Melody—Martin’s fragile, shattered wife. The one who’d crumbled under the weight of whispers and late nights, until one day, she simply… wasn’t there anymore. The divorce was swift, hushed, buried beneath NDAs and discreet payoffs. 

No one batted an eye when Kristen’s engagement ring flashed under the boardroom lights—not when Martin had already clawed his way to the top, untouchable. And certainly not when her belly swelled beneath those sinfully tight pencil skirts, her stilettos clicking defiantly down the hall as she dragged him into his office for her prenatal appointments—his hands kneading her lower back, her lips teasing promises against his ear. 

The baby came on schedule—a perfect, pink-cheeked girl with her mother’s smirk and her father’s hungry gaze. 

Melanie, they named her. 

A whisper of the past, wrapped in the future.


One For The Team

The Borman High basketball team hadn’t tasted victory in years, but now, with the championship within reach, Coach Bill Dark was desperate to light a fire under his boys. He needed something—no, someone—to push them over the edge. His mind wandered back to his own glory days, the heady rush of celebration after a hard-fought win. The memory of cheap beer and loosened inhibitions made his pulse quicken. Then there was that other story—the one about the coach who’d rewarded his team with a private show. A slow, dirty grin spread across his face. Now that’s motivation. 

But this was a small town. No neon-lit clubs, no professional temptresses. His fingers drummed against his thigh as he considered his options. Maybe one of his players knew a girl—someone wild, someone willing. Someone who wouldn’t ask too many questions. His gaze darkened with hunger. He’d make it worth her while, one way or another. 

Joe and Rick were leaning against the lockers, eyes tracking the sway of hips down the hallway when Coach Dark sidled up beside them. “Who’s that?” he murmured, nodding toward a curvy brunette with an ass that begged to be gripped. 

“Just some junior,” Joe answered, unfazed. They were used to their coach’s blunt appreciation of the female form. 

After a few more lewd observations, Coach Dark dropped his voice. “Win on Friday, and I’ll make sure you boys get a reward you won’t forget.” He let the implication hang in the air before adding, “I’m thinking a private show. A very private show.” 

Rick’s grin was instant. “Fuck yeah.” 

Joe’s eyes gleamed. “Hell, Coach, you’d have us killing ourselves on that court.” 

Coach Dark chuckled. “Problem is, I need the right girl. Someone who’d… inspire you.” He let his gaze drift meaningfully down the hall. “Who’d you pick, if you could have anyone in this school?” 

Rick didn’t hesitate. His attention locked onto the approaching figure—her. Mrs. Carlson, the English teacher, all blonde hair and sinful curves. Her sweater clung to every inch, the fabric straining as her full breasts bounced with each hurried step. Ba-boom. Ba-boom. The rhythm was hypnotic. Three pairs of eyes followed the tantalizing movement, their breathing shallow. 

When she passed, Joe groaned. “Jesus. If you got her to strip for us, we’d run through a fucking wall for you.” 

Coach Dark’s smile turned predatory. “Noted.” 

--- 

Marilyn Carlson. The name alone made his jaw tighten. Stuck-up, untouchable—married, tenured, and far too good for the likes of him. He’d seen other teachers try their luck, only to be dismissed with a frosty smile. He’d been one of them. 

But now? Now he had leverage. And he wasn’t above using it. 

His fingers twitched at the thought of peeling that tight sweater off her, inch by inch. She’d resist, of course. But that just made the idea sweeter. 

Oh, Marilyn… you’re going to make this team very, very happy.

But Coach Dark had spent decades at Borman High, his influence woven deep into the fabric of the town. He knew secrets, favors, and exactly which strings to pull. His first move? Casually dropping by the principal’s office under the pretense of discussing the upcoming game—only to steer the conversation toward Marilyn’s personnel file. A few well-placed questions, a shared laugh over old times, and he’d have everything he needed. Next, he’d pay a visit to the police chief, who still owed him for putting his son on the starting lineup back when the kid had no business being there. Favors like that didn’t expire. 

Marilyn Carlson had noticed the lingering stares—the way Dark and his two star players devoured her with their eyes as she walked past. She refused to give them the satisfaction of acknowledgment. Dark was everything she despised: a swaggering, entitled relic of the old boys’ club. Ten years ago, when she’d first arrived at Borman, he’d been worse—hands always finding excuses to linger, his breath hot against her neck at faculty parties. That drunken kiss under the mistletoe still made her skin crawl. And then there was the time he’d strong-armed the principal into overturning a failing grade for one of his precious athletes. The memory of being undermined still burned. 

Now, his star guard, Rick, sat in her English class—smirking, disruptive, his gaze always a second too long on her cleavage. She’d never forget the day in the crowded hallway when a hand—his hand—had darted out, squeezing her breast before vanishing into the throng. She’d spun around, met his cocky grin, but without proof, what could she do? The humiliation still simmered beneath her skin. 

And Joe—hulking, arrogant Joe—was no better. The girls swooned over him, but to Marilyn, he was just another hormone-addled boy who thought staring at her chest was subtle. She told herself she hated it. The way her nipples tightened under their scrutiny? A biological response, nothing more. Denial was easier than admitting the heat that pooled low in her belly. 

Alone in her classroom, grading essays, she didn’t look up when the door creaked open. Dark’s voice—slick, insistent—cut through the quiet. 

“Hey, Marilyn.” 

Her pen stilled. “Bill.” She kept her tone flat. “Here to beg for another grade change?” 

He chuckled, stepping closer. “Better than that. I’ve got a way you can inspire the whole team. Hell, the whole town.” 

She arched a brow. “Do enlighten me.” 

“You know how the boys talk about you, right?” 

“I have no idea what you’re implying.” And she didn’t. Not really. 

Dark leaned against her desk, invading her space. “Did a little poll. You’re their fantasy, Marilyn. Number one. Not just among teachers—out of every girl in this school.” 

She exhaled sharply. “I have work to do.” 

“I’m serious.” His voice dropped, rough with intent. “They want you. And let’s be honest—you know I do too.”

Mrs. Carlson’s pulse quickened, her fingers tightening around the edge of her desk as she stared at him in disbelief. This had to be some twisted joke. "What the hell do you really want, Bill?" Her voice was low, edged with warning. 

Coach Dark leaned back against her desk, his muscular frame taking up too much space in her quiet classroom. His gaze flicked to the door, ensuring it was closed, before he dropped his voice to a conspiratorial murmur. "You ever catch The Best Little Whorehouse in Texas?" 

She exhaled sharply. "Yeah. So?" 

"Remember the scene where the coach rewards his team with a little... extracurricular celebration after their big win?" His smirk was slow, deliberate, the kind that made her skin prickle with unease. 

Her stomach twisted. "You can’t be serious." 

"Oh, I’m dead serious." He shifted closer, the heat of his body radiating toward her. "Winning a championship deserves something unforgettable. And my boys? They’ve been promised a party. A special kind of party." 

Her breath hitched. "Let me guess—you’re taking them to some seedy brothel?" 

His chuckle was dark, amused. "Not quite, Marilyn. See, the thing is... they were told there’d be a stripper. And when we asked who they wanted?" His eyes raked over her, lingering on the curve of her blouse. "You were their unanimous choice." 

Heat flooded her cheeks, her entire body burning with indignation—and something else, something she refused to name. "You disgusting pig," she hissed, shoving her chair back. "Get out. Now. Or I swear to God, I’ll have you reported so fast—" 

Coach Dark didn’t flinch. Instead, he flipped open the manila folder in his hands, revealing the first damning page. Her stomach dropped. 

Police record. 

Her past—buried, forgotten—stared back at her in stark black ink. That stupid night in college, the arrest, the charges she’d been too scared to fight. None of it had been hers, but the plea deal had sealed her fate. And now? Now it was here, in his hands. 

"Marilyn," he murmured, almost sympathetic. "We all have skeletons. But lying on your application? With the district’s zero-tolerance policy?" He tsked. "One word to the right people, and your career? Gone." 

Her hands trembled as she pressed them to her temples, the weight of it crushing her. Her job. Her reputation. The humiliation her family would endure. "Why?" she whispered, voice breaking. "What do you want from me?" 

His fingers brushed her wrist, sending an unwanted shiver down her spine. "I told you. A private show. Just for the team. They want you, Marilyn. Badly." 

Her head spun. The idea was ludicrous. Terrifying. And yet... a traitorous flicker of something hot and forbidden curled low in her belly. "I’m thirty-six," she breathed. "I’ve had children. Why would they—" 

"Because," he interrupted, his thumb tracing the inside of her wrist, "you’re every one of their fantasies. And now? You’re going to make them come true."

Marilyn, sweetheart, you have no idea what you do to those boys," Coach Dark murmured, his voice thick with amusement. "Every damn day, they sit in your classroom, their cocks stiffening beneath their desks just from watching you. A woman like you—experienced, confident—drives them wild. Trust me, you’ll have them eating out of your hand." 

Mrs. Carlson’s breath hitched, her pulse hammering in her throat. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t form a coherent thought as his words slithered through her, igniting something dark and forbidden. 

Sensing her hesitation, the coach moved behind her, his rough hands settling onto her shoulders, fingers kneading the tense muscles there. "They fantasize about those gorgeous tits of yours," he breathed, his lips too close to her ear. "Every time you lean over a desk, every time you turn your back to write on the board—they’re imagining what’s underneath that prim little sweater." 

A shiver raced down her spine, heat pooling low in her belly despite herself. Anger, fear—yes, those were there, clawing at her. But so was something else, something slick and shameful. The thought of all those young, hungry eyes on her, wanting her… it shouldn’t thrill her. But it did. 

"You’re gonna do it, aren’t you, honey?" His whisper was a velvet caress, his grip tightening just enough to make her gasp. 

Tears pricked at her lashes, but she nodded, her throat too tight to speak. 

"Good girl." His hands slid down, cupping her breasts through the fabric, squeezing possessively. "And I can’t fucking wait to see these myself." 

She jerked away, slapping his hands off, but the damage was done. The coach smirked, sauntering out of the classroom, leaving her trembling in his wake. 

----

The drive to the restaurant was a blur of doubt and dread. More than once, Marilyn’s fingers clenched around the steering wheel, her foot hovering over the brake. She could still turn back. She should turn back. 

But then she remembered the smug triumph in Bill Dark’s voice when he called that morning, after the team’s victory. His instructions had been crisp, unyielding. Follow them exactly. 

At ten o’clock sharp, she slipped through the restaurant’s back door, her heels clicking against the tile. The place was closed to the public, but the owner—another one of Bill’s cronies—had left the kitchen unlocked. She waited, wringing her hands, her stomach twisting into knots. 

A mirror above the sink caught her reflection, and she paused, studying herself. She’d spent hours preparing—her golden hair cascading in soft waves, her makeup flawless, her outfit meticulously chosen. The red blazer, the white turtleneck clinging to her curves, the snug black skirt that hugged her hips and thighs. Conservative, yet undeniably sensual. 

Would it be enough? 

Fifteen years ago, maybe. But now? Would these boys, used to taut young bodies and airbrushed perfection, even want her? 

The kitchen door swung open, and Bill strode in, his gaze raking over her with predatory approval. "Take off your coat," he ordered, his voice rough. 

Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned it, letting the fabric slide from her shoulders. His eyes darkened as they traced her body—the swell of her breasts beneath the sweater, the curve of her waist, the length of her legs in those heels. 

"Yeah," he growled. "That’ll work. Perfect." He stepped closer, his breath hot against her ear. "I’ll announce you. When you hear me call, you come out. And Marilyn?" He smirked. "You’re gonna drive them fucking crazy." 

Her heart pounded. "Who’s out there?" 

"Just the team. The coaches. A few… special guests." He winked, then turned on his heel. "Be ready." 

Alone again, she exhaled shakily, her body humming with fear—and something far more dangerous. 

Anticipation.

Mrs. Carlson’s pulse hammered in her throat as Coach Dark’s voice boomed through the room, commanding everyone’s attention. "Boys, we’ve got a special treat tonight—something I know you’ve all been dreaming about. So let’s not waste another second. Come on out, Mrs. Carlson!" 

Before she could even take a step, the raucous cheers of teenage boys erupted, a wave of eager voices crashing over her. The moment she stepped into the room, the noise swelled into something wild, primal. Twelve players, their faces flushed with excitement, sat around a long folding table at the front, their eyes raking over her hungrily. Coach Dark stood atop the table, grinning like a predator as he motioned for her to join him. 

Her legs trembled as she climbed onto the chair, then onto the table itself, the tightness of her skirt making every movement deliberate, every shift of her hips impossible to ignore. Below her, the boys whooped and hollered, their hands slapping the table, their beers forgotten. But what made her stomach twist was the sight of the men behind them—faculty members, colleagues she had worked alongside for years, now watching her with the same hunger as the students. The principal, gym teachers, janitors, even her own young student teacher—all of them clapping, their eyes dark with anticipation. 

The coach stepped down, and suddenly the room filled with the pounding bass of rock music, the rhythm vibrating through her body. Alone under the spotlight, surrounded by dozens of male gazes, she forced herself to move, swaying her hips in slow, deliberate circles. The cheers grew louder, more insistent, but beneath the noise, she could hear the sharp, demanding voices of Rick and Joe cutting through. "Take it off!" 

Her breath hitched. There was no escape now. 

With a shaky exhale, she slid the red blazer from her shoulders, letting it fall to the table. The crowd erupted. The sleeveless sweater beneath clung to her curves, the fabric straining over her full breasts, her every movement making them bounce enticingly. She tried to smile, tried to make it seem like she wanted this, but her heart was a frantic drumbeat in her chest. 

The applause was polite at first, but the boys weren’t satisfied. "Take it off, Mrs. Carlson!" they chanted, their voices rough with need. 

Her fingers trembled as she crossed her arms, gripping the hem of her sweater. Slowly, teasingly—just as she’d been instructed—she began to lift it, revealing inch after inch of smooth skin. The fabric caught for a moment, the turtleneck resisting, but then she tugged it free, pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. 

The room exploded. 

Now she stood in nothing but her white lace bra, the one Coach Dark had insisted she wear—the sexiest one she owned. Low-cut, push-up, the delicate lace framing the swell of her cleavage, barely containing the heavy weight of her breasts as they jiggled with every sway of her hips. The boys roared, their eyes locked on the way her flesh threatened to spill free with every movement. 

She was theirs now. And there was no turning back.

Mrs. Carlson forced a trembling smile, her lips quivering as humiliation and something darker twisted inside her. The room pulsed with the heat of hungry eyes—young, eager faces staring up at her, their gazes raking over the lace of her bra, slipping beneath the hem of her skirt. Her skin prickled under their scrutiny, but worse were the faces of the men she respected—colleagues, superiors—their applause a cruel mockery of professionalism. Their leers burned hotter than the spotlight. 

Joe’s voice cut through the noise, sharp and crude. “Look, you can see her nipples poking out!” The words sent a jolt through her, shame and something else—an unwelcome, traitorous throb between her thighs. Memories flickered, unbidden: herself at fifteen, newly curved, imagining the weight of boys’ stares as she danced for them, bare and unashamed. God, why now? 

The chant rose around her, relentless. “Take off your bra! Take it off!” She stalled, fingers trembling as they found the button of her skirt. The slow drag of the zipper was obscene in the charged silence before the room erupted again. The fabric slithered down her hips, revealing the scandalous dip of white silk clinging to her. No pantyhose—just the sinful glide of stockings, the whisper of garters she didn’t own. The panties were her husband’s choice, barely there, the silk stretched taut over her mound, the cut high enough to hint at shadow. 

She kicked the skirt aside, swaying on unsteady heels. The crowd roared. Her body was on full display—the swell of her breasts threatening to spill from the bra, the jiggle of her thighs, the soft curve of her stomach. Every movement sent her cleavage heaving, the lace doing little to contain her. When she bent to remove her heels, the bra strained, her breasts nearly tumbling free, and the whistles turned feral. 

The chant grew louder, a drumbeat of demand. “Bra! Bra! Bra!” Her fingers hooked under the left strap, then the right, the slow slide of elastic against skin drawing out the moment. The clasp gave way with a whisper, and she fumbled—the bra slipped, fluttering to the floor before she could stop it. 

Her breasts bounced free, full and heavy, the nipples peaked tight under the lights. The room exploded. The sound was deafening, a wall of hunger crashing over her as she danced, bare and exposed, her body no longer her own. Dizziness swamped her—not just from the heat, the noise, but the horrifying, electric thrill of it. Dozens of eyes. Dozens of men. And her, center stage, giving them exactly what they wanted.

Her gaze dropped to the sea of young faces below her, their laughter sharp and hungry as they fixated on the hypnotic sway of her bare breasts. The boys’ eyes devoured every jiggle, every bounce of her pale, full curves—the dark pink areolas taut with arousal, her nipples stiff and flushed under their scrutiny. A hot wave of shame crashed over her, but she forced herself to keep moving, her body betraying her with every desperate thrust of her hips. She raised her fists, elbows bent, letting her breasts bounce freely, the weight of them heavy and sensitive as they jostled with each exaggerated movement. 

The faculty’s leering stares burned into her skin, but worse—so much worse—was the undeniable heat pooling between her thighs. She clenched her jaw, willing the sensation away, but then a voice cut through the noise, sharp and mocking: “Look at her panties—she’s fucking dripping!” Laughter followed, cruel and knowing. Rick’s voice rose above the rest, taunting, “You like this, don’t you, Mrs. Carlson?” Her stomach twisted. She couldn’t see the dampness seeping through the thin silk clinging to her, but she felt it—the slick evidence of her humiliation. 

“Take them off!” The boys’ voices merged into a relentless chant, their demands echoing off the walls. She hesitated, trembling, but then the deeper voices of the men joined in—”Panties! Panties!”—until the word became a drumbeat in her skull. Her fingers twitched at her sides. She couldn’t do it. Not this. Her bush was thick, untamed, a wild tangle of dark blonde curls she’d never bothered to trim. She imagined their disgust, their laughter if she bared herself completely. 

Desperate, she turned her back to them, rolling her hips in a slow, teasing circle, her ass jiggling with every exaggerated sway. The cheers grew louder, more frenzied. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties, tugging them up just enough to mimic a thong, letting the fabric dig into the crease of her ass. The boys howled, their voices raw with excitement. But she couldn’t stall forever. 

With a shaky breath, she finally slid the silk down her hips, inch by torturous inch, bending forward to ease them past her thighs. The cool air hit her bare skin as the crowd erupted—gasps, whistles, crude shouts—all zeroing in on the thick thatch of hair now on full display between her legs. 

When she turned back to face them, completely exposed, the room seemed to pulse with heat. Her pussy was a lush, untamed triangle, the curls glistening faintly under the harsh lights. Her face burned as she caught sight of one boy wearing her bra like a twisted crown, another pressing her discarded panties to his nose before passing them along. 

Then—silence. The music cut out abruptly. Coach Dark’s hand closed around her bare waist, guiding her down from the table, his grip possessive as he turned her toward the roaring crowd. His fingers dug into her skin, a silent command to stand there, to let them look. And she did, her body trembling, her pulse wild, as the applause swallowed her whole.

"Alright, boys, I hope you liked what you saw," Coach Dark’s voice boomed, thick with authority and something darker, something hungry. "But Mrs. Carlson here? She’s got more to give. As a special reward for all your hard work this season, she’s offering herself up—right here, right now. Anything you want, however you want it. She’s all yours. So don’t hold back." 

Mrs. Carlson’s breath hitched, her eyes widening in shock, lips parting in silent protest. But before she could even process the words, Rick was on her, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her left breast, possessive and rough. Joe mirrored him on the right, his grip just as demanding, and suddenly the rest of the team surged forward, a wave of eager hands and heated breaths. They crowded around her, fingers sliding over every inch of exposed skin—her tits, her ass, the slick heat between her thighs. She gasped, a high, desperate sound, as their touches burned into her, relentless and greedy. 

The room blurred at the edges, laughter and cheers ringing in her ears. Coach Dark stood among the other teachers, watching, smirking. But all she could focus on were the boys—tall, strong, their bodies pressing in, surrounding her completely. Their hands were everywhere, tugging at her nipples, squeezing her ass, fingers slipping through the damp curls of her pussy. 

And God help her, it was working. 

Despite the shock, despite the shame, her body betrayed her. Each rough caress sent sparks racing under her skin, her breath coming in ragged bursts. Whimpers tangled with moans as Rick’s mouth latched onto one nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive peak before Joe claimed the other, sucking hard. The sharp pleasure-pain made her arch, her hips rocking forward instinctively, seeking friction. 

Rick pulled back with a grin, letting another teammate take his place, his fingers sliding down her stomach, through her soaked folds. "Fuck," he groaned, his voice rough with awe. "She’s dripping." Two fingers plunged inside her without warning, her tight walls clenching around him, slick and eager. A third joined, stretching her, and then—oh God—his thumb found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her crying out, her back bowing off the table. 

"WoooooOOO!" The sound tore from her throat, raw and unrestrained, drawing cheers from the crowd. Her legs trembled, her ass hitting the edge of the table as she sagged back. Rick didn’t hesitate—he dropped to his knees, spreading her thighs wider, his tongue lashing against her swollen flesh, lapping at her arousal with greedy, open-mouthed kisses. 

Then Ron was there, his lips crashing against hers, his tongue pushing past her parted lips, stealing her breath. The kiss was deep, filthy, muffling her cries as Rick’s cock—hard and thick—pressed against her entrance. She barely had time to register it before he was pushing inside, the stretch burning just enough to make her gasp into Ron’s mouth. 

The boys roared their approval, voices overlapping—”Fuck her harder!" "Make her scream!”—as Rick drove into her, each thrust jolting her body, her tits bouncing with the force. Her moans were swallowed by Ron’s kiss, her fingers clawing at the table beneath her, the pleasure coiling tighter, hotter, until she was teetering on the edge, lost in the rough, relentless rhythm of their hands, their mouths, their bodies.

"Rick! Oh God—Rick!" Her voice was a breathless plea, trembling with need as he emptied himself deep inside her. But to her own shock, the words tumbling from her lips weren’t begging him to stop—they were begging for more. "Don’t… don’t pull out. Stay inside me. Ohhh, fuck—I’m coming! Ohhhh—!" Her back arched off the table, her thighs clamping around his hips as her climax tore through her, raw and unrestrained. The faculty watching erupted into laughter and murmurs, stunned by the sight of their prim colleague writhing in ecstasy, her cries echoing through the room. "Wooo-hoooOOO!" she wailed, her body convulsing, her fingers clawing at the table’s edge as pleasure consumed her. 

When she finally collapsed, spent and shuddering, Rick reluctantly withdrew. But before she could catch her breath, strong hands seized her, spinning her around and bending her over the table. One of the younger players—shorter but no less eager—pressed against her from behind, his cock already hard and impatient. He shoved her skirt up higher, gripped her hips, and drove into her with one rough thrust. She gasped, her hands splaying against the table as he pounded into her, each snap of his hips sending shockwaves through her trembling body. 

Above her, Joe climbed onto the table, his thick, heavy cock jutting from his pants. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, tilting her face up, and pressed the swollen head against her parted lips. For a heartbeat, she hesitated, staring at the sheer size of him—then, with a whimper, she opened wider, straining to take him in. Her mouth stretched around him as he pushed deeper, her tongue swirling along his length while the boy behind her fucked her relentlessly, his hands kneading her swaying tits. 

The rhythm was relentless—the slap of skin, the wet sounds of her mouth working Joe’s cock, the choked moans she couldn’t suppress. The boy behind her came first, his release spilling inside her before he staggered back, replaced immediately by another. Joe finally pulled free from her lips, his cock glistening with her saliva, and forced her onto her back. He spread her legs wide, his gaze locked on her slick, swollen pussy. "No—Joe, no, it’s too much—!" she protested weakly, but he was already pushing inside, his thick shaft stretching her impossibly wider. She groaned, her body arching as he bottomed out, then began thrusting hard, each stroke wrenching ragged sounds from her throat. 

Rick, recovered and hungry again, climbed onto the table, straddling her chest. "Gotta feel those tits around me," he growled, settling his cock between her heaving breasts. He squeezed them together, trapping his length in the warm, soft valley of her cleavage, and fucked the tight space with slow, deliberate strokes. Meanwhile, Joe hammered into her pussy, his grip bruising on her thighs. Another player—tall, towering—stepped close, guiding his cock to her lips. She turned her head obediently, taking him into her mouth, her tongue working in time with the relentless rhythm of the bodies using her. 

Three of them now—Joe thrusting deep inside her, Rick grinding between her tits, the other boy fucking her mouth—each movement jolting her, overwhelming her senses. The tall one came first, his release flooding her mouth, spilling over her lips and chin. Rick followed, his hot cum splattering across her chest, her tits, her throat. But Joe wasn’t done—he drove into her harder, his rhythm faltering as his own climax built. "Ohhh, Joe—I’m coming—I’m coming again—!" she sobbed, her body seizing as another orgasm ripped through her. Joe groaned, his hips slamming against hers as he emptied himself inside her, his cock pulsing as she clenched around him, milking every last drop. 

Her body was a trembling wreck, covered in sweat and cum, her cries still echoing in the air. But the boys weren’t finished with her yet.

The remaining boys took their turns with the thoroughly used teacher, their youthful excitement making them finish fast—much to the relief of Mrs. Carlson’s well-fucked pussy. The faculty, meanwhile, lounged with beers in hand, their eyes glued to the spectacle unfolding before them.

Exhausted, dripping with sweat and cum, Mrs. Carlson sprawled across the table, her body trembling from the relentless onslaught of pleasure and humiliation. She was certain she couldn’t possibly endure another orgasm, another moment of this delicious degradation.

Then Coach Dark stepped forward, his powerful frame towering over her. Naked, his thick cock jutting proudly from his hips, he studied her with a predatory grin. "I’ve been waiting for this," he growled, his voice rough with desire.

Before she could react, he seized her arm and yanked her upright. His hands—strong, commanding—gripped her ass, lifting her effortlessly into the air. Despite her curves, he handled her like she weighed nothing, his muscles flexing as he positioned her. Then, with one brutal thrust, he buried himself inside her, making her gasp.

The others watched in awe as he held her aloft with just one arm, his biceps taut with strain. His free hand groped her breast, his mouth descending to suck and bite at the other. Mrs. Carlson clung to him, her legs locking around his waist, her arms winding around his neck. Their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat, her belly flush against his as he fucked her with relentless, punishing strokes.

The room filled with the sound of flesh slapping flesh, her ass and thighs quivering with each deep, driving thrust. Her moans escalated into desperate screams. "Bill—oh God, Bill! Fuck me! Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop!"

His voice was a dark, teasing rumble against her ear. "You loved being their little slut, didn’t you? Letting them use you, watching them lose control over you?"

"Yes!" she sobbed, her nails digging into his shoulders.

"And you love this—being mine, taking every inch of me like the greedy little whore you are?"

"Yes, Bill! Oh God—I’m gonna—I’m—" Her body convulsed, her scream shattering the air as her climax ripped through her, violent and all-consuming.

Only when her cries faded into ragged whimpers did he finally lower her back onto the table, leaving her limp and wrecked. The faculty members moved in, their hungry gazes lingering on her spent, debauched form as Coach Dark stepped back, satisfied at last.


Office Heat

Life couldn’t have been more perfect. At twenty-seven, I was riding high—freshly promoted, my bank account about to swell with a hefty raise, and married to the woman of my dreams. Becca. Christ, just saying her name sent a thrill through me. Twenty-five, five-foot-seven of pure temptation, with curves that could make a saint sin. Her body was a masterpiece—toned legs that went on forever, full C-cup breasts that fit perfectly in my hands, and a face so stunning it stopped me dead every time she walked into a room. Those pillowy lips, those wide, hypnotic blue eyes, that cascade of golden hair. A fucking ten in every way. And me? I’d give myself a solid eight, lucky as hell to have her. 

But Becca wasn’t just gorgeous—she was brilliant. Not the kind of compliment you throw around lightly. No, she was certified genius-level smart, raking in her own impressive salary. With our combined incomes, we’d finally splurged on our dream: a private slice of paradise in Tahiti. Three weeks of sun, sea, and relentless, insatiable sex. Skin slick with sweat, tangled in sheets, her moans echoing against the ocean breeze. Pure fucking heaven. 

Then reality hit. Back at the office, I discovered my boss had hired a new admin assistant. Mary. Mid-fifties, barely scraping five feet, and built like she’d never met a dessert she didn’t devour. Two-fifty if she was a pound, stuffed into skirts that clung too tight and blouses that gaped obscenely over her massive chest. Her dark curls were cropped short, her thick glasses magnifying eyes that lingered a little too long on me. 

She was nice enough. The office liked her. But Christ, the way she looked at me—like I was a steak and she hadn’t eaten in weeks. I made it clear I was married. Not interested. But the more I shut her down, the bolder she got. 

Then came the elevator. Just the two of us. Her fingers brushed my belt—innocent at first—before trailing lower, her touch turning deliberate. Before I could react, she had her arms locked around my waist, her heavy tits and soft belly pressing me back against the wall. The air thickened, my pulse kicking up as her breath hit my neck. 

“You know,” she murmured, lips glistening, “this belt would look even better on my bedroom floor.” 

Fuck.

Her lips curled into a knowing smirk as she winked at me, her fingers tightening around my neck with surprising strength. The heat of her body pressed against mine was suffocating, her ample curves trapping me against the cold metal of the elevator wall. I could feel the dampness of her breath against my skin as she pulled my face closer, her lips parted in anticipation. The scent of her perfume—something heavy and floral—clung to the air between us, mingling with the musk of her arousal. 

Despite my resistance, she was winning. My muscles strained against her grip, but there was an undeniable power in her touch, a dominance that sent an unwelcome shiver down my spine. Her smile widened, dark and hungry, as if she could taste my hesitation. The tip of her tongue flicked over her bottom lip, teasing, taunting— 

Then, mercifully, the elevator jerked to a halt. 

In an instant, she released me, stepping back as if nothing had happened. The sudden absence of her weight left me unsteady, my pulse hammering in my throat. She smoothed her skirt with deliberate slowness, then sauntered out without a backward glance, leaving me breathless and bewildered. 

Back in my office, I slumped into my chair, my fingers trembling as I raked them through my hair. My mind reeled—no woman had ever come at me like that before, with such shameless, predatory intent. The thought of Becca, my wife, her trusting blue eyes and soft lips, twisted my stomach with guilt. I had done nothing wrong, yet I felt violated, as if Mary had left invisible marks on me. 

I needed to talk to Jeff. 

Jeff wasn’t just my boss—he was my oldest friend, the one who’d stood beside me at my wedding. But lately, I’d been avoiding his office like the plague. Because to get to him, I had to pass through her domain. 

Steeling myself, I pushed open the door to Mary’s workspace. 

She was bent over her keyboard, her blouse gaping just enough to reveal the swell of her cleavage. At the sound of my footsteps, she looked up, her lips curving into a slow, suggestive smile. 

“Well, well,” she purred, leaning back in her chair. “Did you come here just for me?” 

The innuendo dripped from her words, thick and cloying. I clenched my jaw. 

“I need to speak with Jeff.” My voice was flat, final. 

She sighed dramatically, waving a hand toward his closed door. “He’s on a call. Sit tight, handsome.” 

I perched on the edge of the chair, my body coiled tight, every muscle alert. She returned to her typing, but the air between us crackled with tension. Minutes dragged like hours. 

Finally, she glanced up. “He’s ready for you.” 

I stood, my shoulders rigid as I moved past her desk. 

Then, just as I reached for the door handle— 

“Next time,” she murmured, her voice a velvet promise, “let’s skip the elevator and go straight to my place.” 

Another wink. Another jolt of unease. 

I didn’t look back.

A cold knot of dread coiled in my stomach at the mere thought of another encounter with her. It only fueled my determination to speak with Jeff—no more delays. Our friendship had always existed alongside our professional dynamic, never interfering. If I called in sick after a night of drinking or simply wanted a day with Becca, Jeff never questioned it—as long as I didn’t take advantage. 

I dropped into the chair across from his desk, cutting straight to the point. "Mary’s making me uncomfortable," I admitted, my voice tight. "She’s relentless. Aggressive." I left out the elevator—the way she’d overpowered me, the heat of her body pressing into mine. The memory alone made my skin prickle with unease. 

Jeff just laughed, shaking his head. "I can’t fire her," he said, leaning back in his chair. "She’s too good at her job. Everyone loves her." 

Everyone but me. 

"Come on," he smirked. "You’re not gonna cheat on Becca just because Mary’s throwing herself at you." 

The dismissal stung, but I knew arguing was pointless. I’d have to endure this—avoid her, deflect, survive. If our office wasn’t thirty-two fucking floors up, I’d take the stairs every damn day. But that wasn’t an option. 

Jeff offered a half-hearted apology, but we both knew I wouldn’t push further. I respected his authority too much, even without our friendship. And begging him to rescue me? No. I had too much pride for that. 

I stood, leaving without another word. When I stepped out, Mary’s desk was empty. Relief crashed over me so hard I nearly laughed. Thank God. I hurried back to my office, my pulse finally steadying. 

Then the door clicked shut behind me. 

The lock. 

My stomach dropped. 

I turned slowly, already knowing who I’d see. 

Mary stood there, her lips curved in that knowing smirk. The blinds were drawn, the room dim except for the glow of my desk lamp and the faint light of my monitor. No one could see in. No one would hear. 

Her voice was a purr as she stepped closer. "So," she murmured, tilting her head. "What did you and Jeff talk about?" Another step. "Was it me?" Her fingers trailed along the edge of my desk. "Did you ask him… if we could start seeing each other?" 

The air between us thickened, charged with something dangerous. And I was trapped.

My breath hitched, my pulse hammering in my throat as her words sank in. The audacity of her assumption left me reeling—why would she ever think I’d ask permission to date her? The accusation was so absurd, so far from the truth, that my mind blanked. My body locked in place, muscles tensed, as she closed the distance between us. That same wicked, hungry smirk curled her lips, her fingers curling around my tie just below the knot, tugging me forward with possessive intent. Her other hand slid around my waist, fingers digging into the curve of my ass, pulling me flush against her. The heat of her body pressed into mine, the soft swell of her stomach, the lush weight of her breasts—every inch of her was a relentless, intoxicating presence. 

“He wouldn’t tell Becca about us, would he?” 

Her voice dripped with dark promise, a sultry whisper that sent a shiver down my spine. She yanked me closer by the tie, her lips parting in anticipation, and I knew she was determined to claim what she’d missed in the elevator. My limbs felt leaden, my thoughts sluggish, as if I were trapped in some fever dream. Resistance was futile—even if I’d tried, I doubted she’d stop. 

Her mouth crashed against mine, insistent, demanding. The first press of her lips was firm, then harder, more desperate. When she finally pulled back, her glasses slightly askew, her eyes glittered with triumph. 

“Ohhhhh, babyyyy!” 

The high-pitched moan spilled from her lips, her expression alight with pure, unadulterated delight. She’d taken my stunned silence as surrender, as consent. Before I could protest, her mouth was on mine again, her grip shifting from my tie to the nape of my neck, fingers tangling in my hair. Her tongue traced the seam of my lips, teasing, coaxing—until she seized the opportunity to plunge inside, hot and slick. 

And then her hand was on me. 

The sudden pressure of her palm against my cock sent a jolt of white-hot pleasure straight through me. My body betrayed me instantly, hardening beneath her touch, blood surging in response. A ragged gasp escaped me, my lips parting further—and she took full advantage, driving her tongue deeper, swallowing my involuntary moan. 

She echoed it with one of her own, louder, more wanton, her fingers working me through the fabric of my pants with ruthless precision. The friction was maddening, her touch electric, and for one terrifying, exhilarating moment, I was lost in it. 

But then sense returned. 

I shoved her back, bracing for resistance—but to my surprise, she let me go. Her grip could have held me, could have forced me to stay, but she released me with a smirk, as if she knew this wasn’t the end. 

“You’re right,” she purred, stepping back, her gaze heavy with promise. “We can’t do this right now.” Her fingers trailed down my chest, possessive even in retreat. “Don’t worry, lover. I’ll set us up a date… and let you know.”

Mary’s fingers closed around my cock, her grip firm and demanding, as she plunged her tongue back into my mouth with a hunger that left me breathless. She stroked me roughly, each pump sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my core before she finally let go, leaving me aching for more. With a sly wink, she turned on her heel and sauntered out, the click of the door sealing me in the dim silence of my office. 

Alone, I could still feel the heat of her lips, the sticky smear of her red lipstick clinging to my skin like a brand. I stumbled to the washroom, scrubbing at my face until the evidence was gone, but the shame lingered. My reflection in the mirror was a stranger—weak, yielding. Why hadn’t I stopped her? Why had I let her take what she wanted without a single protest? 

Back at my desk, my body betrayed me. My cock throbbed, harder than I’d ever felt it, straining against my pants with an urgency I couldn’t ignore. My thoughts spiraled, replaying the way her tongue had claimed my mouth, the way her fingers had teased me. Before I knew it, my hand was moving, stroking myself through the fabric, the friction maddening. 

I couldn’t resist. 

Pants shoved down, shirt undone, I gave in, gripping myself tightly, pumping fast and desperate. The memory of Mary’s lips, her moans, her touch—it all consumed me. My release hit like a storm, thick ropes of cum spilling over my fingers, more than I’d ever spilled before. Panting, I cleaned up, the haze of lust fading as quickly as it had come. 

Disgust coiled in my gut—at myself, at her. 

By the time I sat back at my desk, my mind was clear. Tomorrow, I’d tell Mary this had to stop. No more kisses. No more games. I’d take the stairs home, avoiding any chance of another encounter. 

But that night, in the dark, the thoughts crept back. Hours had passed, and my body remembered, craving that forbidden thrill all over again. Becca’s hands wandered over me, her lips soft against my skin, but all I could think of was Mary. Guilt twisted inside me as I gently pushed her away, murmuring an apology. 

Becca, ever patient, pressed a tender kiss to my lips. 

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice like honey. 

And all I could do was hate myself for the way my pulse still raced for someone else.

She curled into me, her body warm against mine as she guided my arm around her waist. Relief washed over me—at least my cock wasn’t betraying me this time. I nestled against her, breathing in the soft scent of her shampoo, and let sleep pull me under. But the moment I drifted off, Mary slithered into my dreams like smoke. Her fingers teasing my belt buckle, the way she’d cornered me in the elevator, the heat of her lips crushing mine in my office. Every touch, every breath—vivid and relentless. 

I jolted awake in the dark, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing against the sheets. Becca stirred beside me, her sleepy eyes blinking open before she noticed the rigid length pressed against her thigh. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips as she reached down, her fingers wrapping around me with a possessive grip. 

“Mmmmm,” she hummed, the sound vibrating through me like a promise. 

Before I could even form a thought, she ducked beneath the covers, her mouth closing around me with practiced ease. The first flick of her tongue sent sparks up my spine, and soon she was working me with a rhythm that had my hips lifting off the mattress. Pleasure coiled tight in my gut, my fingers tangling in the sheets. Then—like a damn curse—Mary’s face flashed behind my eyelids. The memory of her smirk, her hands, her scent. My cock twitched, harder than ever, and Becca moaned around me. 

“Jesus,” she gasped, pulling back just enough to speak, her breath hot against my skin. “You’re insane right now.” 

She didn’t waste another second. In one fluid motion, she swung a leg over my hips, her slick heat already dripping as she sank down onto me. The moment she took me all the way, she let out a shuddering cry, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. Her body was a masterpiece—every curve, every breath, every desperate whimper—and suddenly, Mary was nothing but a ghost. 

Becca came first, her nails digging into my chest as her pussy clenched around me, milking me with each pulse. The sight of her unraveling was all it took—I followed with a groan, spilling into her so hard my vision blurred. She collapsed against me, breathless and laughing, her lips finding mine in the dark. 

Afterward, we cleaned up in comfortable silence, the sheets cool against our skin as we settled back into bed. For the first time in hours, my mind was quiet. 

But the next morning, as I pulled into the parking garage, Mary’s sleek black car was already there, waiting like a predator. I stepped into the elevator, my stomach tight, just as the doors began to slide shut—until a sharp click of heels echoed through the lobby. 

“Hold that, please!” 

I jammed my hand against the door, and there she was. Mary. Her perfume hit me before she did, arms winding around my waist as she pressed herself against me. The doors sealed us in, the elevator lurching upward. Her grip was possessive, her body molding to mine as we passed the lobby without stopping. No witnesses. Just us. 

Then, with a smirk, she reached out and flicked a red switch. The elevator jerked to a halt. 

“Relax,” she purred, her fingers tracing the waistband of my pants. “No cameras. No interruptions.” She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. “Just you and me.” 

I swallowed hard, steeling myself. This had to end. Now. 

“Mary, I’m married,” I said firmly. 

She only laughed, the sound low and wicked. “Oh, I know,” she murmured, her lips brushing my jaw. “That’s what makes it so much fun.”

I took a deep breath, steeling myself as I met her gaze. "Mary, this has to stop," I said firmly, my voice low but resolute. "No more kisses, no more touching, no more flirting. It's making me uncomfortable." My pulse hammered beneath my skin as I forced the words out. "I'm not interested in you—not like that." 

Her dark eyes flickered with something wounded, her full lips parting slightly before pressing into a tight line. "Are you sure that's how you feel?" she murmured, her voice laced with a vulnerability that made my chest ache. 

I swallowed hard. "Yes." 

For a heartbeat, the air between us thickened with unspoken tension. Then, with a quiet sigh, she turned away, flipping the switch to restart the elevator. The hum of machinery filled the silence as she stepped back, putting distance between us. She didn’t look at me again—just stared straight ahead, her shoulders tense, her fingers curling into her palms. The sight of her like that twisted something inside me. I hated that I’d hurt her, but there was no other choice. 

When the doors slid open on our floor, she moved swiftly, her heels clicking against the polished tiles. But just before she disappeared down the hall, she glanced back—one last, lingering look, her dark eyes shimmering with something raw and pleading. Then she was gone, turning toward Jeff’s office without another word. 

I exhaled, running a hand through my hair as I retreated to my own office. Relief warred with guilt, but I clung to the certainty that I’d done the right thing. 

Or so I thought. 

As the day wound down, a sharp knock at my door shattered the quiet. "Come in," I called, barely glancing up from my desk—until I saw her. 

Mary. 

She stepped inside, her movements deliberate, and locked the door behind her with a soft click. My stomach dropped. 

"Are you ready for our date, my love?" she purred, perching on the edge of my desk beside me. The hem of her short black skirt inched higher as she crossed her legs, revealing the smooth expanse of her thighs. My pulse spiked, a traitorous heat flickering low in my gut. 

I gaped at her. "What the hell are you talking about?" 

She tilted her head, amusement dancing in her eyes. "Our date," she repeated, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. "I already called Becca and told her you’d be working late with Jeff tonight." A slow, knowing smile curved her lips. "So we have all the time we need." 

Fury surged through me, white-hot and immediate. "You lied to her?" My hands clenched into fists. "Mary, I made myself clear in the elevator—" 

She giggled, the sound light and mocking. "That was mean," she chided, leaning closer. "You’re such a big liar. Don’t tease me like that anymore, my love." 

"I wasn’t teasing you," I ground out. "I meant every damn word." 

Her smile only widened. "Is that so?" She reached out, tapping my laptop screen with one manicured nail. "Maybe you should check your email." 

Dread coiled in my stomach as I pulled up my inbox. There it was—a message from her, a video attachment waiting. With a sinking feeling, I clicked it. 

The footage was dim, the angle unsettlingly familiar—beneath a desk, the glow of my desk lamp casting long shadows. A pair of legs came into view, clad in trousers I recognized instantly. My trousers. 

Then, with a slow, deliberate tug, they were pulled down—along with my boxers. 

My breath hitched as the video played out, the unmistakable sound of my own ragged breathing filling the room. The camera captured every sinful detail—my hand working my cock, the slick slide of my fingers, the way my hips jerked as pleasure coiled tighter. A soft moan escaped me on-screen, followed by the sharp gasp of my release—and then, damningly, the whisper of a name. 

“Mary.” 

My blood ran cold. 

She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. "See?" she murmured. "You do want me."

"Seems like someone’s not so indifferent to me after all," Mary murmured, her voice dripping with honeyed amusement. "Why don’t you take a peek under your desk, sweetheart?" 

My pulse hammered as I obeyed, my fingers trembling slightly as I reached beneath the polished wood. A faint blue glow pulsed against the shadows, and when I shifted my lamp aside, the cold gleam of a webcam stared back at me, nestled against the inner wall like a hidden voyeur. 

"Oh, don’t look so surprised," she purred, her lips curling into a wicked grin. "It’s linked straight to my computer. And yesterday? Well, let’s just say it finally caught something worth watching." A breathy laugh escaped her, dark and knowing. "Guess I left quite the impression on you. Maybe I should’ve stayed…" 

My throat tightened, words failing me as shock coiled hot in my gut. The office around us had gone eerily silent, the last traces of daylight bleeding away beneath the door. The click of the lock echoed like a gunshot in the sudden stillness. 

"Mmm, perfect," Mary sighed, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Just you and me now, baby." 

Before I could protest, she slid off the desk with feline grace, turning to sink onto my lap in one fluid motion. The weight of her—all lush curves and unyielding dominance—pinned me instantly, her thick thighs bracketing mine. Then she began to move, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles, the friction against my crotch sending sparks up my spine. 

And my traitorous body responded. 

I could feel myself hardening beneath her, the fabric of my slacks straining as my cock swelled, pressing insistently against the heat of her ass. Mary moaned, low and throaty, her fingers tangling in my hair as she leaned in. 

"There it is," she whispered, her breath hot against my lips. "No more pretending." 

In a heartbeat, she twisted in my lap, straddling me fully now, her soaked panties grinding against the length of me. The scent of her arousal—musky and sweet—flooded my senses as her breasts crushed against my chest, her nails scraping my scalp. Then her mouth was on mine, her tongue plunging deep, stealing my breath as she devoured me. 

I tried to push her away, but my hands found only the soft, heavy swell of her tits, my fingers sinking into the plush flesh. She gasped, arching into my touch, her hips jerking against me. 

"God, yes," she whimpered, her fingers making quick work of my belt, my zipper. Then her hand was inside my boxers, her grip tight and demanding as she fisted my cock, stroking me with rough, eager pulls. 

I groaned, my hips bucking into her touch, every nerve alight. She was relentless, her rhythm fast and filthy, her lips never leaving mine. 

Then—with a wicked little smirk—she hooked a finger under the lace of her panties, dragging them aside. The first brush of her slick folds against my cock had me seeing stars. 

"Fuck," I choked out as she sank down, taking me inch by torturous inch. Her pussy clenched around me, hot and impossibly tight, her walls fluttering as she seated herself fully. 

