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Schooled By The MILF Next Door

Boot camp is just two weeks away, and nineteen-year-old Simon is a naïve young man desperate to shed his inexperience. He never dreamed the woman who would teach him would be his gorgeous neighbor, Mrs. Bailey—the "sexiest MILF" he’s ever seen.

Simon:

Staring at my reflection, I tried to picture an image of the man I wanted to be—the man who, within the next two weeks, would finally cast off the awkwardness of inexperience. Nineteen. Two weeks left of real freedom before boot camp swallowed me whole. It sounded simple when I said it out loud: lose my virginity before shipping out, as though it were just another item on a checklist. But truth flickered in the uncertain boy staring back: I wasn’t the type girls fantasized about, and I knew it.

My stature was hardly imposing—five foot six, shorter than most girls I wanted to notice me. Not heavy, not slight, just lean and wiry the way all us distance runners ended up. Certainly not built like a Greek statue, no matter how much I wished I was. Naked, my skin was smooth; whatever sparse patches of hair I had seemed to gather defiantly in a wild, pale nest at my crotch. That bush, thick and unruly, only made my dick look smaller when soft, which had drawn its share of cruel jokes in locker rooms over the years.

In private, I measured myself sometimes. Hard, I’d discovered I was a little better than average—longer and quite a bit thicker, at least if the numbers I found online could be trusted. But none of it had mattered while standing in the showers, where limp size was king and ridicule came cheap. I’d have given anything to be a ‘shower’ rather than a ‘grower.’ It would have spared me years of humiliation—the echo of pointed laughter in the damp air of high school.

Idly scratching my neck, I considered grabbing the scissors and taming the wild thatch between my thighs; maybe my cock would finally look respectable. Turning to go back to the bathroom, a sudden flicker of movement outside snagged my attention. I paused, drawn to the view from my window—and felt an immediate surge of desire pulse down to my groin.

There, stretched out as though she owned the morning itself, Mrs. Bailey lounged on a sunbed in her backyard—mere steps beyond my reach, but a world apart. Clad in nothing but a bikini that was barely there, she was an unabashed vision: golden blonde sunlight catching on every strand of her hair, her heart-shaped face glowing, ruby lips parted just so. Those deep sapphire eyes hinted at stories I’d never be brave enough to ask about. Even in her mid-thirties, her body radiated the toned promise of youth and sensuality—full breasts rising high and proud, round and ripe, the perfect tease of summer. I’d overheard my mother whisper to Dad that they couldn’t possibly be real, but I didn’t give a damn. Whether those breasts were artificial or nature’s masterpiece, I worshipped them from afar.

Just then, she shifted languidly on the sunbed, and her glorious curves danced with life—breasts trembling, her hips tilting to reveal the delightful swell of her ass encased in that impossibly small scrap of bikini. My heart hammered hard, blood surging low. Mrs. Bailey was pure, living fantasy—her long legs sprawled, thighs parting just enough to leave nothing to the imagination. I’d spent countless nights bringing her into my bed with only the darkness and my desire for company. Now, in the blazing morning sun, she looked ready to receive a man between her legs—and I let the fantasy take over completely.

My cock, stiff and throbbing, demanded attention. My fingers closed greedily around the thick shaft and I started to stroke, slow at first, then with desperate need. I never looked away from her, imagining what it would be like to kneel between those decadent thighs and offer her every ounce of my pent-up yearning. Each movement of her hips, every jiggle of those perfect tits, made my desire ache even hotter, my hand working faster as pleasure bloomed and spread through my trembling body.

In my mind, I plunged my aching cock deep into her slick, welcoming heat—thrusting faster, harder, with desperate hunger. My pulse pounded in my ears as I imagined her writhing under me, her soft moans filling my fantasies with wicked promise. I jerked my fist along my length, pushing myself over that razor edge—then all at once, my climax tore through me, white-hot and overwhelming. My cock erupted wildly, spurting my release across the floor in thick, urgent spurts.

“Fuck,” I groaned, chest heaving, a tremor running through my limbs. Still dazed and sticky, I grabbed the nearest dirty sock from the floor and hastily wiped at the mess on my hand and shaft, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment even in my solitude. I glanced out the window, still panting—only to freeze when I saw Mrs. Bailey’s eyes fixed straight on mine. Those icy blue pools, sparkling with mischief, locked onto me like a secret shared. My gut twisted somewhere between terror and electric excitement. Time stood still as she studied me, then, very slowly, a sly, knowing smile tugged at her full lips. She brought her fingers up in a flirtatious little wave.

Mortified, I stupidly waved back—realizing, with horror, I was still clutching the cum-soaked sock. I could have died on the spot. My face burned even hotter as I ducked away from the window and raced to clean up. A cold shower did little to cool my nerves or wash away the mortification still prickling up my spine.

I’d barely finished pulling on fresh clothes when my mother’s voice shattered through the house, sharp and demanding. “Simon!” she screeched from downstairs.

“What is it?” I called back, feeling another twinge of anxiety. Mom’s bad moods always spelled chores or awkward interrogations—never anything actually good. I just wanted to savor the little freedom I had left before boot camp swallowed me whole.

Dragging my feet down the stairs, I stopped short at the sight of my mother deep in conversation with Mrs. Bailey—who now wore a summery red dress, the neckline plunging scandalously low and hugging her curves like a lover’s embrace. It was as if she’d poured herself into that sultry fabric just for me, and my breath caught.

Mom fixed me with her withering glare. “Simon, Diana needs a man’s help around her place. Since you’re free, you’ll go lend her a hand.”

I could only blink, speechless. Mom despised Mrs. Bailey with a passion—bordering on obsession, ever since Mr. Bailey passed away. I knew she resented having a knockout bombshell for a neighbor, especially as the years had been less kind to her. The tension between them was always thick as honey and just as sticky.

Shaking off my confusion, I stammered out, “Uh, yeah—right. I... I heard you. Mrs. Bailey needs help, and you volunteered me.” Even as I spoke, I couldn’t tear my gaze from Diana’s generous curves, especially as she smiled at me—and there was no mistaking the heat in that smile.

“Oh, breakfast’s the very least I can offer for your help,” Mrs. Bailey purred, her voice syrupy and promising.

Mom nodded briskly and handed me off like a chore. “Good. After breakfast, he’s all yours, Diana.”

Still reeling, I followed Mrs. Bailey—her hips swaying hypnotically in that clinging dress—to her place next door. She gestured for me to wait on the patio, then disappeared inside. I barely had time to control the racing of my heart before she reappeared, graceful and serene, bearing a tray laden with breakfast. She placed it on the table, her eyes never leaving mine, and then slid into the seat across from me. The dress molded to her breasts, accentuating just how lush and generous they were—far larger, even more stunning up close than I had dared to dream.

“Coffee?” she asked, voice teasing and soft.

“Yeah,” I managed, struggling desperately to keep my eyes fixed on her face rather than the tantalizing display just inches away. From this angle, her breasts threatened to spill out, swaying softly with every subtle movement—and I could only imagine what she had seen earlier, and what she might want to see again.

Mrs. Bailey handed me a steaming mug of coffee, her perfectly manicured fingers brushing mine in a way that sent sparks dancing along my skin. As I nibbled at my breakfast, she leaned forward across the table, deliberately folding her arms beneath her breasts. The movement pressed her lush curves upward, the neckline of her scarlet sundress gaping deliciously, revealing the soft, creamy swell of her breasts and the deep, tempting shadow between them. The thin fabric clung to her contours, leaving little to the imagination; the gentle outline of her nipples strained against the dress, making it blatantly clear she wore nothing beneath.

My cock surged to life at the brazen display. I forced my gaze back to her face, feeling heat rush into my cheeks, but I couldn’t ignore the teasing sparkle in her piercing blue eyes.

Her lips curled into a sultry smirk. “See something that appeals to you, sweetheart?” she asked, her voice low and playful.

“Oh, yeah,” I blurted, my voice embarrassingly squeaky with excitement. Mortification flooded me, and I ducked my head, cheeks burning. “Sorry.”

She just laughed softly, the sound rippling over my skin like velvet. “Don’t apologize. It’s flattering to have such an eager admirer—especially one as deliciously young as you.” Her tone was lazy and self-assured, her confidence intoxicating.

“You’re the sexiest MILF I’ve ever seen,” I said before I could stop myself, then groaned, mortified, as I realized exactly what had come tumbling out of my mouth.

Mrs. Bailey’s laughter sparkled through the air, unabashed and knowing. “Thank you, stud,” she teased. “Mind if I smoke while you finish?”

I swallowed. “No, go ahead,” I replied, unable to tear my eyes away as she reached for her pack.

She brought a cigarette to her lips and traced them with her tongue, slow and deliberate, before striking a match with a practiced flick. She took a languid drag, the movements sensual, even elegant, exhaling a curl of smoke with palpable satisfaction. Watching her, I felt a wave of forbidden arousal—she turned a simple vice into an act of pure seduction.

After breakfast, our conversation peppered with sly glances and simmering tension, we descended into the basement. The space was chaos incarnate—boxes stacked haphazardly, random junk littering every surface, the legacy of Mr. Bailey’s collecting habits. No air conditioning, just humid, stifling heat; in minutes I was drenched in sweat, my shirt sticking to my skin as I worked. Boxes, old tools, forgotten relics—I hauled and sorted while Mrs. Bailey hovered, occasionally offering cold water and flashes of her breasts as her dress clung even tighter.