Mary threw her head back with a cry, her nails biting into my shoulders. "Oh, God—yes, just like that," she panted, rolling her hips in slow, sinuous circles. 

I was lost. The sensation of her—so wet, so tight—drove every coherent thought from my mind. My hands gripped her waist, urging her deeper, harder, my moans mingling with hers as pleasure coiled tighter, hotter— 

Until there was nothing left but her. And this. And the raw, aching need between us.

“Oh, God—finally, baby. I’ve felt you aching for this. Dreaming about it. Just like I have.” Mary’s voice was a husky whisper against my lips before her tongue claimed my mouth again, hot and insistent. 

Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, each movement sending electric shocks of pleasure straight through me. My cock throbbed inside her, every inch hypersensitive to the slick, tight heat of her. A groan tore from my throat, raw and unrestrained. Mary pulled back just enough to smirk down at me, her dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she ground harder, faster—owning every reaction she wrung from me. 

“Ohhhh, Mary—fuck—Mary—” My voice was ragged, broken. 

She caught my bottom lip between her teeth, sucking gently before murmuring, “You love me, don’t you, baby? Say it. I need to hear it.” 

I was drowning in her—the scent of her arousal, the way her body moved, the way her breath hitched every time she took me deeper. My hands found her breasts again, kneading the soft weight of them before I dragged my mouth to a stiff nipple, sucking hard. Mary cried out, arching into me, her fingers tangling in my hair to keep me there. 

“Tell me,” she demanded, breathless. “Tell me you love me.” 

Our mouths crashed together again, tongues sliding, teeth clashing—desperate. I couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but feel. Her pussy clenched around me, milking my cock with every slow, filthy roll of her hips. 

“I love you, Mary,” I gasped against her lips. The words sent a jolt through both of us, her answering moan vibrating against my tongue. 

“Again.” Her nails dug into my scalp. 

“I love you.” 

“Louder.” 

“I love you, Mary!” 

She threw her head back with a wild laugh, her body trembling. “More than Becca?” The challenge in her voice was filthy, taunting. 

“Yes—fuck—more than Becca!” The admission was fire in my veins, her answering cry of pleasure only fueling it. 

“Oh God—I’m coming—I’m coming—!” Her voice shattered as her body clenched around me, her inner walls fluttering in tight, rhythmic pulses. I groaned, gripping her hips as she rode out her climax, her moans muffled against my mouth. 

When she finally stilled, breathless and flushed, she lifted herself just enough to let my cock slip free, glistening with her slick arousal. Her clothes were gone in seconds—skirt, blouse, bra—all discarded in a heap. The sight of her, bare and wanton on the edge of my desk, legs spread in open invitation, sent a fresh surge of need through me. 

“You want more,” she purred, dragging a fingertip down her stomach. “So take it. Fuck me like you mean it.” 

I didn’t hesitate. Stripping the rest of my clothes, I stepped between her thighs and slammed into her in one deep thrust. Her scream of pleasure echoed in the empty office as I claimed her, our bodies crashing together in a frenzy of skin and sweat and hunger. Mary’s arms locked around my neck, her mouth hot on mine as we moved—faster, harder—until the world blurred into nothing but the feel of her, the sound of her, the way she whispered my name like a prayer. 

And God help me—I never wanted to stop.

"Ohhhh, Mary... I can't hold on much longer," I groaned, my voice thick with need, my body coiled tight with the promise of release. Every thrust sent sparks of white-hot pleasure up my spine, my cock throbbing inside her, desperate for the inevitable. 

"YES! God, yes, baby—don’t stop!" Mary gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as she arched beneath me. Her voice was ragged, breathless with want. "Fill me up, I need it—need you inside me, deep where you belong. Let me have it all, my love... give me everything!" 

Her words hit me like a shock of ice water. Pregnant? My pulse stuttered, a sudden spike of panic cutting through the haze of lust. Instinctively, I tried to pull back, but Mary was relentless. Her thighs locked around my hips like a vise, her body refusing to let me go. 

"No, no—don’t you dare," she panted, her grip tightening, her pussy clenching around me in a way that made my vision blur. "You’re not leaving me now, not when I’m so close... not when you’re mine." 

I was trapped—her heat, her hunger, the slick, sinful way she milked my cock with every desperate roll of her hips. The pleasure was unbearable, overwhelming, and I was losing the battle fast. 

Then her mouth crashed into mine, her tongue claiming me as ruthlessly as her body did, and I was done. A ragged cry tore from my throat as I came, hard, my entire body shuddering as I emptied myself into her in hot, pulsing waves. She moaned against my lips, her fingers tangled in my hair, her cunt squeezing every last drop from me until I was trembling, spent. 

When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, her eyes dark with satisfaction. She looked at me—triumphant, possessive—and I knew there was no going back. 

She had won. And God help me, I’d never wanted anything more.


The Lonely Housewife

My career in finance consumes most of my waking hours—demanding, relentless, but undeniably rewarding. The perks are lavish, the lifestyle privileged, yet there’s always been something missing. A hunger. An ache. By the time I neared thirty, the sterile swipes of Tinder left me hollow, craving something deeper, more intoxicating. So I wandered into darker, more tantalizing corners of the internet—forums where desire wasn’t just hinted at, but laid bare. 

It was a world of mature women, confident and knowing. Sophistication dripped from their words like honey, their allure undimmed by time. If anything, age had sharpened their edges, made them more dangerous. More irresistible. I lingered there, scrolling through profiles, admiring curves and smirks, the way some posed with a glass of wine, others with nothing but a teasing glance over their shoulder. 

Then—her. 

Julie. 

One post, one exchange, and suddenly my pulse was a live wire. We slipped into private messages like old lovers reuniting, the chemistry instantaneous. She praised my eloquence, surprised by my maturity. I laid myself bare—my heritage, my career, the years spent climbing corporate ladders while my body begged for release. She listened, intrigued, her own confessions slipping between us like silk. 

A marriage gone stale. A husband indifferent to her needs, content to let her seek pleasure elsewhere so long as he could watch. The thought sent heat coiling low in my gut. 

At fifty-eight, she was a vision—silver hair like spun moonlight, a smile that promised wicked things. Her photos were a revelation: full, heavy breasts, dusky nipples I ached to taste, the kind of curves meant to be worshipped. Distance meant nothing when fate intervened—a business trip would bring me within reach. 

But first, her husband’s approval. His supervision. 

The idea should’ve unnerved me. Instead, anticipation thrummed through my veins.

The idea sent a jolt of uncertainty through me—this was uncharted territory. I’d seen those videos, of course, the ones where some well-endowed stranger takes center stage while the husband watches, but I wasn’t that guy. My body was… average. Unremarkable. Yet after long conversations with both Julie and her husband, the nerves settled into something hotter, something eager. We set a date. An address was exchanged. 

The day arrived, and I prepared like a man stepping into the unknown—extra spritz of cologne, mint sharp on my tongue, my pulse thrumming as I pulled up to their house. It was stunning, all manicured hedges and quiet luxury. My knuckles rapped against the side gate, my breath shallow. John—her husband—was waiting in the garden, a dog curled lazily in his lap. His grin was wide, welcoming, while mine faltered, a flicker of doubt whispering through me. What the hell am I doing here? 

Then the back door opened. 

Julie stood there, wrapped in nothing but a silken robe, the fabric clinging to her curves. She was exactly as she’d promised in her photos—those silver-threaded waves, the knowing glint in her eyes. Our hands met in a stiff greeting, the air thick with unspoken hunger. But I couldn’t wait. My arms slid around her, pulling her close, and then—our lips crashed together. 

No hesitation. No restraint. 

Her mouth was warm, her tongue teasing against mine, and just like that, every message, every filthy fantasy we’d shared ignited between us. The robe slipped open, baring her completely—soft, full breasts, dusky nipples already pebbled tight. My palms cupped their weight, thumbs circling those tempting peaks as my lips traced the delicate column of her throat. A breathy moan escaped her, and for a heartbeat, we forgot John existed. 

Her fingers worked my shirt buttons free, her mouth following, hot and wet as she laved a path down my chest. My breath hitched. Every inch of skin she uncovered burned under her touch. Then her hands found my belt, the slow drag of the zipper maddening. My cock strained against my boxers, the fabric tented obscenely. Her fingers grazed the length of me through the cotton, and I groaned, hips jerking forward. 

A wicked smile curled her lips as she yanked my boxers down, freeing me. Her grip tightened at the base, her tongue flicking out to taste the bead of pre-cum glistening at my tip. Then—Christ—her mouth swallowed me down, slow and deliberate. The wet heat of her was exquisite, her tongue swirling along my shaft before dipping lower, tracing the sensitive skin beneath. Just like she’d promised. Just like I’d begged for. 

Her lips sealed around me again, sucking hard, and my fingers tangled in her hair. I was close—too close—but she pulled back with a sinful smirk, leading me toward the bed. The real fun was just beginning.

Our naked bodies tangled together, skin sliding against skin with an electric friction that sent shivers down my spine. My tongue teased hers in a slow, sensual dance while my palms cupped her full breasts—kneading, squeezing, rolling those stiffened nipples between my fingers until her breath hitched. I trailed my lips down the delicate curve of her neck, tasting salt and perfume, and her moans vibrated against my mouth. Every inch of her was warm, pliant, and utterly intoxicating. 

My hand drifted lower, fingers tracing the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, until I found her slick and waiting. She was drenched, her arousal coating my fingers as I parted her folds, circling her swollen clit with deliberate strokes. A gasp tore from her throat just as movement caught my eye—John stood in the shadows, stroking himself, his gaze locked on where my fingers worked his wife. The knowledge of his watching only stoked the fire inside me. I wanted to unravel her completely. 

I dragged my tongue down her body, worshipping every inch—suckling at her nipples until they pebbled harder, scraping my teeth just enough to make her arch. Her chest heaved, her fingers twisting in my hair as I moved lower, lower… Her thighs fell open in silent invitation. Shaved smooth, her pussy glistened, the scent of her arousal thick and heady. My first lick was slow, savoring the tang of her on my tongue before delving deeper, lapping at her entrance before swirling back up to her clit. 

She whimpered, her hips lifting off the bed, chasing my mouth. I didn’t relent—fingers plunging inside her while my tongue flicked and teased, relentless. Her breath came in ragged pants, her thighs trembling around my head. When I pulled back just to lick my fingers clean, her eyes darkened with hunger. That look alone nearly undid me. 

I returned to her clit with renewed fervor, sucking lightly before grazing it with my teeth. Her back arched off the mattress, a broken cry spilling from her lips as her orgasm crashed over her. Her thighs clamped around my head, her entire body shuddering as pleasure wracked through her. 

I kissed my way back up her body, our mouths meeting in a messy, desperate clash. Then she rolled me onto my back, straddling me with a wicked smile before sinking down onto my cock in one smooth motion. Her wet heat enveloped me, so tight, so perfect. She rode me hard, her breasts swaying above me, her nails digging into my chest. 

The slap of skin against skin filled the room, her moans growing louder with every thrust. I gripped her hips, guiding her, driving deeper until she clenched around me, her climax building again. When she begged me to fill her, I lost control—pounding into her until my release tore through me, spilling inside her as her own orgasm ripped through her body. 

Afterward, we lay tangled together, sweat-slicked and sated. She walked me to the door, still gloriously naked, her lips lingering on mine in a final, searing kiss. The memory of her taste, her touch, the way she came apart beneath me—it all felt surreal. Unbelievable. And yet, the ache in my muscles, the scent of her still on my skin, proved it was real.


My Best Friend's Mom


Chapter 1

Tommy and I have been thick as thieves since freshman year—two misfits glued together by late-night gaming marathons and the kind of friendship that doesn’t need words. His house became my second home, mostly because his setup was next-level, but also because of her. 

Laura Singer. 

Even thinking her name sends a jolt through me. I’ve never dared call her by her first name out loud, though God knows I’ve whispered it in the dark, alone in my bed. She’s everything I shouldn’t want—older, untouchable, Tommy’s mother—but that doesn’t stop the hunger gnawing at me. 

At eighteen, I’m painfully aware of how inexperienced I am. The thought of touching her, pleasing her, ties my stomach in knots. Would she laugh at me? Would she even let me try? 

But Christ, she’s breathtaking. Tall and elegant, with honey-brown hair that falls in waves down her back. Her skin is porcelain, flawless, and her lips—soft, always slightly parted—make my pulse race. And her body? Fuck. Slender but curved in all the right places, the kind of figure that makes my mouth go dry. The way she moves, the way her clothes cling just enough to hint at what’s underneath… it’s torture. 

Then there’s her laugh, her art, the way she plays piano like she’s pouring her soul into the keys. Everything about her is intoxicating. And tonight, like every night, I’m drawn back to their house, chasing the high of just being near her. 

--- 

Part 1 

The familiar creak of the Singer’s front door sends a thrill down my spine. Tommy’s probably already holed up in his room, controller in hand, oblivious as always. But she’s here. I can feel it. 

I pad down the hallway, heart hammering, and there she is—sprawled across her bed in a sleek black suit, newspaper in hand. The sight of her like that, relaxed yet effortlessly commanding, hits me like a punch to the gut. 

“Nick,” she says, glancing up. Her voice is warm, amused. “How are you?” 

My throat tightens. Fuck. Just her attention alone is enough to unravel me. I fumble for words, my palms slick with sweat. “I—uh—hey. Good. You?” 

She stretches, rolling her shoulders with a sigh, and my gaze drops to the curve of her neck, the hint of collarbone peeking from her blouse. “Exhausted,” she murmurs, kicking off her heels. 

The simple act of her bare feet against the sheets is obscenely erotic. My cock twitches, traitorous, and heat floods my face. I can’t breathe. Can’t think. 

“I—Mrs. Singer—I should—” I stammer, backing toward the door like a coward. 

Her lips quirk. “Running away so soon?” 

Yes. Because if I stay, I’ll do something stupid. Like drop to my knees and beg.

Her lips curve into that knowing smile again—the one that makes my stomach tighten and my pulse race. She’s fully aware of the effect she has on me, and the realization sends a jolt of heat straight to my groin. I stumble backward, my face burning, before turning to flee like some flustered idiot. 

“Nick?” Her voice stops me mid-step, smooth and teasing. I hesitate, then peer back around the doorframe like a guilty child caught staring. 

“Are you staying for dinner?” 

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. Words fail me, so I just nod, terrified that if I open my mouth, I’ll blurt out something humiliating—like how badly I want to taste her instead of whatever she’s cooking. 

“Great,” she murmurs, stretching languidly, the fabric of her blouse pulling taut across her chest. “Give me a little bit. I need to shower.” 

My breath hitches. Shower. The word echoes in my head, igniting a vivid, forbidden image—steam curling over her bare skin, water sluicing down the curve of her back, her fingers trailing lower— 

Fuck. I squeeze my eyes shut, willing my traitorous body under control. Did she say it deliberately? After all this time, has she noticed the way my gaze lingers on her, hungry and desperate? Or am I just some pathetic kid projecting his fantasies onto her? 

“Okay,” I choke out before bolting for Tommy’s room, my heart hammering against my ribs. 

Dinner is its usual chaotic affair—Tommy rambling about some new game, forks clattering, the warm glow of the kitchen light softening the edges of everything. Except her. Mrs. Singer is sharp, magnetic, effortlessly holding my attention even as she humors Tommy’s nerdy tangents. 

I try to act mature, steering the conversation toward her world—work, literature, the places she’s traveled. Her eyes lock onto mine, dark and amused, and when Tommy interrupts with some inane comment about elves, she barely glances his way. Instead, her fingers brush my hand—just a fleeting touch—but it sends sparks skittering up my arm. 

“Alright, boys,” she finally says, rising with effortless grace. “I’m gonna clear up and then do my exercises. You two go tackle that homework.” 

The second Tommy vanishes, I seize my chance. “You—you look like you’re in great shape, Mrs. Singer,” I blurt, then immediately want to kick myself. Smooth, Nick. 

She turns, that damn smile playing on her lips again, and my stomach flips. “I need to stay trim, Nick,” she purrs, running her hands down her hips in a way that’s absolutely deliberate. The way her blouse clings to her curves, the teasing arch of her brow— 

I’m rock-hard in an instant, my jeans suddenly too tight. Panic flares, and I scramble for something—anything—to say that doesn’t sound like a hormonal mess. But all I can think about is how badly I want her to see me as more than just some dumb kid. 

And the way she’s looking at me right now? 

It’s like she already does.

Part 1: 

“Let me help with these,” I murmur, already gathering the dishes from the living room before she can refuse. My pulse thrums as I carry them into the kitchen, my fingers brushing against the smooth porcelain, imagining them tracing the curve of her waist instead. I can’t stop myself—the words spill out before I can second-guess them. “You don’t need to worry about staying trim, Mrs. Singer. You already look incredible.” 

She freezes, her hands hovering over the counter, and turns to me. The air between us crackles. “Do you really think so?” Her voice is soft, almost disbelieving, and it sends a jolt through me. No one’s told her that in a long time, I realize. The thought makes my chest tighten. I want to say more—God, I want to tell her how her body makes my thoughts unravel—but I bite my tongue. 

Instead, I focus on the dishes, loading the dishwasher with deliberate movements, my skin burning where her gaze lingers. “You’re very sweet, Nick,” she murmurs, and the way she says my name—like it’s something forbidden—has me gripping the edge of the sink just to steady myself. 

Then I turn, and suddenly she’s right there, her warmth seeping into me as we nearly collide. The scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating—wraps around me. We both stumble, laughing, but the sound is breathless, charged. She tilts her head up, those deep brown eyes locking onto mine, and for a heartbeat, I’m lost in them. The way she has to look up at me sends a possessive thrill through my veins. I could take control here. I could— 

But my tongue betrays me, thick and useless in my mouth. She gives me a small, knowing smile before slipping past, her hip brushing mine in a way that can’t be accidental. My body reacts instantly, heat pooling low in my stomach. By the time I regain my senses, she’s already gliding away, leaving me aching and frustrated. 

I finish the dishes in silence, my mind racing. Did she thank me for the help—or for the way my eyes lingered on her? The question burns, but I don’t dare ask. Instead, I retreat to Tommy’s room, my skin still humming from her nearness. 

Part 2: 

Mrs. Singer’s art gallery is her sanctuary—a world of bold strokes and whispered secrets. She moves through it like a queen, her passion evident in every curated piece. I’ve done my research, flipping through art history books late at night, memorizing terms just to impress her. I want her to see me as more than just a boy. 

And then there’s the painting. 

Tucked away in her private study, hidden from casual eyes, is a self-portrait—her, bare and unapologetic, every curve rendered in aching detail. I shouldn’t have seen it. But I did. And now it’s seared into my mind, a temptation I can’t escape. The way the light caresses her skin, the defiant tilt of her chin—it’s art, yes, but it’s also a fantasy. One that leaves me restless, my fingers itching to trace the same lines the artist did. 

I want to talk to her about it. To prove I understand more than just pixels and game consoles. To show her I see her—not just as Tommy’s mom, but as a woman who sets my blood on fire. 

But for now, I keep my distance. Watching. Waiting. Wondering if she’d ever let me get close enough to touch.

The afternoon sun slants through the windows as Tommy and I step inside the house a few days later. The air is thick with the scent of her perfume—something floral and expensive—before I even see her. And then there she is, standing in the living room like a vision, dressed to kill in a pink dress that clings to every curve, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs. My throat goes dry. 

High heels make her legs look endless, and her hair—Christ—it’s tousled in that effortless way that makes me ache to run my fingers through it. Gold earrings catch the light when she turns her head, and her lips are glossy, parted slightly as she checks her phone. Tommy barely spares her a glance before bolting upstairs, leaving me alone with her. My pulse kicks up. 

"Hi, Mrs. Singer," I manage, my voice rough. "You going out?" 

She looks up, and her smile is slow, deliberate. "Yup!" The word is playful, almost sing-song, and she flutters her lashes in a way that sends heat straight to my groin. 

"I was going to say!" The words tumble out before I can stop them, too eager, too obvious. 

Her head tilts, curiosity sparking in her dark eyes. "What were you going to say, Nick?" 

Fuck. I swallow hard, my palms damp. "Oh, well, nothing, I—" 

"Tell me." Her voice drops, a challenge. "Please. What?" 

I’m drowning. Every coherent thought evaporates under her gaze. "I just—um—figured you were going out because…" My tongue feels too big for my mouth. "You look… really…" 

She arches a brow, and I swear she’s enjoying this. Watching me squirm. My face burns. 

"Very what, Nick?" She takes a step closer, and her perfume wraps around me. "You’re usually so articulate." 

Is she teasing me? My stomach twists. "I guess you’re making me nervous, Mrs. Singer." 

Her lips curve. "Why would I make you nervous? You see me all the time." 

But not like this. Not with her skin glowing, her dress riding up when she shifts her weight. Not when every glance feels charged. 

"Okay, fine." She plants her hands on her hips, all mock exasperation. "I look very…?" 

God, she’s relentless. My pulse hammers. "You look… really pretty." The admission hangs between us, raw and too honest. 

Her expression softens, just for a second. "Really, Nick?" Her fingers brush my shoulder, light as a whisper, but it’s enough to make my breath catch. "That’s sweet. You’re a good boy." 

Good boy. The words shouldn’t send a jolt through me, but they do. Then she’s gone in a swirl of perfume and the click of heels, calling over her shoulder about dinner in the oven. The door shuts, and I’m left standing there, torn between pride at making her smile and the bitter twist in my gut. She called me a kid. And she’s definitely going on a date. 

The next time I see her, it’s a week later, late at night in the kitchen. Steam curls from the kettle as she pours hot water into a mug, her robe slipping slightly off one shoulder. 

"Making tea, Nick," she says without looking up. "Want some? It’s some weird herbal crap, though." 

I don’t give a damn about the tea. But I’ll take any excuse to stand this close to her, to watch the way her fingers curl around the cup. "Yeah," I say, my voice too rough. "Thanks." 

Her eyes flick to mine, and for a second, I think she knows.

The moment I step into the kitchen, my breath catches. There she is—Mrs. Singer—leaning against the counter in those impossibly tight jeans that hug every curve, the loose top slipping just enough to reveal the smooth, tantalizing expanse of her back. My fingers twitch with the need to trace the delicate line of her spine, to feel the warmth of her skin beneath my touch. A familiar heat coils low in my belly, my cock stirring insistently, as if it has a mind of its own whenever she’s near. 

Desperate to say something—anything—I blurt out some nonsense about her shoes, my voice cracking like a damn teenager. 

Her lips curve into that knowing little smirk, the one that makes my pulse stutter. "Am I making you nervous again, Nick?" she purrs, tilting her head just so. 

My throat tightens. "I, er...you..." I stare at the floor like it holds the answers to my pathetic existence. 

She steps closer, her voice dropping to a teasing murmur. "What, Nick? Is there a problem with me? Do you not like me?" 

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. My brain short-circuits, my mouth moving before I can stop it. "Oh, no! What? I do, no. Yes, I...I really do...er..." Fuck. I sound like an idiot. 

She laughs softly, raising a hand to mercifully cut me off. "Mrs. Singer," I finally manage, though it comes out in a strangled mumble. "I...I think you're awesome." 

Her eyes sparkle as she pours the tea, her fingers delicate around the cup. "Oh, Nick," she murmurs, handing it to me, her touch lingering just a second too long. "You really are so sweet. I like you too. And you don’t need to be so nervous around me, okay?" 

Then she glides over to the couch, settling in with effortless grace, the newspaper in her hands forgotten as she crosses her legs. Every movement is hypnotic, deliberate. I can’t look away. 

--- 

A few days later, fate throws me another curveball—Mrs. Singer, sitting in the dentist’s waiting room like some kind of divine joke. I spot her instantly, but I hover near the reception desk, stealing glances, waiting to see if she’ll acknowledge me. 

And then— 

"Nick?" 

Her voice curls around me, warm and amused. I turn, and holy shit, the way she’s looking at me—lips parted, eyes dark with something I don’t dare name—is nothing like the casual ease of her kitchen. 

"Hello, Mrs. Singer," I say, forcing a smile that probably looks more like a grimace. "How are you?" 

She sighs dramatically, twisting her hair up in a way that exposes the elegant line of her neck. "Oh, you know," she muses, her voice dripping with playful exasperation. "Nobody likes the dentist, Nick." 

I swallow hard. "I suppose not, but, well, you know...um..." 

Her eyebrow arches, that smirk returning. "Being shy again, Nick? Why is it you can’t form sentences around me, but I hear you talking non-stop with Tommy?" 

My mouth goes dry as she leans forward, her cleavage pressing together in a way that sends blood rushing south. She knows. She has to know what she’s doing to me. 

"I...you...um..." 

Her lips part, her gaze locking onto mine. "I, what, Nick?" 

She’s a goddess. A fucking fantasy. And I’m just a stammering mess in her presence. 

"You, er..." 

I’m so screwed.

The moment is shattered when a dental assistant steps into the waiting area, calling out, “Laura?” My shoulders sag with relief, and I swipe a hand over my forehead, the tension draining away in one shaky exhale. Mrs. Singer lets out a soft, knowing laugh, her eyes dancing with amusement at my obvious discomfort. 

“Alright, Nick. You’re adorable. Don’t be a stranger—I expect to see you at the house soon.” Her fingers rake playfully through my hair, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine, before she saunters off toward the exam room. I can’t help but stare, my gaze locked onto the hypnotic sway of her hips, the way her jeans cling to every curve. My body reacts instantly, heat pooling low in my stomach, my cock stiffening in my pants. Fuck. Not exactly the ideal place for that kind of reaction. 

Later that evening, I find myself at her place again. She’s dressed to kill—some silky blouse that dips just low enough to tease, paired with tight black pants that leave nothing to the imagination. The sight of her steals my breath all over again. 

“Oh, hey, Nick. Long time no see, huh?” Her lips curve into that slow, knowing smile, the one that makes my pulse stutter. “You boys heading out tonight?” There’s something in her tone, a flicker of something—maybe hope for privacy, maybe something else entirely. 

“Uh, not sure yet. What about you? You look… um…” Shit. Here we go again, my brain short-circuiting under the weight of her presence. 

“Nick.” Her voice is firm, but there’s no real bite to it. “We’ve talked about this.” 

“Yeah, I know. I’m sorry. I just—” 

“Stop apologizing,” she interrupts, her fingers brushing lightly against my arm, sending sparks skittering across my skin. Her eyes hold mine for a beat too long before she turns toward the mirror, adjusting her hair. Christ. The way the light catches her, the way she moves—every inch of her is pure temptation. 

Gathering what little courage I have left, I force the words out. “You look beautiful, Mrs. Singer. So I’m guessing you’ve got plans?” 

Her reflection smirks at me in the mirror. “Nick, did you just check out my ass?” Her tone is a mix of mock scolding and amusement, and I can’t tell if she’s actually annoyed or just playing with me. But the way her hips shift slightly, the way she doesn’t turn away—it’s an invitation. 

“Hell yes, I did,” I admit, my voice bolder than I feel. No point in lying. 

“Nicholas!” She gasps, but it’s laced with laughter, her eyes wide with feigned shock. Then, without missing a beat, she turns back to the mirror, striking a deliberate pose. “Well? What do you think?” 

My mouth goes dry. Is she serious? 

“What do I think… about what?” I play dumb, dragging it out, enjoying the game now. 

“You know exactly what, Nick.” She arches a brow, her voice dropping to a warning purr. “Tell me, or I’ll get very angry with you.” 

“Then I definitely won’t say,” I tease, matching her tone. 

“Nicholas!” She whirls on me, closing the distance between us in one fluid step. Her finger jabs into my chest, her breath warm against my skin. “You’re impossible. Just say it.” 

The air between us crackles, thick with something unspoken. My heart hammers against my ribs, sweat prickling at the back of my neck. 

“Fine. You win.” I exhale, my voice rough. “You’ve got the most incredible ass I’ve ever seen. Happy now?” 

For a second, she just stares at me, her expression unreadable. Then, with a slow, deliberate turn, she faces the mirror again, gathering her hair up. But I catch it—the faintest curve of her lips, that secret little smile. 

“You can look,” she murmurs, her voice low, husky. “But don’t even think about touching.” 

And just like that, she’s gone, leaving me standing there, aching and utterly wrecked.

The following week, I find myself back at their place for another overnight stay. Tommy’s still out, so I slip inside quietly, the house dimly lit with a warm, inviting glow. It’s just past nine when I spot Mrs. Singer lounging in the living room, and my breath catches in my throat. 

“Oh, Nick,” she purrs, her voice laced with something intoxicating—maybe the wine, maybe something else. “How are you feeling?” 

I can’t answer right away. She’s a vision—wrapped in a sleek black dress that clings to every curve, the delicate lace teasing glimpses of smooth skin beneath. The fabric shimmers under the soft light, and my fingers twitch with the need to trace the lines of her body. 

“Go on,” she teases, swirling the stem of her glass between her fingers. “Tell me how good I look. Don’t be shy, Nick. Look all you want.” 

My mouth goes dry. “Mrs. Singer, I—” 

She bursts into laughter, the sound rich and unguarded. “God, I’m sorry,” she giggles, swaying slightly on her feet. “I’ve had a few drinks, and now I’m being very inappropriate. As if a handsome young man like you would ever stare at me like that.” 

I swallow hard. “What’s gotten into you tonight?” But she’s right—she’s breathtaking. 

“Spectacular?” she suggests, tilting her head. “Irresistible?” 

“Yes,” I admit, my voice low. “All of that and more.” I try to steady myself, but the way she’s looking at me—playful, daring—makes my pulse race. “Are you heading out?” 

She shakes her head, sinking onto the couch with a languid grace that sends heat straight to my groin. “Just got back, actually. Now I’m all cozy and ready for a movie. Any suggestions?” She stretches out, her dress riding up just enough to make my imagination run wild. 

I smirk. “To Die For? Ever seen it?” 

Her brow arches. “No. What’s it about?” 

“An older woman who—” 

She cuts me off with a raised finger, her lips quirking. “Okay, enough, you little devil.” She takes another sip of wine, her gaze heavy-lidded. “What about you? Big plans tonight? Hot date?” 

I feign a cough. “Actually, I’m not feeling great. Might just stay in. With Tommy, I mean.” 

The smile she gives me is private, knowing. “Well, if you’re sticking around, you might as well join me. Beats watching alone.” 

My heart slams against my ribs. 

So we settle in, the movie playing in the background. Tommy’s there too, but I position myself right beside her, close enough to catch her perfume—something warm and floral, with a hint of spice. As the night wears on, I let my exhaustion take over, my head dropping onto her shoulder. 

She doesn’t pull away. 

Instead, her arm slips around me, pulling me closer. I nestle against her, my cheek pressed to the soft swell of her breast, the thin fabric of her dress the only barrier between us. I’m “asleep,” of course—what harm could there be? My hand drifts to her waist, fingers splaying over the curve of her stomach, and she doesn’t stop me. 

Heaven. Absolute heaven. And from the way her breath hitches, just for a second, I know she doesn’t mind at all.

The moment I wake, my body is already thrumming with restless energy, my skin still humming from the memory of her warmth pressed against me last night. The sheets are tangled around my hips, my cock hard and aching as I stroke myself, imagining her soft curves beneath my palms, the way her breath hitched when I dared to touch her. My fantasies are sharper now, more vivid—fueled by the intoxicating reality of having held her, even if only under the guise of sleep. 

By the time I wander into the kitchen, the morning light spills over her in a way that makes my pulse stutter. She’s wrapped in that silky pink robe, the fabric clinging just enough to hint at the curves beneath. I stretch with exaggerated laziness, letting out a yawn loud enough to draw her gaze. 

“Morning, sweetie,” she murmurs, and the endearment sends a jolt straight to my groin. “You were so out of it last night—like a sleepy little puppy.” 

I feign ignorance, but my heart hammers against my ribs. She noticed. She remembered. And she didn’t push me away. 

“What do you mean, Mrs. Singer?” I ask, playing dumb even as my voice comes out rougher than I intend. 

She turns toward me, her lips curving in that knowing way that makes my stomach tighten. “Oh, come on, Nick. You were practically glued to me. Not that I minded.” Her tone is light, teasing, but there’s something beneath it—something warm and inviting. 

“I—uh—well, you’re… nice to hold,” I fumble, then immediately want to kick myself. Nice? That’s the best I can do? 

But she just laughs, soft and throaty, and my cock twitches in response. “Nice, huh? Is that all?” 

Before I can stop myself, I step closer, drawn in by the heat of her, the scent of her perfume—something floral and expensive. She’s facing the sink, her hands busy with dishes, so I take the chance. My arms slide around her waist, my chest pressing against her back as I nuzzle into the curve of her neck. 

“Maybe not just nice,” I murmur, letting my lips brush her skin. 

I feel her breath catch, the way her body tenses—just for a second—before she relaxes into me. And then, unmistakably, the shift of her hips, the subtle press back against me. My cock throbs, straining against my briefs, and I know she feels it when she lets out a quiet, breathless laugh. 

“Oh, Nick,” she sighs, her voice laced with amusement—and something else. Something darker. “You’re such a bad boy.” 

I should pull away. I should. But instead, I let my hands drift lower, just a fraction, my fingers skimming the swell of her hips. 

She doesn’t stop me. 

Later, when I slip past her bedroom door, she calls me in without hesitation. The sight of her nearly knocks the air from my lungs—that fitted dress hugging every inch of her, the hint of lace peeking out from the neckline. My mouth goes dry. 

“Well?” she prompts, turning in a slow circle, letting me drink her in. “Do I pass inspection?” 

I swallow hard. “You’re fucking breathtaking.” 

The words slip out before I can stop them, raw and honest. Her eyes darken, her lips parting just slightly. 

“Good,” she murmurs, stepping closer. “Because I like knowing you’re watching.” 

And just like that, I’m lost all over again.

She called me sweetie again—that word, dripping from her lips like honey, sent a jolt straight through me. My pulse hammered, but I forced my voice steady. "You look... breathtaking. Maybe too breathtaking?" My gaze flicked pointedly to the sliver of lace peeking from her dress. 

Her lips curved, pleased, then she tilted her head, feigning innocence. "Whatever do you mean, Nick?" 

I swallowed, my throat tight. "Your bra’s showing, Mrs. Singer. Is that... intentional?" 

She bit her lip, considering. "Too much?" 

I exhaled, trying to sound mature, helpful. "What’s the goal today?" 

"Closing a deal at the gallery." 

"So the goal isn’t to have men tripping over themselves?" 

Her laugh was low, wicked. "If it gets me what I want? Then yes. Absolutely." 

I blinked, stunned. "That’s... kinda ruthless." 

Her smile faltered. "Does that make me sound like a manipulative bitch, Nick?" 

Yes. But I shrugged, looking away. "I don’t know. What do I know?" 

"Not everyone can be as noble as you, Nicholas," she snapped, and I stiffened—she only used my full name when she was annoyed. Then she sighed, shaking her head. "But you’re right. I’ll change. I don’t need to be that kind of woman." She laughed, but her eyes darkened when she caught me staring at the way her dress clung to her hips. “Though I’m glad you liked it.” Her voice dropped, husky, and my jeans strained instantly. 

Mortified, I bolted. "Good luck!" I shouted over my shoulder, fleeing before she could see just how much I liked it. 

--- 

Part 5 

Tommy invited me to their beach house that weekend, and of course I said yes. Now here I was, trapped in this surreal bubble—Tommy glued to his Game Boy, his dad buried in the newspaper or napping, leaving her and me in this charged, unspoken tension. 

Mrs. Singer was everywhere. Strolling the shore in that barely-there bikini, water sluicing down her curves as she emerged from the waves, stretching out on the sand like a sun-drunk goddess. And I couldn’t look away. 

She knew it, too. 

A slow arch of her back, a lazy turn of her head—her eyes met mine, and she smiled, that secret, knowing curl of her lips that said I see you watching. 

Later, back at the house, she cornered me before dinner, her perfume wrapping around me. "Nick," she murmured, fingers brushing my arm. "Thank you. For today." 

My throat went dry. "For... what?" 

"For seeing me." Her voice cracked, just a little. "My husband doesn’t. Not anymore. But you... you look." 

I flushed, caught, but her hand pressed against my chest, warm through my shirt. 

“I liked it.” Her breath hitched. "You made me feel... desired." 

Christ. She was everything—all soft skin and heat and that look in her eyes. 

"Mrs. Singer, I—" 

"Tell me," she whispered. "Say it."

“Christ, Mrs. Singer... you’re breathtaking. Every inch of you today—and right now—is pure temptation.” My voice is rough, husky with the heat pooling low in my gut as she lingers so close, her perfume wrapping around me like an illicit promise. 

She laughs, soft and throaty, her fingers brushing my arm. “Oh, Nicholas, you sweet, wicked boy. My husband used to say things like that—before he forgot I existed.” A flicker of something raw crosses her face before she smirks, tilting her head. “But I suppose I have you to appreciate me now, don’t I?” 

The way she says it—teasing, but with an edge of hunger—sends a jolt straight through me. I swallow hard, shifting on my feet. “Are you joining us for dinner?” she murmurs, her thumb tracing idle circles on my wrist. “I’d love the company.” 

As if I could refuse. 

Later, the house is quiet, the others retired for the night. The rich, velvety notes of the piano spill through the air as I find her in the dim glow of the living room, fingers dancing over the keys. 

“Mozart, Mrs. Singer?” I ask, stepping closer. 

She doesn’t look up, but her lips curve. “Beethoven, Nicholas. Honestly, you should know better.” 

“You play beautifully,” I admit, leaning against the piano. “Maybe you could teach me sometime. About music. About... anything.” 

Her gaze lifts, dark and knowing. “Can you play?” 

“No. But I’d love to learn.” I hold her stare, pulse hammering. “I play guitar, though. Maybe you could show me how to handle... other instruments.” 

“Tips, Nicholas,” she corrects, arching a brow. “I could give you tips." 

A reckless grin tugs at my mouth. “Tits, Mrs. Singer?” 

Her gasp is theatrical, but the flush creeping up her neck is real. “Nicholas!” She swats at me, laughing despite herself. “You absolute devil. You know damn well what I said.” 

“Shame,” I murmur, shameless. “Because I’d love your tits. But I’ll take whatever you’re willing to give.” 

Her eyes spark, but she doesn’t scold me. Instead, she pats the bench beside her. “Sit.” 

I do, our thighs pressing together, the contact sending a current of electricity straight to my cock. She guides my hands to the keys, her fingers warm over mine—and then my elbow grazes the soft swell of her breast. 

Neither of us pretends it was an accident. 

“You’re sweet,” she murmurs, her breath warm against my ear. “And far too clever for your own good. I adore having you here.” 

“I adore being here,” I whisper back. 

She shows me chords, her body pressed close, every shift of her hips deliberate. And just like that, I’m lost—determined to learn, to memorize every curve of her, every sigh, every stolen glance. 

Days later, I find her again. The living room. That dress—crimson and sinful, clinging to every perfect dip and swell of her. I linger in the doorway, drinking her in, the way she lounges with effortless grace, one leg crossed over the other. 

Then she shifts, just enough to give me a view that steals my breath. 

“Damn, Mrs. Singer,” I rasp, stepping inside. “You’re fucking fire tonight.” 

Her smile is slow, wicked. “Am I, Nicholas?” 

And just like that, the game begins again.

“Nicholas!” Her voice is a breathy mix of scandalized delight, her fingers fluttering to her chest in exaggerated shock. “A woman my age shouldn’t be spoken to like that.” But the way her hips sway, the deliberate arch of her back—she’s putting on a show, and I’m the only audience that matters. 

“But it’s true,” I murmur, stepping closer, my gaze raking over the sinful curve of her body in that red dress. “You’re fucking breathtaking. That dress was made for you.” 

A slow, knowing smile curls her lips as she tilts her head. “Oh, I know, darling. Any man with eyes would want me. Don’t you agree?” There’s a hunger in her voice, a raw need for validation—or maybe just for me. 

My pulse kicks up. “Want you how, Mrs. Singer?” I play dumb, but my body betrays me, heat coiling low in my gut. 

She doesn’t blink. “Don’t be coy, Nick.” Her fingers trail up my arm, sending sparks under my skin. “I mean take me. Fuck me. Because God knows, I deserve to be worshipped.” 

The bluntness steals my breath. My cock jerks against my zipper, and her eyes flick down, lips parting at the obvious proof of how badly I want her. 

Then, just like that, she pulls back with a shaky laugh. “Oh, Nick… I’m being unfair. You’re too sweet for this.” But her body disagrees—she steps into me, arms looping around my neck, her breasts crushed against my chest. Wine and perfume cling to her skin, intoxicating. My hands grip her waist, pulling her flush against me, and she gasps when she feels how hard I am. 

Her fingers tangle in my hair, her breath hot on my throat as I trace the delicate line of her spine. For one reckless second, I tilt her chin up, ready to claim her mouth— 

“No.” Her fingertip presses against my lips, halting me. “I can’t. Not tonight.” She pushes away, her voice unsteady. “Goodnight, Nick.” 

The rejection stings, but the memory of her body against mine lingers—the heat, the weight of her, the way she shivered when I touched her. 

By morning, she’s all apologies, dressed in tight workout gear, a basketball tucked under her arm. “Last night… I was drunk. Emotional. I shouldn’t have—” 

“It’s fine,” I lie. 

“Did I hurt you?” Her eyes search mine, almost hoping I’ll say yes. 

“Yeah. A little.” I swallow. “And I’m sorry I tried to—” 

“Let’s forget it,” she cuts in, too quickly. But the way her gaze lingers on my mouth says she won’t. 

And neither will I.

"Of course, Mrs. Singer. But wait—were you planning to shoot some hoops?" I ask, my gaze lingering on the way her workout clothes cling to her curves. 

She tosses the ball playfully between her hands, a smirk playing on her lips. "Oh, I just got back, actually. And for the record, I’m pretty damn good." 

The confidence in her voice sends a thrill through me. She’s teasing me, her body language practically daring me to engage. My pulse quickens as I step closer. "I bet I could steal that ball from you without breaking a sweat, Mrs. Singer." 

Her eyes spark with challenge as she arches her back, lifting the ball high above her head. The stretch pulls her tank top taut across her chest, and I can’t help but stare. "Go ahead and try, Nick," she taunts. "But what do you get if you win?" 

I grin, letting the implication hang heavy between us. "You really need me to spell it out for you?" 

"Nicholas!" she gasps, feigning scandal, but her cheeks flush. "What exactly are you suggesting?" 

I shrug, playing innocent. "Just a nice, long cuddle during a movie. That’s all." 

Her lips curl into a slow, knowing smile. "You already had that last night, didn’t you? Did you enjoy it that much?" 

"More than you know," I murmur, holding her gaze. 

She exhales a soft laugh. "Fine. But if I win... you’re giving me a foot massage." 

"From me?" I raise an eyebrow. 

"Mmhmm. Your hands, my feet." 

I groan dramatically. "Suddenly, I’m not so sure I want to win anymore." 

She throws her head back, laughing. "Oh, Nick, you’re impossible!" The way she calls me sweetheart sends a jolt straight to my groin. My breath catches. 

"Alright, Mrs. Singer," I say, stepping into her space, my voice low. "But here’s the deal—win or lose, I’ll give you that massage. If that’s what you really want." 

Her breath hitches as I reach for her, my hands circling her waist. The ball slips from her fingers as I pull her flush against me, our bodies colliding. It clatters to the floor, forgotten, as we grapple—half playful, half desperate. She twists away, dropping to her knees, scrambling for it. I follow, my hands sliding over her hips as I flip her onto her back, pinning her beneath me. 

Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, her arms looping over my shoulders. We’re pressed together, breathing hard, the heat between us undeniable. Her eyes search mine, conflicted, before she shakes her head slightly—I want this, but I shouldn’t. 

"Should I get up?" I whisper, my lips brushing her ear. 

She hesitates. "Yes. No. I—yes.” 

"Then push me off," I tease, grinning down at her. 

She bites her lip, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "You’re too much for me to handle, Nick." The words send a surge of heat through me, my cock straining against my jeans. 

"Maybe we should test that theory sometime," I murmur back. 

She swats at my chest, but there’s no real protest in it. With a reluctant sigh, she tilts her chin, and I reluctantly roll off her. Snatching up the ball, I toss it aside. "Go pick a movie," I tell her, my voice rough. 

She rises, smoothing her clothes, her gaze lingering on me. "I’ll shower first. And Nick?" She pauses at the doorway, flashing me a smirk over her shoulder. "Don’t forget my massage."

“Mrs. Singer, do you really think I’d let that slip my mind?” My voice drops to a teasing murmur as her lips curve into that knowing smile—the one that sends heat straight to my groin. With a playful flick of her hair, she turns and saunters away, the sway of her hips hypnotic. 

When she returns, my breath catches. The little black dress clings to every delicious curve, hugging her waist just tight enough to make my fingers itch to trace the outline. The neckline dips just low enough to tease—not vulgar, but sinful, the soft swell of her cleavage begging for my attention. My cock twitches in response, already aching for her. 

“Did you pick out a movie, Mrs. Singer?” I force my voice steady, though my pulse is anything but. 

“Mmm, a chick flick,” she admits with a light laugh, settling onto the couch like she owns it—like she owns me. “But since it’s just us, I figured you wouldn’t mind.” Her confidence is intoxicating, the way she’s grown bolder, freer with me. 

“I don’t care what we watch,” I admit, my gaze locked on her. “I just like being... here.” 

Her smile softens, something tender flickering in her eyes before she shifts, stretching her legs across my lap. The second her bare skin brushes my thighs, my body betrays me, hardening instantly. Fuck. 

“Want me to make some popcorn?” It’s a weak attempt at distraction. 

“Shut up and rub my feet, Nick honey.” The way she purrs honey turns my insides molten. 

I obey, my hands sliding over the delicate arches of her feet, my thumbs pressing in slow, deliberate circles. Her toes curl under my touch, and when a breathy giggle escapes her, it’s fucking music. But then—oh Christ—the noises change. Soft sighs. Little hitches of breath. The kind of sounds that make my cock throb, imagining what else could draw them from her. 

I don’t stop at her feet. My hands glide higher, tracing the delicate bones of her ankles, the taut muscles of her calves, then—fuck—the silken skin of her thighs. A low groan spills from her lips, and my fingers freeze for a heartbeat. But then she shifts, legs parting just enough to make my mouth water. Is this an invitation? 

I don’t push further, though every fiber of me screams to. Instead, I knead the supple flesh of her thighs, memorizing the way she melts under my touch, the way her breath quickens. 

“I think I got the best end of this bet, Mrs. Singer,” I murmur, my voice rough. 

Her lashes flutter, her lips parting on a sigh. “Oh, I don’t know... you’ve turned me to jelly.” The admission is a whisper, vulnerable and sweet. “Your hands... God, they’re magic. But if you want to stop—” 

“No.” The word is out before I can stop it. 

She smiles, lazy and sated. “Then come here. Hold me.” 

When I slide behind her, molding my body to hers, she sinks back against me with a contented sigh. My arms circle her waist, my fingertips brushing the underside of her breasts—so close, so fucking close—and she arches ever so slightly into the contact. 

“Just like this,” she murmurs, and I swear, I’d stay here forever if she asked.

My forearm brushes against the soft swell of her breasts, not quite touching but close enough to feel their warmth through the thin fabric of her dress. She presses back into me, and I know she can sense the hard length of my arousal pressing insistently against the curve of her ass. I don’t bother hiding it—let her feel how much she affects me. 

She shifts slightly, her hips rocking back against me in slow, deliberate movements, teasing, testing. My breath catches. Is she doing this on purpose? The way she arches, the way her body molds to mine—it’s maddening. I bite back the words trembling on my lips, the desperate plea to take her right there. But fear holds me back. If she wanted me, wouldn’t she just take control? 

The night ends with me alone in my room, aching for her, my hand working furiously over my cock as I lose myself in the images of her—those stolen glimpses from her Facebook, the way her dress clung to her curves, the way she sighed under my touch. 

Part 6 

Weeks pass before I set foot in the Singer house again. The tension coils inside me, a restless mix of longing and doubt. Am I falling for her? The thought terrifies me. The flirting, the teasing—it’s intoxicating, but the constant ache in my gut is unbearable. I miss her. I miss Tommy. I miss the way her laughter filled the room, the way her body felt against mine. 

So I seek her out. 

She owns an art gallery downtown, and I find myself there under the pretense of a school project. The moment I step inside, she steals my breath. Radiant. Confident. A vision in sleek, professional attire that does nothing to hide the lush curves beneath. For a heartbeat, I wonder if she even remembers me—until her face lights up. 

“Nick!” Her voice is warm, rich with delight. She rushes over, heels clicking against the polished floor, and pulls me into a hug so tight I feel the press of her breasts against my chest all over again. “God, I’ve missed you! Where have you been?” 

Her concern sends a rush of warmth through me. She thought I’d abandoned her. The idea is absurd. 

“I—there’s someone I like,” I blurt out before I can stop myself. 

Her smile falters for just a second before she recovers, squeezing my arm gently. “Oh, Nick, that’s wonderful. You deserve happiness.” 

I open my mouth to correct her—it’s her, always her—but she cuts me off with an invitation. 

“Come for dinner this weekend,” she insists, her fingers lingering on my sleeve. “I’ll make your favorite.” 

I nod, my pulse racing. “Yeah. Okay.” 

“Saturday,” she murmurs, stepping back, but not before I catch the flicker of something in her eyes—something hungry. “We’ll be home all afternoon.” 

We. 

But when I arrive on Saturday, it’s just her. 

She’s standing on a stool in the living room, dressed in something sinfully casual, and the sight of her sends heat straight to my groin. 

“Mrs. Singer,” I breathe, already lost. 

She turns, her lips curving into that knowing smile. “Nick. Right on time.”

"Oh, Nick, sweetheart, could you give me a hand?" Her voice is honeyed, laced with something playful beneath the surface. She balances precariously on the step stool, her skirt riding up just enough to tease the smooth skin of her thighs. "This damn lightbulb won’t cooperate, and this stool isn’t exactly steady." 

"Let me do it for you," I offer, already stepping closer, drawn to her like a moth to flame. 

She shakes her head, that knowing smirk playing on her lips. "No, no. Just... hold onto me. Keep me steady." 

My pulse spikes. She wants me to touch her. 

"Anything for you," I murmur, letting my hands settle on her waist, fingers spreading possessively. I can’t resist tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her lower back, the sinful swell of her ass. My thumbs brush the hem of her blouse, grazing bare skin, and she exhales sharply when my palm skims dangerously close to the heat between her legs. 

"Nick," she chides, but there’s no real reprimand in it. "Behave." 

"I am behaving," I lie, grinning. "Wouldn’t want you to fall." 

She huffs, twisting the bulb with deliberate slowness. "You’re impossible." 

"And you love it." My fingers skate along her ribs, tracing idle patterns over her stomach. 

"Do I?" She arches a brow, shifting just enough to press her ass back against me. My cock throbs, trapped against her, and she has to feel it. 

"Admit it," I whisper, breath hot against her neck. "You like my hands on you." 

She lets out a breathy laugh, but doesn’t deny it. "Maybe I do. But that doesn’t mean you get to be a little devil every time." 

"Too late." I squeeze her hips, pulling her tighter against me. 

She gasps—half-laugh, half-moan—before finally screwing the bulb in place. "There. Done." 

But instead of stepping down, she leans back, letting her weight sink into me. My arms lock around her, holding her flush against my body. She’s warm, soft, intoxicating. 

"Mmm. You’re very thorough, Nick," she purrs, wriggling just enough to make me groan. 

"Only for you." 

She turns in my arms, her lips brushing my ear as she murmurs, "Next time I need help, you’re my first call." 

Then she’s slipping away, but not without one last lingering glance over her shoulder. That look—dark, promising—sends heat straight to my cock. 

I follow her into the kitchen, unable to resist. 

"Dinner plans?" she asks, innocently enough, but her eyes dance with mischief. 

I step into her space, crowding her against the counter. "I can think of something I’d rather taste," I say, voice low. 

Her breath hitches. "Nick..." 

"You know exactly what I mean." 

She doesn’t push me away. 

And that’s all the answer I need.

“Nick, if that’s what you’re implying, I swear I’ll slap you senseless,” she hisses, her cheeks flushing a deep pink. 

“You promise?” I murmur, my voice low and teasing, stepping just a fraction closer. The air between us crackles with tension. 

“Nicholas!” She exhales sharply, her fingers tightening on her hips. “You are absolutely impossible. Are you seriously suggesting—” 

“That all I want to taste is you, Mrs. Singer?” I finish for her, my gaze dropping deliberately to the curve of her body. Her lips part in shock, her breath hitching as my words sink in. I’ve never done it before, but the thought of her—soft, warm, hers—makes my pulse spike. 

“Oh my God.” She presses a hand to her chest, her eyes wide. “What on earth made you think—let alone say—something like that?” Her voice wavers, caught between outrage and something else. Something darker. 

“Where’s that slap you threatened me with?” I challenge, closing the distance between us. She doesn’t move away. Her lips twitch—anger? Amusement? I can’t tell. 

“I will,” she warns, but there’s no real heat behind it. 

“Go ahead,” I dare her, my voice rough. “I deserved it, didn’t I?” 

She growls in frustration, shaking her fist at me before turning back to the stove, but I catch the ghost of a smile she tries to hide. “Dinner’s pizza,” she declares, her tone lighter now. “Definitely not… what you were asking for, you wicked boy.” 

I grin, triumphant. I pushed, she pushed back—but neither of us really wanted to stop. 

--- 

Part 7 

The weekend finds me at the public pool, scanning the crowd until I spot her—Mrs. Singer, stretched out on a lounger in a secluded corner, golden skin glistening under the sun. No husband. No Tommy. Just her. 

“Nick,” she says as I approach, shading her eyes with one hand. “What a surprise.” Her tone is dry, but her lips curve. 

“You’re still mad at me,” I observe, dropping onto the lounger beside her. 

“Not mad,” she corrects, adjusting the strap of her bikini. “Displeased. You crossed a line.” 

“Did I?” I lean back, feigning innocence. 

She levels me with a look. “You know exactly what you did. And you know better.” 

“I’m sorry,” I say, not sorry at all. “But now you know.” 

“Know what?” Her gaze flickers to mine, curious despite herself. 

“How badly I want you.” 

A slow, secret smile plays on her lips before she shakes her head. “Behave, Nicholas. Bring out your book. I know you have one.” 

She’s right. I always carry one—partly because I love reading, partly because I want her to see me as more than just some kid. Smart. Mature. Worthy. 

“No Wi-Fi required,” I say, grinning as she laughs, the sound like sunlight on water.

"Nick, you're... incredible, honestly," Mrs. Singer murmurs, her voice catching slightly as she shifts on the lounger. The way she hesitates—that rare moment of vulnerability—makes my pulse quicken. "There's something I need to ask you," she continues, biting her lower lip in a way that sends heat straight to my groin. 

"Anything," I reply instantly, my gaze locked onto hers. The way her lips curve into that secretive smile tells me she knows exactly what she's doing to me. 

"Would you mind... putting sunscreen on my back?" Her request is innocent enough, but the way her fingers toy with the strap of her bikini top suggests otherwise. 

A slow grin spreads across my face. "After everything I said? You still trust me with my hands on you?" 

She exhales a soft laugh, shaking her head. "Oh, Nick. You say outrageous things, but... you also make me feel things I haven't felt in years." 

"You are young, Laura," I murmur, testing the name on my tongue. The way her breath hitches at the sound of it sends a thrill through me. 

She arches a brow but doesn't correct me, just hands me the bottle with a playful glare. My fingers are already tingling with anticipation as I squeeze the cool lotion into my palm. I start at the base of her neck, working slow, deliberate circles down the slope of her shoulders. Her skin is warm, golden under the sun, and I take my time, savoring the way she shivers under my touch. 

My thumbs trace the delicate ridge of her spine, dipping lower, skimming the edge of her bikini bottom. So close. Her breath comes quicker now, and when my fingers graze the sensitive dip just above her ass, she lets out a quiet, throaty sound that nearly undoes me. 

"Mmm... you have talented hands, Nick," she murmurs, her voice thick. 

"Your legs?" I ask, already shifting lower, my voice rough with need. 

She nods, barely a whisper of consent, but it's enough. I knead the lotion into her calves, her thighs, each stroke slower, more deliberate than the last. When I reach the soft skin of her inner thighs, she parts them just slightly—an invitation, a dare. My fingers hover there, aching to stray further, to explore what she’s so clearly tempting me with. 

"I think that's enough," she finally breathes, though her body betrays her words, lingering against my touch. "Not that I didn't enjoy it," she adds, a wicked glint in her eye as she glances down at the unmistakable bulge in my swim trunks. 

"Anywhere else?" I challenge, my voice dropping to a husk. "Your stomach? Your—" 

"Nick," she chides, but there's laughter in her tone, a flush creeping over her chest. "You'd really do that here? In front of everyone?" 

"I'd do worse," I admit, holding her gaze. 

She shakes her head, but the way her fingers trail over her own skin as she takes the bottle back tells me she's far from done teasing me. Deliberately, she slicks more sunscreen over her collarbone, beneath the flimsy fabric of her bikini top, her eyes never leaving mine. My throat goes dry. 

"Read your book, Nick," she purrs, but neither of us is fooled. 

I don't even pretend to open it. 

Part 8. 

It doesn’t take long before I’m back at their house, drawn like a moth to her flame. Tonight, she’s dressed to kill—some sleek little number that clings to every curve—and when she catches me lingering near her bedroom door, her lips curl in a slow, knowing smile. 

"Oh, Nick," she calls, her voice like silk. "Come here."

"Of course, Mrs. Singer," I tease, my voice low and playful. "Need me to change another lightbulb?" Her laughter is soft and breathy, sending a thrill through me. 

"No, you wicked boy," she murmurs, her cheeks flushing. "I need your help with the ties on my dress." My pulse kicks up, heat pooling low in my stomach. 

"Absolutely, Mrs. Singer," I say, stepping closer, my voice dropping. "Though I have to ask—am I tying it tighter... or loosening it?" 

She gasps, swatting at my arm, but her eyes spark with something darker, something hungry. "Nicholas! Behave yourself. It needs to be tied." 

I click my tongue in mock disappointment. "Now that’s a tragedy." 

"Stop tormenting me and just come here," she scolds, but there’s no real reprimand in her tone—only a breathless anticipation. 

I move behind her, my fingers brushing the delicate skin at the nape of her neck as I gather the silken ties. She shivers under my touch, a soft sigh escaping her lips. The scent of her perfume—something expensive, intoxicating—wraps around me. My knuckles graze the slope of her spine, tracing the dip of her lower back, and her breath hitches. 

Then—oh fuck—she shifts, her ass pressing against the hard length straining against my jeans. We both freeze, the air between us crackling with tension. For a heartbeat, neither of us moves, lost in the electric charge of that single, forbidden contact. Then she exhales, flustered, her cheeks blooming pink. I can’t resist—my hands settle on her waist, fingers spanning the delicate curve of her hips. 

"There," I murmur, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. "Perfect." 

She turns slightly, her gaze flickering over my face. "Thank you, sweetheart. You’re too good to me." Her voice is honeyed, but there’s a tremor beneath it. "Maybe later you could... I mean, if you wanted to—" 

"Untie it for you?" I finish, grinning when she bites her lip. 

"I didn’t—well, I—oh, Nicholas." She huffs, flustered, but her eyes are bright with amusement and something far more dangerous. "I’ll see you later, darling. Thank you." 

And then she’s gone, leaving me standing in the wake of her perfume, my blood roaring in my ears. 

The rest of the evening is a blur—Tommy and I lose ourselves in our game, but my mind is elsewhere, tangled up in thoughts of her. 

Later, when I hear the front door open, I make my excuses and slip away, drawn like a moth to the glow of her open doorway. 

“Hiiii, Nick baby!" Her voice is warm, languid—she’s been drinking. 

"Where’s Mr. Singer?" I ask, though I already know the answer. 

Her face twists in disgust. “Ugh. Fuck him." The words are sharp, bitter. 

I wince. "Bad night?" 

"Oh, fantastic," she drawls, swaying slightly. "Work dinner. But my darling husband decided to stand me up. Probably off fucking someone else." She laughs, but it’s hollow. "Maybe I should return the favor, hmm? I’ve certainly thought about it." 

My throat goes dry. Is she—? 

"Need help with those straps again, Mrs. Singer?" I venture, my voice rough. 

She levels me with a look, half-amused, half-warning. “Now, Nicholas. Just because I’m furious with my pathetic excuse of a husband doesn’t mean I’m going to drop to my knees for the first handsome boy who bats his eyelashes at me." 

My heart stutters. Handsome. 

"I—I didn’t—" 

"But," she purrs, cutting me off, "I would kill for one of your divine foot rubs, darling." Her smile is slow, wicked. 

And just like that, I’m lost.

My heart races as I kneel before her, eager to fulfill her every desire. These stolen moments with her are intoxicating, even when she’s flushed with wine and frustration. She reclines on the bed like a siren, legs parted in a way that makes my mouth go dry—a vision of sinful temptation. Carefully, I slide off her heels, my fingers tracing the delicate arches of her feet. She lets out a breathy giggle, swatting at me playfully. “Behave, you wicked boy,” she murmurs, though the way her hips shift tells me she doesn’t really want me to. 

I take my time, worshipping every inch of her—her toes, the smooth curve of her ankles, the taut muscles of her calves, and the soft warmth of her thighs. Each sigh, each whispered “Right there, Nick… yes…” sends fire through my veins. My cock aches, straining against my jeans, but I force myself to focus. Her pleasure is all that matters—even if mine is threatening to consume me. 

“Would you like me to work on your back, Mrs. Singer?” I ask, my voice rough with restraint. 

Her response is a slow, deliberate purr. “Mmm… why don’t you untie my dress first, sweetheart?” 

My fingers tremble as I tug at the delicate strings, letting the fabric slip from her shoulders. The sight of her bare skin, the scent of her perfume mixed with something headier—lust, maybe—nearly undoes me. But just as the dress pools at her waist, the front door slams. 

She jerks upright, clutching the fabric to her chest, her face a storm of fury and frustration. “Goddamn it! That pathetic little bastard—always ruining everything!” Her voice is venomous. “Go, Nick. Now.” 

I don’t hesitate. Back in Tommy’s room, my pulse still hammers, torn between euphoria and the bitter taste of interruption. 

Hours later, after the shouting has died down, I lie in the guest bed, restless. Then—her voice, soft but deliberate, just outside my door. “I’m going to shower.” 

Is it an invitation? A dare? 

I can’t stop myself. Creeping down the hall, I find the bathroom door ajar, steam curling into the corridor. And there she is—naked, radiant, a masterpiece of curves and temptation. The first real woman I’ve ever seen like this, and she’s beyond anything I imagined. 

Her back is to me, but the mirror captures her full breasts, the dip of her waist, the sinful swell of her ass. She stretches, languid and deliberate, and my hand flies to my cock before I can stop it. When she parts her thighs slightly, my breath catches—but the angle teases, denying me the full view. 

Is she teasing me? Does she know I’m here, watching? Or is this some twisted game with her husband? 

A noise down the hall sends me scrambling back to my room. The shower starts, but the image of her is seared into my mind. I stroke myself to the memory, aching, desperate. Did she want me to see? 

God, I hope so.

The next morning, sunlight spills through the kitchen windows as Tommy and I sit at the table, shoveling cereal into our mouths between rounds of some mindless shooter game. My pulse spikes the moment she walks in—Mrs. Singer, wrapped in a silk robe that clings just enough to hint at the curves beneath. The console slips from my fingers as I stand, drawn to her like a moth to a flame. 

"Hey—" My voice cracks, adolescent and awkward. 

Her lips curve into a knowing smile before I can finish. "Nick," she purrs, cutting me off. "That was for you." 

I blink. "For me?" The words stick in my throat. 

"Last night." Her gaze burns into me, heavy with implication. "Consider it a little... thank you. I hope you enjoyed it." 

Heat floods my cheeks. "Oh. Mrs. Singer, I—" 

She steps closer, pressing a fingertip to my lips. The scent of her perfume—something expensive, intoxicating—wraps around me. "You were so sweet to me," she murmurs, her voice velvet. "And I was awful. This was my apology." Her thumb traces my jawline, sending sparks down my spine. "You don’t need to say a word. Just know I liked giving it to you." 

I open my mouth again, but she hushes me with a slow stroke of her finger down my cheek. The touch lingers, electric. "I’m heading out," she whispers, pulling away with a smirk. "Be good, Nicky." 

Then she’s gone, leaving me standing there, dizzy with the memory of her naked body bathed in golden light. 

Part 9 

The days drag like torture after that. Every second without her feels hollow, but I force myself to stay detached. This isn’t love—it’s something hotter, darker, a game I don’t fully understand but can’t resist playing. 

By the time I’m back at their house, my resolve crumbles the second she appears. 

"Mrs. Singer," I say, leaning against the doorway like I own it. "Need help with anything? Lightbulbs, groceries... me?" 

She laughs, low and throaty, adjusting the strap of her dress. It’s sinful how it hugs her hips. "Flatterer. I’m fine, Nick. But tell me—how do I look?" 

I let my gaze drag over her, slow and deliberate. "You know exactly how you look." 

"Say it." Her voice drops. "I need to hear it." 

I step closer, my breath hitching. "You’re fucking breathtaking. A goddess. And you know it." 

Her lashes flutter, pleased. "Mmm. Thank you." She glances at the DVD shelf. "Pick something for you and Tommy tonight. Keep it... appropriate." 

As I move past her, I let my fingers trail along her waist, skimming the dip of her spine before giving her a possessive squeeze. Her hand flies up to cover mine, her nails digging in just enough to make me groan. 

We freeze, locked in some silent battle of want. My hands slide to her hips, kneading the soft flesh there while she exhales, eyes fluttering shut. 

Then she pulls away, breathless. "I have to go." 

I grab The Graduate off the shelf, holding it up with a smirk. "How about this one?" 

Her eyes darken. "Nick..." A warning. A promise. 

"You’ve seen it, right?" I press, stepping closer. 

She shakes her head, but the way her lips part tells me everything. Bad boy.

"Alright, Mrs. Singer. I’ll see you later. Be careful out there, okay?" My voice is low, almost possessive, and I hate that I can’t keep the edge of concern out of it. 

She flashes me a knowing smile, her fingers brushing against mine as she adjusts her purse strap. "Oh, don’t you worry, Nicky. Just a girls’ night out. Nothing scandalous." The way she emphasizes girls’ night sends a rush of relief through me, though I’d never admit how much I needed that reassurance. The thought of her out with anyone else—especially men—twists something dark and possessive inside me. 

Later, Tommy and I lose ourselves in the glow of the TV, controllers in hand, the hours slipping by unnoticed. It’s past midnight when I hear the soft click of the front door, the muffled sound of heels on hardwood. She’s home. 

I don’t know if she realizes I’m still here, but curiosity pulls me toward her room. The door is slightly open, casting a sliver of golden light into the hallway. Peering inside, my breath catches. 

Mrs. Singer is sprawled across the bed, her body draped in black lace that clings to every curve. The delicate straps of her lingerie dig into the softness of her skin, the swell of her breasts rising with each slow, steady breath. She’s either deeply asleep or too far gone from the wine—knowing her, probably both. 

I linger in the doorway, my pulse hammering as I take her in. The way her thigh presses against the silk sheets, the dip of her waist, the way her lips part just slightly—God, I want to taste her. Every inch of her. 

But she doesn’t stir. 

Swallowing hard, I force myself to step closer, bending down until my lips are just a whisper from her ear. “Mrs. Singer…” I murmur, testing. 

She lets out a soft, incoherent sound, shifting onto her side, her back arching slightly. The movement makes the lace ride higher, exposing more skin, and my fingers twitch with the need to touch. 

Instead, I grab the sheet from the foot of the bed and drape it over her, tucking it gently around her shoulders. She sighs, nestling into the warmth, and for a moment, I let myself brush a kiss against her forehead. “Sweet dreams,” I whisper before forcing myself to walk away. 

--- 

The next morning, she’s already in the living room, curled up on the couch with a mug of coffee. The sunlight catches the gold in her hair, and she looks up as I approach. 

"Oh, Nick. You stayed over?" Her voice is soft, still rough from sleep. 

I sink onto the couch beside her, our thighs almost touching. "Yeah, Mrs. Singer. Pretty sure you knew that." 

Her brow furrows, confusion flickering in her eyes. "What do you mean?" 

I smirk. "Didn’t you leave me another one of your gifts last night?" 

“Nicholas…” Her tone sharpens, a warning. 

"You were in your bed," I continue, undeterred. "In that black lace. Door wide open." 

Her grip tightens around her mug. “And what, Nicholas?” The edge in her voice is unmistakable now. 

I shrug, feigning nonchalance. "And nothing. Just figured you wanted me to see." 

She scoffs, rolling her eyes. “Why the hell would I want that?” The dismissal stings, and I look away before she sees it. 

But then she softens, reaching out to touch my arm. "Nick, I’m sorry. I’m just hungover. Tell me what happened." 

I meet her gaze. "You were out cold. I made sure you were okay, covered you up, and left." 

She studies me, silent for a long moment. Then, slowly, her lips curve into a smile. “So let me get this straight. I was lying there, half-naked, completely vulnerable… and all you did was tuck me in?” 

I grin, unable to resist. "Well, I might have kissed your forehead." 

Her laughter fills the room, warm and rich, and suddenly, the tension between us crackles all over again.

Her breath hitches, her dark eyes shimmering with unshed tears. "Oh, Nicholas," she murmurs, her voice trembling with emotion. "That’s… the sweetest thing anyone’s ever done for me." Her fingers brush against my cheek, warm and tender. "You’re such a good boy. Thank you—for taking care of me, for not…" She trails off, swallowing hard, and I can see the vulnerability flickering behind her usual composure. 

Before I can respond, she closes the distance between us, pressing her body against mine in a tight embrace. Her lips graze my cheek, soft and lingering, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine. "Thank you," she whispers again, her breath warm against my skin. Then, with a small, grateful smile, she pulls away. "Let me make you breakfast," she offers, her voice husky, before slipping out of my grasp. 

I exhale slowly, my pulse still racing. Who knew being decent could feel this damn good? 

--- 

Part 10. 

Days later, I find myself standing in the doorway of her study, my gaze immediately drawn to her. Mrs. Singer sits at her desk, the crisp lines of her business suit undone just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of bare skin. The fabric parts slightly, the swell of her breasts visible beneath—no bra in sight. My mouth goes dry. 

I knock, stepping inside before she can answer. "Hi, Mrs. Singer." 

She glances up, a slow smile curving her lips. "Nick. Hi, honey. Staying for dinner? Just finishing up here." 

My eyes linger on the exposed curve of her chest. "Need any help?" 

She arches a brow. "With what? The accounts?" 

I smirk, unable to resist. "More like… locating your bra." 

Her gasp is sharp, her cheeks flushing pink. “Nicholas!” She slams her pen down, but there’s no real heat in it. "You are insufferable sometimes. Honestly!" 

I lean against her desk, shamelessly drinking her in. "Sorry, not sorry. Just stating facts. Unless…" I let my voice drop, teasing. "You knew I was coming and decided to skip it?" 

Her lips part in outrage, but she doesn’t move to cover herself. "Nicholas! You are unbelievable—" 

"I love when you say my name like that," I murmur, grinning. "All fake-mad." 

She exhales sharply, shaking her head, but the corner of her mouth twitches. "Fine. Yes, I knew you were coming, and—ugh! You’re impossible, Nick." 

I step closer, my voice low. "You’re gorgeous. And you know how much I love your tits." 

Her eyes widen, torn between exasperation and amusement. “Nicholas!” She huffs, then suddenly bursts into laughter. "That’s it. I’m done. I’m putting on a bra before you combust." She rises, smoothing her skirt, but I catch her wrist before she can leave. 

With one firm tug, she’s against me, her body pressed flush to mine. She struggles for half a second before melting into my grip, her breath coming faster. Our eyes lock, and she bites her lip—hard. 

"You have the most perfect tits, Mrs. Singer," I whisper, my gaze raking over her.

"Oh, I'm well aware of how badly you want to touch them, Nick," she murmurs, her voice dripping with a teasing lilt. "But these aren’t for you—they belong to Mr. Singer." Her body presses against mine, deliberate and slow, her thigh brushing against the rigid outline of my cock through my jeans. A soft, breathy moan escapes her lips. "Mmm, you drive me absolutely wild, Nick. God, I’m sorry, sweetheart. You need to let me go." 

Reluctantly, I release her, but not before she leans in, capturing my lips in the briefest, most electrifying kiss. It’s over before I can even process it, leaving me stunned, my fingers tracing the ghost of her touch. "Now," she says, breezing past me as if nothing happened, "where the hell did I leave that bra?" She disappears down the hall, leaving me standing there, pulse racing, lips tingling. She kissed me. My entire body hums with the thrill of it. 

Later, as I wander past her bedroom—just as I always do—I catch her in nothing but lace and silk, the delicate straps of her bra framing her perfect curves, her panties hugging the swell of her hips. She’s breathtaking. 

"Mrs. Singer," I say, leaning against the doorframe, my voice thick with desire. "Looks like you’re getting ready for bed. Mind if I come in?" 

She whirls around, feigning exasperation, but the flush on her cheeks betrays her. "Nick, no. I’m half-dressed. No hugs, no touching—just keep your distance, okay? Honestly, what do you want?" 

I smirk. "If you didn’t want me to see, why leave the door open?" 

She sighs, running a hand through her hair. "You’re right, sweetie. I’m sorry. It’s just—I’m married. I plan to stay married. You’re adorable, and yes, I love the attention, but—" 

This is the first time she’s ever acknowledged the tension between us, and the admission sends a jolt straight to my cock. Ignoring her protests, I take a step closer. "You have the most incredible ass, Mrs. Singer," I murmur, my gaze raking over her. 

“Nicholas!” she scolds, but the laughter in her voice ruins the effect. "Stop it. You can’t come in, you can’t touch me—it’s not right. Go to bed, honey." 

"But how am I supposed to sleep now?" I groan, gesturing to the obvious bulge in my pants. Her eyes flicker down, her lips parting slightly as she bites her lower lip, her breath hitching. I take another step. 

"Fine," she relents, exhaling sharply. "I’ll admit it—this is my fault. But you need to leave. Go to bed and… take care of that, okay? I’m sorry, sweetheart." 

I grin, slow and wicked. "Oh, I will. And I’ll be thinking of you the whole time." 

A sly smile tugs at her lips. "I’m sure you always do, Nick. Don’t you?" 

"Jesus, now who’s being bad?" I laugh. "Yes. Every damn day. Every single time. Happy?" 

Her eyes darken, just for a second. "Actually… yes. Thank you, Nick. Because I’ve thought about you too." 

My breath catches. “What?” 

"You heard me," she whispers, turning away. "Now go to bed." 

I don’t move. "Then I’ll go jerk off imagining you touching yourself," I say, my voice low, "pretending your vibrator is my tongue." 

Her breath hitches, but she doesn’t look back.

“Nicholas!” Her voice is a breathless mix of shock and amusement, her laughter bubbling up like champagne. “Oh my God. What is wrong with you?” She shakes her head, but her eyes sparkle with something darker, something that makes my pulse spike. Relief floods me—she didn’t slap me. She liked it. 

“Alright, Mrs. Singer,” I murmur, lingering in the doorway, my gaze heavy on her. “I’ll go. But give me something to remember. Something to take with me.” 

“Something to remember?” She pauses, tilting her head, considering. Then, with a slow, deliberate sway, she turns, arching her back just enough to push that perfect ass out toward me. The fabric of her panties clings, leaving nothing to the imagination. 

“Christ, you’re stunning,” I breathe, my voice rough. 

“Oh, Nick,” she sighs, almost fondly. “You really are the sweetest boy. Now go. Seriously. Before this turns into something we’ll both regret.” There’s a sharpness in her tone now, a warning. And despite the heat coiling low in my stomach, I don’t want to push her too far. I don’t want to ruin this—whatever this is. 

“Goodnight, Mrs. Singer,” I say softly. “And… thank you.” 

“For what, honey?” 

“For being… you.” 

She smiles, slow and knowing, before blowing me a kiss. The second I’m out of sight, I hear the shower turn on, the rush of water muffling whatever sounds she might be making. My cock throbs at the thought of her under that spray, skin slick, steam curling around her. By the time I reach the guest room, I’m already undoing my jeans, my hand sliding down as I imagine her—wet, wanting, mine. 

The next morning, over coffee and toast, our eyes keep catching. Little glances. Secret smiles. Something has shifted between us, something electric. 

--- 

Part 11 

Visiting the Singer house isn’t just about hanging out with my best friend anymore. It’s about her. The way she moves, the way she laughs, the way her gaze lingers just a second too long. Every conversation is a game, every glance a dare. I live for these moments—the stolen seconds when no one else is around, when it’s just us and the thick, unspoken tension. 

Today, I find her alone in the living room, dressed in tight workout pants that hug every curve. My carefully rehearsed line about the book she recommended evaporates the second I see her. The way the fabric molds to her, the unmistakable outline of her pussy lips—fuck. Did she do this on purpose? 

“Wow, you look—” 

“Yes, I know. A mess,” she interrupts, rolling her eyes. 

But she’s anything but. The sight of her like this, so casually obscene, sends blood rushing south. My fingers itch to touch, to trace the seam of those pants and feel the heat beneath. 

“You’re always beautiful, Mrs. Singer,” I say, stepping closer. “But those pants? They’re doing things to me.” 

“Nicholas,” she scolds, but there’s a smirk playing at her lips. “Are you being bad?” 

“Very.” 

“Well then,” she murmurs, looking away as if she’s already given up the fight. “Go on. Be bad.” 

I don’t hesitate. My hands settle on her hips, fingers digging into the soft give of her thighs. When our eyes meet, hers are dark, pupils blown. 

“These pants,” I whisper, dragging my thumb along the crease between her legs, “are making it very hard to behave.” 

“Nicholas!” She gasps, but it’s half-hearted, her protest lost in the way her body leans into my touch. “You’re impossible. I should slap you for talking like that.” 

But she doesn’t. 

And that’s all the permission I need.

“You knew exactly what you were doing, didn’t you?” My voice drops lower, rough with desire as I step closer, my gaze locked onto hers. “You wanted me to see you like this—needed me to notice how fucking perfect you look in those pants. Because you love the way I look at you, the way I make your body come alive. Admit it.” 

She exhales sharply, a flush creeping up her neck. “God, Nick. You’re impossible.” But there’s no real anger in her voice—only heat. “Fine. Yes. I wanted you to see me. To... fuck, to see how wet you make me just by looking at me like that.” Her teeth sink into her bottom lip as her eyes flick down, lingering on the obvious bulge in my jeans. “And judging by that reaction, mission accomplished.” 

“Oh, it worked,” I murmur, closing the distance between us. My fingers trail up the side of her throat, tracing the delicate shell of her ear before my thumb brushes the pulse fluttering beneath her skin. “But you don’t have to try so hard, Mrs. Singer. You drive me insane no matter what you’re wearing.” 

Her breath hitches as my touch lingers, her body arching subtly toward me. I can feel the warmth radiating off her, the way her chest rises faster with every ragged inhale. Her eyes flutter shut for a heartbeat before she drags them open again, dark and wanting. 

I take the risk. 

One hand slides down, fingertips skimming the curve of her breast through the thin fabric of her top. The other stays tangled in her hair, my mouth hovering just beside her ear. “Tell me to stop,” I breathe, but she doesn’t. 

Instead, a broken whimper escapes her as my palm cups her, thumb circling over her nipple until it pebbles beneath my touch. My lips find the sensitive spot just below her ear, teeth grazing, and she shudders. 

“Oh—fuck—Nick—” Her hands fist in my shirt, torn between pushing me away and pulling me closer. “We can’t—we shouldn’t—” 

But her body betrays her, hips rolling forward, seeking friction. I can feel her heart hammering against my chest, her skin scorching wherever I touch. 

Then, abruptly, she gasps, fingers tightening in my hair. “Stop. Baby, please—stop.” 

I freeze instantly, pulling back just enough to see the conflict in her eyes—want warring with guilt. 

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, though my hands ache to touch her again. 

She shakes her head, breathless. “No, it’s—it’s not you. It’s me. You should go. Now.” 

I nod, stepping back, but before I can turn, her fingers curl around my wrist. 

“Wait.” 

In one swift motion, she guides my hand between her thighs, pressing my palm against the heat already soaking through her pants. “Just... one more touch,” she begs, lips brushing mine. “One kiss.” 

Our mouths crash together, hungry and desperate. Her tongue tangles with mine as my fingers stroke her through the fabric, teasing the swollen outline of her pussy until she moans into my mouth. Her hips jerk, grinding against my hand, her nails digging into my shoulders. 

When she finally tears away, her lips are swollen, her chest heaving. “Go,” she rasps, shoving me toward the door. “Before I do something we’ll both regret.” 

I stumble back, dazed, my skin still burning where she touched me. 

And as I walk away, her scent lingers on my fingers—a dangerous, intoxicating reminder of what just happened.

The memory of our last encounter lingers in my veins like a slow-burning fire, impossible to ignore. Every moment apart from her feels like torture, my body aching with the need to feel her skin against mine again. The tension between us is electric, undeniable—but Mrs. Singer is fighting it, and I understand why. She’s married. There’s an age gap. She has everything to lose. And yet, the way she looks at me, the way her breath hitches when I touch her… she wants this just as badly as I do. But I won’t push. I can’t risk losing her entirely. 

Part 12 

The following Saturday, I let myself into the Singer house to feed Tommy’s fish while he’s away. The air is thick with the scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating—and when I step into the living room, there she is. 

Mrs. Singer is sprawled across the couch in nothing but a silky robe, the fabric barely clinging to her curves. My pulse spikes. She wasn’t expecting me, that much is clear, but instead of scrambling to cover up, she arches her back, stretching like a cat in the sun, her arms lifting above her head in a way that makes the robe gape open just enough to tease. 

“Hello, Mrs. Singer,” I manage, my voice rough. “You look… incredible. Where’s Mr. Singer?” 

Her lips twist into a scowl. “That bastard? Who knows. Who cares.” She exhales, sinking deeper into the cushions, her legs shifting slightly apart. “But you… you’re a sight for sore eyes, Nick.” 

I swallow hard. “You seem relaxed. Maybe too relaxed.” I take a step closer, unable to tear my gaze away from the way the robe clings to her thighs. “Need a foot massage?” 

Her eyes darken, and she lets out a low, throaty laugh. “Is that really what you want to do right now?” Her fingers trail lazily along her inner thigh, pressing just enough to make my cock twitch in response. Fuck. 

I adjust myself discreetly, my mouth dry. “Maybe we skip the feet. How about… higher?” 

She bites her lip, then crooks a finger, beckoning me forward. “Mmm, let’s start with the feet, Nicholas.” 

I don’t hesitate. In an instant, I’m beside her, my hands already reaching for her ankles. She lifts her legs, draping them over my lap, and I take my time, kneading the delicate bones of her feet, tracing the arch with my thumbs. She sighs, her body melting under my touch as we talk—about nothing, about everything—but her attention is scattered, her gaze unfocused. 

I slide my hands higher, up her calves, the muscles taut beneath my fingers. “Wonder what people would say if they knew,” I murmur, my voice low. “A schoolboy and a…” 

“A what?” she challenges, arching a brow. “An old woman?” 

I smirk. “I was thinking more like… a milf.” 

“Nicholas!” She gasps, but there’s laughter in her voice, a flush creeping up her neck. 

Seizing the moment, I let my hands drift to her thighs, my fingers pressing into the soft flesh. She moans, her legs parting just enough for me to catch a glimpse of sheer lace panties, the dark shadow of her curls beneath. My cock strains against my jeans, aching for her. 

This woman is going to ruin me. And I don’t care.

Her voice is barely a whisper, husky and teasing. "Tell me, Nick...do you really know what milf means?" My pulse quickens, but I play dumb, shaking my head. She exhales a soft laugh, eyelids fluttering shut. "Oh, you little liar. Go ahead, look it up...but if I had to guess?" Her lips curve into that knowing smile. "I’d say it perfectly describes what’s going through that dirty mind of yours right now." 

I can’t help it—my fingers tighten slightly on her thigh. "Mrs. Singer...I know exactly what it means." 

Her eyes snap open, a flush creeping up her neck. “Oh.” That single syllable is deliciously flustered. 

"And for the record?" My hand glides higher, brushing the damp silk between her legs. "It’s not just right now. It’s every damn time I see you." The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, her robe slipping open to reveal the swell of her breasts. My cock throbs, straining against my jeans. "Christ, Mrs. Singer, I—" 

Suddenly, she jerks upright, legs sliding off my lap as she yanks the robe shut. Her breath comes fast, fingers trembling as she ties the belt. "Nick," she murmurs, avoiding my gaze. "That massage...you have no idea what you do to me. I was this close to letting you have your way with me. You wicked, wicked boy." 

My throat goes dry. “Have my way...?" 

Her gaze flickers to mine, dark and unreadable. “Yes.” The word is a feather-light confession before she stands, putting distance between us. "Now," she says briskly, though her voice wavers. "Go feed those fish. And Nick?" A shaky smile. “Later.” 

I leave her there, my blood roaring with frustration. That night, I torture myself with her Facebook photos—her pout, the curve of her neck, the way her blouse clings—until my fist is pumping, desperate for release. 

--- 

Tommy’s back the next evening, and I show up under the flimsy pretense of homework. Mrs. Singer greets me in...what the hell is she wearing? 

"Mrs. Singer, what—?" 

"Costume party, darling," she purrs, adjusting the frayed hem of her apron. 

I blink. “Washerwoman?” 

Her eyes narrow playfully. “Old washerwoman, Nick?" 

"Shit—no, I didn’t—" 

She laughs, stepping closer. "Relax. I know you like me older. Admit it." 

My mouth goes dry. "Maybe. Yes.” 

"Mm. Thought so." Her grin is pure sin. 

"But why this?" I gesture to her drab skirt, the laces of her corset straining over her breasts. "Why not a cheerleader? Or a nurse—" 

"Or a hooker?" She arches a brow. 

I swallow hard. "You’re already dressed like a slut, Mrs. Singer. Why not commit?" 

“Nicholas!” She feigns outrage, but her pupils are blown. "That’s it—I’m slapping you senseless, you—ugh!” 

She lunges, hand raised, but I catch her wrist, yanking her against me. Our bodies press together, heat radiating between us. My gaze drops to her chest—the thin fabric does nothing to hide the stiff peaks of her nipples. 

"Mrs. Singer," I murmur, dragging a thumb over her captured pulse. "Either your character predates bras...or you want me staring." 

Her laughter rings out, rich and throaty. “Brat.”

“You only notice them because you want to, Nick,” she murmurs, her voice dripping with honeyed amusement. “Nobody’s forcing those pretty blue eyes to linger there.” 

“You know I can’t help it,” I admit, my voice rough. “I love them. I love everything about you.” 

“Love?” She arches a brow, but the flush creeping up her neck betrays her. 

I lean in, my lips brushing the shell of her ear as I whisper, “I dream about tasting you, Mrs. Singer. Wrapping my lips around those perfect nipples and sucking until you moan.” 

She stiffens, but not from disapproval—her breath hitches, her chest rising faster. “Nick, that’s enough,” she scolds, but the tremor in her voice gives her away. Her nipples are taut beneath the thin fabric, and my cock throbs in response. 

“Let me touch you,” I plead. 

“No.” She exhales sharply, shaking her head. “Tommy and I… we’re trying to fix things. This isn’t right.” 

The rejection stings like a slap. I release her wrist, stepping back, my gut twisting with frustration. “Yeah. You’re right. I should go.” 

“Nick—” Her fingers twitch like she wants to reach for me. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.” 

“It’s fine,” I lie, shrugging. “Maybe I should find someone my own age. Someone who actually wants me.” 

Her face falls, just like I intended. A petty victory, but fuck, it feels good. 

“Have fun at the party,” I add, forcing a smirk. “But seriously, put on a bra. I don’t want every guy there imagining what I already know.” 

Her lips curve, slow and knowing. “I only dressed like this for you, Nick.” 

The admission soothes the ache, just a little. “I’ll be back later,” I tell her. “Tommy and I are seeing a movie.” 

“Good.” She pulls me into a hug, her body warm and soft against mine. “I’ll see you then, sweetie.” 

As she turns to leave, I watch her go, already counting the minutes until I can see her again. 

--- 

Later that night, I slip into the guest room, exhausted. But the second I open the door, my pulse spikes. 

She’s sprawled across the bed, clad in nothing but lace and silk. 

“Mrs. Singer—?” 

“Nicky,” she slurs, giggling. “Get over here.” 

At least she found that bra. 

I hesitate, torn between desire and unease. This isn’t how I imagined it—not with her drunk, not with anger simmering beneath her skin. 

“Where’s Tommy?” I ask, stalling. 

Her face darkens. “Fuck him,” she spits. “Off with some whore, so why shouldn’t I be with someone who actually wants me?” 

She drags me down beside her, her breath thick with liquor. “I want you inside me, Nick. Tonight.” 

Every nerve in my body screams yes, but the way her eyes glaze over—half-lidded, reckless—makes my stomach twist. 

This isn’t right. 

But God, do I want her.

"Nick," she murmurs, her voice thick with longing, her fingers tracing the hard outline of my cock through my jeans. A shudder runs through me at her touch, electric and intoxicating. "I know how badly you’ve wanted this... wanted me. All those stolen glances, the way your body tenses when I’m near. Now’s your chance, baby." Her hand grips me tighter, and I groan despite myself.

"Christ, Mrs. Singer—" My voice is ragged, my pulse wild.

She leans in, her breath warm and whiskey-sweet against my ear. "Mmm, just as I thought. So much bigger than him. So much harder." Her laughter is low, reckless, and it sends another jolt straight to my already aching cock.

I should stop her. I know I should. But her fingers are working me with slow, deliberate strokes, her thumb pressing just right, and my resolve is crumbling. My hands find her waist, tracing the curve of her spine, my fingertips memorizing the heat of her skin.

"Are you sure about this?" I force the words out, even as my body betrays me, arching into her touch. "You’re drunk. You’re angry. This isn’t—"

"Stop talking," she slurs, her lips brushing mine. "Just fuck me, Nick. Don’t you want to?"

God, I do. More than anything. But the way her eyes glaze over, the bitterness lacing her words—it’s all wrong. She’s not here with me. She’s somewhere else, lost in liquor and rage.

I pull back, my breath uneven. "Not like this."

She scoffs, rolling onto her back, her body a sinuous invitation. "Bullshit. Look at you. You’re fucking throbbing for me."

She’s right. I am. Every inch of me is wound tight, desperate to bury myself inside her. But the memory of last time—her tearful gratitude when I walked away—holds me back.

"Touch me," she whispers, dragging my hand to her breast. "Please, Nick. I need you."

I kiss her, soft and slow, fighting the hunger roaring through me. When I break away, her eyes flash with fury.

"Fine. Be a fucking coward," she snaps, shoving me back. "Just like every other man."

She stumbles to her feet, swaying slightly, and storms out before I can stop her. The slam of her door echoes through the house, leaving me alone with my guilt and my aching need.

I leave before I can change my mind.

Part 13 

Weeks pass. I avoid her house, making excuses, steering Tommy to my place instead. But fate has other plans.

The pool glitters under the afternoon sun when I spot her. She waves, her smile tentative, eyes shadowed with something unspoken.

"Mrs. Singer," I say, my voice carefully neutral.

Her response is anything but. "Nick," she breathes, her voice trembling. "I’ve missed you."

Nick, I don’t even know where to begin. I was a complete mess—drunk, reckless, and so fucking rude to you.” Her voice trembles, her fingers twisting nervously in her lap. “I was out of control, and I hate that I put you in that position. I’m so, so sorry, Nick. Tell me you don’t hate me now.” 

My chest tightens at the raw vulnerability in her eyes. She’s breathtaking, even now—her lips slightly parted, her lashes damp with unshed tears. The way she looks at me, so open, so sincere, makes my pulse stutter. “No,” I murmur, shaking my head. “I could never hate you, Mrs. Singer. I just… I didn’t know if things would ever be the same between us.” 

She exhales shakily, her hand brushing against mine. “What you did that night—God, Nick, it meant everything. You could’ve taken advantage, but you didn’t. You were kind. Respectful. More of a man than most guys twice your age.” Her fingers tighten around mine, warm and insistent. “You showed me who you really are, and I… I don’t want to lose that.” 

A flush creeps up my neck. “I really like you,” I admit, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. 

Her lips curve into a slow, knowing smile. “I know. And I like you too, Nick. More than I probably should.” She leans in, her scent—vanilla and something darker, something sinful—wrapping around me. “Let me make it up to you. Come over for dinner. I’ll cook your favorite, and…” Her voice drops to a whisper, her breath warm against my ear. “Maybe there’s a reward waiting for you, if you’re interested.” 

Fuck. My cock twitches at the memory of her last “reward”—her thighs parting, her breath hitching as my fingers traced the slick heat between them. “Yeah,” I manage, my voice rough. “I’ll be there.” 