Three hours later, we’d barely made a dent; not even a third of the mess was cleared. My muscles ached, and my skin gleamed with sweat, but for the first time in ages, the hard, physical work had managed to focus my mind—my body had been too busy to dwell on the erotic distractions that normally plagued a nineteen-year-old. And in Mrs. Bailey’s orbit, that was nothing short of miraculous.


Mrs. Bailey:

Descending into the cool hush of the basement, I paused at the final step, letting my eyes drink in the sight of Simon as he moved about his work. God, he was exquisite—a vision of raw, youthful masculinity. Every line of sinew rippled beneath the sheen of sweat on his bare torso, drawing a hot, restless ache from deep inside me. That sleeping part of myself—my hungry, neglected body—was suddenly, unmistakably reawakened. It was as if desire, dormant since my husband’s death, had cracked open and begun to bloom, greedy and wild, inside my skin.

Two years and eight months had passed since I’d last craved a man's touch. Grieving had smothered every physical urge in me, blanketing my nights in loneliness and numbing my flesh. Touching myself had stopped so long ago I could barely recall the sensation—or maybe I chose not to remember, because it made me ache in places I’d kept hidden, even from myself. I guessed the last time had been when Kevin was still alive, right before his illness stole intimacy from us. Watching him slip away, my own needs seemed to shrivel, fading away like petals in frost.

But now, heat pulsed everywhere I looked at Simon. My body thrummed with an illicit, intoxicating energy, even as my mind sputtered warnings. What kind of woman lusts for a man barely past boyhood—nineteen? I was forty-two. The thought bit at me, shaming and thrilling all at once. Was it truly so scandalous? I’d met Kevin when I was just nineteen myself; he’d been thirty-three, and no one had cared. Why should it be wrong for a woman to want a younger man? The double standard burned in me, matching the fire Simon had lit in my core.

And beneath that righteous spark, something darker whispered to me. Simon, the soldier—his mother had said it so proudly—he was old enough to risk death for his country, old enough to take everything I was starving to give. Old enough to press my trembling, aching sex open with his cock and make me fucking feel alive again.

Watching him work, sweat streaming along his sculpted chest, each flex of his arms making my pulse race, I imagined so many other ways I could make him slick and breathless beneath me. My thoughts spiraled, hot and insistent.

“Simon,” I managed, dragging myself out of my dirty daydream, my voice husky as I kept my hands locked at my sides. “Lunch is ready on the patio. Please come… before it gets cold.” God, the word ‘come’ almost undid me.

He turned, that easy grace of youth in every movement, the kind of effortless athletic power only a truly beautiful boy has. My gaze flicked down, helpless, to the swell beneath his jeans. He was hard—and hungry. For me. An answering throb churned inside my own panties.

Flustered, I forced my eyes back to his face, a hopeless battle against the tide of want. His smile was all boyish confidence and innocent temptation, and it nearly tore me apart. How I wanted to taste that smile—feel those muscles tight above me, inside me. It took every scrap of willpower I had not to reach for him right then and there, to rip the last boundaries away. My breath trembled as I stepped aside, summoning every bit of control not to give in to my desperate craving for this gorgeous, dangerous, impossibly young man.

My heels clicked sharply against the cool floor as I left the basement, every step echoing the scandalous impatience coursing through my veins. Images of Simon undulating between my parted thighs blazed through my head, so vivid they sent a pulse straight down to my center. I could almost feel the relentless rhythm of his hips, his cock buried deep inside me, filling me over and over until my breath hitched with forbidden hunger. By the time I reached the patio, my panties were already slick—my desire so acute it ached. I took my seat, pulse thrumming, unable to resist a hungry glance to where his jeans strained so obscenely. The thick, proud shape beneath the denim made my mouth water; I wanted every heavy inch of him. And I knew, with certainty, that Simon was not walking out of my house untouched tonight—unless, of course, he belonged to someone else. I would not sully myself with the guilt of tempting a taken man.

Trying to conceal the greedy longing in my gaze, I caught Simon’s eyes—disappointment flickered through me when I saw he’d replaced his shirt, as if fabric could shield me from the memory of his sculpted chest and glistening skin. Still, my curiosity flared and, voice low, I asked, “So, tell me, Simon… do you have a girlfriend?”

He shook his head, as if the word carried not heartbreak but simple honesty. “No,” he mumbled, and added, “The food’s great, Mrs. Bailey—really, you’re an amazing cook.”

A smile curved my lips. “Thank you… but why?”

Simon blinked, puzzled. “Why what?”

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend? A handsome, strong young man like you—surely some lucky girl should be fighting to keep you close.” I let the words linger, suggestive, my eyes dragging over him.

Simon’s cheeks flamed. “I don’t know. I just… don’t.” He ducked his head and pushed his food around, fidgeting like a shy schoolboy, which only made me ache more.

With a gentle, encouraging tone—a touch more coaxing than necessary—I persisted: “Come now, Simon. You can confide in me. I’m a doctor; people tell me everything. I promise whatever you say stays between us.”

He hesitated, drawing a shaky breath. His fingers picked nervously at his fork. “Honestly… I get so nervous around girls. My hands get clammy, my words get twisted up, and I always—I always blurt out the wrong thing.” He hesitated, then stared at me, raw embarrassment clouding his gaze. “Like when I called you a gorgeous MILF. That… just slipped out.”

I let the compliment wash over me, savoring it. “Was it the truth?”

He nodded, sheepish and blushing right to the tips of his ears. “Yeah.”

“Well then, Simon, it wasn’t wrong at all. In fact, I’m flattered.” Leaning closer, I let my hand rest by his on the table, almost touching. “Maybe you could practice with me? Talking to a woman, I mean. Not just any woman—me.”

He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing nervously. “Y-you’re even scarier than the other girls, Mrs. Bailey. I mean—you’re so stunning, and I can’t stop staring at your breasts and—oh, fuck—sorry!” His eyes flicked to my chest and back, a debauched mixture of awe and mortification. “See? I can’t help but blurt out shit like that!”

I laughed softly, the sound just a little wicked. “You’re honest, Simon. That’s not a bad thing. Your problem is that girls your age act like little old ladies—easily scandalized. But a woman like me loves to hear how desirable she is.” I dropped my voice, velvet and intent. “Maybe you should be thinking about dating someone more mature. Someone who knows exactly what she wants…”

He stared at me, breath short, eyes wide and glimmering with hope. “Wait—Mrs. Bailey… are you… are you… seducing me?”

I let the uncertainty stretch between us, my lips curving with promise. “Maybe I am. Does that scare you?”

He shook his head with a strangled moan. “No. God, no. I’ve… I’ve jerked off thinking about you so many times—shit.”

His confession made my thighs clench together. “You’ve touched yourself, imagining me?” I breathed, emboldened by his honesty, nipples aching and thrusting against my blouse for his admiration. I wet my lips as I gestured to my hardened peaks, shameless, “See what you do to me, Simon? Just sitting here with you… I’m so turned on I can barely breathe.”

He couldn’t tear his eyes away from mine, arousal written all over his flushed, beautiful face.

I laughed, my voice sultry and unrestrained. “Simon, it’s perfectly fine to admire my breasts. Stare as much as you want.”

His eyes widened, transfixed as they drifted down to my chest. “Mrs. Bailey, do you get off on driving younger men absolutely crazy like this?” His words, breathy and desperate, only fueled the delicious tension coiling between us.

I arched a brow, realizing how easily he misunderstood my intentions—this wasn’t about teasing him for entertainment. I wanted him, truly and wholly, and I needed him to know it. Sliding away from the table, I moved around until I was straddling his lap, my dress hiking indecently high. My right arm looped around his neck, pulling him in closer, while with my left I took his wrist, guiding his hand until it cupped the soft swell of my breast.

I pressed his palm into my curves. “Does this feel like I’m just toying with you, Simon?” My tone was low, seductive, craving his touch.

He swallowed hard, whispering, “No,” his voice trembling, hand frozen upon my breast as though afraid he might wake from a fevered dream.

The firm ridge of his erection pressed insistently against my ass, sending a sharp, shivering jolt straight between my legs. My arousal was feverish, undeniable. I wanted more—needed more—and I would not be patient. “Touch me. Really touch me,” I ordered softly.

His large, inexperienced hand began to explore, slowly squeezing and kneading, and I gasped, rolling my hips against him helplessly. Christ, it had been ages since someone played with my tits this way—since I’d felt so desired. His grip was tentative but eager, thumb brushing circles, his palm heating my skin, making every nerve ending alight with craving.

“So soft…” he murmured, awestruck as he kneaded my flesh, his thumb sliding ever closer to my hard peak.

I leaned into him, letting my breasts press harder against his exploring hand, my lips just brushing the shell of his ear. The air around us seemed electric, charged with forbidden lust; the world beyond the patio vanished. “Run your palm over my nipple—slowly, just like that, don’t pinch yet.” My voice trembled as I guided him, desperate for every pulse of sensation he could give me.

When the heel of his palm stroked over my nipple, my body arched, a ragged moan escaping me. “Good boy,” I whispered, my need clear—God, I adored how responsive he was to my smallest direction. “Now, do the same to my other breast…” My lips dragged across his jaw as his eager hand moved, molding my other tit, sending cascades of heat through me.

“Gently now. Squeeze my nipple and roll it,” I purred, the words melting between kisses I pressed to his neck. As his fingers finally pinched and twisted my nipples just right, pleasure splintered through me in hot, dizzying waves. I couldn’t stop the deep, greedy moans pouring from my lips while he groped and played, teasing my swollen buds.

Lost in sensation and need, I stopped caring that we were outside for anyone to see, driven only by the feral hunger between us. I slipped one thin strap of my dress from my shoulder, baring my breast to him in the dappled afternoon light. My nipple, flushed and begging for attention, jutting toward his mouth.

“Suck my nipple,” I commanded, my voice dark velvet, my body throbbing with anticipation.


Simon:

Disbelief threaded through every fiber of my body—the fantasy I'd nursed in secret was now unfolding before me in the most vivid, intoxicating way. There it was: Mrs. Bailey's breast, glorious and real, finally bared just for me. My gaze traced the lush curve, her skin flushed with desire, the heavy mound in my palm feeling almost too good to be true. Her nipple, ripe and irresistibly hard, pointed skyward—a striking, needy little peak that beckoned like forbidden fruit.

The anticipation in my stomach swirled hot and thick as I bent my head. I couldn't stop myself; my lips closed over her aching nipple, and the world seemed to narrow to that tiny, sensitive bud. My tongue played circles around it, laving, teasing, working her up with slow, languorous laps before I caught it between my teeth, nibbling, tugging gently enough to make her muffled gasp vibrate against my ear. My hand returned greedily to her other breast, rougher this time, twisting the nipple until it pebbled hard beneath my fingers. Her breathing stuttered, her hand clutching at my hair, holding me captive.

A rush of heat pulsed through me as I felt the tremors wrack her body—her hips shifting restlessly, her moans scaling into a pleading wail. She went taut, shuddering, then with a sudden strength pushed my face away from her breast, surging up to capture my mouth with hers. Her lips crashed into mine—hungry, demanding—leaving me dizzy with the taste of her arousal. "You wicked, wonderful boy," she whispered against my lips, her breath hot and sinful. "For that, I'm going to give you a treat you'll never forget. Let's go to my bedroom."

She rose swiftly, taking charge, her fingers twining around my wrist as she drew me through the house. My pulse thundered, hope and hunger knotting together. I followed eagerly—how could I resist, when the promise of her mouth lingered between us, electric and urgent? The bedroom door hadn't even closed behind us before Mrs. Bailey spun, shoving me against the wall, her mouth on mine again, fierce and possessive. I drank in her kiss, opening for her, letting her tongue glide over mine, hungry for more of her taste, her heat, her boldness.

Then, without warning, she dropped to her knees. Her fingers made fast work of my zipper, freeing my cock—and her eyes, wicked and sparkling, met mine just before her lips descended. "Mmm, nothing I love more than a hard, young cock," she teased, letting her tongue swirl around the tip, teasing out a gasp from my unwillingly tense body. Her mouth was relentless, and then, impossibly, she swallowed me down whole.

My hands flew to the wall for balance, knees buckling under the molten pleasure flooding my veins. Her mouth worked magic—deep, fevered, obscene, with sloppy, greedy slurps and the slick heat of her tongue worshipping every inch. She was in complete control, wrapped around me, her hand at the base of my cock, thumb pressing just so, milking me and drawing me closer to the edge.

"Oh, fuck, Mrs. Bailey—" My voice broke as she took me deeper, throat relaxing, pulling a raptured moan from my lips. It was overwhelming, too good, too much, too soon. I tried to warn her, words dissolving on my tongue as my release crashed through me. My cock shuddered and spilled, pulse after pulse, filling her mouth, while her hands stroked and teased me, cupping my balls, never letting up until she'd swallowed every last drop.

With one more teasing kiss to the tip of my spent cock, she smiled up at me, sultry and satisfied. "Bedroom. Now."

We barely made it to her bed before she gathered me close, kissed me with newfound sweetness, as if gentleness was her reward for having devoured me whole. She whispered softly, "So tell me... how much have you done before?"

Heat blazed in my cheeks. "I—um—" The words caught in my throat. "I'm actually... a virgin," I finally admitted, embarrassment making my voice tight.

Surprise flickered in her eyes, quickly chased by a delighted smile. "Oh," she purred, her expression alight with excitement. "Would you like to be taught how to make a woman lose control?"

The desire in my gut surged hot and wild. "God, yes," I breathed, the anticipation nearly shattering me.

“There’s no complicated secret to making a woman lose her mind in bed,” Mrs. Bailey said, her brow creasing with a soft seriousness. “But there are three golden rules you must never forget.” She traced an absent trail down my chest, her fingertips lingering. “First—always focus on her. Touch her, adore her, savor every inch of her skin with your hands and lips. Tell her she’s beautiful, ask what she wants, what she craves. A woman’s body needs to be coaxed open—if you only chase your own pleasure, she’ll leave unsatisfied. Second—pay attention to how she responds. Her body will tell you everything: how she writhes, the sound of her breath, the arch of her spine. Later, I’ll show you just how easily you can read those signals.” Her lips curled into a mischievous smirk. “And the most delicious rule of all—take your time. Don’t hurry. Let desire build until it’s unbearable.”

“So… slow, like before? Out on the patio?” My voice trembled with memory.

Her eyes sparkled, head tilting. “What do you mean?”

I swallowed, recalling the electric anticipation of her guidance. “At first, I just wanted to… go straight for your nipple, to pinch and suck—but you taught me to tease, to explore. You showed me to cup your breast, stroke it, graze your nipple with my palm before really focusing my mouth there.”

She beamed, lighting up the room with genuine delight. “That’s exactly it. Think of it like a video game—you can’t race to level two before you’ve completed all the quests in level one.” With that, she slithered her dress down her body and shimmied her panties over her hips, letting both pool carelessly on the floor.

My breath caught painfully in my chest as I drank in the sight of her revealed—her figure sinuous and toned, like a dancer’s, thighs sculpted and strong, legs long and perfectly shaped. The gentle curve of her waist, her hips full and inviting, and her stomach irresistibly taut—all framing a pair of round, proud breasts that looked sculpted by desire itself. I couldn’t look away; she was beauty incarnate, and she was nude just for me.

Heat thundered through my veins—my cock hardened instantly, straining as she laughed, her gaze wicked. “All that just for me?” she teased, eyes flicking to my eager erection.

I could only nod, helpless, hypnotized, eyes repeatedly drawn to her breasts. Were they real? My mother said no, but when I’d held them they were softness, not silicone, warmth not artifice—a mystery I wanted to solve with my lips and hands.

Mrs. Bailey drifted toward me, her presence overwhelming. She slid her hands beneath my shirt, pulling it up and over until I stood naked before her. Her palms splayed against my bare back, tugging me against the pillowy velvet of her bare breasts. Her touch was a promise, her heat dizzying. Her lips crashed into mine—urgent, hungry, nothing like a first kiss. She kissed me with raw need, her tongue teasing my own until I thought I might combust on the spot.

Just as abruptly, she broke away, eyes dark and inviting as she glided onto the bed, laying herself back in open invitation.

I slid in beside her on the bed, our mouths tangling in heated kisses that grew more desperate with every passing moment. My hands wandered, tracing the lush curve of her hips, gliding up her silky back, slipping down to squeeze the irresistible swell of her ass, then curling around to cup her breasts. My fingertips delighted in the contrast of firmness and softness beneath them, my touch growing more confident with each sweet, breathy sound she made. When she moaned, the vibration spilled deliciously into my mouth, and I knew—I was driving her wild.

Our make-out session was turning molten, the air thick with anticipation, when she caught my wrist, her grip electric. With a sultry smile and a deliberate parting of her thighs, she guided my hand down between her legs, opening herself to me completely.

Her voice was a sensual tease, low and knowing. "Remember, darling," she purred, "you need to savor every step—don’t rush it, earn the next level."

As I caressed the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, I kissed her with deep, possessive hunger, determined to show her I could make her lose herself. Entranced, I let my hand drift closer, brushing gently until my fingers found the impossibly slick heat at her center. Her gasp sent a jolt through me. For a moment, in my inexperience, I grasped her too firmly—her response was a sharp intake of breath, and she teased me with a throaty laugh, "Easy, stud. My pussy isn’t a trophy—you have to worship it, make it ache for more. And give my nipples some attention too," she instructed, voice trembling with lust.

She arched against me as I obediently lowered my lips to her taut, rosy nipple, drawing it in and swirling my tongue around its peak. Every time she gasped and writhed, I felt a swell of pride and desire surging inside me. Her guidance was intoxicating—a masterclass in pleasure, her moans fueling my need to push her higher, make her unravel for me.

"Can I see you?" I asked, barely managing to keep my voice steady.

Mrs. Bailey's eyes darkened with wicked promise. "Oh, yes. Get lost in it. But I want more, baby. I want you to eat my pussy. That little pearl at the top—that’s my clit. You’d usually take your time getting there, but I’m close—so close—and I need you on it. Suck my clit, give me your mouth while you press two fingers inside me. Will you do that for me?"

"God, yes," I said, breathless.