That night, the air between us crackles with tension. Tommy’s dad is, predictably, absent. Over dinner, Mrs. Singer’s gaze lingers on me—heavy, deliberate. “I think I’ll turn in early,” she murmurs, her fingers toying with the stem of her wineglass. “You look tired too, Nick. Maybe you should get some rest.” 

The unspoken promise in her words sends a jolt straight to my groin. Is this it? After all this time, after resisting her when she was drunk, is she really offering herself to me now—sober, willing, achingly aware of what she’s doing? 

By ten, I’m in the guest room, my heart pounding so hard I’m sure she can hear it. Then the door opens, and there she is—silhouetted in the dim light, her body poured into a dress so tight it’s a fucking miracle she can breathe. The deep blue fabric clings to every curve, the neckline plunging dangerously low, revealing the swell of her breasts. 

She locks the door behind her, the click of the latch sending a shiver down my spine. “Nick,” she purrs, sinking onto the bed beside me. “I meant what I said earlier. Thank you. For being patient. For being sweet.” Her hand finds my thigh, her touch burning through the fabric of my jeans. “For making me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world.” 

I swallow hard, my throat dry. “Mrs. Singer—” 

“Shh.” Her fingers trail higher, teasing. “Let me show you how grateful I am.”

"Nick, sweetheart, hush now," she murmurs, her voice like warm honey dripping over my senses. "Let me give you your reward. But listen carefully—this doesn’t change anything between us, understand? No promises, no expectations. Just this. Just tonight." My pulse hammers so hard I can barely think, so I nod, swallowing thickly, my mouth suddenly dry with need. 

She leans closer, her breath teasing my lips as she continues, her tone firm yet achingly soft. "This is just for you, my good boy. A little gift for being so patient, so sweet. But that’s all it is. Only once." 

"Understood, Mrs. Singer," I rasp, my cock already straining against my jeans, my body thrumming with anticipation. 

Her hands glide up to my shoulders, fingers pressing gently but insistently, guiding me back onto the bed. "Relax for me, darling," she coos, and I sink into the mattress, every nerve alight. Without another word, she kneels at the foot of the bed, her fingers deftly working at my shoelaces. The slow drag of leather sliding free, the whisper of fabric as she peels off my socks—every movement is deliberate, teasing. Then she crawls toward me, her hips swaying, the hem of that sinful blue dress riding higher, revealing the creamy expanse of her thighs. 

Her palm presses against the bulge in my pants, and I groan, arching into her touch. "Oh God," I breathe, but she silences me with a fingertip against my lips. 

"No talking, baby," she chides, her eyes dark with promise. Her fingers make quick work of my belt, the buckle clinking softly before she tugs my zipper down. The cool air kisses my skin as she strips away my jeans, then my briefs, leaving me bare beneath her hungry gaze. My cock springs free, thick and aching, and her lips part in a slow, approving smile. 

"Look at you," she purrs, straddling my thigh, her dress riding up to reveal the lace edge of her panties. Her hand wraps around me, and the first stroke nearly undoes me—warm, firm, perfect. "Mmm, you’ve been so patient, haven’t you, Nick? All those lonely nights, dreaming of me… Does this feel as good as you imagined?" 

"Better," I choke out, my hips jerking helplessly into her grip. 

She laughs softly, her thumb swirling over the head of my cock, spreading the bead of moisture there. "I love how hard you are for me. So big, so eager." Her praise sends a fresh wave of heat through me, and my fingers twitch against the sheets, desperate to touch her. 

"Go on," she whispers, guiding my hand to her chest. "Feel me, baby." 

I cup her breast through the thin fabric, the weight of it perfect in my palm, her nipple pebbling under my touch. She moans, her strokes on my cock growing firmer, and I swear I see stars. "Mrs. Singer, I—I can’t hold back—" 

Her grip tightens just enough to still me, her other hand cupping my balls with a possessive squeeze. "Not yet," she breathes, leaning down to brush her lips over mine. "We’re going to take our time, darling. I want to savor every second of you." 

And she does. For what feels like an eternity, she teases me—slow, languid strokes interspersed with featherlight touches along my shaft, my thighs, my stomach. Every time I edge too close, she eases off, leaving me trembling, desperate. Her skin is silk under my wandering hands, her breath hot against my neck as she murmurs filthier, sweeter things—how much she loves my cock, how good I make her feel, how badly she wants to watch me come undone. 

It’s agony. It’s ecstasy. And when she finally lets me tip over the edge, her name tears from my throat like a prayer.

Her lips brush against mine in a featherlight kiss, sending a shiver down my spine. "You ready to let go for me, Nick honey?" she murmurs, her breath warm against my skin. My throat tightens, my pulse thundering as I nod desperately. Her fingers tighten around me, her strokes growing faster, more deliberate—each one pulling me closer to the edge.

"That's it, Nicholas," she commands, her voice husky with authority. "Give it to me now."

I can't hold back. Every muscle tenses as pleasure coils unbearably tight inside me. "Y-yes... Mrs... Singer—"

"Come for me, baby," she coaxes, her thumb swirling over the tip, her other hand cupping my balls possessively. "Let me feel it. Let me see it."

And then I'm gone—shattering under her touch with a ragged cry. My release surges up in hot, thick spurts, painting her dress, her hair, even catching on her lashes like glistening dew. She watches me with dark, satisfied eyes, her fingers still lazily working me through the aftershocks until I'm completely spent.

When she finally pulls away, she doesn't flinch at the mess. Instead, she drags a fingertip through the streaks on her cheek, studying it before meeting my dazed gaze. "Wait here," she murmurs, pressing a silencing finger to my swollen lips.

She returns moments later, a warm towel in hand, her touch tender as she cleans me with slow, deliberate strokes. "You were perfect," she whispers, her thumb tracing the sensitive skin of my hip. "I hope it was everything you wanted."

I can only nod, my voice stolen by the lingering haze of pleasure.

She leans in, her lips brushing mine once more—so soft, so fleeting—before she's gone, leaving me trembling in her wake.

---

The next morning, the house hums with casual chatter, the scent of coffee thick in the air. Tommy’s dad lingers near the kitchen, his presence unexpected but unremarkable. Mrs. Singer lounges on the couch, her legs crossed elegantly, and pats the space beside her.

I sink down, our thighs pressing together, the contact sending a jolt of heat through me.

"Nick," she says quietly, her voice barely above a whisper, "I need to know you’re alright after last night."

My mouth opens, but she doesn’t let me answer.

"And I need you to understand—this doesn’t change anything between us."

I swallow hard. "I know—"

"Can I trust you to keep this our secret?" Her fingers graze my knee, just for a second, but it’s enough to make my breath hitch.

"Of course," I rasp.

Her smile is slow, knowing. "Good." Then, softer, her thumb tracing my cheekbone, "Did you like your reward, Nick?"

My skin burns under her touch. "It was... incredible."

Her eyes gleam. "Was it your first time?"

I nod, my face flushing.

She leans closer, her lips nearly brushing my ear. "That’s why I wanted to give it to you. You’ve been so good for me." A pause, her breath hot against my skin. "And, Nick... I loved every second of it. Feeling you in my hands, watching you lose control."

My cock twitches at the memory.

She pulls back just enough to catch my eye, her voice dropping to a sinful whisper. "And yes, baby... you’re very big."

The words send a fresh wave of heat straight through me. I want to beg for more, but the look in her eyes tells me everything I need to know—patience will be rewarded. And after last night, I’ll wait as long as she asks.

My pulse still hums from her whispered confession, my skin tingling where her fingers had grazed my cheek. "Thank you," I murmur, the words thick with unspoken hunger. It’s not enough—nothing could be—but it’s all I can manage when my mind is still drowning in the memory of her touch. 

She rises with effortless grace, her smile curling in a way that sends heat straight to my groin. "Alright, Nick," she purrs, stretching her arms overhead in a way that makes her tank top ride up, revealing a sliver of smooth skin. "I’m off for a run." Her fingers brush my cheek—just a teasing slap, light but electric—before she turns away, her hips swaying as she jogs toward the door. 

I watch her go, my body thrumming with the aftershocks of last night, of her voice whispering Oh, it’s big, Nick. The air between us still crackles with something unspoken, something forbidden. And as she disappears down the driveway, all I can think is—was that it? Or is there more waiting for me, just beneath the surface of her careful control?


Chapter 2

Part 14. 

The playful spark in Mrs. Singer’s eyes has dimmed lately. There’s a new hesitance between us, a quiet tension that wasn’t there before. Maybe guilt has settled in—maybe she’s trying to mend things with her husband. The thought twists something bitter inside me, especially now that Mr. Singer seems to linger around the house more than ever. Still, I make myself useful, helping her with dishes, lingering near her in the kitchen just to hear her call me good boy in that soft, approving voice of hers. 

Meanwhile, I’ve been out with a girl from school—some awkward fumbling in the backseat of her car, her hand clumsy and uncertain. It wasn’t the same. Nothing compares to the way Mrs. Singer touched me, her fingers knowing exactly how to tease, how to make my breath hitch. The memory leaves me restless, aching for her in a way that makes my chest tight. 

Weeks pass before I find myself back at their house—Tommy’s best friend, after all. But this time, it’s different. Mr. Singer is nowhere in sight, and for the first time in what feels like forever, she’s alone. 

She’s in the middle of the living room, lost in a yoga pose, her body stretching in ways that make my pulse spike. The soft fabric of her leggings clings to every curve, and the way she moves—fluid, confident—sends heat straight to my groin. She catches me staring and smiles, bright and warm, like she’s genuinely happy to see me. 

This is my chance. 

“Mrs. Singer, you look…” I trail off, suddenly tongue-tied under her gaze. 

Her lips quirk. “How do I look, Nick?” 

I swallow hard. “Well, you look, um…” 

“Old? Fat?” Her voice is light, but there’s something vulnerable beneath it. 

My stomach drops. “What?” 

“You heard me.” She shifts, arching her back slightly, her breasts pushing against the thin fabric of her top. I can see the faint outline of her nipples, and my cock twitches in response. “I haven’t had any boys tell me I’m pretty in so long.” 

The words hit me like a punch. She misses this—misses me. 

“I was going to say you look… really sexy,” I admit, my voice rough. “Can’t you tell?” 

Her eyes flick downward, landing on the obvious bulge in my jeans. That familiar smirk plays at her lips—the one I haven’t seen in weeks. The one that used to make my knees weak. 

“Nicholas,” she purrs, her grin turning mischievous. She stretches again, bending forward until her cleavage threatens to spill free. “What would happen if I did this?” Her voice drops to a whisper, her lips parting just enough to make my mouth go dry. 

I don’t even think before answering. “I’d have to excuse myself to the bathroom and jerk off. Immediately.” 

She lets out a low, throaty laugh. “Hmm. I see you haven’t lost your boldness.” Her gaze darkens, her voice dropping to a husky murmur. “Am I really that sexy, sweetie?” 

My fingers itch to touch her. “Mrs. Singer, you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known. I still dream about you. All the time.” I let my eyes drag over her body, lingering on the curve of her hips. “And I’d really love to get my hands on you in those pants.”

"Oh, Nick," she murmurs, her voice dripping with honeyed warmth, her lips curving into that knowing smile that always sends a jolt straight to my groin. "You have this uncanny ability to make me feel like I'm still twenty—desirable, wanted... needed." Her fingers brush against my arm, light as a feather but burning like a brand. "Come here, sweetheart. Give me a proper hug." 

Even though I know she’s playing me, I can’t resist. My body moves on its own, drawn to her like a moth to flame. The second our chests press together, I’m achingly hard, my cock straining against my jeans, throbbing where it’s trapped between us. She lets out a soft, breathy laugh, her hips shifting just enough to grind against me. "Oh, Nick," she purrs, her lips grazing my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "Look at you, all grown up and so eager." Her voice drops to a whisper, warm and wicked. "Go on, baby. Touch me. You’ve earned it—just this once." 

I don’t hesitate. My hand slides down, gripping the lush curve of her ass through those tight, sinful pants. She gasps—just a little—but arches into my touch, her body betraying how much she wants this. My fingers trace the seam of her, teasing, dipping just enough to make her breath hitch. She’s so close, so warm, and I can almost taste the slick heat between her legs. 

“Mmmm," she hums, pressing closer, her breasts soft against my chest. My other hand drifts up, greedy, desperate to feel her—but she catches my wrist with a playful slap. "Ah-ah, naughty boy," she chides, though her eyes sparkle with mischief. "One reward at a time. Besides," she adds, stepping back just enough to let me see the flush on her skin, the way her nipples pebble beneath her top, "you’ve already got me all worked up. Look what you’ve done." 

I swallow hard, my pulse hammering. She’s dripping, and she knows I know it. 

"My pussy," she whispers, slow and deliberate, watching my reaction with dark amusement. “So wet. Just for you." Then, with a final, teasing wink, she pushes me away. "Run along now, Nick. Behave yourself." 

Frustration coils hot in my gut, but I can’t help the thrill that races through me. She’s toying with me, and god help me, I love it. 

Days later, I’m back at their house, lost in the glow of the computer screen, Tommy beside me as we battle through some raid or another. But when he leaves on some errand, the house falls quiet—until I hear the faint thump of a basketball from the living room. 

My heart kicks against my ribs. 

There she is, dressed in snug workout gear, that same damn ball in her hands. Memories flood back—her body slick with sweat, her laughter, the way she’d let me touch her just enough to drive me wild. 

"Mrs. Singer," I say, leaning against the doorway, grinning. "Back for another game?" 

She turns, cheeks flushed, her chest rising with each breath. "Ugh, yes. Just finished. I’m a mess," she laughs, swiping a hand over her glistening collarbone. 

I step closer, emboldened. "How about another bet?" 

Her eyes gleam. “Maybe," she drawls, tilting her head. "What’s your offer this time, Nick?" 

I glance around—no sign of Mr. Singer. My pulse spikes. "If I can take that ball from you in sixty seconds," I murmur, "I get sixty seconds to touch you. Anywhere I want." 

She bites her lip, considering. Then, with a slow, sinful smile: "You really think you can handle that?"

"Honestly, Mrs. Singer, it’s not like we haven’t crossed this line already," I murmur, my voice low and teasing. 

She studies me for a long moment, her gaze flickering with something unreadable—amusement, hesitation, desire—before the corner of her mouth quirks up in that slow, knowing smile that drives me wild. "Alright, Nick," she concedes, exhaling a soft laugh. "Fine. I suppose there’s no harm in it. But what happens if you lose?" 

I grin, unable to resist. "Then you get to touch me instead?" 

Her laugh is throaty, rich. "Oh, that sounds like you come out on top either way, doesn’t it? No, no. How about… you wash my car?" 

"Deal," I agree instantly, my pulse already hammering. 

She pulls out her phone, sets the timer, and then shifts into a defensive stance, the basketball tucked securely against her hip. The playful challenge in her eyes is intoxicating. We grapple lightly, her laughter ringing between us, breathless and bright, and within seconds, the ball is mine. She barely put up a fight—and that thought alone sends heat straight to my cock. 

"Time’s up, Mrs. Singer," I say, my voice rough with anticipation. "Ready to pay up?" 

She doesn’t answer. Instead, she lifts her arms slowly, deliberately, lacing her fingers behind her head in silent surrender. Her expression is cool, controlled—but the way her lips part just slightly, the way her chest rises with each quickened breath, betrays her. It’s the contrast that undoes me. 

I step closer, my hands tracing the delicate curve of her jaw, the soft skin behind her ear, the slope of her neck. She shivers under my touch, a quiet sigh escaping her as I drag my fingers down her arms, over the swell of her breasts. My palms mold to her, kneading gently, and her breath hitches, her lips parting further. 

Lower I go, skimming her stomach, the taut fabric of her shorts yielding easily beneath my fingers. Not inside—not yet—but close enough that when my hand cups her through the thin barrier of her panties, she gasps, her hips jerking forward instinctively. 

She’s already wet. 

I can feel the heat of her, the damp silk of her folds beneath my touch, and when our eyes lock, the air between us crackles. Her thighs part slightly, an unspoken invitation, and I take it, stroking her with slow, deliberate circles. 

My other hand returns to her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple, and she arches into me with a soft, broken sound. Our faces are so close I can taste her breath—warm, sweet—and though our lips hover just a breath apart, I don’t kiss her. Not yet. The tension is exquisite, unbearable. 

"I’m glad I let you win, Nick," she whispers, her voice trembling. 

I smirk. "You know we’re way past a minute now, Mrs. Singer." 

"I know," she breathes, her arms still raised, her body pliant beneath my hands. "Consider it a… bonus. For good behavior." 

I groan, my fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her panties, finally finding bare skin. She’s slick, swollen, and the way she whimpers when I glide through her folds nearly undoes me. 

"You’re so wet," I murmur against her throat, my voice thick. 

Her laugh is shaky, breathless. "That’s because you’re touching my pussy, Nick. And you’re—oh—you’re very good at it." 

Our lips crash together then, hungry, desperate, and when my fingers slide deeper, curling inside her, she melts against me with a moan. 

"I missed you," I confess, my mouth trailing along her jaw. 

Her fingers tangle in my hair, pulling me closer. "I missed you too, Nicholas."

The sudden crunch of tires on gravel shattered the moment. Tommy's car pulled into the driveway, his footsteps pounding toward the front door. My hands flew away from Mrs. Singer's body as if burned, while she smoothed her rumpled clothes with practiced efficiency, fingers hastily tucking stray strands of hair behind her ears. We sprang apart just in time, the charged air between us still crackling with unfinished desire. 

As I hurried back toward Tommy's room, her voice stopped me—low, husky, and laced with promise. "I would've let you finish what you started, Nick," she murmured, the words curling around me like smoke. My pulse hammered at the implication, but all I could do was flash her a grin before disappearing down the hall. Later, I still washed her car, my mind replaying every second of our interrupted encounter. 

Part 15 

The glow of the TV screen flickered across the dim living room as Tommy and I lounged on the couch, some action movie playing in the background. His dad had been conspicuously absent for weeks—another sign their marriage was fraying at the seams. But Mrs. Singer moved through the house like always, a vision of effortless sensuality. Today, she wore an emerald-green jumpsuit that clung to every curve, the fabric hugging her hips, her waist, the full swell of her breasts. Just the sight of her sent heat pooling low in my gut. 

Tommy stretched, then announced he had to meet his father for a few hours. "Stay, finish the movie," he offered, already grabbing his keys. The second the door clicked shut, the energy in the room shifted. 

She glided in moments later, hips swaying, and my mouth went dry. Before I could stop myself, the words tumbled out: "Mrs. Singer, you look—fuck, your tits are unreal. Let me touch them." 

Her eyes flashed, but the corner of her mouth twitched. "Nicholas," she chided, voice stern yet undeniably amused. "Absolutely not." The way she said it—like she enjoyed denying me almost as much as she enjoyed my desperation—only made me harder. 

I slumped back, feigning disappointment, but she lingered, studying me. Then, softer: "Your birthday's tomorrow, isn't it? And I won’t see you..." A pause. Her lips parted slightly. "Would you like your gift now?" 

My heart jackhammered against my ribs. This is it. The air between us thickened, charged with anticipation. No one else was home. No interruptions. 

She held up a finger. "Five minutes. Wait here. And when I return, your eyes stay closed until I say. Understood?" 

"Deal," I breathed, gripping the couch to keep from following her right then. 

The distant sound of drawers opening, water running, the whisper of fabric—every noise from down the hall sent my imagination spiraling. Then, her voice, velvet and teasing: "Eyes closed, Nick. Keep them shut." 

I obeyed, pulse racing. The scent of her perfume wrapped around me first—warm, floral, intoxicating. Then, the click of stilettos on hardwood. 

"Open them." 

And there she stood—bare except for sky-high heels and a silky bow nestled in her hair. The lamplight gilded her skin, highlighting every dip and curve. My breath caught. 

"Happy birthday, sweetheart," she purred, striking a pose that would’ve brought a lesser man to his knees. 

I lurched forward, but she tutted. "Ah-ah. Look, but don’t touch." A slow, deliberate step closer. "This is just for you. No one’s coming home for hours." Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. "So sit back... and enjoy."

My breath catches in my throat, my pulse hammering wildly. She’s breathtaking—not just because of the sinful curve of her hips or the way her skin glows under the dim light, but because of the sheer audacity of this moment. The way she holds herself, completely unashamed, tells me she’s thought about this. Planned it. Every inch of her is flawless, from the delicate sweep of her waist to the neatly trimmed triangle between her thighs. Her breasts, small but perfectly shaped, defy gravity, the nipples taut and begging for attention. 

Heat floods my face, my cock straining painfully against my jeans. My palms are slick, my shirt clinging to my chest. She watches me with that knowing smirk, savoring the way I devour her with my eyes. She doesn’t need to put on a show—her confidence is the performance. Every slight shift of her weight, every teasing stretch that highlights the dip of her spine, is deliberate. Torture. 

“Do you like your present, Nick?” Her voice is honey and sin, curling around me. I nod like a fool, my fingers twitching with the need to touch, to stroke myself, to bury my face between her legs. Words are useless. 

“Th-thank you,” I stammer, my voice rough. 

She tilts her head, amused. “I know, sweetheart. You’ve earned this.” 

A reckless thought slips out before I can stop it. “Can I take a picture?” 

Her eyes narrow, hands settling on her hips. “So you can share me with the world? Naughty, but not stupid, Nicholas.” 

“No, I’d never—” 

She cuts me off with a laugh. “Tell you what. A photo… or two minutes on your lap, kissing you like you’ve dreamed about. Choose.” 

My knee taps the couch before she finishes speaking. 

“Good boy.” She saunters over, the click of her heels echoing in the silence. Then she’s sinking onto me, her thighs pressed together but her chest flush against mine. Her arms loop around my neck, and her mouth crashes into mine—slow, deep, filthy. Her tongue teases, her fingers threading through my hair as she guides my hand to her breast. 

And then—her other hand drifts lower, fingertips tracing the outline of my cock through my jeans. I groan, spreading my legs wider, and she rewards me with featherlight strokes over the aching bulge. My hands roam greedily, memorizing the silk of her skin, the hitch in her breath when I thumb her nipple. 

I can taste her hunger, the way her hips subtly rock against my thigh. She wants more. But she’s the one who pulls back, lips swollen, eyes dark. 

“Perfect,” she murmurs, brushing her thumb over my bottom lip. “Now be a darling and let me get dressed. Consider this a preview.” 

She stands, leaving the ghost of her heat on my lap—and a damp spot on my jeans. That smirk lingers as she walks away, her hips swaying, knowing full well what she’s left me with.

My breath still ragged, I remain seated, utterly stunned by what just happened. My body hums with unspent desire, every nerve ending alight with the memory of her touch. She disappears to change, and when she returns moments later, the sight of her in that emerald-green outfit steals what little breath I have left. The fabric clings to every curve, accentuating the swell of her hips, the dip of her waist—it’s a fucking masterpiece, and my fingers twitch with the need to explore her all over again. My cock throbs painfully against the confines of my pants, so hard it’s almost unbearable. 

"Hi, Nick baby," she murmurs, voice dripping with honeyed seduction as she raises her arms above her head, arching her back just enough to tease. The invitation is clear, and this time, I don’t hesitate. No polite questions, no second-guessing—I cross the room in three strides and pull her against me, my hands claiming her body with possessive hunger. My mouth crashes into hers, our tongues tangling in a heated dance as my palms roam greedily over the silk of her dress, memorizing every inch. 

She meets me with equal fervor, her lips soft and demanding, her fingers tracing the planes of my chest, my back, dipping lower with deliberate intent. When I slide my hand between her thighs, she gasps into my mouth, her own fingers mirroring my movements, teasing the rigid outline of my cock through the fabric. Even though she’s touched me before, this is different—deeper, more desperate. The air between us crackles with raw need. 

"Mrs. Singer," I pant against her lips, my voice rough with longing, "I want an early Christmas present." 

Her fingers tighten around my erection, squeezing just enough to make me groan. "Tell me what you want, baby," she breathes, her dark eyes locked on mine. 

"Everything," I rasp. "I want to taste you, to feel you, to bury myself inside you. I need you, Mrs. Singer. I can’t fucking think straight anymore." 

A shiver runs through her, and for a heartbeat, she stills. Then, with a soft exhale, she presses her forehead to mine. "I know, Nick. I want it too. I’ve imagined it—your hands, your mouth, your cock—every damn day for a year. And today… today I don’t care about anything else." 

So much for just a visual gift. 

"Mrs. Singer," I murmur, my fingers tightening on her hips, "do we have time? I don’t want to rush this." 

She hesitates, biting her lower lip, but before she can answer, I’m kissing her again, drowning in the heat of her mouth. Her hands fumble with my zipper, freeing my aching length, and just as she sinks to her knees—just as I’m about to feel her lips wrap around me—the unmistakable crunch of tires on gravel shatters the moment. 

"Fuck. Shit. Nick—" Her voice is frantic, her eyes wide with panic. "They’re home early. Sweetie, you can’t be here." She tugs me toward the back door, her touch frantic but still achingly tender. "Come back soon, okay? I wanted to give you more. I’m so sorry." 

One last, desperate kiss, and then I’m stumbling into the cool evening air, my body still burning for her, my heart pounding like a drum. The taste of her lingers on my lips, a cruel, beautiful reminder of what could have been.

"You’re such a sweet boy, Nick," she murmurs, her voice laced with worry and something deeper—regret, maybe, or longing. Her fingers tremble slightly as she smooths her hair, her eyes darting toward the sound of the front door. I can practically feel the frantic energy radiating off her, the way her breath catches, the flush of panic staining her cheeks. 

If I had just stayed on the couch, pretended to watch the damn movie, it would’ve been fine. But she’s unraveling, and I don’t want to make it worse. I yank my zipper up, my cock still throbbing, still aching for her. 

"It’s okay," I say, forcing calm into my voice even though my pulse is hammering. "Thank you, Mrs. Singer. That was... fucking incredible." 

The jangle of keys at the front door sends a jolt through both of us. She presses a quick, desperate kiss to my lips before nudging me toward the back, her touch lingering just a second too long. 

I slip out unseen, the cool air hitting my overheated skin as I step into the night. My entire body hums with the memory of her—her taste, her scent, the way she moaned against my mouth. Every nerve is alive, electric, and I can’t stop grinning like an idiot as I walk home, drunk on the promise of what’s to come. 

--- 

Part 16 

The next day, I’m back at the Singer house, and of course, the whole damn family is there—Tommy lost in his video games, his useless father sprawled in front of the TV like a discarded coat. The man’s presence is a dark cloud, but I barely spare him a glance. My focus is on her. 

She’s in her office, alone. The second I see her through the cracked door, my breath stalls. Tiny shorts cling to her curves, the fabric stretched taut over that perfect ass. Her t-shirt hugs her breasts, no bra in sight, and my fingers twitch with the need to touch. 

I knock softly before stepping inside. 

"Nick," she says, her voice a slow, teasing purr. "Hold it right there for a second." 

Then she turns, bending forward with deliberate grace, her ass high in the air as she plucks a pencil from the floor. The sight is obscene—her round cheeks on display, the thin fabric of her shorts leaving nothing to the imagination. I can see the shadow of her pussy, the way the material clings to every dip and curve. 

She peeks over her shoulder, lips parted in faux innocence. "Oops. Dropped my pencil. How clumsy of me." 

My cock jerks in my jeans. 

"You—uh—yeah. Looks like you did," I manage, my voice rough. 

She stays like that, bent over, taunting me. "And how do I look, Sir?" 

My throat goes dry. "You’re the most beautiful fucking woman in the world, Mrs. Singer." 

A slow, wicked smile curls her lips. "Thank you, Nick baby. Now come here and show me just how much you mean that." 

I don’t hesitate. My hands are on her before I can think, one sliding between her thighs, the other cupping her bare breast. She gasps, arching into my touch, her skin warm and soft under my fingers. 

"Oh, yes," she breathes. "Just like that." 

I tease her through the fabric, rubbing slow circles over her clit while my other hand kneads her breast, her nipple hardening against my palm. She whimpers, rocking into my touch, her little moans sending fire straight to my groin. 

After a minute, she straightens, turning to face me. Her lips crash into mine, hungry and desperate. 

"Nick," she murmurs against my mouth, "I will let you have me. Soon. But it has to be the right time. Can you wait?" 

I swallow hard, my body screaming no, but I nod. "However long you want, Mrs. Singer." 

Even as I say it, I’m already counting the seconds.

"Okay, Nick," she murmurs, her voice low and teasing. "I have two things I need to know." She steps closer, the warmth of her body radiating between us. "First—are you still untouched?" Her fingers trail lightly over my chest, sending a shiver down my spine. "And second… don’t you think it’s time you called me Laura? At least when we’re alone?" 

My pulse kicks up, heat flooding my cheeks. "I, uh… yeah, I’m still a virgin," I admit, my voice rough. "But I’ve done… things. With girls. Just not… all the way." I swallow hard, my gaze locked on hers. "Will you be my first, Mrs. Singer?" 

Her lips curve into a slow, knowing smile. "Oh, Nick… I want to be the one to take you there. I want it to be perfect for you." Her fingers brush my jaw, her touch electric. "Is that what you want too?" 

I nod, unable to form words, my body thrumming with anticipation. 

"Good." She steps back, her eyes dark with promise. "Now, let’s go about our day, okay?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Singer. Thank you." 

Her laughter is soft, intimate. “Laura.” 

I grin, shaking my head. "Yes, Mrs. Singer." 

The days that follow are a blur of stolen glances and aching tension. I start spending more time at the Singer house, using the excuse that my parents are fighting—which isn’t entirely a lie. Tommy barely notices, too absorbed in his games, and he even mentions his own parents’ strained marriage. It makes sense now, why she’s turning to me. 

That evening, she’s at the piano, lost in the music, while Mr. Singer is conspicuously absent. Dinner is quiet, her flirtation absent, replaced by a distracted distance that gnaws at me. Later, as we sit watching a movie, she barely looks my way. My stomach twists—has she changed her mind? Is she afraid of getting caught? 

Then, when Tommy leaves to make popcorn, everything shifts. 

Her legs part slowly, deliberately, revealing the smooth, bare skin beneath her skirt. My breath catches, my cock hardening instantly. I gesture helplessly, and her lips curl into that wicked smile, holding my gaze until Tommy returns. Later, she kisses me softly, whispering that I should go home. That it’s not the right time. 

I leave, aching, my mind full of her. 

Part 17. 

These days, I come for her, not Tommy. Guilt flickers, but it’s drowned out by the hunger she ignites in me. His games don’t hold the same thrill anymore—not compared to the way she looks at me, the way she touches me. 

I’ve been studying art history, hoping to impress her, to prove I’m more than just a boy. I want her to see me as her equal. 

The moment I step inside, she’s there—wearing that dress, the sheer black one that clings to every curve. 

"Hi, Nick sweetie," she purrs, her voice dripping with honey. 

"Mrs. Singer… you look…" I’m breathless, my throat tight. 

"Thank you, honey," she says, though her tone is distracted as she turns away. But the way her hips sway as she walks tells me everything I need to know. 

She hasn’t forgotten me. 

Not even close.

"You look stunning tonight—all dressed up. Special occasion?" I ask, my voice tinged with curiosity and just a hint of possessiveness I can’t quite hide. 

She exhales softly, her fingers brushing invisible lint from her dress. "Yes, Nick. I’m sorry, but I have plans." 

My stomach tightens. "A date?" I press, trying to keep my tone light, but the words taste bitter. 

She hesitates, her gaze flickering away. "Not exactly. Dinner with a friend and her husband. His brother will be there too." 

I swallow hard, my fingers curling into my palms. "So, a double date then?" The jealousy claws at me, sharp and unwelcome, but I force a casual shrug. 

Her lips press into a thin line. "No. I’m still married, Nick. Though I’m sure you’ve noticed Tommy’s father isn’t here anymore." Her voice hardens, the anger simmering beneath the surface. "We’re divorcing. He couldn’t keep his dick in his pants." 

The hypocrisy stings, but I bite my tongue. "Mrs. Singer, I—" 

"It’s fine," she cuts me off, though her tone is anything but. "But you shouldn’t get attached to me, sweetheart. You know that, right?" 

The words land like a slap. I don’t answer, the hurt swelling in my chest, thick and suffocating. She’s pulling away, and the rejection burns. 

"Listen," she murmurs, softer now. "I have to go. But stay tonight, will you? I’d like to talk later." 

"Sure," I mutter, the word clipped. I feel played, and not in the way I usually enjoy. "Have fun," I add stiffly, turning away before she can see the resentment in my eyes. No hug, no lingering touch—just cold distance. 

Tommy and I lose ourselves in video games and greasy pizza, the mindless distraction a poor substitute for what I really want. But with every passing hour, my anxiety grows. Where is she? Who is she with? The clock ticks past midnight before I finally hear the front door open. 

"Going to bed. Night, boys," she calls out, her voice tired, and then she’s gone, her bedroom door clicking shut behind her. 

My stomach twists. Is she alone? The doubt gnaws at me until my phone buzzes—a first. Her name lights up the screen, and my pulse jumps. 

Come and see me. 

I make some half-assed excuse to Tommy and practically sprint down the hall. My knuckles rap against her door, and at her quiet "Come in," I push inside— 

And freeze. 

She’s sprawled across the bed, all creamy skin and dark lace, clad in nothing but stockings, a bra, and panties that leave little to the imagination. My breath catches, desire slamming into me like a freight train. 

"Mrs. Singer—" 

Her smile is slow, wicked. "You waited for me."

"Lock the door, Nick," she murmurs, her voice thick with something dark and intoxicating. My fingers fumble with the latch, my pulse hammering as it clicks shut. "That man tonight?" She shakes her head, lips curling in disdain. "Pathetic. Nothing like you." Her fingers trace idle circles on the satin edge of her bra, and my throat goes dry. "Would you like me to take care of this for you, sweetheart?" She nods toward the aching hardness straining against my jeans. 

I can only manage a jerky nod, heat flooding my face. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and sinful—mixes with the faint tang of wine on her breath. 

"Have you ever let a woman taste you before, Nick?" Her tongue darts out to wet her lower lip, and my stomach tightens. I hesitate, torn between honesty and the fear of sounding inexperienced. But she just laughs, low and throaty. "Oh, darling, those schoolgirls didn’t know what to do with a cock like yours." Her hand slides up my thigh, possessive. "Let me show you how it’s really done." 

Her command sends a jolt straight to my groin. Belt undone, jeans shoved down—I’m bare before her in seconds, throbbing and desperate. She leans back on the bed, eyes raking over me with a hunger that makes my knees weak. "Closer," she purrs. 

I step forward, my length just inches from her parted lips. Her fingers curl around my balls, weighing them, and I bite back a groan. "God, look at you," she breathes. "So much more man than he ever was." Her tongue drags a slow, wet stripe from root to tip, and my hips jerk involuntarily. 

"Fuck—Mrs. Singer—" 

"Shh." Her fingers dig into my hips, holding me still. "Just feel." Then her mouth closes over me, hot and perfect, and the world narrows to the slick pressure of her lips, the teasing flick of her tongue. Every nerve is on fire. I fist the sheets, teeth gritted, but it’s too much—too good. 

"Wait—I’m gonna—" 

She pulls off just long enough to smirk up at me. "Come. Now." The order is velvet-wrapped steel. 

Her mouth sinks down again, taking me deep, and I lose it. My release crashes through me, hips bucking as she swallows every pulse, every shudder. She doesn’t stop until I’m trembling, oversensitive and spent. 

When she finally releases me, her lips glisten. She rises, slow and deliberate, her thumb swiping the corner of her mouth. "Dress," she murmurs, fingertips trailing along my still-hard length. "And go back to Tommy." A wicked smile. "We’ll finish this tomorrow." 

The promise lingers in the air, heavy and sweet, long after the door clicks shut behind me.

My breath comes out in a shaky whisper, barely audible. "Th-thank you, Mrs. Singer." I stand frozen, my body still humming from her touch, my skin tingling everywhere. The air between us crackles with unspoken tension as her fingers continue their lazy exploration, tracing slow circles along my sensitive flesh. Even spent, my body responds to her like she’s conducting electricity through me. 

She exhales sharply, turning her face away as if suddenly bored, and just like that, her hand drops from me. The loss of contact is jarring. I fumble with my pants, my fingers clumsy as I drag them back up over my hips, my skin still burning where she’d touched me. 

"I told you," she murmurs, her voice low and dangerous, "not to thank me." The door swings open under her hand, the sudden brightness of the hallway making me blink. The abrupt shift—from molten heat to cool dismissal—sends a thrill straight through me. There’s something intoxicating about her unpredictability, the way she wields control like a blade, slicing through any expectation I might have. 

I sleep like the dead, drowning in dreams of her mouth, her hands, the way she’d looked up at me with those knowing eyes. When I finally drag myself out of bed, the sun is high, casting golden streaks across the floor. The house is quiet except for the faint clink of dishes from the kitchen. 

Mrs. Singer stands at the counter, her back to me, hips swaying slightly as she moves. The sight of her—tight jeans, that loose blouse slipping off one shoulder—catches me like a punch to the gut. I move toward her without thinking, drawn in by the memory of last night, the taste of her power still lingering on my tongue. 

But before I can reach her, her hand snaps out, fingers curling possessively around me through the fabric of my pants. I gasp, my body locking up as she squeezes—just shy of pain, just enough to make my knees weak. 

"Hey, boy," she purrs, pressing close until her breath ghosts over my lips. "Did you like it?" Her free hand trails up my chest, nails scraping lightly. "Did you like watching me take every inch of you? Did it feel as good as you dreamed when you touched yourself, thinking about me?" 

My zipper slides down under her fingers, her touch deliberate, unhurried. "Did you like coming down my throat?" she whispers, her lips brushing my ear as she palms me, her grip firm. "Did you like fucking a woman who knows what she’s doing?" 

Words fail me. All I can do is groan as she tugs me free, her fingers stroking lazily. 

"I liked it too," she admits, her voice dropping to a husky murmur. "And I’m going to do it again." 

There’s no question in her tone. No room for refusal. 

My stammered reply is lost as she sinks to her knees, her mouth already claiming me. The heat of her, the slick pressure of her tongue, the way she moans around me—it’s too much, too fast, and yet I never want it to end. I fist my hands in her hair, hips jerking as she takes me deeper, harder, until I’m spilling into her with a ragged cry. 

She swallows, slow and deliberate, before rising gracefully to her feet. A sip of water, a casual swipe of her thumb across her lips, and then she’s grinning at me, all warmth and mischief. 

"Phew, Nick," she laughs, her voice light now, almost playful. "Thanks. I love your dick. You didn’t mind, did you?" 

I blink, dazed, my pulse still hammering. "N-no, I—of course not—" 

She giggles, reaching up to pinch my cheek. "God, you’re adorable." Her fingers tap my hip. "Now put that thing away before I change my mind." 

Her arms wrap around me in a sudden, tight hug, her body soft against mine. Then she pulls back, eyes gleaming. "So. You busy tonight?" Her teeth catch her lower lip. "How about I teach you how to eat pussy? I know you’ve been dying to since the day you met me."

My throat tightens, words dissolving into nothing but a breathless nod. Plans? What plans? They’re already forgotten, erased by the electric promise in her voice. "Okay, honey," she purrs, her fingers brushing my cheek. "I’m going shopping. You go home and wait for my text, alright?" The way her lips curve tells me everything—today is going to be unforgettable. 

Hours crawl by, each minute stretching like torture. My phone finally buzzes, and my pulse spikes. The message is short, deliberate: Tommy out, back door open. My body moves before my mind catches up, crossing the distance in seconds. The door yields easily, and her voice drifts from the living room, low and honeyed. "In here." 

And there she is—a vision lounging in the chair, bare skin glowing under soft light, the only adornment those sinful red stockings hugging her legs. "Hi," she murmurs, and the single syllable coils heat low in my belly. 

"Hi," I manage, my voice rough. 

Her smile is slow, knowing. "Have you eaten, Nick honey? Are you hungry?" Her legs part deliberately, one draped over the armrest, an invitation. "Because I have something for you." 

My mouth goes dry. "Will you teach me, Mrs. Singer? I’ve never—" 

"Yes, my boy," she interrupts, fingertips tracing her own thigh. "I’ll guide you." She leans forward, eyes dark with promise. "First, get on your knees. Crawl to me. That’s it." My body obeys, the carpet rough beneath my palms. "Now," she breathes, "kiss me. Start here." She taps her inner thigh, and I press my lips to her skin, tasting salt and perfume. "Good. Higher." My mouth drifts up—her stomach, the dip of her navel, the swell of her breasts. Her nipple pebbles under my tongue, and she sighs. "Perfect. Now, my pussy, Nick. Ever licked ice cream?" 

I nod, heart hammering. 

"Then treat me like your favorite flavor." Her fingers part her folds, revealing glistening pink. "See this?" She circles her clit, and I watch, mesmerized. "This is where magic happens. Lick me, baby. Soft. Slow." 

The first touch is tentative, her taste flooding my senses—musky, sweet, utterly intoxicating. Her moan coils around me. "Yes, just like that. Now explore. Touch me everywhere—my legs, my ass, my tits." My hands roam, learning her curves as my tongue laps at her, slow and deliberate. 

Her hips lift, urging me deeper. "Oh, fuck, Nick—when you hear me like this," she gasps, "you go faster. Harder." I obey, my tongue flicking, pressing, and her thighs tremble. "Yes! Now—fingers, baby. Two inside me. Oh, God—" 

I slide them in, her heat clenching tight, and her back arches. "Don’t stop, don’t stop—" Her chant breaks into cries, her legs locking around my head, fingers fisting my hair. Her pussy pulses around my fingers, her climax crashing over her with shuddering gasps. "Fuck, fuck—" She grinds against my mouth, riding the waves until she collapses, breathless. 

Only then does she release me, her chest heaving, lips parted in a sated smile. "Good boy," she murmurs, stroking my hair. "Very good boy."

“Oh, Nick...fuck, yes. Just like that.” Mrs. Singer exhales, her chest rising and falling as she catches her breath. Her fingers trail lazily through my hair, nails grazing my scalp in a way that sends shivers down my spine. “Tell me, sweetheart...was that the first time you’ve ever made a woman come?” 

I swallow hard, my lips still glistening with her arousal. “No, Mrs. Singer. Never. Was that—did I do it right?” My voice is rough, my pulse still hammering from the way she’d clenched around me, how she’d cried out. 

She chuckles, low and throaty, her thighs shifting lazily against the chair. “Oh, baby, you did perfectly.” Her fingers trace my jaw, tilting my face up to hers. “And if you’re not tired...you could always make me come again.” 

A hungry thrill races through me. “Mmm, no. Not tired.” I don’t hesitate before diving back in, my tongue finding her slick heat, the taste of her flooding my senses. She gasps, her back arching, her fingers tightening in my hair as she guides me exactly where she wants me. 

“Oh—fuck, Nick, right there—” Her moans turn desperate, her hips rolling against my mouth, and then she’s coming again, her thighs clamping around my head, her pussy pulsing against my tongue. I don’t stop until her grip slackens, until she’s panting, her body limp and sated. 

Finally, she taps my shoulder, her voice soft. “Okay, baby...that’s enough.” She pulls me up, her lips finding mine in a slow, deep kiss. “Did you like that?” she murmurs against my mouth. 

“Better than the blowjob,” I admit, still dazed. 

She laughs, the sound warm and wicked. “Well then, next time...we’ll try a sixty-nine, hm?” My stomach tightens at the thought, and she grins, reading my expression. “But for now...you’ve earned a reward.” 

She stands, stretching lazily, her body still flushed from pleasure. “Let’s go for a drive. I’ll suck your cock in the car, and then we’ll get ice cream. Sound good?” 

I can only nod, my mouth dry. 

She dresses quickly—just enough to be decent—and sends me to clean up. When I return, she’s waiting by the door, her eyes dark with promise. 

The drive is a blur of anticipation, my cock already hard just from the way her fingers brush my thigh. She directs me behind the grocery store, near my house, and before I’ve even fully parked, her hand is on my zipper. 

“Let’s see what we’ve got here...” she purrs, freeing my erection, her fingers stroking me slowly. Then she leans down, her tongue flicking over the head, teasing, torturing me. 

“Fuck—Mrs. Singer—” 

She glances up, her lips glistening. “Talk dirty to me, Nick.” 

I hesitate, my face burning. “Suck my dick,” I manage, the words clumsy. 

She pulls back with a smirk. “Dirtier. Call me a slut. A whore. Whatever you want.” 

My pulse spikes. “Really?” 

“Mmhmm.” Then she takes me deep, her mouth swallowing me whole, and I groan, my hips jerking. 

“Suck my cock, you fucking whore,” I grit out, the words rough, unfamiliar—but the way she moans around me, the way her tongue works me harder, tells me she loves it. “That’s all you’re good for, isn’t it? Taking my dick like a slut—” 

She whimpers, her fingers digging into my thighs, and then I’m coming, my release spilling down her throat. She swallows, her lips lingering, before pulling back with a satisfied sigh. 

Wiping her mouth, she grins at me. “That was perfect.” 

Relief floods me. I hadn’t messed up. 

She spits onto the sidewalk, then leans back, stretching like a cat. “Now...ice cream. My treat.” 

I laugh, still breathless, still reeling. 

This day just keeps getting better.

The ice cream shop’s neon sign flickers as we step inside, the sugary scent of waffle cones thick in the air. My pulse spikes when I spot Jimmy from school lounging near the counter. Instinctively, I put distance between Mrs. Singer and me, my voice a little too loud when I call out, “Hey, Jimmy.” 

His grin is lazy as he nods. “Yo, Nick. You here with Tommy’s mom?” 

Heat floods my cheeks. “Nah, man. Just got here same time. Didn’t even notice her.” The lie tastes sour, but Jimmy doesn’t seem to care. 

“Hey… Tommy’s mom,” he drawls, eyes raking over her. 

Mrs. Singer turns, all effortless grace, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “Oh, hello, boys.” She stretches slightly, the movement deliberate—her tiny denim shorts hugging every curve, the thin cotton of her tank top clinging to her breasts. The way Jimmy’s gaze lingers makes my stomach twist. 

Jimmy leans in, his whisper hot against my ear. “Fuck, she’s unreal. Bet that ass feels insane.” I mumble something noncommittal, but Mrs. Singer catches it, her eyes dancing with barely contained amusement. 

I end up buying my own cone, the cold weight of it in my hand doing nothing to cool the fire under my skin. Outside, Jimmy keeps talking, crude and relentless, while Mrs. Singer strolls past us. Her tongue drags slow over her ice cream, a deliberate tease, before she tosses us a wave. “Bye now, boys.” 