Settling between her parted thighs, I admired the view—her glistening pink slit, sleek and bare except for a delicate patch above, the skin velvet-smooth and inviting. Her clit, bold and swollen, peeked out like a vibrant ruby, the dark bud exposed and throbbing, utterly mesmerizing. My mouth actually watered—I wanted to devour her, to make her cry out, to taste every drop of her arousal.

And no part of me wanted to wait.


Mrs. Bailey:

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes!” The words tumbled out of me, raw and desperate, as his mouth fastened onto my clit, relentless and hungry, while his fingers plunged inside me—two of them, gliding deep, stretching me just enough to make my hips arch wildly off the bed. Electric pleasure surged through every nerve as I gasped and surrendered to his touch, my voice rising between choked moans, helpless as I tumbled toward the edge. Simon wielded his fingers with wicked confidence, each thrust betraying how instinctively he understood what I needed, as if he’d been made for this—the artistry of my pleasure.

Fingers curling, legs falling open even wider, I caught his head in my hands. “Fuck, yes, don’t stop—your tongue feels so fucking good, Simon.” My thighs trembled with need, my nails digging into his scalp as he worked me over, his mouth buried in my pussy. Every lick, every pulse of his tongue and sucking lips sent newfound shocks radiating from my clit, rippling through every inch of my body. His rhythm grew more intense, fucking me with his fingers as he lapped hungrily, until suddenly—blinding white heat. He pressed his fingertips into just the right spot inside me, and the world splintered. A violent, beautiful orgasm tore through me, my body bucking, caught in trembling spasms, my cries echoing off the walls.

He still didn’t stop—his tongue flickering, fingers pistoning, coaxing more and more from my greedy, overwhelmed body. Before the shudders had faded, the next orgasm crashed through me, fiercer still, wringing another scream from my throat as I shook apart in his hands. “Simon—fuck—enough! Please, enough!” My limbs were boneless and twitching, but he finally relented and drew back.

Simon knelt over me, his eyes full of raw, triumphant desire. I basked in the blissful aftermath—waves of pleasure lingering in my core, making my skin hum. Three orgasms—if I counted that little tease on the patio, when his fingers first played with my nipples under the moonlight. For a moment, I floated somewhere between bodily pleasure and dreamy release, lazily smiling up at him through half-lidded eyes. “You were perfect, stud,” I purred, my voice thick with satisfaction.

He blushed, eyes devouring my thoroughly wrecked form. “Thank you… Mrs. Bailey, you’re so fucking sexy right now.”

A thrill danced up my spine. “Just call me Diana.” I watched his lips part, a hint of awe softening his face as he nodded.

I sat up, brimming with anticipation, feeling the heat gathering again between my thighs. “Lie back for me,” I commanded, my tone smoky and quivering with intent.

He obeyed in heartbeat, stretching out across my bed, eager and unsure. I savored the sight—his swollen cock flushed and needy, lying proudly against his belly. I wrapped my fingers around him and lowered my mouth, taking him deep, tasting his salt and heat and innocence all at once. Power tingled through me, the control intoxicating—watching him fight for composure, watching the shock and bliss flicker across his face as I worked him with my lips and tongue. There was something impossibly erotic about making a man unravel beneath me, about knowing he’d never forget how I made him feel.

But I wanted more. The ache between my legs grew unbearable, a furnace demanding to be filled again. I broke away from his cock, straddled his hips, and positioned him at my slick, swollen entrance. My body throbbed with anticipation—I needed him inside me. Lowering myself, I felt the thick head of his cock stretch my pussy open, sliding deep, oh God, so fucking deep. I moaned—raw and primal—as his entire length filled me, grinding down until he was buried to the hilt. The sensation—his cock pulsing, my body fluttering greedily around him—was damn near transcendent. It had been too long since I’d felt anything so good, so necessary.

I rode him with hungry desperation, hips snapping, savoring the friction of his cock as I took him fully. “God, yes! You feel so fucking perfect inside me,” I gasped, watching his face twist with pleasure, knowing I’d ruined him for anyone else. My lips curled into a slow, wicked smile. “So, Simon, how does it feel—my pussy wrapped around you for the first time? Is it everything you fantasized about?”

He struggled to form words, his fingers curling into the sheets. “It’s… oh God—fuck, it’s better—it’s better than anything—”

“Better than what?” I teased, tightening around him, working his cock with the rhythm and strength of my pelvic muscles. I squeezed hungrily, knowing exactly how to drive him wild.

His face contorted, pleasure and disbelief warring. “Ungh—shit—better—fucking hell! Your pussy—it’s—God, it’s sucking me in—”

A wicked grin curved my lips as I leaned over him, my palms pressed firmly to his chest, feeling the racing heartbeat thunder under my fingertips. “Mmm, stud, I hope you’re ready. Because I’m about to ride you wild—and I don’t intend on holding back,” I whispered, my voice sultry and low. My hips began to move, at first a teasing, languid grind, savoring every thick inch inside me, then my pace quickened, unrestrained, hungry for more. I bounced on his cock, letting his youthful length drive deep, the untamed energy of his body making me ache from the inside out.

Simon’s hands latched onto my hips, desperately gripping me as he thrust upward, his cock stretching me open, filling me to perfection. I gasped, head tossed back, the raw pleasure lacing my every nerve. “Fuck, yes! That’s it, baby—don’t hold back, show me how much you want me,” I moaned, grinding down harder, rolling my hips like a woman unleashed. My breasts swayed, nipples dragging over his chest, heightening the friction, our sweat mixing, our bodies slick and frantic. “God, you feel so right—so fucking deep—set a fire in me, Simon. Give it to me hard. That’s my good boy. Now we’re really fucking... oh god, yes, it’s even better than I remembered!”

His movements turned desperate, almost frenetic—his thick shaft pulsed inside, stretching and filling me, sex boiling between us until my release hovered, dangerously close. But Simon stiffened, bucking up as his orgasm crested—his cock throbbed deep, and I could feel the hot, delicious gush as he filled me. That, the sensation of him coming, the animal tension in his body, shattered my control. I cried out, convulsing around him, pleasure tearing through my body, unstoppable, wild.

Spent, I collapsed atop his slick chest, my damp skin sliding against his as I pressed soft, open-mouthed kisses to his jaw. My breasts brushed against his torso with every languid breath. I shifted slightly and stilled—his cock, impossibly, was growing thick and hard again between my thighs. I gazed down, unable to suppress my laughter.

“Oh, you’re ready for more already?” My lips quirked up in an approving smirk. “There’s stamina, and there’s you. Simon, you are a damn sex machine.” I watched the flush bloom across his cheeks, that delightful bashfulness so at odds with the insatiable heat in his body.

He stammered, “Uh, sorry...”

“Don’t apologize, darling. I’m in awe.” My hand snaked between us, fingers trailing down his stomach, and I slid down eagerly, tongue flicking out to lap at the glistening tip of his cock. His length twitched, impossibly hard, already glistening with the aftermath of our passion. “I should’ve spoiled myself with a beautiful young lover ages ago...” I murmured, lips skimming his sensitive tip. “So, tell me, Simon, what does that wicked mind of yours want next?” My mouth surrounded his head, tongue drawing slow circles, savoring his gasps.

He tried to reply, trapped somewhere between words and moans. “Uh, Mrs—”

With a gentle pop, I let his cock slip from my lips and fixed him with a teasing, hungry gaze. “Diana,” I corrected, stroking him slowly before taking him all the way back in, my mouth sliding tantalizingly down his shaft.

“Diana… I—I… I can’t—oh god—talk if you... do that...”

My lips curled around him in a smile. I pulled off with an exaggerated lick, running my tongue the length of his hard, thick shaft, tasting him. “You’ll have to learn, darling. I’m not letting this out of my mouth unless I’m fucking you, do you understand me?” My mouth dipped again, hungrily, desperate to taste and devour him, savoring the salty-sweet skin, my tongue worshipping every inch as I lost myself in the decadent pleasure of his body.

“Unhh… crystal clear,” Simon managed, his voice barely more than a ragged whisper as he surrendered to my touch, his eyelids fluttered shut, overwhelmed by the sensation of my tongue swirling over the slick, salty head of his cock. The taste—intense, masculine, a decadent blend of his cum and my own arousal still glistening on his skin—ignited a reckless craving deep inside me. My body tingled with charged anticipation; I wanted him buried inside me again, so achingly bad.

I let my hands glide lower, claiming greedy handfuls of him as my lips teased and played. His balls, swollen and heavy even after two shattering climaxes, pressed warm against my palm; God, the stamina of youth is delicious. I cupped them, rolling them softly, eliciting a low, desperate moan from Simon’s throat as he arched slightly into my caress, his thick cock flexing and pulsing with life.

Slowly, I trailed my tongue along the sensitive underside of his beautifully engorged cock, working my way down, not missing an inch, lips and breath hot against his shaft as I reached the softly furred base. He whimpered when I took his balls into my mouth, gently sucking, my tongue flickering and stroking until he was gasping, his hands clutching at the rumpled sheets. With a slow, wicked smile, I pulled back the foreskin, exposing the tender, flushed flesh beneath, then parted my lips and slid him deep into my mouth, taking him greedily in one smooth motion.

With practiced ease, I swallowed around him, forcing myself down, feeling the thick head nudge at the back of my throat. My nose pressed close against his pubic hair. I let myself relax, accepting every inch, and when I drew back, his cock slick from my lips and tongue, his whole body shuddered with pleasure. His eyes were locked on mine—a hypnotized, half-shattered look as I flicked my tongue in lazy circles around the tip, savoring his taste. Then, just to tease, I let his cock slip from my lips, my breath warm as I threatened him with a hungry smile.

“I said: tell me what you want next. If you can’t use your words… well, then you’ll just have to wait,” I purred, brushing my lips against his swollen tip. But before he could protest, I plunged down again, taking him deep, throat working as I swallowed and sucked.

He broke, his control slipping completely, every harsh breath a plea. “Oh God… fuck… I want…” Simon stuttered, writhing beneath me, then finally, “Doggy style. Please—doggy style!”

“Good boy,” I purred, savoring his desperation, and released him with a pop. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” I teased, rolling onto my hands and knees in the center of the bed, hips high, ass swaying in invitation. Glancing back over my shoulder with a wicked little smirk, I taunted, “Now, stud, be a good boy and fuck me like your life depends on it.”


Simon:

I moved in behind her, my arousal pulsing with anticipation as I pressed the thick, needy head of my cock right at her slick, swollen entrance. My hands slid tight around her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as I thrust forward, filling her in one deep, relentless motion. The moment I plunged into her wet, velvet heat, she cried out—a raw, gorgeous sound tearing from her throat, caught off-guard by my sudden invasion. She clenched around me, squeezing my shaft with intoxicating pressure that made me groan, the sensation almost too much.

“Fuck me, stud—fuck me hard!” Mrs. Bailey begged, her voice ragged and sweet with lust, her body shivering beneath my grip.

I pulled back, every inch of me throbbing as her desperate cunt clung stubbornly to my cock, almost refusing to release me. Then I slammed back inside, hard and deep, and her answering wail set my every nerve on fire. “God, yes! I’ve never felt so full!” she gasped, and the confession made me harder still. Slowly, teasingly, I withdrew until just the swollen crest of me lingered inside her, her body milking every last bit of me with exquisite, hungry pressure. Was every woman like this, I wondered, or was she uniquely decadent—her pussy coaxing pleasure from me with every pulse and flutter?

“Now we’re really fucking—harder!” Her hips rocked back wildly, fucking herself on my cock. “Don’t hold back! Fuck me hard, stud!”

I hammered into her, hard as I could—deep, fast strokes driving into the core of her. Her heat was wild, her cunt stroking and squeezing me, suffocating me in pleasure. Mrs. Bailey screamed for more, demanded I fill her, her cries shattering any hope I had of restraint. Our bodies tangled in frantic rhythm—my hips crashing against the lush swell of her ass, her movements matching mine with urgent hunger.

I’d sworn I’d make her come twice before I lost control, but every moan and quiver from her body derailed me. I could feel my orgasm building—hot and fierce—and tried desperately to slow, to hold back, but she twisted her hips and seized my hand in hers, panting breathless demands.

“Don’t slow down!” she pleaded, voice desperate and trembling on the edge. “If you stop, this will be the last time you ever fuck me! Harder—oh God, don’t stop!” Her body convulsed. “I’m cumming—oh God, right now—don’t stop! Fuck me hard, fill me! Ah—ah—ahhhhh!”

I plunged into her, heart thundering. Her climax washed over me in shudders of wet warmth and primal screams. “Simon!” she cried out—a sound I would never forget, her praise and need tangled with my name. I loved the rush, the way her tight cunt spasmed around me as I drove her climax deep. My own control finally shredded, I poured myself into her—spurting hot, thick gushes inside her spasming pussy as I came, hard, shaking with the force of it. She milked me with greedy contractions, her body quivering around my cock as my pleasure exploded—wave after wave of pleasure flooding her, filling her hungry heat.

She clung to me, every gasp and moan seared into my memory. I was irrevocably changed. I’d claimed her, made her cum until she screamed, and now I was spilling every drop of my need inside her clutching, blissful heat.

As the aftershocks faded and a delicious, heavy glow settled over us, I slowly withdrew from her, my cock sliding out of her slick heat. Exhausted and dazed, I collapsed onto the bed, the cool sheets soothing my feverish skin. Mrs. Bailey immediately nestled up against me, her body draped over mine so intimately that it sent a ripple of anticipation through my drained muscles. She pressed her lips tenderly to my cheek, her breath warm and a little ragged as she trailed her hand down to curl around my spent cock, stroking it lovingly.

“Mmm, you’ve got just the right equipment, stud,” she mused, her touch both appreciative and teasing as her fingers caressed my sensitive shaft.

My mind still felt hazy, stunned by the experience, but her words pulled a nervous laugh from deep within me. “A good size?” I managed, still unsure, craving her approval and afraid to lose it. “Is that…is that a good thing?”

A sultry smile curled across her lips as she turned, nuzzling my ear. “Perfect, darling—big enough to make me scream for more, but not so much that I’ll be limping for days. Trust me, you’ve got everything a woman wants.” Her gaze smoldered, mischief and hunger twined together, her hand never leaving my cock. “Give me a week, and I promise you’ll become a lover most men only dream of being. By the time you’re off to the army, Simon, I’ll be mourning the loss of a true prodigy between the sheets.”

Her boldness delighted and bewildered me. I stared at her, feeling the faint pulse of blood beginning to stir my cock back to life beneath her insistent touch. “Wait—a week?” I stammered, my body already betraying how badly I wanted her again.

She laughed wickedly, the sound low and sultry—and then I felt myself swelling in her hold, heat and need rushing back. “Look at that,” she purred, her smile wide and wild, “Rise and shine, soldier! My pussy’s starving for you already. Good—because until you leave, we’re going to shag like animals. I intend to fuck you senseless, Simon. Two weeks—and I’ll make every last second count.”

My heart thundered with anticipation. I could barely catch my breath as I eyed her, wondering how I’d ever survive the delicious torment she promised.


Two Extraordinary Women

Taught by her mother’s best friend, Beth, that pleasure knows no shame, Dr. Dorothy Snell meets Luke, a man blessed with an awe-inspiring twelve-inch cock. Their shared appetite is insatiable. But when Beth decides she wants a taste too.

Chapter 1: Dorothy and Luke Meet

It all began on a sultry Saturday night, the kind where the studio pulsed with the lingering heat of bodies moving in sync to a rumba. Dorothy—known to her colleagues as Dr. Dorothy Snell—was deep in this electric world, swaying between the glimmering light and shadows of the ballroom. Beneath her poised exterior lay a formidable intellect: Stanford’s youngest geneticist, a woman who spent countless hours analyzing the mysteries of drosophila, her mind as sharp as her curves were soft and inviting. Brown eyes full of warmth and mischief, a generous mouth sculpted for both laughter and command, Dorothy possessed not only the brilliance of a scientist but the body of a goddess. At twenty-six, she radiated confidence and an insatiable need to feel alive—to taste, to sing, to move. Her beauty was matched only by her passion for excellence, whether dissecting genomes or mastering the intricacies of the Latin waltz.

Across the glossy dance floor, Luke moved with an easy, masculine grace—a hired hand at the studio, employed by Francis, the gruff but fair studio owner. Luke's presence was magnetic, unrefined but undeniably potent. He wielded his own peculiar advantage: a jaw-dropping, awe-inspiring cock that hung heavy and thick even at rest—a staggering twelve inches of raw, uncontainable masculinity. The mere suggestion of his endowment provoked equal measures of envy and fascination, and though some would have considered it a gift, it had burdened him with awkward stares, whispers, and desire that bordered on desperation. His attempt to manage this outrageous gift with steroids had only intensified the situation—his cock, it seemed, was completely unstoppable.

If you’re wondering what a brilliant, ambitious scientist like Dorothy could possibly find in a man like Luke, the answer was in their shared hunger. Dorothy committed herself to whatever challenge she faced—she refused mediocrity with a vengeance that extended to every passion, especially dance. She had enrolled for lessons not out of necessity but from a burning desire to master the art, to glide and seduce with every spin. Her voice—rich, clear, operatic—hinted at a second life on the stage, but for now, the dance floor was her world.

She was only 9 when a tragic car accident stole her parents away. Beth, her mother’s best friend, a fellow academic and iron-willed divorcée, had raised Dorothy to be fiercely independent—a woman who pursued pleasure and ambition equally, unapologetically. No one would dream of calling her submissive. Sex was not taboo to Dorothy, but a playground for curiosity and joy. She chased men who shied from their own shadows, drawn to the sweet challenge of coaxing the timid into boldness. For Dorothy, empowering a reluctant lover felt almost philanthropic; ask her why, and she’d just smile, enigmatic.

Luke’s journey was worlds away from Dorothy’s rarefied academia. Expelled from public school, shunted into ‘special ed,’ he found solace and distraction in the one asset destiny had bestowed: his colossal cock. Teachers, caught between exasperation and lust, found his presence as irresistible as it was disruptive. His mother, fierce in her Catholic faith, prayed for salvation and a future for her son that involved more than servicing hungry women in smoky back rooms. Yet destiny, it seemed, had its own designs.