Every sway of her hips is a provocation, the tight fabric of her shorts leaving nothing to the imagination. My cock throbs, painfully hard. 

Jimmy lets out a low whistle. “Shit, she wants me. I’m gonna be at Tommy’s every damn day. Gonna wreck that pussy.” 

Bile rises in my throat. If only he knew. But the thought gnaws at me—what if he’s right? What if she’d let him? What if she’s just hungry for any young guy’s attention? My chest tightens as I spot her waiting by her car, patient, expectant. 

Later, in the dark of my room, my thoughts spiral. Mrs. Singer doesn’t feel for me—not really. I’m just a thrill, a forbidden toy. Even if I get inside her, it won’t mean anything. I force myself to swallow the ache, to resist texting her, to pretend I’m not already addicted to the way she tastes. 

Days pass. Then, at the public pool, she’s there—wrapped in a towel, damp hair curling at her shoulders. Her smile when she sees me is bright, real. Relief floods me. Maybe I played it right by giving her space. 

But then the doubt creeps back in. She’s divorcing. She’s free. And I’m not naive enough to think I’m the only one she’s letting touch her. The thought shouldn’t hurt as much as it does.

"Nick, sweetheart," she murmurs, her breath warm against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "I need to thank you properly for the other day. Would it shock you if I told you it's been almost three years since a man made me come like that?" Her voice drops to a husky whisper, laced with amusement. "All this time, I’ve had to take care of myself." The way she giggles—soft, breathy—makes my pulse spike. Knowing I was the one to break that dry spell? Fuck. It sends a rush of primal satisfaction through me, swelling my chest with something dangerously close to pride. 

"Thank you too, Mrs. Singer," I stammer, suddenly tongue-tied. "The way you—uh—when you—" 

Her lips curl into that wicked little smirk. "Sucked your cock, Nick?" she finishes for me, blunt and unashamed. 

Heat floods my face, but I nod. "Yeah. That. It was... fucking unreal. I’ve never felt anything like it." 

"You’re welcome, sweetie," she purrs, trailing a finger down my chest. "You deserved every second of it." 

I hesitate, then decide to test the waters. "Y’know, my friend Jimmy? He’s totally into you." 

She throws her head back with a laugh, the sound rich and throaty. "One young man is more than enough for me to handle, Nick." Her eyes glint with mischief, but there’s something unreadable beneath it—a flicker of secrecy that leaves me equal parts reassured and suspicious. "Now," she continues, her tone shifting to something lighter, "how about you come over tomorrow night? Tommy will be home, so we’ll have dinner like good little people." Her fingers toy with the hem of my shirt. "But after? Maybe we try something new. What do you think?" 

My throat goes dry. "Sounds perfect, Mrs. Singer. I’ll be there." 

"And from now on," she says, pulling me into a hug that presses her body flush against mine, "it’s Laura, okay?" 

The next evening, I step into the Singer house, my stomach coiled tight with anticipation. The kitchen smells like garlic and herbs, but all I can focus on is her. Laura. Dressed in a sleek, curve-hugging dress that clings to every inch of her, her hair pinned up in a way that exposes the delicate slope of her neck. And the glasses—fuck, the glasses. Thin, stylish frames perched on her nose, magnifying the teasing glint in her eyes. 

"Mrs. Singer, you look—" 

"Amazing, I know," she teases, spinning playfully. "But seriously, Nicholas. Laura. Say it." 

I can’t help but grin. "I didn’t know you wore glasses, Mrs. Singer." 

"Laura," she corrects, mock-stern. 

"Mrs. Singer. Glasses," I say, pointing like an idiot. 

She feigns exasperation, lunging at me with a laugh, her hands gripping my arms as we tussle. The friction sends blood rushing south, and before I can stop myself, I’m pressing against her. 

"You’re always hard for me, boy," she murmurs, her palm cupping me through my jeans, squeezing just enough to make me groan. "I love it." 

I gesture dumbly at her glasses again. 

"Yes, I was reading a recipe," she admits, adjusting them with a coy tilt of her head. "You like?" 

"Fuck, yes. You look... unreal. The most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen." The words tumble out before I can stop them, and I watch, mesmerized, as a blush creeps up her neck. 

"Oh, Nick," she sighs, her fingers brushing my jaw. "You have no idea what you do to me. Tonight, I’ll make sure you’re rewarded properly." My nod is frantic, eager, and she laughs before turning away—but not without lifting her dress just enough to give me a glimpse of smooth, bare thigh. 

I’m going to be hard all goddamn night.

Dinner was a delight—Laura’s cooking was as exquisite as she was, every bite infused with warmth and care. The conversation flowed effortlessly between us, laughter mingling with the clink of silverware. Tommy, ever the energetic boy, begged me to join him for video games afterward. As much as I enjoyed his company, my mind was elsewhere—fixated on the promise Laura had whispered to me earlier. The anticipation coiled tight in my gut, making every minute stretch into an eternity. 

Two agonizing hours crawled by before a soft knock interrupted our game. Laura’s face appeared in the doorway, her usual radiance dimmed by exhaustion. Dark circles shadowed her eyes, and her lips—usually so inviting—were pressed into a thin line. “Boys,” she murmured, voice thick with fatigue, “I’m heading to bed. It’s late. Sleep well.” The door clicked shut behind her before I could protest. 

Tommy barely glanced up from the screen, but I excused myself under the pretense of needing the bathroom. The hallway was dim, the air thick with tension as Laura intercepted me. Her expression was a storm of irritation and something darker—something that sent a thrill down my spine. 

“Not tonight, Nick,” she said sharply, her tone brooking no argument. “I know I promised you something special, but it’s late, and I have an early morning. Go back to Tommy. Say goodnight.” 

I reached for her, craving the warmth of her body against mine, but she stiffened, turning her face away as my lips grazed empty air. “Nicholas,” she warned, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “You’re being very naughty.” 

Before I could stammer an apology, her hand slid down the front of my pants, fingers closing around my balls with a punishing grip. The pain was sharp, electric—it stole my breath and sent heat flooding through me. 

“Shut your mouth,” she commanded, her eyes locked onto mine, cold and unyielding. Her other hand worked me through the fabric of my pants, rough and relentless, her touch bordering on cruel. I was helpless, my cock throbbing as she jerked me off with ruthless efficiency. Pleasure and humiliation twisted together, and with a choked gasp, I came hard, my release soaking through my boxers in thick, sticky waves. 

She withdrew her hand, wiping it casually on my shirt. “There,” she said, voice dripping with disdain. “Your reward.” 

I stood there, dazed, my pulse still racing. Had I enjoyed it? The answer didn’t matter—she had, and that knowledge alone was intoxicating. 

“Tomorrow,” she continued, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. “Tommy has soccer. Two hours. Be here.” It wasn’t an invitation—it was an order. I nodded mutely before slipping out, my skin still burning where she’d touched me. 

---

The next afternoon, I let myself in through the back door, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Hello?” I called, my voice unsteady. 

“Come in,” came her reply, smooth as silk. 

She was waiting for me in the living room, perched elegantly in her chair. The sight of her stole my breath—a sheer nightie clung to her curves, the delicate fabric doing nothing to hide the swell of her breasts or the tantalizing outline of her nipples. Stockings hugged her legs, the garters a sinful contrast against her creamy skin. She didn’t look up, but I felt the weight of her awareness, the way her body tensed ever so slightly as I stepped closer. 

For a long moment, I just drank her in, the air between us thick with unspoken desire. 

Then, soft as a whisper, she spoke. 

“Come here.” 

Her command sent a shiver down my spine. But she still didn’t look at me.

"Kneel," she murmurs, her voice a velvet command that sends shivers down my spine. My hands tremble slightly as I obey, pressing my lips to the delicate arch of her foot. The scent of her skin—warm jasmine and something uniquely her—wraps around me, intoxicating. Is this discipline? A game? I don’t care. The way she owns me, the way her quiet authority coils tight in my gut, is its own kind of pleasure. 

"Higher," she breathes, and I drag my mouth along the silk of her stocking, up the curve of her calf. My pulse hammers when her thighs part, baring her to me—no barriers, just heat and the faint glisten of arousal. The sight punches the air from my lungs. 

"Don’t speak unless I permit it." Her tone is soft, but the edge beneath it makes my cock twitch. I press open-mouthed kisses to her inner thighs, tasting salt and perfume, feeling the tension in her muscles. Every exhale of hers is a whisper against my skin, every shift of her hips a silent demand. 

The moment stretches, thick with anticipation, until her fingers thread through my hair. "On your back." The floor is cool against my spine, but the way she looms over me—nightie riding up, garters framing the sinful dip between her legs—burns away everything else. 

Then she’s above me, her knees caging my head, her cunt so close I can feel her heat. "Lick." The command is a spark to kindling. I dive in, lapping at her folds, relearning the rhythm she taught me. Her moan is a vibration against my tongue, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles. 

Her hands work my belt free, her nails scraping my stomach as she pulls my cock out. The first stroke of her fingers has me bucking, but her other hand fists in my hair, holding me in place. "Tap me," she reminds me, her voice rough. 

I’m lost in the slick, heady taste of her when her mouth closes over me. The dual sensations—her tongue swirling, her pussy grinding against mine—threaten to unravel me too fast. My fingers dig into her thigh, warning her as pleasure crests. 

She releases me with a wet pop, her breath hot on my shaft. "Mrs. Singer, I—" The protest dies as she pins me with a look, her lips glistening. The unspoken mine in her gaze is sharper than any touch.

“Did I give you permission to stop?” Her voice slices through the air, sharp as a blade, yet dripping with honeyed dominance. My pulse skyrockets—God, I’m addicted to this. The thrill is unlike anything I’ve ever known. My tongue obeys instantly, lapping at her with renewed fervor, but then she settles onto me fully, her weight pressing down, her heat smothering me. The lack of air is dizzying, intoxicating—her thighs framing my face like a vice, her arousal slick and heavy on my lips. 

I tap her shoulder again, my cock throbbing, desperate. She pulls off with a wet pop, but instead of relief, she grinds against me, her slickness painting my cheeks, my chin, my mouth. I’m drowning in her, her scent, her taste, the way she rolls her hips just to hear me gasp. For a heartbeat, she lingers there, letting me struggle, letting me ache—then she rises, leaving me breathless and glistening. 

“Up. Strip.” Her command is casual, as if she’s discussing the weather, her gaze flicking to her nails like I’m an afterthought. I scramble to obey, shedding my clothes with shaking hands. The power dynamic is intoxicating—she could’ve degraded me further, could’ve marked me in ways I’ve only half-dared to imagine. The thought sends a dark thrill through me: Would I have let her? 

“Undress me.” Her voice is a velvet whisper, snapping me back. My fingers tremble as I reach for her stockings, the silk sliding under my touch. She arches a brow when I hesitate, and I quickly avert my eyes, obeying her unspoken rule. The nightie lifts over her head, baring her body—all taut skin and soft curves, save for those sinful stockings. I move to remove them, but her hand strikes mine, sharp and sudden. 

“Suck. Gently.” Her nipple brushes my lips, and I worship her with my mouth, swirling my tongue until her breath hitches. She lets me linger for a moment—just long enough to feel her pulse quicken—before pulling away. “Enough.” 

She strides toward the bedroom, leaving me to gather the scattered clothes like an obedient pet. When I follow, she’s sprawled across the bed, her head tipped back, legs splayed in invitation. “Stand over me. Let me taste you while you taste me.” 

I lean down, my cock hovering near her lips as my tongue delves between her folds. Her fingers tease my balls, feather-light, maddening. I’m aching, so close—but she denies me, her mouth just out of reach. 

“Faster.” I obey. “Harder.” My tongue fucks her in earnest now, and her body bows off the bed, her thighs quaking. She’s fighting to stay silent, but her hips jerk, her back arches—she’s coming, her climax ripping through her with shuddering waves. “Don’t. Stop.” Her command is ragged, breathless, and I don’t—not until her last tremble subsides, not until she’s wrung every drop of pleasure from me without ever letting me spill. 

The control is hers. And I’m utterly, deliciously, hers.

"Open your mouth," she commands, her voice husky with desire. "I want you to fuck my face—hard, fast, deep. No holding back. If you do, I’ll make you regret it later." The shift in power is intoxicating—now she’s demanding my dominance, forcing me to take control. Her lips part, and I guide my aching cock into the wet heat of her mouth. The moment I feel her tongue swirl around me, I lose all restraint. 

I thrust deep, burying myself to the hilt in her throat, relishing the way her body tenses around me. The muffled sounds she makes—gasps, gags, the slick slide of her lips—only drive me wilder. "Harder," she manages, the words vibrating around my length. I obey, pistoning into her with reckless abandon, my fingers tangling in her hair to hold her steady. 

Her throat constricts around me, but I don’t slow down. I can’t. The sensation is too much—her submission, her hunger, the way she lets me use her like this. My tongue still works between her thighs, lapping at her arousal as she shudders beneath me. I feel her climax again, her juices spilling over my lips, her body trembling with the force of it. 

And then I’m there—right on the edge, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing. I tap her shoulder, a silent plea, and her fingers tighten around my sac, coaxing me closer. With a groan, I slam into her one last time, my release surging down her throat as I empty myself completely. The pleasure is blinding, overwhelming—every nerve alight, every muscle taut. 

She doesn’t pull away until I’m spent, until the last pulse of my orgasm fades. When she finally releases me, she gasps for air, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed. "Get on the bed," she pants, her voice ragged. I collapse onto the mattress, my limbs heavy, my mind still reeling. 

She joins me a moment later, curling against my side, her skin warm and damp against mine. We lie there, tangled together, her breath slowing against my chest. Then she lifts her head, her gaze locking onto mine. "Nick," she murmurs, her fingers tracing my jaw. "Sweet baby, thank you. That was... incredible. You were perfect." 

Her kiss is tender, almost reverent, and I pull her closer, still struggling to process the intensity of what just happened. "Did you enjoy the game, Nick?" she asks softly, her thumb brushing my lower lip. 

"Yes," I breathe, my voice rough. "God, yes. It was—" Words fail me. 

A satisfied smile curves her lips. "I’m glad. I was afraid it might be too much for you. But I wanted to try something... different." 

"You definitely did that," I murmur, nuzzling into her neck, inhaling the scent of her skin—sex and sweat and something uniquely her. 

We stay like that for long, languid minutes, until finally she sighs and shifts against me. "Nick, darling," she whispers. "You should go. Get dressed, go home, take a bath. But come back later—for dinner." 

I nod, pressing a kiss to her shoulder before reluctantly untangling myself. As I pull on my clothes, she watches me, her expression unreadable. Before I leave, I pull her into one last embrace. "No matter what happens, Mrs. Singer," I murmur against her hair, "I’ll never forget you." 

"Laura," she corrects with a soft smile, and then I’m out the door, my body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. 

Hours later, freshly showered and changed, I return to the Singer house. Tommy’s there, and so is she—dressed in sleek black, every inch the poised, untouchable woman the world sees. But beneath that polished exterior, I know the truth. The way her fingers linger when she hands me a glass, the secret heat in her gaze when her son isn’t looking—it’s all for me. 

Unpredictable. Addicting. Mine.

The moment Tommy steps out, she’s on me in a heartbeat—her arms winding around my neck, her body pressing flush against mine. Her lips find mine in a kiss so deep and lingering, it steals my breath. “Oh, Nick,” she murmurs against my mouth, her voice trembling with excitement. “This afternoon… God, it was electrifying. You might think I’m some worldly seductress, but darling, I’ve never done anything like that before. Eighteen years married to a man who thought missionary was adventurous.” She laughs, low and throaty, her fingers tracing my jaw. “Thank you for giving me this… for letting me discover what I’ve been missing. You have no idea how alive you make me feel.” 

Her breasts press into my chest as she kisses me again, slow and sweet, her tongue teasing my lower lip. “Tell me, Nick,” she whispers, her breath warm against my skin. “Did you enjoy it? Or was it too much?” 

I swallow hard, my pulse racing. “Laura—” The name feels forbidden, intoxicating. “I don’t even have the words. You took me somewhere I’ve never been. You’re… incredible.” The confession nearly spills out—I love you—but I bite it back. That’s not what this is. She doesn’t want promises; she wants passion, freedom, a reckless escape. And God help me, I’m more than willing to give it to her, even if her unpredictability leaves me dizzy. 

Her smile is radiant, her eyes gleaming. “You make me feel young again, Nick. Wild. Desired.” She brushes her thumb over my bottom lip. “For the first time in years, I’m happy.” 

Dinner is a surreal contrast—Tommy chattering away, oblivious, while Laura’s fingers sneak under the table to trace my thigh. She licks her fork suggestively, her gaze locked on mine, or shifts just enough to flash me a glimpse of lace beneath her dress. Every stolen glance, every secret touch, stokes the fire between us. 

Later, when Tommy retreats to his games, she pulls me into the shadows of the hallway, her fingers curling into my belt. “Nick, baby,” she purrs, her voice dripping with need. “Come back to me. I want you inside me so badly, but not like this—not rushed, not hiding. I want to take my time with you, explore every inch of you.” Her hand slides lower, cupping me through my jeans. “But if you need relief tonight… let me taste you again.” 

A shaky laugh escapes me. “Are you seriously asking if it’s okay for you to suck my cock?” 

Her grin is wicked. “Only if you say my name.” 

We’re both laughing as she drags me into her bedroom, her urgency undeniable. The door clicks shut behind us, and she sinks to her knees, her hands working my belt with practiced ease. “Take it out for me, sweetheart,” she commands, her voice husky. “And soon, Nick… very soon, I want all of you. Are you ready?” 

“Yes,” I breathe, my fingers tangling in her hair. “Only you.” 

This time, she doesn’t let me finish in her mouth. At the last second, she pulls back, and I erupt across her face—striking her cheeks, her lips, her eyelids. She gasps, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop, her gaze never leaving mine. 

“Remember this,” she whispers, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Remember me.”

My days are now spent almost entirely at the Singer house, wrapped in this delicious, secret world. The excuse about my parents' fighting still holds—Tommy buys it without question, and our friendship remains as easy as ever. But it's Mrs. Singer—Laura—who keeps drawing me back, her presence like an electric current under my skin. 

Every time I step through that door, she finds a way to pull me aside, her hands sliding around my waist before her lips meet mine in a kiss that tastes like stolen moments. Tonight is no different—the second we’re alone, her body presses into me, warm and insistent. “Touch my tits, Nick,” she murmurs against my mouth, her voice husky with promise. My hands don’t hesitate, cupping the soft weight of her breasts through the thin fabric of her blouse, her nipples already stiff under my palms. She sighs, arching into my touch, and for a heartbeat, I forget how to breathe. 

Then she pulls back just enough to look at me, her fingers tracing my jaw. “Listen, baby,” she says, her voice softer now, almost hesitant. “This weekend… Tommy’s staying with his father. It’ll just be me here. No interruptions, no one to hear us.” Her thumb brushes my lower lip, and I can feel the faintest tremble in her touch. “I want to take your virginity, Nick. On Saturday. We can take our time, do everything properly.” She swallows, her gaze searching mine. “But only if you’re ready. I don’t want to push you.” 

The vulnerability in her voice undoes me. I can’t resist teasing her, just a little. “Well, I did have plans this weekend, Mrs. Singer—” The smirk betrays me, and she laughs, swatting my chest before her hand lingers, warm against my skin. 

“Bad boy,” she chides, but her eyes are bright with amusement. 

I sober then, because this matters. “No, really. I’m ready. I’ve been ready since the first time I saw you. There’s no one else—no one I even want like this.” The truth of it hums in my veins. Every fantasy, every restless night, it’s all been leading back to her. 

Her breath catches, and for a moment, she just looks at me, her fingers tightening ever so slightly on my shirt. “That means so much to me,” she whispers. Then her hand drifts lower, palming the hard length of me through my jeans, and my hips jerk forward instinctively. “You’re so impressive, Nick. I can’t wait to feel you inside me.” Her teeth catch her lower lip, and the flush on her cheeks deepens. “But five days… God, it’s going to be torture.” 

I groan, my hands flexing at her hips. “I’ve waited over a year for you. Five days is nothing.” 

She leans into me then, resting her head against my chest, and I wrap my arms around her, breathing in the scent of her perfume—something warm and expensive, clinging to her skin. I want to tell her I love her. The words burn on my tongue, but I bite them back. Would it scare her? Would it ruin this? Even now, with her body pressed to mine, there’s a flicker of uncertainty, a question I don’t know how to ask. 

“Mrs. Singer,” I murmur instead, “I need to see you before Saturday.” 

Her laugh is soft, her breath warm through my shirt. “You will, baby. Tonight, after dinner. Unless you have plans?” 

I grin, unable to resist. “Nothing I can’t cancel.” 

Hours later, I’m sprawled on the couch with Tommy, half-watching him obliterate virtual enemies, when my phone buzzes. A single word lights up the screen: Office. My pulse kicks hard, my cock already thickening at the implication. The office—her private space, tucked away from prying eyes. 

I leave Tommy to his game, my steps quickening as I cross the house. Every nerve is alight, every heartbeat a drumroll of anticipation. What does she have in store for me tonight? The possibilities coil tight in my stomach, sweet and unbearable.

I push the door open and step inside, shutting it with a quiet click behind me. The sight before me steals my breath—Mrs. Singer, bathed in the soft glow of the desk lamp, stands completely bare except for a pair of delicate lace panties that cling to her curves. My pulse races, my skin tingling with the sheer thrill of her presence. 

"Lock the door," she murmurs, her voice husky with promise. My fingers fumble slightly with the latch, my body already reacting to her command. As I turn back to her, she moves with effortless grace, climbing onto the desk and settling onto all fours. The way her back arches, the way her hips tilt—she’s a vision of raw, untamed desire. 

"Come here, Nick," she purrs, and I’m helpless to resist. 

This isn’t Mistress Laura, not tonight. No, the way her eyes lock onto mine is different—softer, yet somehow more intense. I close the distance between us, our lips meeting in a slow, deep kiss that sends fire through my veins. Her fingers work at my belt, my jeans sliding down my legs as I trace the smooth expanse of her back, her waist, the swell of her hips. My cock springs free, aching for her touch, and she doesn’t make me wait. 

Her mouth is warm, wet, perfect as she takes me in, her tongue swirling in a rhythm that threatens to undo me. I groan, my fingers tangling in the thin fabric of her panties, teasing the edge. 

"You’re everything I’ve ever wanted," I whisper, my voice rough with need. 

She hums around me, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my core. I can’t stand it—I need more. 

"Let me fuck you," I beg, my hands gripping her hips. 

She pulls back just enough to look up at me, her lips glistening. "Saturday, Nicholas," she reminds me, her tone firm but teasing. "Be patient." 

"Then let me taste you," I growl, desperate for any part of her. 

A slow smile curves her mouth. "Only if you call me Laura." 

"Laura," I breathe, the name foreign yet intoxicating on my tongue. "Please, let me eat your pussy." 

Her eyes darken, and she slides off the desk, standing before me. "Take them off," she orders, nodding toward her panties. 

I obey, peeling the lace down her thighs with deliberate slowness, savoring every inch of her revealed skin. Even now, the reality of her nakedness before me is dizzying. 

"Where do you want me?" she asks, challenging me to take control. 

I don’t hesitate. "Back on the table. One leg up." 

She follows my instruction flawlessly, spreading herself for me like a goddess offering worship. And worship her I do—my tongue tracing slow, teasing circles before diving deeper, drinking in her taste, her moans. She muffles her cries against her wrist, but I feel her thighs tremble, her fingers tightening in my hair as her climax builds. 

"Oh god, Nick—yes, just like that—" Her voice is a broken whisper, her body arching as she comes undone, her release slick against my lips. 

I pull back, panting, my cock throbbing with need. "Please, Laura, let me inside you." 

She laughs, low and wicked. "Ask again before Saturday, and I’ll never let you have me. Understood?" She presses a finger to my lips, silencing me. "Now, I want you to come for me. Right here." She gestures to her chest, her breasts begging for my release. 

It doesn’t take long—her mouth, her hands, her whispered encouragement push me over the edge. My climax crashes through me, painting her skin in streaks of white. She watches me with heavy-lidded satisfaction before stretching languidly, her body a masterpiece marked by my desire. 

Without a word, she slips into a robe and sends me back to Tommy with nothing but a lingering kiss and a promise in her eyes. 

Saturday can’t come soon enough.

Two nights slip by in a haze of anticipation before I find myself back in their cozy living room, curled up beside Laura—no, Mrs. Singer—while Tommy dozes nearby. The air hums with unspoken tension, thick enough to taste. She’s dressed in something sinfully tight, the fabric clinging to every curve, those damn glasses perched on her nose like she knows exactly what they do to me. The contrast between her poised elegance and the raw hunger simmering beneath the surface makes my pulse spike. 

Tommy sprawls in the armchair, oblivious, his breathing slow and steady. The movie drones on, but neither of us is paying attention. The blanket she drapes over us is just an excuse, a flimsy shield for the way her fingers trail down my thigh, teasing, testing. Then—oh fuck—her hand slips beneath the fabric, warm and sure as she wraps her fingers around me. My breath hitches. 

“I'm gonna come, Mrs. Singer,” I warn in a strained whisper, my hips twitching under her touch. 

Her laugh is soft, wicked. “Oh no, you don’t, big boy. Not here.” 

Before I can protest, she’s sliding down, the blanket shifting just enough to hide her descent. The first hot swipe of her tongue nearly undoes me, and when she takes me deep, I have to bite my lip to keep from groaning. She works me with ruthless precision, drawing out every shudder, every drop, until I’m trembling. And she doesn’t stop, not until I’m wrung out and gasping. 

When she finally pulls back, her lips glisten, her chest rising fast. “I’ll never get tired of having that big, beautiful schoolboy cock in my mouth, baby,” she murmurs, voice thick with satisfaction. 

Tommy snores on, blissfully unaware. 

“Mrs. Singer, can I make you come too?” I ask, desperate to return the favor. 

Her smile is cryptic, teasing. “You’re so thoughtful, honey. But no—not tonight.” 

The denial burns, but the promise in her eyes keeps me aching. 

--- 

The following evening, we’re at some upscale bistro, glasses clinking, laughter light. Laura’s practically glowing—her gallery’s success, sure, but there’s something else, something free in the way she moves now. Tommy, ever oblivious, chatters between bites until— 

“So, Mom. Nick is totally in love with some chick.” 

I nearly choke on my wine. 

Laura’s eyebrows arch, her gaze locking onto mine with amused suspicion. “Oh, really?” 

Tommy grins, oblivious to the way my face flames. “Yeah. He’s all distracted, saying weird shit.” 

“Like what?” Laura prompts, her smirk dangerous. 

Tommy hesitates, then blurts, “We were watching, uh…” 

“What?” 

“A porno,” I mutter, bracing for impact. 

Laura’s gasp is pure theatrics. “Boys!” But the way her foot brushes my calf under the table tells me she’s anything but scandalized.

"Mom, seriously, whatever," Tommy waves his hand dismissively, his teenage bravado on full display. "But Nick here—he’s got it bad for some girl. Like, bad." His grin is wicked as he leans back in his chair, enjoying the way my face burns under their attention. 

Mrs. Singer arches a perfectly shaped brow, her lips twitching with amusement. "Oh?" she purrs, swirling her wine glass. "Do tell." 

Tommy launches into it, relentless. "Yeah, like, we were watching this one scene—" 

"A scene?" Mrs. Singer cuts in, feigning shock, though her eyes spark with mischief. 

"Okay, fine, a porno," Tommy huffs, rolling his eyes. "And Nick gets all technical, like, ‘That’s not how it works,’ or whatever. So obviously, he’s been getting some. But then he says this girl wants to wait—" 

"Tommy," I groan, rubbing my temples. 

"—and I’m like, dude, just fuck her already, but he gets all weird about it. So yeah. He’s in love." 

Mrs. Singer’s laughter is low, throaty, and entirely too pleased. She leans forward, resting her chin on her hand, her gaze locked onto mine. "Is that true, Nick?" Her voice is teasing, but there’s something else there—a flicker of curiosity, maybe even possessiveness. "Are you seeing someone?" 

I swallow hard, caught between the truth and the unspoken tension crackling between us. "It’s... complicated," I mutter. 

Tommy snorts. "Complicated means yes." 

"And do you love her?" Mrs. Singer asks, her tone light, but her eyes darken just a fraction. 

The words spill out before I can stop them. "Yeah. I do." My voice cracks, raw with honesty. "But she doesn’t feel the same. She just... wants to have fun. So I guess that’s all I am to her. Fun." The admission stings, and I stare down at my plate, suddenly unable to meet her gaze. 

Tommy, oblivious to the weight of the moment, just elbows me. "Dude, that’s pathetic." 

I force a laugh, deflecting. "What about you, man? Got any girls lined up?" 

His cheeks flush instantly. "M-maybe," he mumbles, suddenly shy. 

I grin, seizing the chance to shift the spotlight. "We should go on a double date sometime." 

Tommy chokes on his soda, and Mrs. Singer rolls her eyes, though her lips quirk in amusement. "Boys," she sighs, shaking her head. 

But I can’t resist pushing further. "What about you, Mrs. Singer?" I ask, my voice deliberately casual. "Now that you’re single, any guys chasing after you?" 

Tommy’s elbow jabs into my ribs. “Dude," he hisses, but he’s grinning. 

Mrs. Singer just smirks, taking a slow sip of her wine. Then Tommy excuses himself to the restroom, and the moment he’s out of earshot, she leans in. 

"Actually," she murmurs, her voice dripping with sinful promise, "there is someone." Her fingers trace the rim of her glass, her eyes locked onto mine. "He’s younger. Gorgeous. And oh, God, the things he does to me..." A shiver runs through her, and she bites her lip. "His cock is perfect, and when he kisses me? I forget my own name. I want him to ruin me, Nick. Absolutely ruin me." 

My breath hitches, my pulse roaring in my ears. 

She tilts her head, her expression softening. "And I care about him. More than I should. I’m just... not very good at showing it." 

The air between us is electric, charged with everything we can’t say. Then Tommy returns, oblivious, and the moment shatters. 

Mrs. Singer pays the bill, her demeanor effortlessly smooth again, and we leave. The car ride is quiet, the tension thick. When they drop me off, I stand there, watching their taillights disappear, my mind spinning. 

That night, I don’t sleep. Not when every thought is consumed by her.

The next forty-eight hours crawl by in agonizing slow motion. Every text from Mrs. Singer sends my pulse racing, each hour stretching into what feels like an eternity. When the day finally arrives, my entire body thrums with anticipation—today, if the stars align, I’ll surrender my virginity to the woman who’s consumed my every thought. Sleep is impossible; food tastes like ash on my tongue. But at last, after what feels like an endless wait, the moment arrives. My hands tremble as I make my way to her house. 

Tommy’s away for the weekend with his father, leaving the house deliciously empty. Just us. Just her. My heart hammers against my ribs as I slip through the back door, the quiet click of the latch sealing my fate. 

And there she is—lounging in the living room like a goddess, every inch of her radiating sensual confidence. My breath catches. The tight blue top clings to her curves, the sheer lace teasing glimpses of golden skin beneath. That skirt—Christ—riding high on her thighs, the flash of her toned midriff, those heels elongating already endless legs. She’s a masterpiece of temptation, balancing elegance with something far more primal. 

“You’re perfect,” I murmur, the words spilling out before I can stop them. 

She smiles, slow and knowing, and pulls me into her arms. Our lips brush, featherlight, as she murmurs against my mouth, “Nick, darling, you’ve been so good to me. So patient. So sweet.” Her fingers trace the line of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine. “You’ve brought me back to life in ways I never expected.” 

I’m drowning in her—the scent of her perfume, the warmth of her body, the way her voice wraps around me like silk. My thoughts scatter, leaving me stammering like an idiot. 

She laughs softly, her thumb stroking my cheek. “Nervous? That’s adorable.” Gently, she guides me to the couch, where soft music hums in the background. Two glasses and a bottle of champagne glint on the table, bubbles dancing in the golden liquid. 

“Now, I know you’re not twenty-one,” she teases, pouring a glass with practiced ease, “but considering what I have planned for you tonight, a little champagne seems harmless.” Her eyes darken with promise as she presses the glass into my hand. “Just one, though. I need you fully functional.” 

We toast—to me, to this moment, to the precipice we’re about to leap from. The champagne fizzes on my tongue, crisp and bright, but it’s nothing compared to the taste of her when she kisses me again. Slow. Deep. 

“Mrs. Singer,” I whisper against her lips, my voice rough with need, “will you… take charge tonight?” 

Her smile is wicked. “Of course, sweetheart. It’s been a while, but I remember how to handle a beautiful boy like you.” Her fingers tangle in my hair, tugging just enough to make my breath hitch. “You’re too precious for words.” 

Then she’s kissing me again, her body pressing flush against mine, her breasts soft and heavy against my chest. Her hand drifts lower, cupping the aching hardness straining against my jeans. I’ve been rock-solid since the moment I walked in. 

We lose ourselves in each other—lips, hands, whispered sighs. Every touch is slow, deliberate, as if she’s memorizing me. And I’m doing the same, tracing the dip of her waist, the curve of her hip, the silk of her skin. 

“So, Mrs. Singer…”

"Nick, darling," she murmurs, cutting me off with a finger pressed to my lips. Her voice is low, sultry—a command wrapped in velvet. "Tonight, I want you to call me Laura. No more 'Mrs. Singer.' Just Laura. Can you do that for me?" Her eyes lock onto mine, dark with promise. 

I swallow hard, my pulse thrumming. "Yes, Laura," I breathe, testing the name on my tongue. It feels forbidden, electric. "I was just wondering... do we take our time with everything first, or—" 

She laughs, the sound rich and warm as she shifts onto my lap, her weight delicious against me. "Oh, Nick," she purrs, fingers tracing my jaw. "Why rush? Don’t you want to savor every single second?" 

"God, yes. Please, La—Laura," I stammer, already lost in the heat of her mouth on mine. 

Then she pulls back, standing with deliberate grace, her body a slow-burning tease. "First," she says, her voice dripping with mischief, "how about a little show?" She steps back, hips swaying. "I want you to take that beautiful cock out and stroke it while I undress. But don’t you dare come yet. Think you can handle that?" 

My cheeks burn, but I obey, fumbling with my zipper before freeing myself. Her gaze drops, lips parting as she bites down on her lower lip. "Fuck, Nick," she breathes. "Look at you. So thick, so perfect." She steps closer, her fingers ghosting over my length. "You know, tonight you’ll be the youngest—and the biggest—I’ve ever had inside me." The confession sends a shudder through me. "My high school sweetheart? Not even close to you, baby." 

With agonizing slowness, she begins to peel away her clothes, each movement calculated to drive me wild. The stockings come first, unclipped with a flick of her fingers before she rolls them down her thighs, tossing them at me with a smirk. Her panties follow, a scrap of lace she playfully flicks at my face, laughing as I catch them against my chest. The bra is next, straps slipping from her shoulders until she stands before me in nothing but a delicate necklace, her skin glowing in the dim light. 

She’s breathtaking. Every curve, every inch of her is a masterpiece, and I grip myself tighter, fighting the urge to spill into my own hand. 

Then she’s on her knees, her tongue tracing a slow, wet path up my shaft before taking me into her mouth. I groan, my hips jerking as she works me, her hands deftly unbuckling my belt and tugging my pants down. "Shirt off, now," she orders, and I obey, yanking it over my head. 

In an instant, she’s straddling me again, her thighs framing my hips as she leans back, hands braced on my shoulders. With a wicked grin, she rocks against me, my cock sliding through her slick heat, teasing but not quite giving me what I crave. 

She’s wild tonight—uninhibited, hungry. And knowing I’m the one making her like this? It’s intoxicating. The head of my cock catches at her entrance, and she moans, grinding just enough to let me feel the barest hint of her tightness before pulling away. 

Still a virgin. Still aching. Still hers.

"Not yet, darling," she murmurs, her voice dripping with anticipation. "Why don’t you take me to bed? Carry me there like I’m something precious." Her request sends a thrill through me, and without hesitation, I rise, scooping her effortlessly into my arms. She’s light, almost weightless, her body molding against mine as I carry her down the hall. The entire way, her lips curve into that wicked little smirk, her eyes dark with promise. 

Gently, I lower her onto the soft expanse of the bed, the sheets cool beneath her heated skin. My mouth finds her before she can even catch her breath, my tongue tracing slow, deliberate circles around her clit, savoring her like the sweetest indulgence. The way she gasps, the way her hips jerk beneath me—it’s intoxicating. 

"Oh, fuck, Nick," she moans, her fingers tangling in my hair, urging me deeper. "Just like that, baby. Don’t stop—oh God, don’t stop." Her voice is raw, unfiltered, her pleasure unrestrained now that we’re truly alone. Every flick of my tongue sends another shudder through her, her thighs trembling around my head as she grinds against my mouth. 

"I love the way you taste," I growl against her, my words muffled but fervent. "Love how you come for me." And she does—hard, her back arching off the bed as she cries out, her climax crashing over her in waves. I don’t let up, not until her hands push weakly at my shoulders, her body spent and boneless against the sheets. 

Panting, she gazes up at me through hooded eyes, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "You’re too good at that," she breathes, a lazy smile playing on her lips. "Now, baby… what do you want? My mouth, or do you finally want to fuck me?" 

The question sends a jolt straight to my cock. "Laura, please—" 

"You want me, don’t you?" she teases, her fingers trailing down my chest. "Tell me how." 

"On top," I rasp. "Like before. The way you teased me, driving me fucking crazy." 

Her grin turns sinful. "Mmm, I remember." She nudges me onto my back, straddling me once more, her thighs framing my hips. Her fingers wrap around my length, stroking slowly, torturously, as she rubs herself against me, wet and eager. Every inch she takes is agonizing bliss, her body swallowing me in shallow, teasing thrusts. 

"Ready, Nick?" she whispers, her voice thick with need. "Ready for me to take that pretty virginity of yours?" 

"Fuck, yes," I groan, my hands gripping her hips. 

And then she sinks down, inch by glorious inch, her tight heat enveloping me completely. The sensation is overwhelming—better than anything I’ve ever imagined. She’s so warm, so soft, her body clenching around me as she lets out a breathy moan. 

"Christ, you’re big," she gasps, rolling her hips experimentally. "So fucking deep—oh, baby, you feel incredible." 

Words fail me. All I can do is groan as she rides me, her movements slow at first, then growing more urgent, more desperate. The friction is unbearable, pleasure coiling tight in my gut. Just as I’m about to lose control, I grip her waist and lift her off me, panting. 

"Nick—?" 

"Almost came," I admit, my voice rough. "Didn’t want to yet." 

She laughs, low and throaty. "Good boy. Having fun?" 

I nod, my body thrumming with need. 

"Then bend me over," she purrs, shifting onto her hands and knees, her ass tempting and bare. "Take me from behind."

“Yes, sir.” Her voice is breathless, husky with approval as she arches her back, loving the way I’ve taken control. I press against her from behind, my cock sliding between her thighs, but I fumble—too eager, too inexperienced. 

“Let me help you, sweetheart,” she murmurs, reaching back to guide me, her fingers wrapping around my length, positioning me just right. With a slow, deliberate push, she takes me inside her, her body welcoming me with a slick, tight heat that makes my knees weak. 

“Now fuck me, baby,” she gasps, bracing herself on the bed. “Just don’t lose me, okay?” 

I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I start to move. This angle—Christ—it’s even deeper than before, and the way she clenches around me is almost too much to bear. Every thrust sends a shockwave of pleasure through me, her moans fueling my desperation. 

“Oh fuck—fuck, yessss, just like that—god, baby, it’s been so long since I’ve been fucked this good,” she cries, her voice breaking as she pushes back against me. My heart stutters when she calls me my love, and the words I love you burn on my tongue, but I swallow them down, focusing instead on the rhythm of our bodies, the way she tightens around me with every deep stroke. 

“Don’t come yet,” she warns, her voice ragged. “Pull out if you need to.” 

I grit my teeth, fighting the rising tide of pleasure, determined to make this last. My hips snap forward, driving into her with relentless force, and when she shudders beneath me, her moans turning into desperate cries, I know I’ve pushed her over the edge again. 

Before I lose control, I pull out, my cock throbbing, desperate for release. “Now what, Laura?” I pant, my voice rough with need. 

She turns, her eyes dark with hunger. “Now you’re going to take me on top, face to face, and you’re going to come inside me. I want to watch you when you do.” 

“Are you sure?” I ask, my pulse hammering. 

“Yes, baby. I’m safe.” 

“And you want me… hard?” 

She laughs, low and wicked. “I want all of you. Every inch, every drop. This weekend, you can have me bare—after that, we’ll be careful. But this first time? I want it raw. I want it real.” 

I nearly say it again—I love you—but instead, I kiss her, deep and hungry, as I sink back inside her. This time, I take it slow, our eyes locked, our breaths mingling. But soon, the friction is too much, the way she clenches around me too perfect, and I lose control, fucking her harder, faster, her legs wrapping around my waist as we move together. 

“Fuck me, Nick—yes, baby, just like that—god, you feel so good,” she moans, her nails raking down my back. 

I’m beyond words, beyond thought, lost in the rhythm of our bodies. Three minutes—maybe more—before I’m teetering on the edge, my release building like a storm. 

“I’m gonna come—Laura—fuck, here—I—” 

I bury myself deep, my orgasm ripping through me as I empty inside her, her body milking every last drop. She lets out a sharp, breathless cry, her walls fluttering around me, and in that moment, I know—I’m not a virgin anymore. 

We collapse in a tangle of limbs, breathless, sweaty, laughing between gasps. My whole body hums with satisfaction, my cock still pulsing with aftershocks. 

And then, before I can stop myself—”I love you, Laura.” 

She presses a finger to my lips, her smile soft, secretive. “You sweet, sweet boy.” 

We lie there, tangled in the sheets, until she slips away, returning with two glasses of champagne. And as we curl into each other, the world fades away, leaving nothing but the warmth of her body and the quiet, blissful certainty that this—this—is exactly where I’m meant to be.

"Laura...please...can we go again?" My voice is rough with need, still buzzing from the aftershocks of our last climax. 

Part 23. 

We do. Again and again, tangled in the sheets, our bodies slick with sweat, our moans muffled against each other’s skin. When we finally collapse, spent and breathless, we curl into each other, limbs entwined, sipping champagne and feeding each other lazy bites of fruit. The night stretches on, warm and hazy, until sleep finally pulls us under. 

Morning comes soft and golden, sunlight spilling across the bed like liquid honey. I wake to the weight of her body pressed against mine, her fingers tracing idle patterns over my chest. "Good morning, lover boy," she murmurs, her voice thick with sleep and something else—something possessive, something pleased. The way she looks at me, like I’m something precious, makes my pulse stutter. 

She slips from the bed, the silk of her pink robe whispering against her skin, and I follow her like a man under a spell. Every movement is hypnotic—the sway of her hips, the way the fabric clings to her curves, the teasing glimpse of bare thigh. I can’t keep my hands off her, and she doesn’t seem to mind, laughing as I trail after her into the kitchen. 

Breakfast is slow, indulgent. Every bite is punctuated with stolen kisses, lingering touches. And then—because we can’t resist—we’re back in bed, losing ourselves in each other all over again. Time blurs. The afternoon melts away in a haze of pleasure, lazy and decadent. 

Later, we escape to a secluded park, hidden beneath the dappled shade of towering trees. The grass is cool beneath us as we sprawl out, fingers laced together, mouths meeting in slow, teasing kisses. Our tongues play, tasting, exploring, as if we’re learning each other all over again. 

The question of Tommy lingers between us, unspoken until her phone buzzes with his text—another night away. Relief and guilt war inside me, but the thrill of more time with her wins out. Her smile is wicked when she looks up at me. "Looks like we have another night, Nick." 

Dinner becomes a whispered debate—in or out? The risk of being seen sends a thrill through me, but she hesitates. "Seriously, dude," she teases, nudging my ribs. "Call me Laura. But... yeah, this is complicated. I’m twice your age, and my son is your best friend." Her fingers tighten around mine. "We have to be careful." 

"I don’t care who knows," I lie, because the truth is more tangled. I don’t want to lose Tommy. But I also don’t want to hide. "But I’d like to take you out. Properly. You know I’m not just here for the sex, right?" 

She laughs, bright and surprised, before pressing a kiss to my jaw. "How about a movie? Dark theater, back row... and then we come home and I let you do very, very naughty things to me." 

The promise in her voice sends heat straight to my cock. 

The cinema is dim, the air thick with the scent of popcorn and anticipation. We barely watch the screen. My fingers slide beneath her skirt, teasing, stroking, until she’s panting against my mouth. Her hand finds me too, working me through my jeans, her touch just shy of cruel in its restraint. When her lips brush my ear—"Not yet, baby. I want you desperate for me when we get home"—I nearly come undone right there. 

We earn a few stares on the way out—her, all curves and confidence; me, young and obviously hers. But neither of us cares. 

Back at her place, she cooks, humming softly, hips swaying to some silent rhythm. Every glance, every touch, is charged with promise. The night stretches ahead of us, endless and hungry. 

And I know—I’m already addicted.

Her glasses perch on the bridge of her nose, that sophisticated, milfy look making my cock twitch with need. My fingers itch to touch her as she moves around the kitchen, hips swaying, the scent of whatever she’s cooking mingling with her perfume. Every time I reach for her, she playfully smacks my hand away, but her eyes spark with the same hunger burning through me. 

After dinner, she turns to me, lips parted, eyes dark with desire. “I want you to fuck me in every room of this house, Nick,” she murmurs, her voice dripping with promise. “Every surface, every position—I want to feel you everywhere.” 

I grin, my pulse already racing. “All in one night, Laura?” 

She laughs, low and throaty, before stepping closer. “No, but we can start right here.” In one fluid motion, she hikes up her skirt, fingers hooking into the lace of her panties and dragging them aside. “Eat me first,” she commands, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Get me nice and wet for you, baby.” 

God, I love when she takes control. Dropping to my knees, I press my face between her thighs, inhaling her musky sweetness as she braces one leg on the sofa. Even after all the times I’ve had her, it still feels surreal—this gorgeous, confident woman letting me worship her like this. 

“Want me to keep my clothes on while you fuck me?” she teases, fingers tangling in my hair. 

“Fuck yes,” I groan against her. 

She chuckles, tugging me up. “Then strip for me, darling.” 

I don’t need telling twice. She helps, her nails grazing my skin as she peels my clothes away, leaving me bare and aching for her. Then she turns, bending over the back of the couch, her ass high and inviting. “Pull my panties to the side,” she orders, voice thick with need. “And fuck me just like this.” 

I obey, gripping her hips as I sink into her tight heat. Every thrust sends a jolt of pleasure through me, her moans music to my ears. 