At the studio, Luke’s role was simple: escort, assist, entice—his hands and hips choreographing fantasies across the polished tiles. It didn’t matter that tests had branded him a simpleton; nature is adept at creating its own balance. In Luke, she had overcompensated, granting him the ability to inspire sinful thoughts with a mere glance, a brush of his taut, denim-clad flesh.

Tonight, the studio air crackled as Dorothy locked eyes with Luke for the first time, recognizing in him not only brute power but a vulnerable man aching for connection, guidance, and perhaps—if she willed it—salvation.

There was an undeniable ripple of chaos inside Dorothy as she pressed close to Luke on the crowded dance floor. Her intellect called out to nurture him, to somehow lift him toward the brilliance she inhabited with such ease. And yet, beneath the layers of her cultivated poise, an urgent, wicked craving throbbed relentlessly between her thighs—a frantic, dizzying hunger to drop to her knees and take Luke’s cock deep into her mouth. Her imagination painted deliciously depraved pictures: her lips wrapped around his heavy, throbbing length, tongue swirling over satiny skin, while needy shivers electrified her core, making her ache with forbidden anticipation.

Francis really shouldn’t have invited Luke to initiate the snowball dance with her; it felt like an incantation, summoning a sensual current into the room. From the first step, every woman in the studio seemed to sense the chemistry pulsing between them. The rules were simple—a couple starts to dance, then splits and brings new partners onto the floor as the music stops, multiplying the pairs. But when Luke guided Dotty onto the polished wood in the golden lamplight, feminine whispers and startled gasps spilled through the air, their source obvious: Luke—undeniable, unapologetic, and aroused. His erection, straining beautifully against his thin dance pants, broadcast the raw, needful energy Dotty had already felt simmering.

Dotty fought to hold herself in check, striving to appear composed as they swept into the waltz’s elegant sway. But it was a losing battle. Her gaze darted from the hard lines of his shoulders to the blatant evidence between his legs, unable to decide which sight drove her wildest. For a woman governed by self-assurance, this vulnerability, this gnawing hunger, was both terrifying and exquisite.

She knew that the studio’s rules strictly guarded the separation between students and instructors, but Luke—just as tempting, but not an instructor—opened the door to something impulsive and forbidden. Before the music faded, Dotty steeled herself, then let the question slip from her lips: Would he have dinner with her? Her heart thudded with anticipation—another woman might have shied away, but Dotty was never afraid to chase what, or who, she wanted.

Dotty traced her finger along the rim of her coffee cup, her lips curving in a half-smile laced with mischief and vulnerability. “It’s a bit much for a first date confession. But you wanted to know me, all of me…” she began, her eyes glimmering with candor and a flicker of heat.

“There’s no simple way to say this—my childhood was anything but ordinary,” she continued, her voice low and intimate, as though sharing a precious, fragile secret between only the two of them in that soft golden light. “When I was nine, my world tilted: my parents were taken in a horrible car accident, and after that, it was just me and Beth, my mom’s best friend. We built our own little fortress, growing closer through quiet afternoons and evenings that melted into the kind of comfortable silence only best friends or starved souls understand. Still, I was solitary, wrapped in my own head for hours. Like any blooming girl, my curiosity about my body became unavoidable—endless afternoons spent exploring, touching, but never truly finding that soaring high. No matter how desperate my fingers became, real release was a mystery. Beth always came home late, and those slack hours were mine alone.”

Dotty paused, her gaze drifting, her voice softening as she painted Beth in memory. “She was radiant—dangerously beautiful, all sinful curves and inviting softness. I worshipped her, you know? She always took the time to explain everything: how womanhood would bloom inside me, the sticky details of periods, arousal…all those things that felt too intimate to ask anyone else. I remember how proud I was as my body changed, curves swelling, breasts blooming under my shirts—my nipples prickling to life even during those late-night cable movies. R-rated, forbidden, thrilling. My arousal was triggered by even the subtlest sensuality. I’d lie awake after, quietly stroking myself, not fully understanding the heat pooling between my thighs, letting my fingers whisper secrets I couldn’t say out loud. But nothing tipped me over the edge—I hungered, but didn’t know what real pleasure meant.

“Then everything changed, one odd Friday,” Dotty breathed, voice threading with tension and a trace of shame. “Classes had been canceled—my biology teacher had been busted for a DUI. The world felt unmoored. I didn’t want to be with friends or shop away the empty hours. I just went home. Beth’s car was already there, which was strange—she never beat me home.

“I slipped inside quietly, books sliding onto the crowded kitchen counter, tiptoed back toward her room, expecting the familiar ritual of gossip and laughter. But everything felt off—her bedroom door was ajar, and I could hear her voice, strange and raw, floating out from her bathroom. I froze.

‘Oh, baby, ughhhhhhhhhh ... give it to me …! ughhh ... harder, that's it - fuck, fuck, fuck ...!’

“God, I’d never heard Beth—my closest person in the whole world—use language like that, so shameless and hungry. I was eighteen, still innocent in so many ways, and hearing her soak the air with those feverish words made my pulse hammer at my throat. I saw the closet door just barely open, tucked opposite her bathroom. My curiosity was irresistible—braver than fear, more potent than shame. As she called out again for more, I crept inside, the closet pressing around me, the world outside muffled but somehow more vivid than ever.

“I pressed a hand to my mouth—part anticipation, part terror at getting caught. Then, just as I began to doubt myself, the bathroom door swung wide, and Beth stepped out, bare, flushed, and utterly transformed.

“I’ll never forget what I saw next…”

Her lustrous, dark brown hair cascaded in loose waves over her shoulders, the locks glimmering in the dim bedroom light and framing a face made up so heavily that even the boldest seductress would pale by comparison. The vibrant sweep of eyeshadow and crimson lipstick lent her an air I’d never seen before, sultry and shocking, her gaze daring anyone to look away. Draped over her lush curves, she sported a scandalous black half-bra that thrust her glorious, full breasts upwards—each one outrageously full, round, and jutting out with unapologetic pride, the fabric just barely containing her 40D cleavage. I’d glimpsed her nude on occasion—quick, unintentional flashes—but never with this unapologetic display of her sexuality, the image now seared into my memory. My eyes hungrily lingered on her enormous nipples: thick, rosy, and brazenly stiff, threatening to burst through the lace.

She wore nothing but those stockings—sleek, inky black thigh-highs that clung to her shapely legs, the smoothness of her thighs intoxicating, and no garter to mar the view between them. My gaze slipped down, further—there, framed by the sheer dark nylon and the swells of her hips, was a wild thatch of thick, black curls guarding her most private place. She looked utterly, devastatingly wanton. In her hand, she fisted a massive rubber dildo—so thick and long that my breath stuttered in astonishment.

At this point, my heart was hammering, my mind reeling—none of this was what I expected to discover after school. Hidden, barely daring to breathe, I peeked through the closet’s slatted doors, every nerve ending tingling with forbidden excitement as Beth glided to her bureau with a purposeful sway. From the top drawer, she produced a hulking plastic vibrator, testing its switch with a purr as it buzzed noisily in her hand—a sound so loud and raw, it vibrated through the silence of the house. Satisfied, she sprawled herself across the bed, legs splayed shamelessly, back arched in anticipation, her head falling back with a wicked smile.

I watched, mesmerized, as she teased her wet heat, rolling on the tangled sheets, holding the toy just outside her slick folds, delaying her own pleasure. Then, with a moan that sent shivers all over me, she thumbed it on, the room echoing with its insistent hum as she buried it deep inside herself—hips thrusting up, heels digging into the mattress, her cries growing urgent and wild. The air was charged with her moans, guttural and needful, her body rocking with every pulse of pleasure as she rubbed the tip over her swollen clit, then plunged the length back inside with abandon.

The porno buzz of that toy was almost drowned by the wet sounds of her arousal—and I found my hand slipping between my thighs, driven by heat and longing I’d never known before, helplessly mirroring her movements. I circled my flesh, gasping for breath, desperate and greedy, barely recognizing the fierce need in my own body. The sight of her surrender—her shameless enjoyment—sent me hurtling over the edge into my very first real climax. My orgasm crashed over me, my cries anything but quiet, lost in the storm we shared across the room.

She must have heard me. Abruptly, she turned, her eyes locking with mine through the cracked closet door—catching me, fingers deep in my own slickness, both of us breathless and stunned. The shame and thrill tangled together inside me, burning hot beneath my skin.

Luke’s voice, thick and awestruck, wrenched me back, his face glossy with sweat and disbelief. “I bet she was shocked to see you just standing there!” he stammered.

A small, secretive smile pulled at my lips. “Oh, you have no idea. At first, all I got was a stern lecture about privacy and peeping where I wasn’t invited…” My chest fluttered as I remembered her words—how quickly her tone shifted, her face softening as she drew me in. “‘I used to be just as innocent as you, little one,’ she confessed. ‘But your father—before he ever left—he made me watch all kinds of filthy movies, made me see magazines where women lost themselves in each other’s bodies… and I learned that it was all right to want, to hunger, to touch and be touched. No one’s being hurt by this, Dotty—nothing is wrong about pleasure…’”

She reached out then, the air colored with intimacy and new understanding. “‘There are things you need to know, sweetheart. First—the secrets of what happens in this bedroom stay here and nowhere else. Second—peeking on someone isn’t right, no matter how much you want to know. Third—and most important—it’s perfectly normal to pleasure yourself. Everyone does it, though some, like me, get a little more creative than others…’”

Luke’s brow quirked, a question unspoken on his lips—a hint of curiosity, a flicker of mischief that made my core clench.

“Then she got even bolder, wanting to know if I touched myself—how I did it, if I ever pushed my fingers even deeper… even up my ass.” I shrugged, remembering the exhilaration and shock that electrified the air between us. The confession changed everything.

Beth unravelled every thread of shame I’d been taught, her lessons brimming with wildness. She showed me how pleasure could come from anything—her voice soft and sly, describing how ripe fruit, the cool press of vegetables, metal and wood—objects transformed into secret lovers. There was no guilt, only giggles and moans, her approval when I ground myself against the worn bed post, exploring the decadent ache between my legs. And beyond self-delight, she whispered how bodies tangled together—how two women could ignite each other, sharing sensations that scorched away loneliness. She taught me how to wring laughter and heat from every secret touch, mine or another’s.

Luke nodded, the confession shimmering between us. “She was onto something,” he murmured, envy shadowing his words. “My mother clutches her Bible every morning, swearing off sin—and yet, she wears nothing but misery.” I watched him, deciding what to reveal. I wasn’t about to spill everything—I wanted Luke to meet Beth untainted, to feel the spark of her surprise before the full confession.

We finished our pastries, caffeine and memory stoking a restless pulse deep in my body. Heat licked at me, until I blurted, “Luke, sucking your cock in the dark made me so wet. Talking about Beth’s adventures? I’m aching for more...” My voice grew husky, need drenching my every word. “Would you mind going down on me? Devour me till I lose myself?” Even amid lust, I caught the shock rattling him: I was no shy scientist—I was shameless, desperate, hungry in ways he never imagined.

In the hush of the parking lot, I slid the gear, headlights swallowed by darkness. I climbed into the back seat, drew my skirt upward and spread open for him—bare, my drenched folds exposed to his devouring gaze. I wanted those lips on me, tongue slick against my greedy clit. But then he grinned, low and wicked: “Let’s go to my place,” he suggested, voice sliding over me like silk, promising something deeper.

At his apartment, the familiar click of the door closing snapped the air taut with anticipation. Luke fetched himself a drink, but I barely saw him through the haze of longing that throbbed between my thighs. Sinking onto the couch, I tracked his every move, every casual sip. My stomach coiled, nerves and excitement twisting into one delirious ache.

Turning to face me, glass cradled in his hand, he offered, “What would you like to drink?” The question was gentle, but my answer pulsed with need. “Don’t you want to do something more decadent than nursing your beer?” I purred, eyes fixed on his lips. “Why not press your mouth where I crave it most?” I licked my lips, grinning—my eyes hot and teasing—savoring the effect my words had on him.

I slid closer, dropping pretense. “Sometimes I dream about a man burying his face between my legs, feasting on me until I break apart. Especially when lust coils inside me, bursting for that tongue, that reckless hunger.” My voice dipped, voice trembling as I recalled my favorite game—rolling my clit between my fingers, stretching it, trying to tempt it to grow, to become as defiantly large as the Spanish girl’s I’d glimpsed at school, her protruding clitoris an emblem of shameless pleasure.

“Beth used to caress me when thunder crashed outside, or creaks haunted the night. Her touch soothed me, made the world safe,” I confessed, guiltless and raw. “But as I grew, I learned how far delight could go—a flicker from a delicate feather, the tickle of an artist’s brush across slick heat, or blowing soft air on my needy bud with a bulb meant for cleaner, naughtier things.” I smiled, lost in memory and need, my nipples swelling against my shirt. “With just the right touch—barely there, or circling endlessly—I could unravel myself with shudders so intense I trembled. Sometimes, just toying with my swollen nipples, pinched and teased, sent lightning through my veins.”

“At university, I had this classmate—absolutely obsessed with burying her face between my thighs. She loved nothing more than watching me arch and tremble, my body undulating as wave after wave of pleasure overtook me. It was as if my orgasm was her own private feast. Her essays were atrocious, and she knew it, too. So the deal was simple: for every term paper I wrote, she would dedicate herself to my pleasure, her tongue unrelenting, her devotion blurring the line between gratitude and worship. I wasn’t in love with her—or any woman, honestly—but there’s something so intoxicating about a woman’s touch. It’s gentle, almost reverent, full of intention—never transactional, the way so many men see it. Men do it to please you; women, because pleasuring you brings them joy. It’s not a favour, it’s communion.”

Her voice was syrupy, soft as she looked directly into Luke’s hungry eyes. “And you, you have an insatiable curiosity about my sex—my labia, the folds and petals, soft as velvet. The way a woman blooms for you, like a fragile butterfly unfurling its wings... I see you marveling, I can feel your fascination.”

Luke, transfixed, sank to his knees between her parted thighs. He spread the lush, tousled curls at her center, already glimmering with arousal. His fingers teased around her pleasure, not quite touching, coaxing desperate little shivers from deep inside her. Then, without warning, he pinched her clit—a sharp flare of sensation, bliss and ache knotted deliciously together. He alternated, licking her with languid, swirling strokes, then pressing harder, setting up a rhythm that made her hips cant toward his mouth, craving more.

Her arousal welled out, slickening his fingers, but her thick dark curls shrouded the evidence, leaving only the wet slickness coating her inner thighs. Still, she sensed his hunger, felt his fascination in every lingering glance, every hungry lick.

“Now, suck on my nipples,” she murmured, her voice breathy and deep with longing. “They’re so sensitive—if you use your tongue, just lightly, then bite, I feel it shoot right down between my legs. Want to see just how hard they are for you right now?”

She flashed a sly, wicked grin, tugging her blouse free from her skirt. Luke’s eyes widened, riveted, as she unfastened each button with a teasing slowness. The blouse fell away, baring her generous breasts—full, heavy, nipples taut and aching for his mouth. She drew herself up, straight-backed and proud, letting him devour the sight of her naked glory.

Luke, nearly trembling, dropped onto the sofa. Lifting her skirt high above her thighs, she straddled him, settling her heat against his lap. Cupping her luscious breasts in both hands, she brought one rosy nipple, then the other, to his lips. He groaned around them, tongue swirling and teeth grazing, sending searing jolts of pleasure straight to the core of her.

She let her hands drop away, her breasts standing out, perfect and inviting, nipples glistening from his touch. While he worshipped her, she threaded her fingers through his thick, unruly hair, pulling him closer as his tongue lapped and teased, as if he might never get enough.

Finally, she eased her breasts from his mouth, her thighs still astride his, skirt now bunched around her hips. Luke stared, eyes glazed with lust, still fixated on the swell of her breasts, oblivious to anything—everything—except the woman undressing herself for him, begging for more.

“Hey!” His voice carried that raw, desperate edge, boyish impatience meeting hunger. “Where d’you think you’re going? You can’t just snatch those gorgeous tits away from me! I’m not finished—let me play with them, please…”

She only laughed, sultry and teasing, a goddess in heat who knew her power. “I’m not running away. There’s a lot more to me than tits, you know. Don’t you want to see what else I’m hiding?”

“Fuck, you’re such a tease.” He grinned, dark eyes devouring every curve. “Yeah… show me everything.”

A wicked smile as she slowly released the clasp of her skirt, her hips making subtle circles, drawing out his anticipation. The fabric slid over her hips, pooled quietly on the floor with a whisper, and she paused, reveling in his hungry gaze before confidently slipping her panties down her thighs—revealing nothing but flawless skin, stockings hugging her legs, high heels accentuating their length. She stood tall and proud, draped only in allure and black silk.

“Shit,” he breathed, devouring her with his eyes. “What have you got nestled in that wild, thick paradise?”

“That’s your secret to discover—if you dare.” Her lips curled, dark and inviting, as he rose without hesitation, but she deftly kept mere inches beyond his touch. “Where’s your bedroom?”

“There…” He nodded, a little dazed, “Down the hall, right side.”

“Well then, if you want more, you’ll need to lose those clothes. That’s how I like it—skin on skin.” Her voice, rich with promise, stroked his body as sure as any caress.

She didn’t need to look to know he would follow—his want was magnetic. In her sanctuary, she stacked pillows, sprawled back on the bed, arms cradling her head, her breasts displayed proudly, nipples taut with expectation. Spreading her knees wide, heels planted, she gave him an open invitation—a promise and a dare—letting him see the wild, dark garden between her thighs, glistening with anticipation.

He climbed onto the bed, hands strong and impatient, dragging her naked body closer until her flesh met his. He splayed her legs wider, his grip hungry, making her tremble with a mix of excitement and surrender. Then he bent down, chin brushing her thick, wanting curls, eyes locking with hers, voice low and filthy, “God, I love a woman with a wild cunt.”

She felt her cheeks flush, heat racing beneath her skin. Her hips ground into his jaw, desperate and electric. “That obvious, is it?”

He only grinned—a cunt connoisseur, eager and reverent.

She managed nothing but a strangled whimper, her hands tangled in his hair as he wrapped his arms around her thighs and spread her hips further, opening her like a beautiful, pink secret. Mouth devouring, tongue unrelenting, he tasted her, seeking out the heart of her wetness, his stubble tracing fire over her swollen clit.

“Oh—fuck—oh god—” she gasped, her thighs clamping his head, vulnerable, exposed, greedy for every shuddering lick.