“Thank—fuck—thank you for letting me do this,” I pant, driving into her harder. 

She gasps, arching back. “Call me—ah—Laura,” she manages between breathless laughs, her body clenching around me. 

After minutes of relentless fucking, I’m close, my balls tightening. Sensing it, she suddenly stills me. “Wait,” she breathes. “I want to see your face when you come. Against the wall—but first, undress me.” 

My heart stutters at the way she says it—like I’m more than just a fuck. Like I matter. 

Hands trembling, I peel away her dress, our mouths crashing together as she strokes my cock. Her bra’s a puzzle, like always, but she helps, letting it fall away until she’s gloriously naked before me. 

“Against the wall,” I growl, surprising myself with the command. 

Her lips curve, slow and sinful, before she grabs a small step stool, dragging me with her by my cock. “We’ll need this,” she purrs, placing one foot on it, arms raised in surrender. “Remember the first time you touched me, Nick?” she whispers. “When you knocked me down with that basketball? The first time you saw me bare? Our first kiss?” 

I press her against the wall, my body flush with hers. “I remember everything, Laura. Every second.” And I swear, no other woman will ever compare.

“Oh, I remember it all too well,” she murmurs, her voice low and husky, sending a shiver down my spine. “That moment in the kitchen—when you held me tight and I felt you, hard and wanting against me. I knew then… I knew we’d end up exactly like this.” 

“I only ever dreamed of it, Laura,” I admit, pressing closer, my cock nudging against her slick heat. 

She gasps, sharp and needy, her breath warm against my lips as she whispers, “Fuck me, my sweet boy. Please.” 

And I do. 

Her moans fill the air, unrestrained and desperate. “Yes—yes, just like that—oh God, Nick, fuck me harder. You feel so good inside me. No one’s ever made me feel like this.” 

Mrs. Singer—Laura—has a way with words, filthy and perfect, each one stoking the fire between us. 

“Should I come inside you?” I groan, my hips driving into her relentlessly. 

“Yes—Laura, call me Laura—fill me up, baby, I want it—” 

I’m right on the edge, my body coiled tight, every nerve alight. “Laura… Laura… I’m—fuck—I love you—” 

The release crashes through me, white-hot and overwhelming, and she cries out, her body trembling against mine as she clings to me, her nails digging into my skin. 

We stay like that, panting, sweat-slicked, hearts pounding in unison. 

“Laura… I didn’t mean to say that—” 

She exhales softly, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest. “It’s okay, Nick. Sweet boy,” she murmurs, pulling away just enough to meet my eyes. “I know you care. More than just this. And that’s why I want you.” 

It’s a comfort, but not an answer. She doesn’t say how she feels, and I don’t push. 

Instead, she slides off the couch, her hand finding mine as she leads me toward the bathroom. “Come on. Let’s shower.” 

Under the warm spray, we can’t keep our hands off each other—kissing, touching, as if the hunger between us refuses to be sated. 

“I’ll want you again before bed,” she confesses, her lips brushing my shoulder. “But maybe you shouldn’t stay the night. Just… in case.” 

I swallow hard, my heart aching. “Laura, I mean it. I love you.” 

She sighs, her thumb stroking my jaw. “That’s sweet, Nick. But don’t get lost in it. We can’t be anything more than this, you know that, right? I don’t want it to end… but one day, you’ll want someone your own age.” 

I look down, the weight of her words settling over me. 

“We don’t have to think about that now,” she soothes, pressing a kiss to my lips. “Just enjoy this. It doesn’t have to end until we say so. Okay?” 

I force a smile, but inside, I’m a storm of emotions—euphoria, love, guilt, fear—all tangled together. 

Still… my dream has come true, hasn’t it? 

For now, that has to be enough.


Chapter 3

Part 24. 

The end of high school looms just ahead, a bittersweet milestone for Tommy and me. Summer stretches before us like an endless promise—lazy days, part-time jobs, and the thrilling uncertainty of what comes next. College applications are in, and it looks like we’ll be staying local, sticking together as we always have. 

But there’s another thread weaving through my life, one that pulses with heat and complication—Mrs. Singer. 

I still find myself at their house several times a week, caught in the push and pull of her unpredictable desires. Some days, she’s all soft smiles and maternal warmth, offering snacks while Tommy and I sprawl on the couch, lost in video games or stupid jokes. Other times, her gaze lingers a little too long, her fingers brushing mine when she hands me a drink, and I know—tonight won’t be about friendship. 

And then there are the nights when she doesn’t bother with subtlety. A text lights up my phone with a single, loaded word. Or she’ll corner me in the kitchen, her lips grazing my ear as she murmurs something filthy, her breath hot against my skin. It’s intoxicating, this game we play—one where the rules shift without warning. 

I’ve come to realize she doesn’t want a boyfriend. She wants freedom. After years of playing the dutiful wife, she’s discovered the thrill of indulgence, and I’m her eager accomplice. She craves the rush of control, the power of seduction, and I’m more than happy to let her take the lead. 

Then, one evening, she proposes something new. 

“Let’s play pretend,” she purrs, her eyes alight with mischief. At first, she suggests something reckless—me picking her up on some dimly lit street corner, her dressed in something tight and cheap. But the idea evolves, morphing into something even more deliciously illicit: a massage parlor fantasy. She jokes about placing an ad, offering “special services” to desperate husbands, but ultimately settles on something simpler—a motel room, a role to play, and me as her willing client. 

The day arrives, and I follow her instructions to the letter. After school, I drive to the seedy little motel on the outskirts of town, my pulse hammering with anticipation. The room is dim, the air thick with the scent of cheap perfume and something muskier beneath. 

She greets me like a stranger. 

“You must be my three o’clock,” she says, her voice lower, smokier than usual. “I’m Layla.” 

The name rolls off her tongue like a secret, and I know instantly—this is a character she’s been waiting to embody. I hand her the cash, playing along, and she guides me to the bed with a professional smile that doesn’t quite hide the hunger beneath. 

Her hands are magic, kneading the tension from my shoulders, trailing down my spine with just the right pressure. But it’s the accidental brushes that send sparks through me—her fingertips skimming the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, the whisper of her breath against my neck when she leans close. 

“You’re so tense,” she murmurs, her voice laced with amusement. “Maybe you need a little… extra attention?” 

I swallow hard, my body already responding. 

“Flip over,” she instructs, and I obey, my heart pounding as her hands glide over my chest, my stomach, lower— 

“Is there any place on your body that needs special attention?” 

The question hangs between us, loaded, teasing. My mind races. Is this how it really happens in those places? I have no idea. All I know is the way her fingers hover just above the waistband of my boxers, the way her lips curve in a knowing smirk. 

“I—uh…” I stammer, lost in the game, in her. 

And Layla only laughs, low and throaty, before her hands finally—finally—slide lower.

"Come on, sweetheart," she murmurs, her voice dripping with honeyed temptation. "Take my hand—yes, just like that. Now guide me to wherever you need me most." My fingers tremble as I slide her palm down my chest, lower, until her fingertips graze the rigid outline of my cock through my pants. A wicked grin curls her lips. "Mmm, I see. Now, sugar, a handjob’s thirty extra, but if you want my mouth... that’ll cost you sixty. No fucking, though—don’t even think about asking. So, what’s it gonna be? Hands or lips?" Christ, she’s flawless—this act of hers, the way she slips into character so effortlessly. My pulse races, equal parts nerves and exhilaration. 

"Hand, Layla. Please." 

"Good choice," she purrs, tapping my thigh. "Wallet. Now." I fumble for the cash, handing over the bills with a shaky laugh. Hell, after all the times she’s taken me deep into her throat, thirty bucks feels like a bargain. She pockets it with a sly wink before her fingers wrap around me, her grip firm, relentless—nothing like the slow, worshipful strokes she usually gives me. This is rough, impersonal, and goddamn electrifying. Then, without warning, her other hand slips lower, a single finger pressing insistently against my ass, circling before pushing inside. I gasp, hips jerking. She’s never done that before. The dual sensation—her hand working me, that intrusive, delicious pressure—sends me spiraling fast. 

"Fuck—Layla—" I choke out, and then I’m coming hard, stripes of white painting my stomach. She releases me with a clinical detachment, wiping her hands on a towel. "Clean yourself up in the bathroom, sugar. Don’t linger." Just like that, she’s gone, vanishing into the adjoining room without a backward glance. 

The fantasy should feel hollow, transactional. Instead, it’s intoxicating—the danger, the anonymity, the way she wielded control so effortlessly. My skin still hums when my phone buzzes minutes later, her text lighting up the screen: Dinner. My place. Now. 

By the time I arrive, the icy masseuse is gone, replaced by Laura in all her radiant warmth. She leaps into my arms, legs locking around my waist, her mouth crashing into mine. "Oh my God, Nick—that was incredible!" she breathes between kisses. "Layla’s a stone-cold bitch, right? Admit it, you loved her." 

I grin against her lips. "She’s terrifying. And yeah, I’d book another session in a heartbeat." 

Laura throws her head back, laughing. "Of course you would. But let’s be honest—her technique was shit compared to mine." 

"Objectively terrible," I agree, nipping at her throat. "No passion. No feeling." 

"Exactly!" She giggles, nuzzling into me. "Layla’s just a mercenary. I know how you like to be touched." The way she says it, soft and possessive, sends a pang through my chest. Moments like this—her wrapped around me, breathless and glowing—make me wonder if this could ever be more than just games. But then she’ll pull away, leaving me chasing shadows again. 

After dinner, Tommy drags me into his room to rant about some new video game, but my mind’s elsewhere. When I excuse myself to the bathroom, the faint sound of piano notes drifts down the hall—Chopin, delicate and haunting. I follow the music like a siren’s call, finding her bathed in golden lamplight, fingers dancing over the keys. 

"You recognized it," she murmurs, glancing up with a smile that makes my stomach flip. "My clever boy." She shifts on the bench, patting the space beside her. "Come here. I’ll teach you." 

Her hands guide mine, slow and patient, our bodies pressed close. My elbow brushes the swell of her breast—accidentally—and her lips quirk, a silent dare. The air between us crackles, thick with unsaid things. And then, because I’m reckless and she’s irresistible, I lean in, testing the boundaries of this new game.

"Laura," I murmur, my voice low and thick with desire as our legs press together beneath the piano bench. The heat of her skin against mine sends a jolt straight to my core. "Can I see you tonight?" 

She exhales a soft, regretful sigh, her lips curving into that wicked little smirk I know too well. "Not tonight, sweet Nick. Besides, I thought Layla drained you dry earlier." Her fingers trail teasingly along my thigh, and despite the playful glint in her eyes, the rejection stings. Still, I pull her into my arms, breathing in her familiar scent—vanilla and something darker, something entirely hers. No matter how she twists me up, I can't shake this ache for her. My lips brush her cheek before I retreat to the guest room, my body heavy with exhaustion and unspent need. 

Sleep comes fast, the weight of the day dragging me under. But then—a shift in the air. The faintest whisper of movement. My senses stir before my mind fully wakes, the mattress dipping beside me, the intoxicating warmth of her bare skin sliding against mine. 

"Hey," I rasp, still half-lost in the haze of sleep. 

"Hi, baby," she whispers back, her voice softer than I've heard in weeks. 

She molds herself against me, every inch of her naked and yielding. The silk of her thighs, the curve of her waist beneath my palms—it's heaven. But there's something different in the way she clings to me, something fragile beneath her usual confidence. 

"Are you okay?" I ask, pressing a kiss to her forehead. 

Her breath hitches, just slightly. "I'm... getting there. Thank you, Nick. For putting up with me. For being my rock when everything else feels like it's crumbling." Her fingers trace idle patterns over my chest, her touch feather-light. "I know I’ve been... a lot. But you’ve stayed. That means everything." 

My throat tightens. This isn’t the Laura who plays games, who keeps me guessing. This is raw, unfiltered—real. 

"You know I’d do anything for you," I say, my voice rough with emotion. "No matter what this is between us, you’re it for me." 

She shudders against me, her arms tightening around my neck. Then, in the dim silver glow of moonlight, she lifts her head. Her eyes search mine, wide and unguarded. "Nick... can we make love tonight?" 

The question steals my breath. Not just because I’ve craved her like this, but because of the way she asks—like she needs it, like she needs me. 

"God, yes," I breathe. 

Her smile is tender, almost shy, as she shifts over me, her body hovering just above mine. The tips of her breasts graze my skin, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through me. "Tell me how it feels," she murmurs, dragging them slowly, deliberately, across my chest. 

"Like fire," I groan. "Like I might lose my fucking mind." 

She laughs softly, the sound vibrating against me as she continues her torturous, delicious exploration. And for the first time in so long, it doesn’t feel like a game. It feels like coming home.

Her lips trail lower, a slow, deliberate descent down my torso, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my boxers and sliding them down with a whisper of fabric. The moment her mouth closes around me, warm and wet, I groan—this isn’t the usual teasing, calculated Laura. There’s no game, no sharp edges, just pure, unfiltered tenderness. It’s intoxicating. Her tongue swirls, her lips tighten, and I lose myself in the sensation, fingers tangling in her hair. 

After a while, she pulls back, breathless, her eyes dark with need. “Will you get me ready, baby?” she murmurs, and the request sends a jolt straight through me. I don’t hesitate—I’ve always loved tasting her, worshipping her. 

I guide her onto her back, my hands sliding up her thighs, spreading her open. She’s already glistening, her scent heady and sweet. I press a kiss to the inside of her knee, then another, working my way up until my tongue finally finds her clit. She gasps, her hips lifting, and I wrap an arm around her waist to hold her steady. Every flick of my tongue, every slow, teasing suck makes her tremble, her fingers gripping the sheets. I can feel her body tightening, her breath hitching in that way I know so well, but she doesn’t let go. 

“I’m ready for you,” she whispers, voice shaky, and even though I’m desperate to make her come, I don’t argue. I crawl up her body, kissing her deeply, tasting myself on her lips. 

“Do you have a condom?” I ask, because lately, that’s been her rule. But she shakes her head, her fingers tracing my jaw. 

“No, baby. Just like this,” she says, and the permission—no, the invitation—sends a thrill through me. I don’t question it. Not now. 

She opens for me, her legs wrapping around my hips, and I sink into her with a groan. She’s so warm, so tight, and the way she clings to me makes my head spin. “Be gentle,” she breathes, and I obey, moving slowly, savoring every inch. 

This isn’t the wild, frantic sex we’ve had before—this is something deeper, something raw and real. My lips find hers again, our mouths moving together as I rock into her, each thrust measured, deliberate. Her hands roam my back, my neck, her touch featherlight, reverent. 

“This is nice,” I murmur against her lips, and it’s an understatement. My chest aches with something dangerously close to love. 

“Yes,” she sighs, her eyes fluttering shut. “You’re beautiful like this.” Her praise undoes me. “Come whenever you need to, sweetheart.” 

I’m torn—part of me wants to hold back, to make this last forever, but my body betrays me. The pressure builds, unbearable, and I bury my face in her neck. “I’m close,” I warn, my voice rough. 

“Inside me,” she urges, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Let go, Nick.” 

And I do. With a shuddering groan, I spill into her, my hips jerking helplessly as pleasure crashes over me. She doesn’t cry out, doesn’t arch beneath me, but I feel her trembling, her arms locked around me like she’s afraid I’ll disappear. 

“Thank you,” she whispers, her voice thick with something I can’t name. “Thank you for loving me.” 

I press a kiss to her forehead, my heart pounding. Whatever she needs, I’ll give it. Always.

Our bodies part, but she doesn’t pull away—instead, she curls into me, her warmth pressed against my skin. A thought flickers through my mind: this is the first time we’ve been together with Tommy just rooms away. But I keep it to myself, savoring the quiet intimacy as sleep pulls me under. She stays, her breath steady against my chest, all through the night. 

Morning comes with a jolt—loud, careless banging in the hallway. Tommy. No mistaking that energy. Beside me, Mrs. Singer is still gloriously naked, her body tangled in the sheets. I nudge her awake, pressing a finger to my lips, then gesture toward the door just as the handle turns. She reacts instantly, sliding beneath the covers while I yank the sheets higher, shielding her. 

“Yo! What’s good, man?” Tommy’s voice booms as he leans in, all restless energy. “You seen my mom?” 

My pulse hammers. “Uh… no,” I lie, and then—oh fuck—her fingers trail down my stomach, wrapping around my cock beneath the blankets. 

“Weird. Her car’s here, but she’s MIA.” 

“Maybe… went for a run?” My voice cracks. Sweat beads at my temples. 

He shrugs. “Yeah, whatever. If you see her, tell her I’m out tonight. Later.” The door clicks shut, and I exhale hard—but her grip tightens, stroking me slow, deliberate. When she finally emerges from the covers, her eyes are bright with mischief, lips curled in a wicked grin. 

“Gone?” she mouths. 

I nod, still wired from the adrenaline. 

The front door slams, and she bursts into laughter, collapsing against me. “Jesus, Nick! That was way too close.” But she doesn’t sound scared—no, there’s a thrill in her voice, a breathless excitement. Her hips shift against mine, her fingers still working me. “Looks like we’ve got the place to ourselves,” she purrs, nipping at my ear. “What do you say, lover?” 

--- 

Part 25 

A week before graduation, I’m shuffling out of school, lost in the crowd of waiting parents—until I spot her. Mrs. Singer, leaning against her car, waves me over. 

“Tommy’s got a game,” she explains, but my attention snags on the way her jeans cling to her curves, so tight I can almost feel them. Her ass is a goddamn masterpiece, and when she catches me staring, her smirk is pure sin. 

“Like what you see, boy?” She arches a brow, hands planted on her hips. 

I play innocent. “Me? Never.” 

She laughs, low and knowing. “Liar.” The way she says it—like a challenge, like a promise—sends heat straight to my groin. Those old, teasing games between us? Yeah, I’ve missed them.

"Christ, Laura... I still can't believe someone like you would even glance twice at a guy like me," I murmur, my voice thick with awe. My pulse thrums wildly just standing this close to her, the memory of her body beneath mine still fresh, yet part of me still braces for the moment this all shatters like some impossible dream. Every passerby slows, their gazes lingering on the curve of her hips, the way her jeans cling to every sinful inch. She’s a fucking vision, and she knows it. 

Her lips curl into that wicked smirk I adore. "Eyes only, Nicky. Hands to yourself." The teasing lilt in her voice sends heat straight to my groin—it’s the same damn warning she gave me before I’d ever tasted her, back when the mere thought of touching her was pure fantasy. 

I drag a hand through my hair, nodding toward the crowd. "You see that? Every guy here’s imagining what I’ve already had." 

"Mm, not just the men," she purrs, arching a brow. And she’s right—women stare too, hungry and envious. Laura radiates something magnetic, untouchable, and yet here I am, the one who’s touched every inch of her. The realization punches through me, equal parts euphoria and something darker, possessive. My chest tightens. This isn’t just sex anymore—I want her. All of her. The jealousy claws at me, vicious and unrelenting. What happens when she moves on? When someone better comes along? 

I open my mouth, the words take me out properly on the tip of my tongue— 

"Hey, Mom." Tommy’s voice cuts through the moment like a bucket of ice water. He ambles over, knocking his fist against mine with a lazy grin. "Sup, man." 

Laura’s posture shifts instantly, all casual ease. "Alright then," she says, smooth as ever, though her fingers brush mine—just once, hidden from view. "We’ll see you soon." 

Tommy shrugs. "Yo, you wanna come with? Game’s gonna be lit." 

I glance at Laura, searching for any hint in her expression. There’s a pause, barely a breath, but it’s enough to make my stomach twist. Then— 

"Yeah, come on, Nick," she says, and the way my name rolls off her tongue? Fuck. I’m done for. 

The game’s a blur of salt and laughter, hot dogs dripping with mustard, Laura’s thigh pressed against mine in the bleachers. She’s close enough that her perfume—something expensive and floral—wraps around me, intoxicating. I snap a selfie of the three of us, grinning like an idiot, then one of just her and me. Her head tilts toward mine, lips parted, and for a second, I forget we’re in public. 

Then her hand lands on my knee. Just like that, my brain short-circuits. Her thumb traces idle circles, creeping higher, and I nearly choke on my soda. 

"Stay tonight," she whispers, breath hot against my ear. Her finger trails down my thigh, slow and deliberate. Every nerve in my body ignites. I nod, swallowing hard, my cock already straining against my jeans. The way she’s looking at me—like she’s starving—tells me Tommy’s presence isn’t a concern anymore. 

The rest of the night drags, agony in every minute. Back at their place, Tommy and I wage war over dice rolls until Laura appears in the doorway, bathed in golden hallway light. "Bedtime," she announces, and the way her gaze lingers on me? No mistaking that invitation. 

I stretch, feigning exhaustion. "Yeah, I’m wiped." 

Tommy barely glances up from the TV. "Later, dude." 

The second I’m in the hall, her fingers lace through mine, pulling me toward the dark promise of her room.

Her laughter is light and intoxicating as she leaps into my arms, her legs locking around my waist like a vice. Her lips crash against mine, warm and insistent, her smile so wide it makes my chest ache. "Think you can handle this ass up close, you little devil?" she murmurs against my mouth, her breath sweet and teasing. My throat tightens—even now, she reduces me to a worshipful mess, every nerve in my body electrified by her. I cradle her against me, carrying her down the hall as if she weighs nothing, her body pressed flush to mine. 

The moment I lay her on the bed, she arches beneath me, fingers tangling in my hair. "I need your mouth on me, darling," she purrs, her voice dripping with promise. My gaze rakes over her, lingering on the sinful curve of her hips in those painted-on jeans, the fabric stretched taut over her mound, leaving nothing to the imagination. 

"God, Laura," I groan, tracing the outline of her with my fingertips. "You have no idea what these jeans do to me." The denim clings to her like a second skin, highlighting every delicious swell, every forbidden dip. Part of me wants to leave them on forever, just to savor the way they frame her. 

She stretches like a satisfied cat, her body a sinuous line of temptation. "Flatterer," she teases, but the way she shifts her hips tells me she loves it. 

"Not flattery," I murmur, dragging my knuckles along her inner thigh. "Just the truth. You’re fucking exquisite." 

Her breath hitches as I settle beside her, my fingers tracing idle patterns over her ankle. "Foot massage, Mrs. Singer?" I ask, feigning innocence. 

She laughs, the sound rich and warm. "Only if you don’t stop there, sweetheart." 

I knead the delicate arch of her foot, relishing the way her toes curl under my touch. "Mmm, just like that," she sighs, her lashes fluttering. "You know, the first time you did this, I knew you’d be good with your hands. Knew you’d be good at everything." 

I pause, my fingers stilling. "Even then?" 

"Even then." Her smile is wicked. "My husband hadn’t touched me in months, and then you—all eager hands and hungry eyes. The way you looked at me… like you wanted to devour me whole." 

“Were?" I tease, sliding my palm higher, skimming the inside of her knee. 

She arches beneath me, her hips lifting off the mattress. “Are," she corrects, breathless. "God, Nick, you’re everything. Young, eager, desperate to please me. And that cock of yours?" She shivers. "Fuck, it’s perfect." 

My hands glide higher, tracing the seam of her jeans where they strain over her swollen lips. The fabric is damp already, her heat searing through the denim. I press my thumb against her, rubbing slow, deliberate circles, and she gasps, her back bowing off the bed. 

“Oh— yes, just like that," she whimpers, her thighs falling open in invitation. 

I lean in, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. "Tell me," I murmur, my fingers working her through the fabric, "if I’d done this that first night, would you have let me?" 

Her breath comes in ragged pants as she grinds against my hand. “Maybe," she admits, her voice trembling. "I wanted you so badly… that night on the couch, when you held me—" 

"I remember," I growl, my fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her jeans. "I remember every second."

“I wanted you to pull out your cock and take me from behind.” My fingers still against her, stunned by the raw hunger in her voice. 

“Seriously?” I breathe, my pulse hammering. 

Her hips lift impatiently, chasing my touch. “Don’t stop—you might just make me come like this. And yes, baby, if you’d asked that night, I would’ve let you fuck me raw.” 

A groan tears from my throat. “Fuck. I had no idea.” My fingers work her harder now, circling the soaked denim between her thighs, determined to unravel her. “You made me wait months longer than I had to.” 

“I’ll have to—oh God—check my… diary… yes, right there—don’t stop—” 

Her diary. The thought alone sends heat coiling low in my gut. I don’t answer, too focused on the way her body arches, the way her breath hitches as my fingers press harder, teasing her through the fabric. 

Then, her voice drops to a whisper, dark and commanding. “Strangle me.” 

My hand freezes. “What?” 

“Put your hand around my throat. Now. And don’t you dare stop rubbing me.” 

The demand sends a jolt through me, but I obey, my left hand sliding up to cradle her throat. The second my fingers tighten—just slightly—her moans deepen, her back bowing off the bed. She’s biting her lip, trying to stay quiet, but her body betrays her, trembling under my touch. 

“Keep your voice down,” I murmur, though my own control is slipping. 

“Tighter,” she gasps, her nails digging into my wrist. 

I increase the pressure, watching her pupils dilate, her chest rising faster. “Like this?” 

“Yes—oh fuck—tighter—” Her hips jerk, her thighs clamping around my hand as pleasure overtakes her. I’ve never done this before, never held someone like this, but the way she’s coming apart—Christ, it’s intoxicating. My grip tightens further, just shy of too much, and she shatters with a broken cry. 

“Fuuuuuck, Nick—I’m coming—” 

The second she peaks, I release her throat, watching as she gasps for air, her eyes wild, her lips parted. For a heartbeat, we just stare at each other, the air between us charged. Then, without a word, I reach for the button of her jeans, peeling them down agonizingly slow. She lifts her hips, helping me, her breath still uneven. 

“You know,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to her stomach, “when I saw you today, this was all I could think about.” 

Her laugh is breathless. “That was the best fucking orgasm you’ve ever given me. No one’s ever—God—choked me before.” 

I don’t answer, too busy dragging her jeans lower, revealing the delicate white panties beneath. A tiny flower sits just above her slit, already damp. I kiss it, tasting her through the fabric, and she moans, her fingers tangling in my hair. 

“More,” she demands, her voice rough. 

And I intend to give her everything.

Her denim and lace are tangled around her knees, trapping her, making it impossible for her to spread wide. The sight sends a dark thrill through me—like she’s bound, helpless, entirely at my mercy. A wicked idea sparks. "Do you trust me?" My voice is low, rough. She blinks up at me, lips parted, curiosity flickering in her gaze before she nods, slow and deliberate. 

I yank my shirt off in one swift motion, the fabric catching on my arms before I toss it aside. Without warning, I flip her onto her stomach, the mattress dipping beneath us. Her wrists are small in my grasp as I drag them behind her back, twisting my shirt around them, knotting it tight enough to make her gasp. She doesn’t fight me—no, the little moan that escapes her tells me she’s loving every second of this. 

When I roll her onto her back again, she’s a vision—arms bound, chest heaving, eyes dark with desire. That filthy look on her face, the way her tongue darts out to wet her lips, it’s all for me. "What are you going to do to me, Mister?" Her voice is breathy, playing the role of the trembling captive, and fuck if it doesn’t send heat straight to my cock. 

"Anything I damn well please," I growl, leaning over her, my breath hot against her ear. "And you can’t stop me." 

She whimpers, turning her face away like she’s scared, but I know better. The flush on her skin, the way her thighs tremble—she’s aching for it. I drag her jeans down her legs, the denim rough against her skin, then use them to bind her ankles together, leaving her panties tangled around her feet. Now she’s completely at my mercy, and the realization makes her shudder. "Oh god… oh god…" Her whisper is ragged, desperate. 

I settle beside her, my palm finding her throat again, fingers pressing just enough to make her pulse jump. Then I lower my mouth to her, tasting her, slow and deliberate. She arches, a choked moan escaping her, but she’s still playing the game, still pretending. 

I tighten my grip, cutting off her air just enough to make her gasp. My tongue flicks over her clit, relentless, and when she tries to clamp her thighs together, I squeeze harder. "Open. Your. Legs." My voice is a dark promise. "Or I’ll make sure you pass out before I’m done with you." 

She obeys instantly, legs falling open with a whimper, but the plea in her voice is pure theater. "Please… don’t hurt me…" 

I ease my grip slightly, just enough to let her breathe, then dive back in, tongue circling her clit while my fingers sink inside her, curling just right. Her body jerks, torn between fake sobs and real pleasure, and I know she’s close. The way her muscles clench around my fingers, the way her breath hitches—she’s right on the edge. 

I squeeze her throat again, harder this time, and she shatters. Her orgasm crashes through her, wet and messy, her body writhing beneath me. I don’t let up until she goes limp, until every last tremor fades. 

When I finally release her, she curls into herself, arms still bound, legs pressed together like she’s trying to shield herself. But I’m not done. I strip off my pants, my boxers, my cock hard and aching. 

Her voice is a broken whisper. "What are you going to do to me?" 

I climb over her, pinning her beneath me. "I’m going to fuck you," I snarl, gripping her hips. "Now open those pretty legs, or you’ll regret it." 

She does, trembling, but when I command her to look at me, she hesitates. I catch her chin, forcing her gaze to mine. "You want me to choke you again?" My thumb brushes her pulse point, a silent threat, a promise. Her breath hitches, and the way she looks at me—half-terrified, half-ravenous—tells me everything I need to know.

"No... please, don't—" Her voice trembles, but the ghost of a smirk plays at her lips before she shuts her eyes tight, feigning distress. My cock slides into her with a slow, deliberate thrust as my fingers curl around her throat, teasing the delicate skin there with a dangerous promise. Each movement of my hips is measured, controlled, while my grip tightens just enough to make her gasp. 

"Look at me," I growl, squeezing until her eyelids flutter open, revealing dark pools of arousal beneath the act of fear. Her arms are pinned beneath her, helpless, and the sight stirs something primal in me—a hunger to push her further, to see just how much she can take. I don’t want to cross a line she hasn’t silently agreed to, but the memory of her choking around my cock before, the way her body had trembled with pleasure, makes my pulse spike. 

I withdraw abruptly, still holding her throat, and she whimpers, her chest rising fast. "Oh god... is it—is it over?" Her voice is breathless, eyes wide with a mix of relief and something far more desperate. 

"Not even close, Princess." My fingers tighten just enough to emphasize the command. "Sit up." 

She shakes her head, her lower lip quivering. "Please... what are you going to do to me?" The helplessness in her voice is intoxicating, her body still bound, entirely at my mercy. 

"Anything I fucking want." I yank her up by the neck, careful not to hurt her, maneuvering her onto her knees. My cock glistens in front of her face, and I press it against her lips. "Open." 

She hesitates, shaking her head. "No—please, I can't—" 

I cut her off with a sharp squeeze, and her mouth falls open with a choked gasp. "Keep it that way," I warn, my voice rough. Tears streak her cheeks, but the flush on her skin, the way her breath hitches—she’s loving this. I shove my cock between her lips, gripping the back of her head to hold her still as I thrust deep. 

The sounds she makes—muffled cries, choked whimpers—send heat coiling low in my gut. I push all the way in, feeling her throat constrict around me, and hold there until her body jerks in protest. When I pull back, she gasps, coughing, her eyes glazed with a mix of panic and arousal. 

"More?" I taunt, and she whimpers, shaking her head. 

"Mister, please—" 

I fist my hand in her hair, yanking her head back. "Open." 

This time, she obeys instantly, and I fuck her mouth with slow, brutal strokes, relishing the way her tongue flutters against me, the way her muffled moans vibrate through my cock. It’s rough, possessive, and the way her body responds—arching, trembling—tells me she’s drowning in it just as much as I am. 

When I’m close, I bury myself to the hilt, holding her there as I come, my grip on her neck unrelenting. "Swallow," I command, locking eyes with her. She resists, shaking her head, but I clamp my hand over her mouth, forcing her to take every last drop. 

The moment I release her, she collapses onto the bed, curling into herself as much as her restraints allow, her breath ragged, her body trembling with the aftershocks of surrender.

I stretch out beside her, my body still humming with the aftershocks of what we’d just done. Gently, I work at the knots binding her wrists, my fingers brushing against her flushed skin. The moment the restraints fall away, she sighs, her breath warm against my chest as she curls into me. Our sweat-slicked bodies press together, the air thick with the scent of sex and exertion. 

Her dark eyes meet mine, searching—until that familiar, wicked little smirk tugs at her lips. “That was dark, Nicholas. Really dark,” she murmurs, her voice a husky whisper that sends a fresh thrill down my spine. 

I swallow hard, suddenly unsure. “I'm sorry. Did I go too far? I—” 

“Babe, no.” She cuts me off, pressing her face into my chest, her fingers clutching at my shirt. “Hold me,” she breathes, and I do, wrapping my arms around her, my hands smoothing over her back in slow, soothing strokes. 

“I would never hurt you, Laura. Never.” 

“I know, sweetie.” She exhales, her body relaxing against mine. A beat passes, then another, before she tilts her head up again, mischief dancing in her gaze. “I loved it. Not only did you make me come twice—hard—but you... you showed me you could be so much more than just the sweet guy you are. You...” She trails off, biting her lip, and I feel the heat of her admission coil low in my stomach. 

I shift away just enough to free her legs, my fingers grazing the delicate skin of her ankles as I undo the last of the restraints. Her jeans slide down with a whisper of fabric, and I take my time pulling her panties back into place, my touch lingering just a little too long. She shivers, watching me through heavy-lidded eyes as I tug the covers over us both. 

“Next time,” I murmur, brushing a stray curl from her face, “let's agree on a safe word.” 

She nods, her fingers curling around my wrist. “Don't leave. Stay with me.” 

And I do. 

--- 

Part 26 

Weeks slip by in a haze of summer heat and restless energy. Graduation is behind me, and now I’m spending my days at the local hardware and garden store, stocking shelves and hauling bags of mulch under the relentless sun. It’s mindless work, but I don’t mind—especially when she shows up. 

Mrs. Singer. 

She strolls in like she owns the place, pretending to browse while her gaze slides over the aisles until she finds me. Today, she’s wearing a sundress that clings to every curve, the neckline dipping just low enough to tease. I’m elbow-deep in a shipment of fertilizer when my supervisor, Jack, sidles up to chat—just as she makes her entrance. 

“Hey guys,” she purrs, her voice dripping with honeyed mischief. “Can you help me?” 

Jack’s eyes rake over her, lingering on the swell of her cleavage, and I have to bite back a smirk as she arches just enough to give him a better view. 

“Certainly, ma'am. How can we help you?” Jack jumps in, eager. 

“Oh, I need help in the flower department, but there’s no one there. Just something up high.” She stretches, the fabric of her dress pulling taut over her breasts, and I swear I hear Jack swallow. 

“No problem at all,” he says, already stepping forward. 

But Mrs. Singer doesn’t even glance at him. Instead, her gaze locks onto me, her lips curving in a slow, knowing smile. “Oh, sir, I’m sure this young man here can help me. I wouldn’t want to trouble you.” 

Jack hesitates, then shrugs, shooting me an envious look before wandering off—though not before sneaking one last glance at her ass as she turns. 

The moment we’re alone, I lean in, my voice low. “Do you get tired of guys staring at your tits and ass all the time?” 

She laughs, the sound warm and throaty. “Depends on who’s doing the looking.” 

When we reach the flower aisle, she makes a show of stretching toward the top shelf, her body pressing against mine, her breasts brushing my chest. I can feel the heat of her, the faint tremor of her breath as she leans in closer than necessary. 

“Do you actually need help, Miss?” I ask, my voice rough. 

“Yeah,” she murmurs, her lips grazing my ear. “But not with the flowers.” 

And just like that, I’m hard all over again.

"Allow me, ma'am," I murmur, reaching up to retrieve the plant she’s pretending to need. My fingers barely graze the pot before her hand slides between my thighs, gripping me with a boldness that steals my breath. I choke back a startled sound, my grip faltering for a heartbeat before I steady myself. 

Her fingers release me with deliberate slowness, her lips curving into a smirk as she chides, "Careful now, sweetheart. Wouldn’t want you to break anything." The heat of her touch lingers even as I hand her the plant, my pulse thrumming under my skin. Her fingertips brush my cheek, featherlight and teasing. "Such a helpful boy," she purrs before sauntering away, her hips swaying with every step. 

I watch her go, my gaze dropping to the row of identical plants just within her reach. A laugh bubbles up in my chest—she’s shameless, and god, it’s intoxicating. My heart stutters, caught between amusement and the ache of wanting her. 

The summer stretches on, lazy and sun-drenched. Work at the store keeps me busy, but my thoughts always drift back to the Singer house—to her. Our nights together have softened, less about control and more about the way she sighs my name, the way her body molds against mine like she was made to fit there. I can’t bring myself to be rough with her again, not when the memory of her trembling under me twists something guilty in my gut. 

Then, ice cream. 

The parlor is sticky-sweet with the scent of waffle cones and sugar, and there she is, standing too close to a man with a mustache that makes my jaw clench. They’re laughing, her fingers brushing his arm, her lips pressing to his cheek in a casual kiss that feels like a knife between my ribs. My stomach churns, but I can’t look away. 

She doesn’t see me. Or maybe she does, and just doesn’t care. 

The moment they leave, I’m out the door, my appetite gone. The car seat is hot under me, the steering wheel slick in my grip as I drive blindly, the radio a meaningless buzz beneath the roar of my own thoughts. 

She doesn’t owe me anything. We never promised each other exclusivity. But logic doesn’t stop the raw, childish hurt clawing up my throat, doesn’t stop the tears burning behind my eyes. 

I lock myself in my room, phone off, curtains drawn. The bed swallows me whole as I curl into myself, hating how much she matters—hating that I can’t just turn it off. 

She’s not mine. 

But Christ, I wish she were.

The weeks that followed were a blur of avoidance and self-imposed isolation. I dodged her calls, ignored her texts, and even steered clear of Tommy—though guilt gnawed at me for that. Every time my phone buzzed with her name, my chest tightened, but I forced myself to delete the messages unread. College loomed on the horizon like a lifeline, my escape from this mess. If I could just hold out until then, maybe the ache in my chest would fade. 

Then, one afternoon at work, I caught sight of her between the shelves—her familiar silhouette, the way she absently tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. My pulse spiked, and before she could turn, I spun on my heel and slipped away, heart hammering. Another text came through later, the notification burning on my screen. I swiped it away, jaw clenched. Enough. College was my fresh start. No more tangled emotions, no more stolen moments. She wasn’t mine to want. 

As move-in day crept closer, doubt slithered in. Going to the same school as Tommy suddenly felt like a mistake. Not because I didn’t care about him—I did—but because every glance at him would be a reminder of her. Maybe college would give me something normal. A girlfriend, dates, the kind of relationship that didn’t leave me hollow with jealousy over a middle-aged man with a bad mustache. The thought was almost comforting. 

By some miracle, I managed to evade her for the rest of summer. When orientation finally arrived, I threw myself into it with forced enthusiasm. The campus was just far enough from home to feel like freedom without the guilt of total abandonment. I’d once dreamed of impressing her with my knowledge of art, but practicality won out—engineering promised stability, a future. Something real. 

Then, amid the chaos of orientation, Tommy appeared. The second I saw his grin, the weight I hadn’t realized I was carrying lifted. We fell back into easy banter, making plans for dinner like no time had passed. For the first time in weeks, I felt lighter. 

My dorm room became my sanctuary, and I pushed myself to be open, to meet people. There was a blonde—Sophie—whose laugh sent a jolt through me. Talking to her, that flutter in my stomach returned, unfamiliar yet thrilling. It had been so long since someone made me feel that way. 

Dinner with Tommy was everything I needed. The conversation flowed, effortless and warm, until he casually dropped her name. 

“Mom asked about you,” he said between bites, oblivious to the way my fork froze mid-air. 

“Yeah?” I kept my tone casual, but my pulse roared in my ears. 

“Wondered how you were doing.” 

I swallowed hard. “And?” 

“Told her I hadn’t seen much of you. Mentioned you were hanging out with some girl—Sophie, right?” 

The air left my lungs. “What’d she say?” The question tore out of me before I could stop it. 

Tommy frowned, thoughtful. “Weird thing—she just blushed and walked out. No idea why.” 

I forced a laugh, fingers gripping my drink too tight. “Probably nothing. She’s busy, right?” 

“Not really.” He shrugged. “She’s home alone most nights now.” 

The words settled like a stone in my gut. Alone. The image of her—lips parted, skin flushed beneath me—flashed behind my eyes, and I drowned it with a gulp of soda. Move on, I told myself. But the ache in my chest begged otherwise.

“Seriously?” The words slipped out before I could stop them, surprise tightening my chest. “Is she alright?” 

Tommy shrugged, his expression clouded. “I dunno, man. She’s been… off. Quiet. Like, really down. It’s not like her.” 

A pang of guilt twisted inside me. “Well, the divorce was rough,” I offered, though the words felt hollow. 

“Yeah, but after that, she was on top of the world. Like, glowing. Never seen her like that before. Then—” He hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck. “—something changed. Last month, I walked in on her crying. Just sitting there, silent tears. Fucking wrecked me.” 

My stomach dropped. Had I gotten it all wrong? The way she’d looked at me, the way she’d touched me—had I misread everything? Maybe that man I’d seen her with wasn’t a lover. Maybe I’d been an idiot. 

And then there was Sophie. Sweet, uncomplicated Sophie, who made my pulse race in a way that felt… normal. Safe. 

“Tell her I said hi,” I muttered, because what else was there to say? 

The night ended, and I walked back to campus under a sky heavy with stars, my mind racing. A text from Sophie lit up my phone—”Come over?”—and I replied before I could second-guess myself. 

The air was cool against my skin as I crossed campus, my chest tight with conflicting emotions. Worry for Mrs. Singer tangled with the electric anticipation of seeing Sophie. 

When I reached her apartment, the door swung open to reveal a trio of girls lounging in various states of undress. Josie’s robe gaped open just enough to tease the curves of her full breasts, while Wendy’s silky nightgown clung to every inch of her toned body. But Sophie—Sophie was the vision that stole my breath. Tiny shorts hugged her hips, her tight t-shirt leaving nothing to the imagination as she pulled me into a warm, lingering hug. 

The beer flowed, laughter filling the room, and for the first time in weeks, I felt light. Wanted. Normal. 

By the time Josie and Wendy disappeared down the hall, Sophie was perched on my lap, her lips soft and eager against mine. No games. No complications. Just heat and sweetness and the intoxicating thrill of something new. 

And yet, even as my hands traced the dip of her waist, my mind flickered back to Mrs. Singer—to the things she’d taught me. The way she’d unraveled me, body and soul. 

Sophie deserved none of that darkness. But God help me, I knew exactly how to make her sigh.

My hands glide over the swell of her breasts as our lips press together, the heat between us undeniable, but I keep my touch respectful, restrained. "Nick," she murmurs against my mouth, her voice honey-sweet, "is it okay if we don’t go any further tonight?" 

The question catches me off guard, but only for a second. "Of course," I assure her, brushing my thumb over her flushed cheek. "Whatever you want. I can leave if you’d like." 

Her fingers tighten slightly on my shoulders, hesitation flickering in her dark eyes. "Thank you for being so understanding," she whispers, biting her lower lip in that way that makes my pulse jump. "It’s not that I don’t... that we couldn’t... eventually..." 

A slow grin spreads across my face. "I get it," I tell her, pressing one last lingering kiss to her lips before pulling away. The promise in her words lingers in the air, thick and intoxicating. I’m no stranger to waiting—Mrs. Singer had been a fucking expert at leaving me aching—but this feels different. Sophie is sweet, uncomplicated. And when I finally do get her beneath me, I plan on savoring every inch. 

I leave her apartment with my blood still humming, the memory of her body pressed against mine replaying in my mind. College is shaping up to be everything I’d hoped for. 

--- 

Part 28. 

Sophie is officially my girlfriend now. We go on actual dates—dinners, movies, lazy afternoons sprawled on the grass—though we haven’t moved much beyond heated kisses and wandering hands. Tommy, ever the opportunist, has started seeing a girl named Bianca, a stunning Black woman with a laugh like dark velvet and a playlist that puts Sophie’s taste in music to shame. Watching them together, I can’t help the sharp twist of envy in my gut—not because I want Bianca, but because I wonder if Tommy’s already had her screaming into his sheets. 

Somehow, the conversation drifts back to his mother. I try to sound casual when I ask after her, but my pulse kicks up anyway. Tommy’s answers are vague, guarded, though he drops another hint about her loneliness. The mention of it sends an uncomfortable tightness through my chest. Then, he suggests the four of us go over for dinner—a throwback to our old evenings, but with our girls in tow. 

"Bring Sophie and Bianca," Tommy says, grinning. "What do you think, ladies? Dinner at my place with my mom?" 

The girls exchange glances, murmuring noncommittally. I force a smile, already regretting this. Best-case scenario? Mrs. Singer sees me with Sophie and burns with jealousy. Worst-case? Well, the possibilities are endless, and none of them end well for me. 

Later, after the awkward meal, I drive Sophie back to her place. The second we step inside, her fingers tangle with mine, pulling me urgently toward her bedroom. The door clicks shut behind us, and she turns, her eyes dark with desire. "Ready to fuck me, Nick?" she purrs, already peeling off her shirt. 

I don’t hesitate. Clothes hit the floor in a frenzy, and then she’s beneath me—all smooth skin, soft curves, and eager, trembling breaths. I take my time, worshiping her body with my hands, my mouth, relearning every dip and swell. She’s young, eager, and so fucking responsive, arching into every touch like she’s been waiting for this as long as I have. 

And when I finally sink into her, it’s everything I imagined—hot, tight, and utterly intoxicating.

The sex with Sophie isn’t the same wild, intoxicating ride I had with Mrs. Singer—no mind-blowing dominance, no forbidden thrill—but there’s something undeniably sweet about it. With her, I don’t have to second-guess every move, every word. I can just be. And her body… Christ. Young, supple, untouched in ways that make my pulse race. Her pussy is like something out of a fantasy—tight, pink, tasting like sugar and innocence. I lose myself between her thighs, savoring every gasp, every shudder, every time she arches off the bed and screams my name like a prayer. 

The walls are thin. I know her roommates must hear everything—the wet slap of my tongue against her clit, the way she sobs when I finally push her over the edge—but fuck it. Let them listen. Let them know exactly how good I can make her feel. 

“Oh my God, Nick,” she pants afterward, sprawled across the sheets, her skin glistening. “No one’s ever… I mean, the other guys who tried just licked like they were eating cereal or something. You? You ruined me.” 

Her praise goes straight to my cock, already hardening again just from the sight of her. 

Her mouth isn’t as skilled as Mrs. Singer’s—no one’s could be—but watching her struggle to take me, lips stretched obscenely around my girth, is its own kind of turn-on. She gags prettily, tears welling in her eyes, and I have to bite back a groan. “Fuck, you look so good like this,” I murmur, tangling my fingers in her hair. 

When I finally slide inside her, she gasps, nails digging into my shoulders. “You’re huge,” she whimpers, and I smirk, thrusting deeper. Mrs. Singer had said the same thing. Maybe she wasn’t just flattering me after all. 

We fuck until neither of us can move, until the sheets are soaked and her voice is hoarse from screaming. And afterward, curled around her in the dark, I let myself believe—just for a moment—that I’ve left the twisted games of the past behind. 

Morning comes too soon. 

Her roommates, Wendy and Josie, are draped over the kitchen chairs in nothing but lace and cotton, smirking as I pour coffee. 

“So,” Wendy drawls, arching a brow. “Either you were stabbing Sophie to death last night, or you fucked her into another dimension.” 

Josie snorts into her mug. 

I just grin, handing them each a cup. “She’s alive. Mostly.” 

Wendy’s eyes gleam. “Oh, I’m definitely getting details later.” 

The way they look at me—hungry, curious—sends a thrill through me. Sophie’s sweet, yeah. But the world is suddenly full of possibilities. 

Part 29 

The dread hits me the second we pull into my parents’ driveway. 

Sophie, bless her, endures the interrogation with a smile, even as my mom pries into every detail of our college life. 

“And you’ll be sleeping in separate rooms while you’re here,” Mom announces, like it’s non-negotiable. 

I roll my eyes, but inside, my stomach twists. 

Separate rooms. 

As if that ever stopped me before.

Sophie's warm breath tickles my ear as she leans in close, her lips brushing against my skin. "I'll find a way to slip into your room tonight," she murmurs, her voice laced with mischief. The promise of forbidden touches sends a thrill down my spine, making the idea of sneaking around under my parents' roof dangerously enticing. 

That evening, tension coils in my gut as we prepare to face the Singers for dinner. My pulse hammers at the thought of seeing her again—Laura, the woman who once owned every inch of me. Memories of her drunken antics, the reckless abandon she wore like perfume, flash through my mind. Worse still, I can't shake the fear that my body might betray me the second I lay eyes on her. That despite everything, my heart still aches for her. 

When we arrive, Tommy greets us with his usual laid-back grin, bumping fists before ushering us inside. The scent of something rich and savory drifts from the kitchen, and there she is—Laura, stirring a pot with effortless grace. She turns, her eyes locking onto mine, and before I can brace myself, she pulls me into a hug. The familiar press of her curves against me, the intoxicating warmth of her body, sends a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I force myself to step back, my voice stiff as I introduce Sophie. 

"So," Laura purrs, her gaze flicking between us, "you're Nick's new girlfriend?" The emphasis on new is deliberate, a subtle dig that makes my jaw tighten. 

Sophie tilts her head, her pigtails bouncing as she gives me a playful glance. "Am I?" she teases, her voice light. The way she looks tonight—innocent yet undeniably sexy in that little dress—makes me wonder if Laura feels the sting of comparison. Not that she has any reason to; Laura is still devastating, her beauty as potent as ever. 

"Pleased to meet you...?" Sophie trails off, waiting. 

"Laura," I interject quickly. 

"Yes, Laura," she echoes, her smile not quite reaching her eyes. The air between us crackles with unspoken tension. 

Dinner passes in a blur of forced laughter and polite conversation, though I barely contribute. Every time Laura's gaze lands on me, my skin burns. I catch the curve of her lips, the knowing glint in her eyes, and it takes everything in me not to react. 

Eventually, Tommy and Bianca vanish, and when Sophie excuses herself to the bathroom, I'm left alone with Laura for the first time in months. The silence stretches, thick and heavy, before she finally speaks. 

"So, Nick," she says, her voice deceptively calm. "Do I get an explanation? No texts, nothing?" 

My throat tightens. "I'm sorry, I—" 

"I don't need an apology," she cuts in, her fingers tracing the rim of her wineglass. "But I’d like to know why you disappeared." 

There’s no point lying. "I saw you with that guy at the ice cream place," I admit, my voice low. "You kissed him. The one with the mustache." 

Her brow furrows, genuine confusion flickering across her face. "What guy?" 

"You know who I mean," I mutter, shifting uncomfortably. "Look, it’s fine. You can see whoever you want. We were never..." I glance toward the hallway, ensuring Sophie isn’t within earshot before finishing, "...a couple."

Her words hit me like a slow, sensual slap. Her brother. The realization coils tight in my gut, hot and heavy. I’d been wrong—so fucking wrong—and now the weight of my mistake presses down on me, suffocating. She wasn’t with another man. Not that man, anyway. I’d thrown everything away over nothing. My mouth hangs open, my pulse thundering in my ears as the truth sinks in, bitter and sharp. 

“What?” The word scrapes out of me, rough with disbelief. My gaze locks onto hers, and in the depths of her eyes, I see it—the flicker of recognition, the quiet ache mirroring my own. “Your what?” I demand again, my voice barely above a whisper. 

Then Sophie’s back, her presence a sudden warmth at my side. Her arm slips around me, possessive and reassuring, but I’m spiraling, lost in the storm of my own thoughts. Mrs. Singer—Laura—won’t meet my eyes now. She looks away, her lips pressed into a tight line before she exhales, smooth and controlled. 

“Right, well, this has been lovely.” Her tone is light, practiced, but there’s an edge beneath it. “Why don’t you go find Tommy and Bianca? I’ve got work to do.” And just like that, she’s gone, leaving me standing there, hollow and reeling. 

The rest of the evening passes in a blur. Laughter, chatter, the clink of glasses—it all feels distant, muted. Tommy’s easy grin, Bianca’s teasing smirk, Sophie’s fingers laced with mine. But beneath it all, tension coils low in my stomach, tight and unrelenting. 

Then Bianca suggests spin the bottle, and despite my hesitation, we play. Sophie’s lips are sweet, familiar, but when the bottle lands on Tommy, her kiss is quick, perfunctory. Nothing more. 

Then it’s Bianca’s turn. 

And mine. 

She leans in, and my gaze drops—fuck—down the neckline of her dress. Her breasts aren’t large, but they’re perfect, the curve of them begging to be touched. A glimpse of her nipple, dusky and taut, sends a jolt of heat straight to my cock. 

Her mouth meets mine, soft at first, then slow, deliberate. Wet. Erotic. The kind of kiss that unravels you, that makes you forget who’s watching. And I do forget. I kiss her like I’m starving for it, like Sophie isn’t sitting right there, like nothing else exists but the slick slide of Bianca’s tongue against mine. 

When we finally break apart, Bianca wipes her mouth, her eyes locked onto mine with a knowing smirk. Tommy’s scowling. Sophie’s silent, her jaw tight. 

“Well,” Tommy mutters, “guess that’s game over.” 

Sophie suggests leaving, and I don’t argue. At least I won’t have to kiss Tommy. 

Back home, Sophie’s anger simmers beneath the surface. “Wow. I hate that bitch,” she spits, pacing. “What the fuck was that?” Her voice is sharp, but I know it’s not really directed at me. 

“Sorry,” I murmur, though I’m not sure what for. 

She waves a hand, dismissive. “Not your fault. You just… went with it. But her?” Her eyes flash. “Fuck her.” 

I don’t argue. And despite everything, despite the tension still coiled in my gut, one thought lingers, hot and insistent: 

I still want her tonight.

The house hums with the low murmur of my parents moving about downstairs, their presence an inconvenient barrier between me and the bed I desperately want to share with Sophie. After forced pleasantries and stiff goodnight hugs, she disappears down the hall to her room, leaving me alone with nothing but the memory of Bianca’s sinful mouth and the ache between my legs. 

I lie in the dark, every nerve ending alive with anticipation, listening for the creak of floorboards that never comes. Just as I surrender to frustration, the mattress dips beside me. A warm hand slides beneath the sheets, fingers curling around my already-hard cock. 

"Hi, baby," she breathes against my lips, her voice thick with promise. 

I pull her against me, her body molding to mine as she straddles my hips. "I thought you weren’t coming," I murmur, my hands already roaming the soft curves I know so well. 

Sophie’s lips brush my ear, her breath hot. "I wanted to make sure you forgot all about her." 

Her mouth trails down my chest, lower, until her tongue flicks over the head of my cock. I groan, fingers tangling in her hair as she takes me deeper, her lips tight and wet around me. My mind flickers—Bianca’s teasing smile, the glimpse of her nipple—but Sophie’s relentless rhythm soon blurs everything else. 

When I can’t take it anymore, I drag her up, peeling her panties down her thighs. Her pussy glistens in the dim light, already slick for me. I press my mouth to her, tasting her sweetness as she gasps, her thighs trembling against my shoulders. 

"Shh," I warn, covering her mouth as her hips buck. She whimpers into my palm, her orgasm crashing over her in silent, desperate waves. 

Flipping her onto her back, I sink into her tight heat, my cock stretching her deliciously. She arches, her perfect tits bouncing with every thrust, her nails digging into my back. 

"Nicholas," she pants, her voice a breathy tease. "Are you fucking me?" 

I grin, rolling my hips slow and deep. "I do believe I am." 

She bites her lip, her legs locking around my waist. "Is my pussy too tight for you?" 

I pause, kissing her hard. "Never." 

She giggles, the sound vibrating against my lips. "Liar. I think you’re too big for me." 

I pull back just enough to watch her face as I slam into her again. "You want me to stop?" 

Her answer is a moan, her body clenching around me as I drive her toward the edge. Her breath hitches, her back bowing off the bed as she comes, her pussy milking my cock until I can’t hold back. 

With a growl, I bury myself deep, spilling inside her as she shudders beneath me. Her cry is muffled against my shoulder, her body limp and satisfied. 

We collapse in a tangle of limbs, sweat-slick and breathless, our laughter soft in the dark. 

I don’t care who heard. 

Let them know.

The warmth of Sophie’s body pressed against mine lingers in the quiet aftermath, her skin still flushed from our shared pleasure. “I’m glad you stopped by,” I murmur, tracing idle patterns along the curve of her hip. 

She giggles, her fingers teasing through my hair. “Did you forget about that bitch yet?” 

“What bitch?” I play along, grinning as she dissolves into laughter against my chest. And it’s true—for those breathless, heated moments, Bianca, Wendy, even the intoxicating memory of Mrs. Singer had vanished from my mind. But now, tangled in the sheets with Sophie’s heartbeat steady against mine, guilt creeps in. The taste of Bianca’s lips, the reckless thrill of it, twists uncomfortably in my gut. 

Morning arrives too soon, sunlight spilling across the bed where Sophie still sleeps, bare and beautiful. The door creaks open—Mom, balancing two mugs of coffee, freezes mid-step. Her eyebrows shoot up, lips pursed in silent disapproval. I yank the sheets higher, offering a sheepish shrug as she retreats with a huff. 

The moment the door clicks shut, Sophie stretches like a satisfied cat, her fingers trailing down my chest. “One more round before we go?” she purrs, mischief glinting in her sleepy eyes. 

--- 

The drive back to campus is thick with tension. Bianca’s smile is bright, but Tommy’s silence is heavy, and Sophie pointedly ignores them both. I drop them off with stiff goodbyes, my mind already racing. 

Later, hunger pulls me to the corner store, the fluorescent lights harsh against the gathering dusk. And there she is—Bianca, haloed by wild curls, her sundress clinging to every tempting curve. My pulse spikes the second her fingers curl around mine. 

“Hey, boy,” she breathes, pressing close enough that her perfume drowns my senses. Her lips brush my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. “I loved our kiss.” 

Every nerve ignites. She smells like summer and sin, her voice dripping with the same dangerous allure Mrs. Singer once wielded. But when her mouth crashes into mine, slow and deliberate, I’m lost—until the sharp edge of guilt slices through the haze. 

I break away, chest heaving. “What about Tommy?” 

She laughs, low and throaty. “I’m here for fun, Nick. Aren’t you?” Her hand slides to my belt, fingers toying with the buckle. “Let me show you what you’re missing.” 

The command in her tone is too familiar, too calculated. This isn’t about me—it’s a game. One I won’t play. 

“Not tonight,” I manage, stepping back. 

Her smirk is razor-sharp. “Next time, then.” 

I force a tight smile and walk away, her laughter chasing me into the night.

The convenience store trip leaves me empty-handed, my stomach still growling but my mind too tangled to care. As I push through the glass door, the cold air hits me—but not as hard as the sight of Sophie standing frozen on the sidewalk. Her lips part, all color draining from her face. Fuck. She saw everything. My pulse hammers as I stride toward her, shaking my head before she can speak. 

"I turned her down," I say bluntly, needing the words out there, solid between us. 

Sophie’s fingers twitch at her sides before she turns away. I catch her hand, but she doesn’t squeeze back. "I believe you," she murmurs, voice thin. "Even after what I just saw. I just... need space." Her hand slips from mine, and this time, I let her go. 

Anger coils in my chest—at Bianca, at myself, at this messy fucking web of want and guilt. The heat of Bianca’s mouth still lingers on mine, her whispered offer echoing in my skull. Part of me wants to storm back inside, drag her into some dark corner, and let her prove just how experienced she is. But the thought curdles as soon as it forms. 

Back in my dorm, I thumb out a text to Sophie, each word deliberate. “You were right about her. She kissed me, tried to get me to bring her here. I said no. That’s it. I’m sorry you had to see that—sorry I made you feel like shit.” 

The silence that follows is heavy. I toss my phone onto the bed, running a hand through my hair. I don’t love her, but the ache in my chest is real. The next morning, her reply is waiting. 

“Nick... I think we should take a break.” 

My fingers hover over the screen. “Because of Bianca?” 

“Not just her. I don’t want something serious right now.” 

Relief mixes with something sharper. Sophie and I had fun—god, the way she’d arch under me, the sounds she’d make—but the weight of it all, the fucking complications... Maybe this is cleaner. 

“I get it,” I send back. 

“I’m sorry. See you around?” 

I don’t answer. The hollow feeling follows me through the day, my thoughts spiraling—Bianca’s smirk, the way her fingers tugged at my belt. Tommy’s oblivious grin. And beneath it all, her. Mrs. Singer. The memory of her hands, her voice, the way she could unravel me with just a look. It’s fucked up how much I miss it. 

Needing a distraction, I shoot Tommy a text. “'Sup.” 

“Yo.” 

“Wanna hang?” 

“Hell yeah. Get over here.” 

His place is a refuge, at least until I catch myself asking about his mom like some pathetic ghost of who I used to be. 

“She’s good. Same as always,” he says, shrugging. 

I swallow the rest of my questions, but they simmer under my skin, restless and hungry.

The memory of her lingers like a slow, sweet ache. God, I’ve missed this—missed her. The warmth of her kitchen, the way she’d hum under her breath while cooking, the intoxicating scent of spices clinging to her skin. My chest tightens with something raw and needy. "When can we do this again?" The words slip out before I can stop them, too eager, too honest. 

Tommy barely glances up from the game controller, already distracted. "Yeah, sure, man," he mumbles, fingers flying over the buttons. The screen flashes, the sound of gunfire and explosions filling the room. Beer bottles clink between us, the alcohol dulling the edges of my thoughts, but not enough. Not nearly enough. 

By the time I stumble back to my dorm, the night air does nothing to clear my head. Mrs. Singer invades every thought, every breath. My fingers move before I can second-guess myself, typing out a message I shouldn’t send. Your brother, huh? 

The reply comes fast. That’s right. 

Guilt twists in my gut. "I guess I owe you an apology. I’m sorry." 

You don’t owe me anything. But thanks. 

The screen glows between us, a fragile thread of connection. "Are you okay?" 

Yes, fine. You? 

My thumb hovers. I miss you. 

What about Stephanie? 

Sophie. 

Whatever. 

A dry laugh escapes me. "We broke up." 

Oh. 

The silence stretches, heavy with everything unsaid. I’m too drunk for this, too tangled in emotions I can’t name. In the end, I chicken out. Night night. Talk soon. 

Sleep doesn’t come easy. 

--- 

The next weekend, Tommy and I head back to his place, just the two of us this time. No distractions, no complications. 

The Singer house looms ahead, quiet and familiar. My parents are away—no curfew, no questions. But the moment we step inside, the absence of her is palpable. 

"Where’s your mom?" I ask, trying to sound casual. 

Tommy yawns, stretching. "Dunno. Shopping, probably." He shuffles toward his room, already half-asleep. "Gonna crash. Don’t wreck the place." 

Alone in the living room, I flick on the TV, but my attention drifts. 

Then—her. 

The door swings open, sunlight spilling in, catching the gold in her hair. That dress—fuck—soft fabric clinging to every curve, the neckline dipping just enough to tease. A paper bag balances in her arms, and she nudges the door shut with her hip, effortless, sensual. 

Our eyes meet. 

Something electric crackles between us. 

I’m on my feet before I realize it, crossing the room in quick strides. "Let me," I murmur, taking the bag from her. 

Her lips curve into that smile—the one that used to undo me. "Oh, thank you, Nick. You’re such a sweet boy." 

The old endearment sends a jolt straight through me. We stand there, suspended in the moment, the air thick with memory and something hotter, hungrier. My free hand finds her arm, fingertips tracing bare skin. She tilts her head, eyes fluttering shut, and for one reckless second, I forget how to breathe. 

She’s everything. And I’m completely, hopelessly lost.

My fingers trail up the smooth expanse of her arm, tracing delicate paths over her shoulder, then higher—grazing the sensitive curve of her neck. A soft pinch, just enough to make her shiver, and her breath hitches. Her eyelids stay shut, lashes fluttering against her cheeks, but I hear the quiet sigh escape her lips. The space between us vanishes—I can’t help it. She’s a force, pulling me in, and I’m powerless against it. 

“You’re so beautiful, Mrs. Singer,” I murmur, my voice rough with longing. 

Her eyes open, dark and liquid, locking onto mine. “It’s been a long time since anyone’s said that to me, Nick. Or touched me like this.” Her words are slow, deliberate, and they send a rush of heat straight through me. 

Guilt twists in my chest. “I’m an idiot,” I admit, fingers still lingering on her skin. “I saw you with that guy and just... assumed. Was I wrong?” 

The silence stretches between us, heavy with unspoken things. Finally, she exhales. “Yes, you were wrong. There was only ever you. But it’s not your fault.” Her voice wavers slightly. “I never let you in. Not really. Even when you told me you loved me, I kept you at arm’s length. What else were you supposed to think? I deserved it.” 

Deserved it? The words sting. “What do you mean?” I press, needing to understand. 

“You leaving me.” 

“Mrs. Singer—” 

“Laura,” she corrects softly. “Are we back to that now?” 

“Laura,” I breathe, testing the name on my tongue. “I didn’t leave you because we were never... I thought I was just a distraction for you. Something temporary.” 

Her lips curve, but there’s no humor in it. “That’s the second thing you were wrong about.” 

My mind reels. I need a second to process, to untangle the weight of her words, but she’s already moving—gliding toward the kitchen with a silent invitation for me to follow. I set the groceries down, my hands lingering on the counter as I watch her. God, she’s breathtaking. Sophie was all youthful energy and sharp edges, but Laura—Laura—makes my pulse race in a way that’s deeper, more consuming. 

Our fingers brush, then tangle, a silent dance of hesitation and want. Not quite holding hands, just... touching. Remembering. 

The quiet stretches, thick with memories—her body beneath mine, the way she used to gasp my name, the stupid misunderstandings that tore us apart. I want to kiss her. To press her against the counter and remind her exactly what she does to me. But I hold back. This is her call. 

Dinner passes in a haze of stolen glances and simmering tension. As we clear the plates, she turns to me, her voice low. “Nick, are you feeling unwell? You don’t look so good. Maybe you should turn in early?” The wink she gives me is anything but subtle. 

I play along, grinning. “You’re right, Mrs. Singer. I’m not feeling great. Tommy, I’ll catch you tomorrow.” 

Her voice follows me as I head toward the guest room, sweet and teasing. “I’ve got work to do, Tommy, so I’ll see you tomorrow too. Don’t forget to lock up, sweetie.” 

The promise in her words coils tight in my stomach. Tonight isn’t over. Not even close.

The clock barely ticks past nine, but I’m already stretched out in bed, the glow of the bedside lamp casting soft shadows across the pages of my book. My pulse thrums beneath my skin, anticipation coiling tight in my stomach. Every flicker of lights dimming in the house sends a fresh jolt through me. It’s been too long—too many nights aching for her touch, wondering if this moment would ever come again. 

Then, the door creaks open. 

She stands there, framed in the dim light, wrapped in nothing but that sinful pink silk robe. The sight of her steals my breath. With deliberate slowness, her fingers tug at the sash, letting the fabric slip from her shoulders in a whisper of silk. It pools at her feet, revealing smooth, bare skin and the delicate scrap of lace between her thighs. My mouth goes dry. 

She doesn’t speak. Just slides into bed beside me, her leg draping possessively over mine, her palm pressing warm against my chest. For a moment, she simply curls into me, her breath soft against my skin. Then, that wicked smile curves her lips. 

“Do you want to talk, Nick,” she murmurs, fingers tracing idle patterns over my heart, “or should we skip straight to the part where you fuck me senseless?” 

A rough laugh escapes me. “We should talk,” I admit, though my body screams for the alternative. “But it doesn’t have to be now.” 

Her nails scrape lightly down my stomach, teasing. “So, what—you just want to use me and run back to campus?” 

“Laura.” My voice comes out rough, strained. “That’s not fair.” 

“I know, baby.” Her lips brush mine, featherlight, before her hand drifts lower, cupping me through the fabric of my boxers. My hips jerk instinctively. “I never said you couldn’t see other girls,” she breathes, her touch maddeningly light. “You’re free to do whatever you want.” 

“Neither of us ever said anything,” I grit out, fingers tightening in the sheets. “But when I saw you with him, I just—I assumed—” 

“Assumed what?” Her fingers still, waiting. 

I exhale sharply. “That you were done with me. That I was just… some distraction.” The confession burns. “And it fucking wrecked me, Laura. I didn’t expect it to hurt like that. But it did.” 

Her expression softens. With a quiet sigh, she shifts closer, her body molding against mine. For a moment, the teasing stops, replaced by something tender. “I know,” she whispers. “I didn’t feel so great either when you ignored my texts. Or when you brought that girl here.” A pause. “Didn’t think it’d hit me like that.” 

My chest tightens. I’ve told her I loved her before. The words still cling to me, raw and unresolved. But I never believed she felt the same—always thought I was just a toy, a way to spite her husband. Now, I need to know. 

“Feel what way, Laura?” 

Her lashes lower, shielding her gaze. “The same as you, I guess.” Her voice is barely audible. “Hurt. Confused. Then… jealous. So fucking jealous.” A shaky breath. “When you said you thought I was with someone else, it all made sense.” 

I swallow hard. “I never thought you cared.” 

Her fingers tighten in my shirt, pulling me closer. “Then you weren’t paying attention.”

“Well, now you know,” she murmurs, her fingers tracing idle circles over my chest. “I care. More than I ever thought I would.” Her breath is warm against my skin, her body pressed close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her. “If you want to be free—if you want to explore, to have fun at college—I won’t stop you. Just… don’t disappear on me. Come back to me sometimes.” 

I exhale, my mind spinning. The idea of freedom should be exhilarating, but all I can think about is her—Laura—spread beneath me, her nails digging into my back, her moans filling the silence of this room. I don’t know what I want. Do I want her to be mine, completely? To wake up next to her every morning, to claim her in ways that leave no doubt who she belongs to? Or do I want this—secret, stolen moments, her body waiting for me whenever I return? Both scenarios ignite something possessive inside me, something primal that growls at the thought of another man touching her. 

“And if we keep it casual…” I swallow hard, my voice rougher than I intend. “Would you be with other men?” 

She lifts her head, her dark eyes locking onto mine. “Would that bother you?” 

A sharp laugh escapes me. “Jesus, Laura. You know it would.” 

“Right. Sorry.” She ducks her head, resting it against my shoulder, her fingers tangling in the sheets. 

I press on, the words bitter on my tongue. “What if we told everyone? My parents. Your friends. Tommy.” 

The silence stretches between us, thick with unspoken fears. Finally, she sighs. “I’ve thought about it. Tommy wouldn’t take it well. It’s not an option, Nick. I’m sorry.” 

My jaw clenches. “So we sneak around. Or we pretend it’s casual, knowing damn well we’ll both lose our minds if the other so much as looks at someone else.” 

She doesn’t answer. The quiet is heavy, suffocating. 

Then, softly, she shifts the mood. “Remember that first time you wrestled the ball from me?” 

A smirk tugs at my lips. “Which time?” 

“The first. When you tackled me. We just… lay there.” 

The memory floods back—her beneath me, her thighs bracketing my hips, the way her breath hitched when my cock pressed against her. “I’ll never forget. I was hard instantly. You felt it, didn’t you?” 

“I did.” Her voice drops to a whisper. “Do you have any idea how close I was to begging you to fuck me right then?” 

“I knew you wanted it. I could see it in your eyes. But I didn’t want to make things harder for you.” 

She exhales shakily. “God, you’re sweet. You were desperate for me, but you still put me first. That’s why I—” She cuts herself off. 

“Why you what?” 

“Don’t make me say it, Nick.” 

But I can’t stop now. “I love you, Laura. I have for… a long time. Before any of this even started.” 

“You had a crush,” she says softly. “And I liked it. But now…” 

“Now it’s different?” 

“Yes.” Her fingers tighten in my hair. “Now I love you too.” 

The words settle between us, raw and undeniable. We love each other. And yet, we’re trapped—forced to hide, to lie, to pretend. The thought of another woman touching me feels like a betrayal. 

“If I do see someone else,” I rasp, “it’ll feel like cheating on you.” 

Her lips brush my collarbone. “I know.”

Words fail me as our lips collide, hot and desperate. Her fingers trail down, teasing my balls with featherlight strokes that send electric jolts through me. My own hands explore her—one teasing her taut nipple between my fingers, the other slipping lower, tracing the curve of her ass before delving between her thighs. She arches into my touch, legs parting eagerly as I stroke her slick folds from behind, my thumb pressing just enough against her tight little asshole to make her gasp. Holding her like this—her body pliant, trembling—I feel powerful, possessive. 

Her moans vibrate against my mouth as she strokes my cock, her touch just shy of rough, just how I like it. Then she’s moving, straddling me in one fluid motion, her heat hovering over my aching length. “Don’t you want me to get you ready first, Laura?” I murmur against her lips, though my body screams for her to take me now. 

“I am ready,” she pants, and then she sinks down, swallowing me whole in one smooth, breathtaking slide. No hesitation. Just raw, hungry need. Her body molds to mine as she lays flush against me, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate undulations that drag a groan from my throat. God, she’s perfect—every shift of her hips, every breathy whimper reminding me why no one else could ever compare. 

I sit up, gripping her waist as she wraps her legs around me, our foreheads touching as we move together. “Fuck, this feels good, baby,” she whimpers, her rhythm turning urgent, her nails digging into my shoulders. I can’t look away from her—the way her breasts bounce with each thrust, the elegant line of her throat as she throws her head back, the flush spreading down her chest. She’s close. I can see it in the way her breath hitches, in the desperate clench of her thighs around me. 

Determined to push her over first, I slide a finger between us, circling her clit in tight, relentless strokes. Her movements turn erratic, her cries sharp and pleading. “I—fuck—I’m coming, baby—uhhhh—” Her body seizes around me, and that’s all it takes. I drive deep as my own release crashes through me, her name a ragged prayer on my lips. 

For a moment, there’s nothing but the sound of our ragged breathing, the slick heat of her still trembling around me. Reality trickles back in—the creak of the bed, the way our voices had echoed. Tommy might’ve heard. But right now, I don’t give a damn. I cradle her face, rolling us until she’s beneath me, our bodies still joined as the last waves of pleasure ebb away. 

“Holy fuck, Nick. You’re…” Her voice is wrecked, her eyes dazed. 

I grin, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from her forehead. “What am I?” 

She laughs, breathless. “The best lay I’ve ever had, young man.” Her fingers trace idle patterns on my back. “Can’t believe at my age, you’re giving me the best sex of my life.” 

I press a kiss to her collarbone. “Missed you, Mrs. S.” 

Her sigh is soft, content. “Missed you too. Whatever happens… let’s just talk more, okay?” 

I nod, though uncertainty coils in my chest. For now, this—her skin against mine, the scent of us clinging to the sheets—is enough.

The morning light spills through the curtains as Mrs. Singer stirs beside me, her warm body pressed against mine. She moves with practiced stealth, slipping from the bed before dawn can betray us. The scent of coffee and bacon soon fills the air, and by the time Tommy and I shuffle into the kitchen, she’s already plating up breakfast with that effortless grace of hers. 

We eat together, the three of us, and for a fleeting moment, it’s like nothing has changed—except for the electric tension humming between Laura and me, the unspoken promise of last night still lingering on our skin. 

Tommy shovels eggs into his mouth, then suddenly drops his fork with a clatter. “So, Nick,” he says, smirking. “Have fun last night?” 

Laura’s eyes widen, her fork freezing mid-air. My throat tightens. 

“Tommy—” she starts, but he cuts her off with a laugh. 

“Dude, if you’re gonna watch porn, at least use headphones. Jesus.” He rolls his eyes. “Sounded like some chick was getting wrecked in there.” 

Laura exhales sharply, relief flashing across her face before she schools it into something more composed. “Yeah,” she chimes in, playing along. “I thought Sophie might’ve snuck in.” 

Tommy groans, scrunching his nose. “Mooom. Stop.” 

I bite back a laugh, feigning embarrassment. “Sorry, man. I’ll keep it down next time.” 

Laura leans back in her chair, her lips quirking. Under her breath, so only I can hear, she murmurs, “I need someone to make me sound like that soon.” 

Tommy nearly chokes. “Oh my god. Mom! That’s disgusting!” 

I can’t help but chuckle as he shoves his plate away, grabbing his bag. “Come on, Nick. Let’s bail before she says anything else traumatizing.” 

Laura pouts. “No hugs?” 

“Later,” Tommy grumbles, already halfway out the door. 

I linger, crossing the kitchen to her in two strides. She rises, her gaze darting to the door before she melts into me. Our hug tightens, her body molding against mine, and then—her lips find mine, hungry and insistent. My hands roam, tracing the curve of her waist, dipping lower, teasing the heat between her thighs. 

“Fuck,” she breathes against my mouth. “Now I want a proper goodbye.” 

I smirk, my fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her pajama bottoms. “Tommy’s waiting.” 

She arches into my touch, a soft moan escaping her. “I know. I’m joking. Mostly.” Her fingers twist in my shirt, pulling me closer. “But listen—I mean it. Stay in touch. And Nick?” Her voice drops, raw with sincerity. “There’s no one else for me. Just you.” 

The words wrap around my chest, warm and heavy. I want to say it back, but the future is too uncertain. Instead, I brush my thumb over her flushed cheek. “Thank you, Laura.” 

I want to tell her I love her. But some things don’t need words. 

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur instead, stealing one last kiss before forcing myself to walk away. 

The drive back is agony. Every mile stretches longer, the ghost of her touch still burning on my skin. And the entire time, my stomach flutters like a goddamn schoolboy with a crush.

The moment I step into my dorm room, my body hums with restless energy. The mattress groans as I collapse onto it, still thrumming from the memory of Laura’s touch. My fingers fly across my phone screen before I can stop myself. I’m back. Miss you. The words feel too small, too simple for the ache pulsing through me—but they’re honest. 

A heartbeat later, my phone vibrates, a sharp ping that sends a jolt straight to my cock. I exhale slowly, thumb hovering over the screen before swiping it open. 

And there she is. 

Laura’s selfie glows back at me—soft lips curved in that knowing smirk, eyes heavy-lidded with the same hunger I feel. The neckline of her top dips just enough to tease the swell of her breasts, the shadow between them a temptation that makes my mouth water. Not obscene, but sinful in the best way. My pulse kicks harder as I tap the heart reaction, then save it, already imagining the things I’d do to her if she were here. 

You’re so beautiful. I type back, my throat tight. If you send me a picture every day, I’ll tell you that you’re beautiful every day. 

Her reply is a single emoji—a heart, red and bold—but it burns through me like a promise. 

I shove my phone into my pocket and force myself outside, the late afternoon sun warm on my skin. The campus sprawls around me, alive with chatter and laughter. Then I spot them—Josie and Wendy, arms linked, their smiles bright as they wave. Something flickers in my chest, a spark of anticipation. 

This semester just got a lot more interesting.


Prey for the Next Door Cougar

The beginning of it all traces back to two years ago, mere weeks after Sara and I exchanged vows. I was twenty-four then—confident in my looks, though not exactly drowning in female attention before her. Sara was my first, my only, and from the moment our eyes locked, something electric sparked between us. Our connection was instant, effortless, and before long, we were tangled in each other’s lives, then bound by marriage. 

Sara was stunning—golden hair cascading past her shoulders, a lithe frame at five-seven, all toned legs and that perfect, heart-shaped ass that made my pulse quicken every time she walked away. Her breasts were small, delicate, but I adored her, worshipped her, even if my teenage fantasies had always leaned toward something… fuller. It didn’t matter. We were happy, rarely arguing, always in sync—a rarity, I knew. 

Our new home was a dream—spacious, nestled in a quiet, well-to-do neighborhood, the kind of place that whispered success. We could afford it easily, both of us climbing the corporate ladder with enviable salaries. That first day, as our car rolled into the driveway, I caught movement from the corner of my eye. Our neighbor. A woman, lingering in her garage, watching us with an intensity that sent an unexpected jolt through me. Sara, distracted by the excitement of the move, didn’t seem to notice. 

But I did. 

God, I noticed. 

She was breathtaking—long, dark hair spilling like silk over her shoulders, a face sculpted to tempt, and a body that defied restraint. Her outfit clung to every curve, low-cut and daring, showcasing the kind of cleavage that made my mouth go dry. Full, round, perfect—the kind of breasts I’d fantasized about but never touched. And the way she looked at me… unapologetic, bold, a smirk playing on her lips as if she knew exactly where my thoughts had gone. 

Just as I shifted the car into park, I could’ve sworn—sworn—she winked. A slow, deliberate flick of her lashes before she disappeared into the shadows of her garage, the door rolling shut behind her. 

Sara would despise her. 

And I? 

I couldn’t look away.

The heavy lifting began—boxes upon boxes, furniture groaning as we wrestled them from the moving van into our new home. Sara and I worked in comfortable silence, the occasional shared laugh breaking the monotony of unpacking. Neither of us had lived alone before, so our belongings were minimal, the entire ordeal over in a matter of hours. Still, my muscles ached as I hauled the last of our things inside, the scent of fresh paint and new beginnings thick in the air. 

Upstairs, I wrestled with the bed frame, the metallic clang of tools echoing through the empty master bedroom. Then—the doorbell. Sara’s voice floated up the stairs, bright and welcoming, followed by another woman’s. Her voice. 

Veronica. 

The name sent an unexpected thrill through me. My hands stilled on the mattress as the memory of her—dark hair spilling over bare shoulders, that deliberate wink—flooded back. The way her breasts had strained against that scandalously tight top, the curve of her hips impossible to ignore. A flicker of heat coiled low in my stomach, and I swallowed hard. Guilt prickled at the edges of my arousal. Sara was everything to me—my first, my only. Yet here I was, half-hard just from the sound of our neighbor’s voice. 

Laughter bubbled up from downstairs, Sara’s melodic giggle tangled with Veronica’s throaty amusement. That alone was shocking. Sara wasn’t the type to warm up to women who flaunted their sexuality so boldly. Normally, she’d have made some sharp remark about "desperation" or "trying too hard." But not this time. 

By the time Sara reappeared in the bedroom, her cheeks were flushed, eyes sparkling. "That was Veronica," she announced, as if I hadn’t already guessed. "God, she’s so sweet. And hilarious!" 

I arched a brow, waiting for the inevitable jab about Veronica’s… assets. But it never came. Instead, Sara prattled on, detailing how Veronica had brought over a bottle of wine as a housewarming gift, how she’d cracked some joke that had Sara nearly in tears. Five minutes of uninterrupted praise later, and I knew more about Veronica than I’d ever expected—divorced, no kids, late thirties, and apparently, Sara’s newest girl-crush. 

Days slipped by in a haze of unpacking and christening every room in the house—loudly. No parents, no thin walls, just Sara’s breathy moans echoing off the ceilings as I took her on the kitchen counter, the living room couch, bent over the staircase railing. Freedom was intoxicating. 

Then—the doorbell. 

Sara’s eyes widened. "Oh shit," she breathed, scrambling off the couch where we’d been tangled in pre-movie foreplay. "I totally forgot—I invited Veronica to watch with us." 

My pulse kicked. This was going to be interesting.

My stomach sank at the news. Movie nights with Sara were never really about the film—they were about the way her fingers would trace lazy circles on my thigh, the way she’d shift closer until her breath was warm against my neck, the way we’d inevitably end up tangled together before the opening credits finished rolling. Having a third person here? That changed everything. 

Sara swung the door open, and there she was—Veronica. The woman who’d been haunting my thoughts since the day we moved in. But tonight, she wasn’t in that barely-there tank top and shorts. No, she’d swapped them for a sweater that clung to every inch of her like a second skin, the fabric stretching taut over the swell of her breasts, high and full, impossible to ignore. Her yoga pants hugged her hips, her ass, her thighs—every curve accentuated, every movement making my pulse kick up a notch. It was less revealing than last time, sure, but somehow, that only made it worse. The tease of it. The way my imagination filled in the rest. 

"Todd, this is Veronica," Sara said, her voice bright. "Veronica, this is my husband." 

I forced myself to stand, to extend a hand, to meet her eyes instead of letting my gaze wander down the delicious slope of her neck, the dip of her collarbones, the— 

"Nice to meet you, Veronica," I managed, my voice rough. 

Her fingers slid against mine, warm and smooth, and she gave my hand a firm squeeze. "You too, Todd." 

The way she said my name sent a jolt straight through me. And from the flicker in her eyes—dark, knowing—I wasn’t the only one feeling it.

The moment our hands touched, a jolt of electricity shot through me. Her skin was impossibly soft, like silk against my rough palms, and I had to fight the urge to stroke my thumb across her knuckles. When I finally managed to drag my gaze up to hers, those mesmerizing green eyes held me captive—luminous and deep, like sunlight filtering through summer leaves. There was something knowing in her stare, something that made my pulse quicken. Then came that wink—slow, deliberate, the corner of her full lips quirking into a smirk that sent heat straight to my groin. My breath hitched. Was she...? No. A woman like her wouldn’t flirt with me. But the way her tongue darted out to wet her bottom lip told another story, and the image seared itself into my brain, impossible to shake. 

I sank back onto the couch, deliberately choosing the end seat, expecting Sara to claim the middle. But Veronica moved with feline grace, sliding in beside me before Sara could react. The cushions dipped under her weight, her thigh pressing against mine in a way that felt anything but accidental. She smelled intoxicating—vanilla and something darker, spiced—and every time she laughed at some casual remark, the sound curled low in my belly. Conversation flowed effortlessly; she had a way of drawing me in, her words laced with a warmth that made my skin prickle with awareness. 

The lights dimmed, plunging us into darkness, and the absence of sight only heightened every other sense. The heat of Veronica’s body beside me was unbearable. I ached to reach for Sara, to anchor myself in her familiar touch, but my fingers twitched with the dangerous impulse to brush against Veronica’s instead. By the time the movie neared its climax, the space between us had vanished—her leg flush against mine, the pressure deliberate, unyielding. Then her hand. God, her hand. The weight of it on my thigh sent a shockwave through me, my muscles tensing beneath her fingers. I jerked away, heart hammering, but not fast enough to miss the way her breath caught, the way her apology sounded more like a whisper of regret. 

The credits rolled. Pleasantries were exchanged. But the second the door clicked shut behind Veronica, Sara was on me, her lips crashing against mine with a hunger that mirrored the fire still burning in my veins.

Her arms wound around my neck like silk, her legs locking around my waist with possessive urgency. My hands found the lush curve of her ass instinctively, gripping tight as she crashed her mouth against mine, her tongue claiming me with a hunger that sent fire straight to my cock. She tasted like need and impatience, and I knew—she’d missed this just as much as I had. 

Carrying her upstairs was a blur of tangled limbs and heated breaths, our bodies already moving in that familiar, electric rhythm. Sara was perfect beneath me, her moans music to my ears as we moved together, our chemistry undeniable. But then—fuck—Veronica’s smirk flashed behind my eyelids, those hypnotic green eyes and that knowing little wink searing into my brain. The image alone was enough to send me spiraling, my release hitting me like a fucking freight train. 

Guilt twisted in my gut the second my mind cleared. Lying there, catching my breath, I debated telling Sara about Veronica’s teasing glances, the way her fingers had lingered on my thigh. But the thought of bringing up another woman right after fucking her? Bad idea. Besides, maybe it had been an accident. Maybe. 

The next week passed in a haze of unpacking and settling in, until Sara announced she wanted to throw a housewarming party. I agreed—our friends had been itching to see the place. We spent the evening calling everyone, laughing as we planned. Of course, it didn’t surprise me when Sara casually mentioned inviting Veronica. 

I didn’t realize just how soon I’d see her again. 

The next afternoon, with Sara still at work, I dragged a lounge chair into the backyard, stretching out under the sun. Eyes closed, the warmth soaking into my skin, I almost didn’t hear the voice—smooth, playful, and unmistakable. 

“Wow, nice view.” 

My eyes snapped open. Veronica leaned against her fence, those emerald eyes raking over me with an intensity that made my pulse spike. 

“You look really hot,” she purred, her lips curving into that same wicked smirk. 

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. “Thanks.” 

She laughed, low and throaty. “No, I mean you look hot,” she emphasized, tilting her head toward her pool. “Why don’t you come over and take a dip with me?” 

The invitation hung between us, loaded with promise. And fuck if I didn’t want to say yes.

Heat flooded my cheeks, the realization of my own thoughts making me shift uncomfortably. My pulse kicked up a notch, and I knew I should’ve turned around—should’ve walked right back inside before this went any further. But the sun was scorching, and the idea of cool water against my skin was too tempting. That, and the way Veronica stood there, all confidence and curves, made rational thought evaporate. 

I pushed through the gate, my bare feet brushing against the warm grass as I stepped into her yard. She met me with a slow, knowing smile, her fingers curling around the latch as she swung the gate wider. My gaze dragged over her—every inch of her. That tiny black bikini clung to her like it was painted on, the fabric barely containing the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the sinful curve of her ass. My mouth went dry. The sunglasses hid where my attention kept snagging, but I had a feeling she knew exactly where my eyes lingered. 

She tilted her head, sliding her shades down just enough to pin me with those dark, teasing eyes. Her teeth caught her lower lip, and my stomach tightened in response. 

“So?” she purred, running a hand along her hip. “What do you think?” 

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to stay even. “You look incredible.” 

A slow smirk curled her lips. “Just incredible?” She turned, deliberately this time, letting me take in the way the strings of her bikini bottom dug into the soft flesh of her hips. Then she arched her back slightly, glancing at me over her shoulder, her ass on full display. “What about from this angle?” 

My throat worked. There was no way she didn’t know what she was doing. The way she moved—like every shift of her body was designed to unravel me. 

“Perfect,” I admitted, the word rough. 

Veronica laughed, low and throaty, before sauntering toward the pool. Her hips swayed with every step, an exaggerated roll that made my fingers twitch with the urge to reach out and grip. She glanced back once, catching me staring, and her smile turned downright wicked. 

I should’ve left. Should’ve bolted before this spiraled any further. But the way she climbed onto the diving board, the way her body stretched as she balanced on the edge—there was no walking away now. 

“Judge me,” she commanded, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “Ten-point scale. And be honest.” 

The way she said it—like honesty was the last thing she expected—sent a thrill straight through me. I was in way over my head. And I didn’t care.

"Go on then, let’s see what you can do," I teased, my voice laced with playful challenge. 

Her lips curled into that wicked little grin again as she tossed her sunglasses carelessly onto a nearby lounger. "Oh, you really want to see what I’ve got, huh?" The way she purred those words sent a jolt straight through me. 

I swallowed hard, forcing my tone to stay light. "Yeah, impress me." But the air between us crackled with something far heavier than just friendly competition. 

Veronica arched forward in one fluid motion, fingertips grazing her painted toes, her ass on full display—round, firm, and utterly hypnotic. My breath hitched as she bounced once, then launched herself off the board with effortless grace. Tucking her knees to her chest, she flipped backward, slicing into the water with barely a ripple. It was flawless. Olympic-level precision wrapped in a body that belonged in a lingerie ad. 

When she surfaced, water cascaded off her in glistening rivulets as she swept her hair back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. Sunlight caught in the droplets clinging to her skin, turning her into something almost ethereal. 

"Holy shit," I breathed. "That was a solid 9.5." And I meant it. 

She beamed, flicking water at me. "Thanks, baby. Now your turn. Let’s see what you’re working with." That giggle of hers was pure temptation. 

I held up my hands. "No way. I can’t follow that." 

Her eyes narrowed playfully. "Oh, you’re not getting out of it that easy." 

Fumbling, I started emptying my pockets—phone, wallet, keys—but she cut me off with a smirk. "Just lose the shorts. You’ve got underwear on, right?" 

I hesitated, but she wasn’t wrong. My boxers were decent enough. Slipping out of my shorts, I caught her gaze raking over me before she let out a low, appreciative whistle. Heat prickled up my neck as I stepped onto the board. 

No fancy flips for me—just a clean, simple dive. I sprang off, arms extended, and hit the water with a decent entry. But the second I surfaced, Veronica’s laughter rang out. 

"Not terrible. A 6, maybe." She was biting her lip, eyes dancing with mischief. 

"What’s so funny?" I asked, though the way she was grinning told me I wasn’t going to like the answer. 

Then she held them up—my boxers, dangling from her fingertips. 

I froze. The cool water suddenly felt a hell of a lot more exposing. "Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me." 

She shook her head, slow and deliberate. "Nope. You lost. And now?" That devilish smile widened. "You’re mine to command."

My pulse quickened as I moved toward Veronica, the water lapping against my bare skin, making me acutely aware of my own vulnerability. She darted away effortlessly, her lithe body cutting through the water with the grace of a predator toying with its prey. Another attempt, another failure—she was faster, stronger, her laughter bubbling up between us like the sunlight dancing on the pool’s surface. 

“Please,” I groaned, the frustration thick in my voice. “Just give them back.” 

“Not a chance,” she teased, her eyes glinting with mischief. “You lost. Winners get prizes, and I’m cashing in.” 

I exhaled, surrendering to the game. “Fine. What’s the price?” 

Her lips curled into that wicked smile again. “Against the wall. Eyes shut. And don’t you dare peek.” 

I obeyed, pressing my back to the cool tile, my heart hammering as I squeezed my eyes closed. The water shifted around me, the subtle current of her movement teasing my senses. Then—her scent, something intoxicating, warm and sweet, wrapping around me as she drew near. My skin prickled with awareness. She was close. Too close. And I was utterly exposed. 

“No peeking,” she warned, her voice a husky murmur. 

I swallowed hard, fighting the instinct to look. The water rippled against my thighs, her presence now undeniable. My breath hitched. 

Then—”Open them.” 

My eyelids fluttered open, and there she was. Inches away. Naked. Every perfect curve on display. Her breasts—full, high, tipped with dusky pink—were a revelation. My gaze trailed lower, past the smooth plane of her stomach, to the neatly trimmed strip of dark hair between her thighs. My mouth went dry. 

She had me caged, her hands braced on the pool’s edge, her body so close I could feel the heat radiating off her. 

“Jesus Christ,” I choked out. 

Her smile deepened, sinful and knowing. “I told you,” she purred, leaning in just enough to make my blood roar. “I always collect my winnings.”

“And what exactly do you want?” My voice was tight, nerves coiling low in my stomach as I braced for her answer. 

“A kiss.” Veronica’s lips curved into that wicked, knowing smile—the one that made my pulse stutter. She winked, slow and deliberate, as if she already had me exactly where she wanted me. 

“You’re joking.” I forced a laugh, praying this was just some elaborate tease. 

“Not even a little.” Her fingers toyed with the edge of my underwear, dangling just out of reach. “I won fair and square. One kiss, and these are all yours.” The playful lilt in her voice was gone, replaced by something darker, more insistent. 

“I can’t—you’re our neighbor. My wife’s friend.” The words tasted bitter, even as my body betrayed me, hardening beneath the water where she couldn’t see. 

“One little kiss,” she murmured, leaning in until her breath ghosted over my lips. “No one has to know. Unless… you’re scared?” 

Fuck. 

I knew I wouldn’t win this. Not when every inch of me was already aching for her. So I gave in—just a quick, chaste brush of my mouth against hers before snatching for my underwear. 

Veronica jerked them back, laughing. “Oh no, no, no. That wasn’t a kiss. Try again. Ten seconds. And I want your tongue.” 

“Not happening.” I lunged, but she was faster, slipping just out of reach. Desperation clawed at me. I grabbed her waist, fingers digging into the smooth curve of her hip, and suddenly— 

She was against me. 

Everywhere. 

Her arms locked around my neck, legs cinching my waist, her bare skin searing even through the cool water. Her breasts crushed against my chest, nipples pebbled and tight, and lower—fuck—the soft heat of her pussy pressed against my stomach. And my cock, rock-hard and throbbing, trapped between us, the tip nudging against her slick folds. 

She knew. Of course she knew. 

Before I could think, her mouth crashed into mine, tongue plunging deep, claiming me with a hunger that stole my breath. I fumbled behind me, grasping for my underwear, but she hurled them over her shoulder with a wet slap onto the deck. 

“Yes,” she moaned into my mouth, grinding down, her hips rolling in slow, torturous circles. “Just like that.” 

For one reckless, dizzying second, I forgot everything—my wife, the pool, the consequences—and kissed her back. My tongue tangled with hers, my hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her tighter against me. The sound she made—low, wanton—sent fire licking through my veins. 

Then reality slammed back. 

I tore my mouth away, panting, but she didn’t let go. Her body clung to mine, relentless, her lips brushing my jaw as she whispered, “You don’t really want to stop, do you?” 

And the worst part? 

I didn’t.

Her breath was hot against my lips, her voice dripping with raw, unfiltered desire. “Mmm, that was fucking incredible, baby. You want me just as badly as I want you—don’t even try to deny it.” The husky timbre of her words sent a shiver down my spine, my body betraying me with every ragged breath. 

“You got what you wanted. Now let me go.” My voice was strained, desperate, but lacked the conviction it should have had. I should have pushed her away, should have fought harder—but the heat of her skin against mine was intoxicating. 

Veronica’s lips curled into a wicked smirk, her hips shifting just enough to make me groan. “Oh, please. Your cock is practically begging to be inside me. Don’t pretend this isn’t exactly what you want.” She sealed her words with another teasing kiss, her tongue flicking against mine before pulling back, leaving me aching for more. 

Panic clawed at my throat. “This is wrong. I need to leave. Now.” 

But she only tightened her grip, her thighs flexing around my waist. “I don’t think so, baby. Right now, I’m the one calling the shots.” Her voice dropped to a sinful whisper. “One little shift of my hips, and you’d be buried so deep inside me, you’d forget your own name. Do you want that? Do you want to fuck me?” 

My cock throbbed in response, betraying me completely. 

“No! This isn’t happening!” But even as I protested, my hands were already sliding down to grip her ass, fingers digging into the soft, pliant flesh. 

Veronica’s eyes darkened with triumph. “Kiss me like you mean it, and maybe I’ll let you go.” 

Defeated, I surrendered, crashing my mouth against hers. Her tongue invaded me, hot and demanding, and I met her with equal hunger, our moans mingling in the charged air between us. She rocked against me, her slick folds gliding along my shaft, the friction maddening. 

Then—fuck—her legs tightened, her hips lifting slightly before sinking back down. The swollen head of my cock caught against her entrance, and my breath hitched. 

She broke the kiss, her emerald eyes locking onto mine, a silent question burning in them. 

No. No, no, no— 

Before I could protest, she dropped her weight, and in one devastating motion, sheathed me inside her. 

A gasp tore from her lips, her expression morphing into pure, unadulterated ecstasy—lips parted, eyes fluttering, her body trembling as she took every inch. 

“Oh my God—you’re huge,” she moaned, her voice wrecked. 

“Stop—we have to stop!” But my body was already betraying me, hips instinctively flexing deeper into her tight, wet heat. 

Veronica’s grin turned predatory. “Too late, baby. Sara would love to see you like this.” 

The words sent a jolt of guilt—and dark, undeniable thrill—straight through me.

Her wicked little game was far from over, and she relished every second of it. My fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass, desperate to push her away, but the moment I lifted her just enough to escape, her thighs clamped around me like a vice. With a sinful smirk, she slammed herself back down, taking every inch of me inside her again. A low, involuntary groan escaped my lips, betraying my weakening resistance. The sound only fueled her triumph, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles, keeping me buried deep within her slick heat. 

“I knew you couldn’t resist me,” she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. The way she said it—so sure, so damn smug—sent another surge of heat straight to my already throbbing cock. 

I gritted my teeth, forcing myself to grab her waist again, but she was too quick. Just as I tried to pull her free, her legs locked tight, and she impaled herself on me once more, drawing another ragged moan from my throat. 

“Oh God!” she cried out, loud enough to echo across the yard. “Fuck me harder, baby—give me that married cock!” 

Her filthy words sent a jolt of shame through me, snapping me back to reality. With a rough shove, I finally managed to tear her off me, her wet heat leaving me achingly empty. I scrambled for the edge of the pool, my heart pounding, but before I could escape, her fingers curled around my length from behind, stroking me with possessive greed. 

“Tomorrow night,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’ll be waiting for you… and this.” Her hand gave me one last teasing squeeze before letting go. 

I didn’t look back. Snatching my shorts, I yanked them on and bolted for the gate, her laughter chasing after me like a promise—or a threat. 

“See you soon, lover!” she called, her voice laced with dark amusement. 

I didn’t stop running.

The moment I stepped inside, the weight of Veronica’s words crashed over me—she was coming to the party tomorrow. My stomach twisted with unease. The thought of asking Sara to rescind the invitation flitted through my mind, but I knew she’d never agree without demanding answers I couldn’t give. Guilt gnawed at me, yet my cock remained achingly hard, a traitorous reminder of what had just happened. 

I slipped upstairs to the bathroom, locking the door behind me. My fingers trembled as I freed my cock, the musky scent of Veronica’s arousal still clinging to me. The memory of her tight heat, the way she’d milked me with every bounce—it sent a fresh pulse of need through me. I fisted myself roughly, my breath ragged, and when I came, it was her name that burned behind my clenched teeth. Her taste, her scent, the sinful way she’d whispered married cock—it all consumed me. 

Fuck. I wanted her. 

But I wasn’t single. 

And yet, that was the thrill of it, wasn’t it? The way her eyes had darkened with possession, like she got off on the taboo just as much as I did. I lifted my fingers to my nose, inhaling deeply—her essence was intoxicating, a heady mix of salt and sweetness that made my mouth water. For a long, shameful moment, I just savored it, my pulse pounding in my ears. 

The shower was a half-hearted attempt at absolution. I scrubbed myself raw, but no amount of soap could erase the memory of her. 

When Sara came home, I pulled her into my arms, desperate for distraction. But even as I kissed her, even as I pushed her toward the bedroom, my mind betrayed me—every touch, every gasp, I imagined it was Veronica beneath me. The slip was almost catastrophic. Veronica hovered on my tongue, a near-fatal whisper I barely swallowed in time. 

The day of the party arrived, and I resolved to keep my distance. Stick to my friends. Avoid her entirely. 

Fate had other plans. 

Veronica was the first to arrive, a vision in sinful purple—her top clung to her curves, the deep plunge of the neckline barely containing her breasts. That skirt? A joke. It barely grazed the underside of her ass, and those towering heels made her legs look endless. I took the farthest seat possible, my jaw tight. 

Sara, oblivious, offered her a drink. The moment she left for the kitchen, Veronica leaned in, her voice a velvet purr against my ear. 

“Hey, take a look, lover.”

Her thighs parted with slow, deliberate grace, the hem of that sinful skirt riding up just enough to expose the smooth, bare skin beneath. My breath hitched—no panties. Not even a scrap of lace to shield her from my hungry gaze. I should’ve looked away. I should’ve. But my body betrayed me, my pulse roaring in my ears as I stared, transfixed. 

Veronica’s fingers trailed down, slipping between her glistening folds with a soft, wet sound that sent heat straight to my cock. She was soaked. The slick slide of her fingers working deeper made my mouth go dry. A low, throaty moan escaped her lips, and my stomach clenched. 

Fuck. Sara could come back any second. 

I pressed a finger to my lips, silently begging her to quiet down. 

Her smirk was pure wickedness. "What’s wrong? You didn’t seem to mind tasting me yesterday when you were fucking me behind Sara’s back." 

"I didn’t—" 

"Then what do you call shoving that thick cock inside me?" Her voice dropped, husky with amusement. "Bet you stroked yourself raw thinking about it later, didn’t you?" 

My jaw tightened. My cock throbbed against the fabric of my pants, straining for relief. All I could do was nod. 

Her grin widened, triumphant. Her fingers moved faster, curling inside herself with obscene ease. "Mmm… should’ve come back and finished what you started," she purred, her voice rising just enough to make my stomach flip. 

I shot her another warning look. 

But Veronica didn’t care. She stood, swaying toward me on those impossible heels, her fingers glistening as she held them up to my face. The scent of her—musky, sweet—flooded my senses. 

"Suck," she whispered, dragging her wet fingertips over my lips. "Taste how much I want you." 

My resolve crumbled. My tongue flicked out, lapping at her essence, and a groan rumbled in my chest. God, she’s addictive. I closed my lips around her fingers, sucking hard, savoring the tang of her arousal. 

Her free hand slid beneath my waistband, her fingers wrapping around my shaft with a firm grip. One stroke. Two. My hips jerked into her touch, my fingers instinctively finding her soaked heat in return. 

Veronica gasped, her head tipping back as I thrust two fingers deep inside her. 

The sound of a cabinet closing in the kitchen snapped me back to reality. I yanked my hand away, but Veronica caught my wrist, bringing my slick fingers to her mouth. Her tongue swirled around them, her eyes locked on mine—daring, taunting. 

Then she leaned in, her breath hot against my ear.

“I love you, baby,” she murmured, her warm breath tickling my ear before her tongue flicked out, tracing the shell of it with slow, deliberate strokes. A shiver raced down my spine, equal parts arousal and alarm. This girl was unhinged—dangerously so—and yet, the way her lips lingered sent heat pooling low in my stomach. 

Veronica pulled back just enough to flash me that wicked wink, all confidence and sin, before sauntering back to her seat like she hadn’t just set my nerves on fire. 

“Lick the rest of my juices off your fingers,” she commanded, voice dripping with authority—no, ownership. And God help me, I obeyed. My tongue slid over my fingertips, savoring the lingering sweetness of her, the taste of her arousal thick and intoxicating. I couldn’t help but groan softly, my cock twitching in my pants at the memory of how she’d felt around my fingers. 

Just as I pulled my hand away, Sara rounded the corner, balancing drinks for all of us. Veronica’s mask slipped back into place effortlessly—sweet, innocent, the perfect best friend. But every so often, those dark eyes would lock onto mine, heavy with promise, before flicking downward, drawing my gaze to the bare, glistening lips between her thighs. She teased me mercilessly, parting her legs just enough to give me another glimpse before snapping them shut with a smirk. 

The arrival of more guests should’ve been a relief, but it only heightened the tension. My friends barely waited until the girls disappeared into the kitchen before erupting into hushed, reverent praise—those tits, that ass, Christ, those legs. I clenched my jaw, knowing exactly how she tasted, how she moaned, how her body clenched around my fingers. 

The house grew louder, more crowded, but I kept my distance—until Sara cornered me upstairs with Veronica and her friends. 

“Honey, Veronica is super horny,” Sara announced, and my stomach dropped. “Could you take her downstairs and introduce her to some of your friends? Maybe she’ll find one she likes.” 

“Let’s go, matchmaker,” Veronica purred, sidling up beside me, her hip brushing mine. 

For a fleeting moment, I thought this might work—if I could redirect her attention to one of my buddies, maybe she’d finally leave me the hell alone. 

But the second we turned the corner, her fingers clamped around my wrist, yanking me hard into the bathroom. The door slammed shut behind us, her back pressing against it as she flipped the lock with a decisive click. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” I hissed, frustration and panic warring inside me. 

Yeah, I’d been weak. Yeah, I’d let her push me further than I should’ve. But this? This was insanity. My pulse roared in my ears as I finally found my resolve. 

“This has to stop,” I growled, forcing steel into my voice. 

But Veronica just smirked, stepping closer, her eyes gleaming with challenge. “Make me.”

"Oh, sweetheart, I call the shots here—and don’t pretend you don’t feel it too." Veronica’s lips curled into that wicked, knowing smirk, the one that sent a dangerous thrill straight to my core. 

"I love Sara. I’m married, for fuck’s sake." The words tasted bitter, even as I said them—because part of me wasn’t convinced. Not when her body was pressed against mine, not when her scent, intoxicating and primal, filled my lungs. 

Her laugh was low, husky. "Liar. You’re mine." Before I could react, her fingers tangled in my hair, yanking my mouth to hers. Her tongue invaded, hot and demanding, and my body betrayed me instantly, hardening beneath her touch. 

"Get the fuck off me!" I snarled, shoving against her waist—but she was faster. Her hand slid down, palming my cock through my jeans, stroking the rigid length until a groan tore from my throat. Her other arm locked around my neck, holding me captive as she devoured me. 

I tried to spin her away, but she clung like a vice, legs wrapping around my hips, her heat grinding against me. The counter hit the backs of her thighs, and she arched into me, her tits pressing against my chest. My hands, meant to push her off, found her instead—full, perfect handfuls of soft, firm flesh. She moaned into my mouth, the sound vibrating through me, and my resolve shattered. 

Her fingers slipped past my waistband, wrapping around my cock, her thumb swiping over the leaking tip. "Fuck me," she breathed against my lips. “Now.” 

"No." The word was weak, trembling. 

Her smile turned venomous. "Then I’ll ruin you." Her nails dug into my shoulders. "I’ll walk out there sobbing, tell Sara you forced me in here, that you begged me to suck you off. Who do you think they’ll believe?" 

My stomach dropped. She was right. 

Her free hand cupped her breast, squeezing, taunting. "Look at me. You think anyone would doubt me?" 

"You’re a goddamn nightmare," I hissed. 

Her laugh was dark, triumphant. "But you want it." Her hips rolled, her wetness soaking through my jeans. "Just give in. One quick fuck, and we’re done." 

Fuck. Fuck. 

Her fingers tightened around me, stroking slowly, torturously. And I knew—I was already lost.

Veronica’s dark, knowing eyes locked onto mine, sensing the war raging inside me—the flicker of indecision, the way my body betrayed me despite my protests. Her fingers were already working, deft and relentless, undoing my belt, my pants sliding down my thighs before I could even register the cool air against my skin. And then her hand was there, wrapping around my cock, hot and possessive, her grip tight enough to make my breath hitch. 

“Mmm, you’re so hard for me,” she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You can’t lie to me, baby. I feel how much you want this. How much you want me." Her thumb swiped over the tip, smearing the wetness already gathering there, and my hips jerked involuntarily. 

God, she was poison—sweet, intoxicating, lethal. The way she pursued me, relentless and shameless, sent a thrill straight through me, igniting something primal. Most of me—nearly all of me—ached to shove her back onto that counter, spread her thighs wide, and take her right there, rough and desperate, until she screamed. But the tiny, rational part of my brain screamed louder: Sara. You love Sara. 

I had three choices, each more dangerous than the last. 

Give in—let her win, let her ride me until we were both spent. But I knew Veronica. This wouldn’t be the end. It would only feed her obsession. 

Push her away—but a woman this unhinged wouldn’t hesitate to destroy everything. One tearful accusation, one well-placed lie, and my marriage would be ash. 

Or—play her game. Twist her madness back on her. A risky gamble, but maybe the only way to buy myself time. 

Her lips curved in that wicked, triumphant smile, her fingers still working me, slow and deliberate. I reached up, cupping her cheek, my thumb tracing the softness of her skin. Her breath hitched, her dark eyes flickering with something almost tender beneath all that hunger. 

I leaned in, brushing my lips against hers—soft, teasing. Then deeper, claiming her mouth with a kiss that made her whimper, her body arching into mine. Her arms wound around my neck, pulling me closer, like she wanted to crawl inside me. 

When I finally broke away, her pupils were blown wide, her lips swollen. I held her gaze, my voice low, rough with the lie I needed her to believe. 

“You’re right,” I murmured. “I’m yours. I have been since the moment I saw you.” Her breath caught, her fingers tightening in my hair. “But I don’t want our first time to be like this—rushed, desperate. I want to take my time with you, baby. I want to make it perfect.” 

Her lips parted, her chest rising fast. For a second, I almost thought I saw something real in her eyes—not just lust, not just obsession, but something fragile. Something that could be my undoing.

"But I need you inside me right this second," Veronica purred, her nails digging possessively into my chest as her hips rocked against mine. "With your pathetic wife just feet away, clueless while her husband fucks the woman he truly desires." Her breath hitched—a rare crack in her domineering facade—and I seized the opening. 

Even as I played this dangerous game, my body betrayed me. My cock throbbed against her thigh, aching and heavy, the primal part of me reveling in her filthy proposition. The risk, the deception—it all coiled tight in my gut, hotter than I wanted to admit. 

"Sweetheart, I want that too," I murmured, dragging my lips along her jaw until she shivered. "But our first time deserves more than a rushed fuck in a bathroom. Imagine it—her just down the hall, listening to me make you scream. I’ll take you slow, then hard, until you’re begging. And I won’t stop until you come so hard you forget anyone else exists." The words tasted like sin, but I sold them with a rough squeeze to her ass, earning a whimper. 

Veronica’s eyes narrowed, her grip tightening in my hair. "More than Sara?" she challenged, lips brushing mine. 

"Infinitely more." The lie burned, but desperation won. 

A wicked grin curled her mouth. "Then your cock belongs to me now. No one else." 

"Only you," I agreed, sealing it with a searing kiss. She melted against me, all hungry lips and teasing tongue, her moans vibrating against my mouth until we were both breathless. 

By the time we broke apart, my pulse hammered loud enough to drown out reason. I adjusted myself hastily, wiping the smudge of her gloss from my lips just as Sara’s laughter echoed down the hall. Perfect fucking timing. 

Sara’s smile faltered when she saw us. "Everything okay?" 

"Veronica needed a minute," I said smoothly, nodding toward the stairs. "Thought I’d introduce her to Derek." 

Relief flooded me when Sara offered to handle it instead. The second they disappeared, I bolted to our bedroom, locking the door before shoving my pants down. My cock sprang free, already leaking—fuck, I was this close just from the game, from Veronica’s threats and Sara’s obliviousness. Stroking hard, I imagined slamming into Veronica against the bathroom sink, her cries muffled by my hand while Sara chatted with guests mere feet away. 

The fantasy tore my orgasm from me, spurting hot across my fist. And as shame curled in my gut, one traitorous thought remained: God, that insane woman was right. The danger? The taboo? It was the most electric fucking rush of my life. 

By the time I rejoined the party, Sara had Veronica laughing with Derek. But the way Veronica’s gaze locked onto mine—dark, knowing—told me this wasn’t over. Not even close.

The rest of the evening passed in a blur of forced smiles and stolen glances. Every time I dared to look in Veronica’s direction, those wicked eyes of hers found mine, her lips curling into a knowing smirk before she’d flick her tongue against her teeth or send me a slow, deliberate wink. My skin prickled with each heated look, my pulse betraying me every time. 

She left with Derek, her fingers tangled in his as she swayed those sinful hips out the door. A part of me—small but hopeful—wondered if she’d finally found someone else to torment. But deep down, I knew better. Veronica wasn’t the type to let go so easily. 

The weight of what I’d done pressed down on me as Sara and I climbed into bed. She curled against me, her fingers tracing lazy circles over my chest, her breath warm against my neck. I could feel the heat radiating off her, the unspoken invitation in the way her thigh brushed mine. But my body, still humming from earlier, refused to respond. 

“Not tonight,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead. 

The flicker of disappointment in her eyes twisted my gut. I almost laughed—bitter, humorless—realizing I was obeying Veronica’s command without even meaning to. No more fucking Sara. The thought alone sent a dark thrill through me. 

Sleep came in fits and starts, my mind racing with half-formed confessions and impossible excuses. And when I finally drifted off, she was there—Veronica, with her smoldering gaze and honeyed words, her lips whispering promises that left me aching. I woke up hard, my cock straining against the sheets, my skin slick with sweat. 

Morning light spilled through the curtains as Sara slipped into the shower, the sound of running water filling the silence. I dragged myself downstairs, craving coffee, needing space to think. 

That’s when I saw it—the front door, slightly ajar. 

My stomach dropped. I knew I’d locked it last night. 

I moved on instinct, reaching for the deadbolt—but before I could turn it, an arm snaked around my waist, fingers closing possessively around my still-hard length. 

A voice, low and sultry, ghosted over my ear. 

“Missed you, baby.” 

My blood ran cold. 

Veronica. 

She spun me around, slamming me against the wall before I could react. Her mouth crashed into mine, her tongue claiming me with a hunger that left me dizzy. My hands found her hips on reflex, the thin fabric of her skirt doing nothing to hide the heat between her thighs. 

She’d dressed for temptation—a barely-there bikini top, a skirt so short it might as well not exist, and those fucking shoes. Strappy, sky-high, the kind that made a man imagine her legs wrapped around his waist while she rode him raw. 

When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, her eyes gleaming with mischief. 

“Where’s Sara?” 

The question slithered between us, her smile sharp enough to draw blood. 

“Showering,” I answered before I could stop myself. 

Her grin widened. 

Fuck. I should’ve lied.

“Perfect. I want you inside me—right fucking now.” Veronica’s fingers hooked into the waistband of my pants, tugging them down with a hunger that sent a jolt of electricity straight to my already aching cock. 

“Honey, is someone here?” Sara’s voice floated down from the top of the stairs, sweet and unsuspecting. 

Panic flared in my chest. Without thinking, I shoved Veronica down by her shoulders, forcing her out of sight—but the second she hit her knees, she took advantage. Her hands yanked my pants the rest of the way down, and then her hot, wet mouth was on me, swallowing me whole with a skill that made my knees buckle. 

“Yeah, baby,” I called back, voice strained. “It’s just Veronica.” 

“Tell her she left her jacket here last night—I think it’s on the couch.” Sara’s footsteps retreated, followed by the distant rush of the shower turning on. 

All the while, Veronica’s lips and tongue worked me with relentless precision, her gaze locked onto mine as she devoured me. The pleasure was unbearable, her suction tight, her rhythm flawless. She moaned around me, the vibration sending sparks up my spine. 

Then she pulled back just enough to speak, her grip tightening possessively around my shaft. “Did you fuck that pathetic bitch last night?” Her voice was sharp, demanding. 

“No,” I gasped. 

A wicked smile curled her lips. “Mmm, good. This cock is mine now. You promised.” Her tongue flicked over the head, teasing. “Tell me you love me. Tell me how much more you love me than Sara. Tell me how fucking disgusting she is.” 

I was drowning in her, in the heat of her mouth, the dominance in her eyes. “I love you, Veronica. So much more than her. She’s nothing—she’s nothing compared to you.” 

Was I lying? Or had she already twisted the truth out of me? 

Veronica took me deep again, her throat flexing around me, her fingers digging into my thighs. I was close—so fucking close—but she pulled off abruptly, leaving me throbbing and desperate. 

“Prove it,” she purred, rising to her feet. “Lie down. If I own this cock, I take it whenever I want.” 

Her command left no room for argument. I was trapped, ensnared by her lust, her control. Slowly, I moved to the couch, sinking onto my back, my cock standing rigid against my stomach. 

Veronica’s eyes burned with triumph. “Finally,” she breathed, straddling my hips. “I’ve waited so long, my love. I’m going to make you mine. Forever.” 

Her fingers wrapped around me, guiding me to her slick entrance. She was soaked, her arousal coating my length as she lowered herself inch by inch, her tight heat swallowing me whole. 

“Do you love me?” she panted, rolling her hips. 

“Yes!” The word tore from my throat, raw and needy. 

“Do I own you?” She clenched around me, stealing my breath. 

“Fuck—yes!” 

“For how long?” Her eyebrow arched, her rhythm relentless. 

“Forever!” 

The words spilled out before I could stop them—before I even wanted to. Because in this moment, with her body claiming mine, forever didn’t seem long enough.

With agonizing slowness, she took every inch of me, her tight, dripping heat swallowing my cock whole until I was buried to the hilt inside her. A shudder ripped through me—she was so fucking perfect, so tight, so mine. 

"FUCK YES!" Veronica cried out, loud enough to make my pulse spike—Sara could hear this, she’d know—but the danger only made me harder. "God, you’re huge, baby. This cock belongs to me, only me. That pathetic bitch upstairs could never handle you like this!" 

Her words should have terrified me. The way her nails dug into my skin, the wild glint in her eyes, the sheer possession in her voice—but instead, it sent a dark thrill straight through me. The crazier she got, the more I wanted her. 

Veronica didn’t waste a second. She rode me hard, her hips slamming down with relentless hunger, her pussy clenching around me like a vice. Every stroke was electric, her walls gripping me so tight it was almost painful—almost. I groaned, my hands flying to her waist, trying to slow her down, but she only ground harder against me. 

"Come on, baby," she panted, her voice a breathless command. "I want you to cum. Fill me up. Claim me." 

I could feel her tightening around me, her body trembling as she neared the edge. She bit her lip to stifle her moans, but her nails raked down my chest in sharp, stinging lines. The sting mixed with the pleasure, pushing me closer, my cock throbbing inside her. 

Fuck. I was losing control. 

Her pussy fluttered around me as she came, her breath hitching, her thighs shaking. The sensation was unbearable—every pulse of her orgasm dragged me closer to mine. 

"Cum inside me," she begged, her voice raw with need. "I want it—all of it." 

A spike of alarm shot through me. She wants me to knock her up. The thought should have killed the mood, but the sheer audacity of her demand only made me harder. 

Before I could stop myself, I flipped her beneath me, driving deep in one brutal thrust. She gasped, her legs locking around my waist, her fingers tangling in my hair as she crushed her mouth to mine. Her tongue was demanding, possessive, and her hips rocked up to meet every thrust. 

"Do it," she whispered against my lips, her voice a siren’s call. "Cum for me. Now." 

It wasn’t a request. It was an order. And fuck if I didn’t want to obey.

My cock pulsed violently, and with a sharp thrust, I wrenched myself free from Veronica’s slick, clenching heat. Her eyes flashed with betrayal, but before I could even catch my breath, her lips were wrapped around me, hot and demanding. The first thick rope of cum shot straight down her throat, and she moaned around me, swallowing greedily as I emptied myself into her mouth. 

When she finally pulled back, her lips glistening, she spat my release into her palm with a wicked smirk. Without hesitation, she dragged her fingers between her thighs, working the sticky mess deep inside herself, her breath hitching as she fingered it in. 

“I said I wanted it in my pussy,” she hissed, her voice dripping with venomous lust. “Since you couldn’t follow orders, you’re making it up to me. Tomorrow. Early. And we’re doing it in Sara’s bed.” 

Before I could protest, she yanked her skirt back into place, crushed her mouth against mine in a bruising kiss, and sauntered out, leaving me stunned and throbbing. 

Fuck. 

Work wasn’t the issue—I could slip out whenever. But the guilt clawed at me the second the door clicked shut. My phone buzzed, Derek’s name flashing on the screen. His voicemail was a warning I should’ve heeded sooner. 

“Dude, your neighbor’s fucking obsessed. Wouldn’t stop grilling me about you. Like, stalker-level shit. Watch your back, man.” 

Too late for that. 

The rest of the day crawled by in a haze of tension. Sara, blissfully unaware, buried herself in work before turning in early. Relief washed over me—until my phone lit up with Veronica’s name. 

Veronica: “Hey, lover ;) Once Sara’s asleep, come over.” 

Me: “How do you even know she’s asleep?” 

Veronica: “Windows exist, silly :P” 

Me: “I need sleep. Work tomorrow.” 

Veronica: “Be here in thirty. Or else.” 

Me: “Or else what?” 

Veronica: “I’ll ring your doorbell until you answer. And Sara wakes up. And finds out about the underwear you lost while cheating on her with me.” 

Me: “What underwear?” 

Veronica: “The ones from our little midnight swim. Don’t play dumb. You’re mine now. And if you break my heart…” 

I exhaled sharply, my fingers tightening around the phone. 

Me: “Fine. I’ll be there.” 

Veronica: “Good boy. Remember—you belong to me.” 

The screen went dark. And so did my chances of escape.

FUCK. The word burned through my mind like a brand. I was in deep—so deep I couldn’t even see the surface anymore. And yet, despite the guilt gnawing at me, my cock had other ideas, hardening insistently against my pants as I read her messages. The way she played me, the way she owned me—it was intoxicating. 

Sara was already asleep, her breathing slow and even. The moment I was sure she wouldn’t stir, I slipped out, my pulse hammering as I crossed the short distance to Veronica’s place. Before I could even lift a finger to knock, the door swung open. 

And there she was. 

Gone was the siren in lingerie, the vixen with blood-red lips and a dress that left nothing to the imagination. Instead, she stood before me in loose sweatpants and an oversized sweatshirt, her face bare, her hair pulled into a messy ponytail. No makeup. No pretense. 

And yet—fuck—she was breathtaking. 

Without the usual armor of seduction, her beauty was raw, natural. High cheekbones, full lips, eyes that held a warmth I hadn’t seen before. She looked softer. Younger. The kind of girl you wanted to hold close, to bury your face in her neck and just breathe her in. 

“Hi, baby,” she murmured, her voice drowsy, sweet. She stretched her arms toward me, her hands swallowed by her sleeves, and I didn’t hesitate. I pulled her against me, her body molding to mine as she tilted her face up. Her kiss was different tonight—slow, tender, almost shy. 

Then she took my hand, leading me inside. 

Her house was a fucking palace. Every detail screamed money—gleaming hardwood, art that probably cost more than my car, furniture so plush it looked like a cloud. But nothing compared to her bedroom. 

The bed was a goddamn fantasy. King-sized, piled with pillows, draped in silk sheets that shimmered under the soft light. 

“Cuddle with me,” she whispered, pressing close, her fingers curling around my arm. She rose onto her toes, brushing her lips against mine again before stepping back. With a click of the remote, a massive TV rose smoothly from the footboard. 

Then, without hesitation, she stripped. 

The sweatshirt hit the floor. The sweatpants followed. And just like that, she was naked, sliding under the covers with a contented sigh. 

My throat went dry. 

I stripped too, my movements clumsy with nerves, and joined her. The sheets were cool against my skin, but she was warm, her body instantly seeking mine. She wrapped herself around me, her skin impossibly soft, her curves fitting against me like we were made for this. 

And as the movie started, as her fingers traced idle patterns over my chest, I realized— 

I was fucked. 

In every possible way.

The movie had barely begun when my fingers found their way into Veronica’s silky hair, stroking absently as if we’d done this a thousand times before. The warmth of her body pressed against mine, the soft hum of the film in the background—it all blurred the lines between reality and fantasy. For a moment, I forgot this wasn’t my bed, my house, my wife. Then she tilted her head up, those wide, doe-like eyes locking onto mine with a look so disarmingly sweet it sent a jolt straight to my groin. 

“I want to kiss you,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, lips parting slightly. “I’ve wanted to since that first night at your place.” She exhaled, nestling her cheek against my chest as if she belonged there. 

I didn’t hesitate. My mouth found hers, slow and deliberate at first, savoring the way her lips yielded beneath mine. The kiss deepened, tongues sliding together in a teasing dance that made my pulse spike. My hands roamed over her bare skin, tracing the curve of her waist, the dip of her spine, while hers explored me with equal hunger. 

“God, I should’ve climbed into your lap right then,” she breathed between kisses, her fingers tightening in my hair. The sweetness in her voice had darkened, edged with something primal. “Just straddled you in front of Sara and let her watch.” 

I chuckled, though my cock twitched at the thought. “That might’ve been a little hard to explain.” 

Veronica’s eyes glittered with mischief. “Even better. Imagine her face—just sitting there, frozen, while I ride you right in front of her.” Her hand slid down, fingers wrapping around my shaft, stroking in time with her words. “And when she finally screams at me to stop, I’d just laugh and tell her you’re not exactly fighting me off.” She squeezed, her thumb brushing over the head, smearing precum. “Then I’d slide you inside me and let her watch the whole thing.” 

Fuck. My hips jerked into her grip, my breath ragged. The fantasy was filthy, wrong—and that only made it hotter. The way she switched between this wicked seductress and the sweet, cuddling girl beside me was intoxicating. 

Then, just as suddenly as she’d turned feral, she melted back into my arms, pressing a tender kiss to my lips. “I love you,” she whispered, nuzzling against me like nothing had happened. 

The next thing I knew, the credits were rolling. I blinked, disoriented, realizing I’d dozed off with Veronica curled around me, her leg draped possessively over my thighs. For a long moment, I just watched her—the delicate flutter of her lashes, the rise and fall of her chest. She was breathtaking, this woman who could be both angel and devil. 

And that’s when it hit me. This wasn’t just lust anymore. Something deeper had taken root, something dangerous. 

Reluctantly, I nudged her awake. “I have to go.” 

She kissed me softly, then pressed a key into my palm. “Lock up on your way out,” she murmured, already drifting back to sleep. 

I left with my pulse still racing, her scent clinging to my skin.

The quiet of the house settled around me as I crept into bed beside Sara. The rustle of sheets stirred her awake, and before I could even settle, her warm arms wrapped around me, pulling me close. Her lips found mine in the darkness—soft, familiar, but not the ones I craved. The scratches Veronica had left on my chest burned beneath my shirt, a secret I prayed the shadows would keep. 

Sara’s fingers trailed down my body, her touch light but knowing. When her hand brushed against my cock—still half-hard from the memory of Veronica’s mouth, her whispered fantasies—she let out a breathy laugh against my skin. Without a word, she slid beneath the covers, her lips wrapping around me in one smooth motion. I clenched my fists in the sheets, my mind betraying me. Every stroke of her tongue, every hum of pleasure, only conjured Veronica’s face, her wicked smile, the way she’d looked at me like she owned me. 

Then Sara was moving, straddling my hips, her wet heat sinking down onto me with a moan that filled the room. My hands gripped her waist as she rode me, but my gaze drifted past her, imagining Veronica instead—her full breasts bouncing, her nails digging into my skin, her dominance making my blood burn. Sara came fast, her body trembling around me, but I wasn’t finished. 

I flipped her onto her stomach, yanking her hips back against me. My palm cracked against her ass, the sharp sound swallowed by the dark. She gasped, arching into it, craving the roughness I didn’t love giving her—but I did it anyway. Because this was what she wanted. And because, in the back of my mind, I was pretending she was someone else. 

When I finally came, spilling deep inside her, the guilt twisted in my gut. Sara kissed my shoulder before slipping away to clean up, oblivious. I tugged a shirt on quickly, hiding the marks Veronica had left like trophies. By the time Sara returned, curling against my chest, sleep already tugging at her, I was wide awake, my thoughts tangled in another woman’s demands. 

Morning came too soon, and with it, the weight of Veronica’s command. Be home early. The words pulsed in my skull like a second heartbeat. Work dragged, every minute stretching longer than the last. My phone buzzed—another text from her, a reminder wrapped in threat and promise. I’d already arranged to leave at lunch, giving myself time to… what? Plan? Pretend I had any control left? 

By the time I stepped through my own front door, my pulse was racing. I didn’t know what I was walking into anymore. Only that I was drowning in her, and I didn’t want to come up for air.

I pulled into the garage, my pulse quickening as I glanced toward Veronica’s house, praying she hadn’t spotted my arrival. The moment I stepped inside, a single note on the foyer table caught my eye—her elegant script curling into a command: Come on upstairs, Love -V. My stomach tightened. She’d used her key again, slipping into my home like she owned it. 

Climbing the stairs, my breath hitched as I turned the corner toward my bedroom. The door creaked open, revealing Veronica sprawled across the bed like a decadent feast. Black stilettos gleamed against the sheets, fishnet stockings clinging to her thighs, secured by a lace garter belt. A barely-there thong barely concealed her, and the corset—fuck—it hoisted her perfect breasts high, the swell of them begging to be touched. Her lips, slicked in crimson, curved into a smirk that sent heat straight to my cock. 

“So,” she purred, dragging a finger along her collarbone, “are you ready to defile your marital bed with me?” 

Words evaporated. I’d always been weak for lingerie, but Veronica? She was a fucking masterpiece. Stripping bare, I moved toward her, my body thrumming with need. 

“You disobeyed me yesterday.” Her voice was honey laced with venom, her eyes dancing with mischief. 

A cold spike of fear shot through me—had she seen me with Sara? I stayed silent, my throat dry. 

“I told you to come inside me,” she continued, arching her back, “and you didn’t. So now?” She hooked a finger under her thong, sliding it aside to reveal glistening pink. “You’ll fuck me right here. And when we’re done?” Her grin turned wicked. “These sheets stay exactly as they are. Let your wife smell me on them.” 

Logic dissolved. All I could focus on was her—the intoxicating scent of her arousal, the way her hips lifted in invitation. She pointed between her thighs, and I obeyed without hesitation, burying my face between her legs. The first lick drew a gasp from her, her fingers knotting in my hair, yanking me closer. 

“Mmm, tell me,” she moaned, grinding against my mouth, “does my pussy taste better than hers?” 

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, lapping at her. “Sara never lets me do this—” 

Veronica cut me off with a sharp thrust of her hips, smothering my words against her wet heat. “Because hers is boring,” she taunted, breathless. “Mine’s the only one you’ll ever crave.” 

I devoured her, drunk on her taste, her moans, the way her thighs trembled around my ears. Then—oh Christ—her muscles clenched, her back bowing as she came with a cry, her release flooding my tongue. 

Before I could catch my breath, she shoved me onto my back, straddling me with wild eyes. “Now,” she panted, lining me up with her entrance, “fuck me like you mean it.”

She seized me with a sudden, possessive hunger, flipping me onto my back in one fluid motion. Her body hovered above mine, her slick heat poised just above my aching cock, teasing me with the promise of what was to come. Then she paused, her lips curling into that wicked, knowing smile that always sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. 

"Tell me," she purred, her voice dripping with dark amusement, "are you ready to take me right here, in the bed where you fuck your wife?" Her gaze burned into mine, unrelenting, demanding. 

"God, yes," I groaned, my hands gripping her thighs, my cock throbbing beneath her. "I need you, Veronica. Fuck, I need you so bad." 

Her eyes glittered with satisfaction. "Beg for it," she commanded, her voice low and husky. "Beg me to replace her. Tell me you love me." 

The words spilled out of me, raw and desperate. "Please, baby, please let me have you. I want you here, in this bed—where you belong. I love you, fuck, I love you so much." 

With a triumphant little moan, she sank down onto me in one smooth, devastating motion, taking me deep inside her. The heat of her was intoxicating, her tight walls clenching around me as she pressed her chest against mine, her corset digging into my skin, her perfect tits crushed against me. Her lips crashed into mine, hungry and demanding, her tongue tangling with my own as she began to ride me with ruthless abandon. 

I could feel her climax building, her muscles fluttering around me before she came with a sharp cry, her juices spilling over my cock, soaking the sheets beneath us. The scent of her arousal was thick in the air, mingling with the heady perfume of her skin. 

"Fuck me like you mean it," she gasped, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs wide, her glistening pussy begging for me. 

I didn’t hesitate. I drove into her, burying myself to the hilt, my mouth claiming hers as I set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust hitting that sweet spot inside her that made her whimper. 

"Do you wish this was ours?" she whispered against my lips, her voice laced with dangerous sweetness. "That I was your wife?" 

"Yes," I growled, lost in the haze of lust, my hips moving in time with hers. "Fuck, yes." 

She moaned, arching beneath me, her fingers tangling in my hair as she pulled me back into a bruising kiss. When we broke apart, for the briefest second, I thought I saw something flicker in her eyes—something sharp, calculating. Then it was gone, replaced by that devious, victorious grin. 

"Do you love me?" she breathed. 

"More than anything." 

"More than Sara?" 

"God, yes." 

Her smile widened, slow and predatory. "Would you leave her for me?" 

The words tumbled out before I could stop them. "In a heartbeat." 

And then—everything froze. 

My blood turned to ice as I caught sight of Sara standing in the doorway, her face a mask of horror, her hand pressed to her mouth. My stomach dropped. 

But Veronica? She only grinned wider, her fingers trailing up to her lips as she bit down on one, her eyes never leaving mine. Triumphant. Merciless. 

And in that moment, I knew—she had planned this all along.

“Oh dear,” she purred, her voice dripping with wicked delight, her lips curling into the most radiant, triumphant smile I’d ever seen. She looked like she’d just won the fucking lottery—no, like she’d orchestrated the entire game just to watch me lose. 

My gaze snapped back to Sara, who stood frozen, her face a mask of shattered disbelief. Her mouth hung open, her fingers trembling against her lips as if she could somehow push the horror back inside. 

Veronica’s fingers dug into my hips, her nails biting into my skin as she dragged me deeper into her. “Don’t you dare stop,” she hissed, her voice a sultry command. “Fuck me harder. Let her watch. Let her know who owns you now.” 

Every muscle in my body was coiled tight, my mind a whirlwind of panic and lust. I should’ve pulled away. I should’ve run after Sara. But Veronica’s pussy was a vice around my cock, hot and slick, her thighs locking me in place like a predator refusing to release its prey. A groan tore from my throat, raw and involuntary, and Veronica’s answering giggle was pure, unadulterated victory. 

“That’s right,” she cooed, arching beneath me, her breasts pressing against my chest. “You can’t help yourself. You want me. You love me.” 

Her hand fisted in my hair, yanking my mouth down to hers. Her tongue plunged between my lips, claiming me, branding me. When I tore away, my breath ragged, she just grinned—that fucking Cheshire cat grin—before flicking her gaze over my shoulder to Sara. 

“Oops,” she drawled, not a shred of remorse in her voice. “Guess the cat’s out of the bag, sweetheart. He’s mine now. Promised me your ring and everything.” She winked, slow and taunting. 

Sara’s face twisted in fury. With a choked sob, she ripped the wedding band from her finger and hurled it to the floor. The metallic ping echoed like a gunshot. “Take him!” she screamed, her voice breaking. “You deserve each other!” 

I lurched forward, instinct driving me after her, but Veronica’s legs tightened like steel bands. “Oh no, baby,” she murmured, grinding her hips against me, her wet heat dragging another helpless moan from my throat. “You’re not going anywhere.” 

She was relentless, rolling her body beneath mine, forcing me deeper, her nails scraping down my back. And God help me—I let her. My hips moved on their own, fucking into her with rough, desperate strokes. Veronica threw her head back, her cries loud and theatrical, a performance for an audience that might still be listening. 

“Yes! Yes!” she wailed, her fingers clawing at my shoulders. “Just like that. Fuck me like you mean it!” 

The front door slammed, the sound final. Sara was gone. 

Veronica’s eyes glittered with triumph as she pulled me down for another searing kiss. “Now,” she whispered against my lips, her voice a velvet command. “Come inside me. Make it official.” 

And like a puppet on her strings, I obeyed.

There was no escaping her this time—her thighs locked around me like a vice, her nails digging into my shoulders as she arched beneath me, demanding every last drop. I could feel the tension coiling in my gut, my cock throbbing deep inside her, pulsing with the inevitable. Veronica’s breath hitched, her eyes wild with triumph as she sensed my surrender. 

“Oh fuck—yes, baby, give it to me,” she gasped, her voice trembling with ecstasy. 

And then I was coming—harder than I ever had before, waves of pleasure crashing through me as I emptied myself into her. It was endless, blinding, her tight little cunt milking me with greedy, rhythmic clenches, drawing out every shuddering spurt. She moaned into my mouth, her tongue tangling with mine, her body trembling beneath me as she rode out the aftershocks. 

When it was over, I collapsed against her, spent and breathless. Veronica finally loosened her grip, her satisfied sigh warm against my skin. She slid out from under me, her bare feet padding across the floor as she bent to retrieve Sara’s discarded ring. The glint of gold caught the light as she returned, pressing it into my palm with a wicked smile. 

“Say it,” she murmured, her fingers tracing my jaw. 

I exhaled, knowing there was no way out. “Veronica… will you marry me?” 

Her laughter was pure victory. “Yes, baby. God, yes.” She kissed me hard as I slid the ring onto her finger, sealing the deal. 

“I love you,” I muttered, because what else was there to say? 

“I love you more,” she purred, then suddenly twisted away, snatching something from beside the bed. A camera. My stomach dropped as she grinned, waving it in triumph. 

“Oh my God, I got everything,” she squealed, bouncing on the mattress. “Every. Single. Perfect. Moment.” 

Before I could react, she launched herself back into my arms, her body pressed flush against mine, her lips finding my ear. 

“Now we can relive it… forever.”
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