With every pressing stroke of his tongue, sensation exploded in her core, her hips rolling up into his mouth, her sex slick against his lips. Her arousal gushed, and the room filled with the hot, obscene sound of his tongue working her, her juices coating his mouth.

“Harder—don’t stop—eat my pussy, eat me raw—” she hissed, wild and insistent, lost to anything but the heat and need between them.

She felt like a beast, all primal hunger driving her, grinding into his face, the pleasure blurring everything but the pulsating fire in her cunt. She wanted him naked, wanted nothing between their bodies.

“Take it all off,” she groaned, every word a demand, a plea, her body begging for more.

Luke scrambled to bury himself in nakedness, his eagerness only tripping him up. His hands fumbled, tugging desperately at shirt buttons and the waistband of his pants, almost comically frantic to peel them away. When he finally managed to get down to just his briefs, those too became a disobedient hurdle—caught on his toe, stretched taut over his urgent erection, refusing to slide off smoothly. She bit back a laugh, her body trembling with suppressed amusement. The look on his face—so serious, almost stricken with need—made her want to tease him further, but she didn’t dare risk the delicious attention his tongue had given her. Instead, a warm giggle slipped out as he stumbled, nearly falling onto the bed with his shorts tangled around his ankles.

But he was beautiful in his vulnerability, sprawled by her side, his skin flushed, his cock finally freed and already glistening with anticipation. He went straight for her breasts, his lips hungry for her nipples as if he could never have enough.

“Mmm, sucking my tits can be such a sweet torment for both of us, darling…” she whispered, stroking his cheek. But her desire was fiercer, deeper—sharp and insistent between her thighs. She laced her fingers through his hand, gently pulling it from her breast and guiding it downward, longing for his touch to find her soaked, swollen clit, craving the thick slide of his finger inside her aching heat.

He hesitated, instead cupping her ass, squeezing the mound of her flesh with greedy hands. A thrill jolted through her. She rolled closer, draping her leg over his, letting the smooth skin of her thigh press against his cock—hard and yearning, hot as molten iron. All restraint vanished. She slid away from his mouth, pushed him firmly onto his back, and knelt beside him, her hair brushing over his ribs and stomach as she traced a trail of kisses downward.

Her tongue circled his navel, slow and teasing, making him squirm. She let her lips drift along the fine trail of hair to his rigid, pulsing cock. With a wicked gleam, she cupped his heavy balls, gently squeezing, rolling them in her palm. Her other hand circled the thick root of his shaft, thumb and finger making a perfect ring. She lingered, breathing soft warmth over the dark, gleaming head, then flicked it with her tongue. His body jerked; she smiled. She kissed the tip, brushed her lips delicately over the droplet oozing from the slit, then took just the sensitive crown into her mouth, nursing it with feather-light sucks, circling the slick head with her tongue.

Not yet satisfied, she ran her hot, wet mouth down the length of his shaft—slow, luxurious, trailing her tongue again and again from the deep base to the throbbing tip, worshipping every inch. The sounds of his need—ragged breaths, tiny gasps—drove her wild, made her bolder. She let her lips hover over him, flicking, tasting, until she felt him straining against her fingers.

She rolled onto her side, her head pointed at his hips, and parted her legs with invitation. Her voice was a sultry whisper: “Come here, Luke. Taste how ravenous I am for you. Lose yourself in my pussy—make yourself so crazy you don’t even need my hand to make you come.”

His face was already buried in her flesh before her words faded, tongue lapping up her wetness, finding her needy clit and coaxing another desperate moan. “Oh, yes, Luke… eat me, please. Then I want you to fuck me so hard I forget my own name.”

But after a swift, greedy play with her clit, he returned, insatiable, to her breasts, devouring each taut nipple as if he were starved. She arched beneath his mouth and laughed low in her throat. “Insatiable man—you’re absolutely obsessed with my tits, aren’t you? Tell me, do you want to fuck them too? Later… after you’ve buried your cock inside me?” She propped herself on one elbow, eyes sparkling wickedly, her voice a seductive dare. “You know, pressing your cock between my tits… haven’t you fucked a woman’s breasts before?” His answer hung in confusion, a frown breaking the heat of his expression, and her hunger only deepened.

“Oh, forget it,” she purred, her voice low and thick with want. “I’d much rather have you buried deep inside me anyway. Aren’t you even going to touch my pussy?” The furrow of his brow darkened, bordering on frustration.

She gave him a devilish smile, tracing her fingers down her heated skin. “Watch me,” she said, almost taunting. “Let me show you what I crave. You can take over whenever you’re ready. Women… we need more, Luke—we want to be edged to that desperate, shuddery place where we’re pleading for it.” Her hand slipped between her thighs and she parted her slick folds, her fingers working her needy entrance, teasing, plunging deep before swirling over her swollen clit. The glossy sounds of her pleasure filled the air, and Luke’s stare was fixed and ravenous, unable to look away as she lost herself in sensations, lingering just before the edge and then pulling herself back, stoking the hunger between them.

Her other hand reached for his throbbing length, her mouth greedy as she took him in once more. She licked, sucked, and made love to his cock with her mouth, only half-focused on her own teasing now, letting her tongue and lips worship, feel him grow harder and more urgent in her hold. When he was steel in her grip and her self-control all but in tatters, she released him with a pop, wrapped her slender fingers tight around his cock, and slithered up, straddling his hips, her wet slit poised above him.

But Luke, lost in fevered need, clawed for dominance. He seized her arm, wrestled her down onto the mattress, his urgency overtaking finesse. He landed between her legs, fumbling until she growled, reached down with impatient hands, and guided his thick head to her molten entrance. She anchored her hands around his ass, hauling him into her, every inch of him stretching her open, deep and rough. Both hands tangled behind his neck, she dragged him down, her lips hungry and reckless for his. Their kiss was wild—her tongue darting, her mouth open and messy. Her lips, slick and swollen, drove him mad.

He drove into her—hard, unrestrained—her hips snapping up to meet him, every thrust a brutal, beautiful relief. At last, he was inside her, filling her, and she met him stroke for stroke, her guttural moans promising him she was ravenous for more...

Two days slipped by in a haze until Luke’s phone lit up with a call from Dotty. “Luke, Beth wants to meet you. When are you free?”

Chapter 4: Meeting Beth

When Luke arrived, he climbed out of a cab, confident Dotty would be driving him back after dinner. Suburban quiet hung over the modest, three-bedroom ranch house. He’d dressed up—black dress slacks that hugged his thighs, a crisp blue shirt, polished black dance shoes hugging his feet. He rang the doorbell; Dotty appeared instantly, her eyes bright. “Hi, Luke. Come on in—welcome to our humble little den.” She called over her shoulder, the excitement in her voice unmistakable, “Beth! Luke’s here!”

A middle-aged woman emerged, looking every bit the classic, wholesome beauty—a little like a librarian, except for the surprising swell of her generous chest, and a softness to her curves that belied the conservative lines of her outfit.

She greeted him warmly, arms open for a hug—her body plush and yielding, her breasts pressing into him, soft as a pillow. “Well, hello, Luke... Dotty’s told me so much.” Her perfume was gentle, distinctly feminine.

“Can I get you a drink, Luke? I hear you don’t mind a drop now and then…”

“Beer would be perfect, Mrs. Snell,” he replied with a respectful nod.

“Oh, call me Beth—no need for stuffy manners.” As she disappeared into the kitchen, he couldn’t help noticing the way her skirt rode up over her thick thighs and the curve of her ample bottom. Dotty lounged across the living room on the sofa, her look inviting, her smile promising. “Luke,” she cooed, patting the seat beside her, “come sit with me...”

Luke barely had time to breathe in the unfamiliar air of Dotty’s living room before she patted the cushion beside her, inviting him closer. He swallowed a mouthful of beer, the cold fizz barely reaching his lips before Beth settled herself on the other side of him, her warmth palpable even through the slight gap between their thighs.

“Dotty tells me you have an open mind, Luke,” she murmured, her voice caressing his ear—soft, coaxing, tinged with a velvet promise.

He nodded, hesitant. “Yeah, I suppose you could say that…”

Beth’s eyes strayed boldly down his body, her gaze lingering. “And she also mentioned you’re… rather generously blessed. Is it true?” Her tone deepened, edged with a need that thrilled and unsettled him.

“Yeah,” he admitted. “It’s… pretty big.”

Without warning, Beth’s demeanor shifted; sweetness edged into command. “Show me. I want to see it for myself.”

A shock darted through Luke’s chest—a mixture of primal excitement and the strange sensation of being sized up by a woman so unabashedly direct. With nervous anticipation fluttering in his stomach, he steadied himself, unzipped his trousers, and drew out the full, heavy length of his cock, thick and swelling in his grasp—so substantial both hands were needed to lift and display it, the weight of his balls hanging low and proud.

“Oh, my… heavens,” Beth’s words trailed off, breathless, her fingers lingering at her throat as she drank in the sight. “That could be an exhibit in a museum.”

Luke had no clue who Ripley was or why he’d want a cock in his collection, but he nodded in silent agreement, masking his confusion with a tight-lipped smile.

Dotty’s voice chimed in, devilish and bright—her eyes hot with mischief. “Taste it, Beth. You’ll never want another.”

“Gladly, darling.” The mature woman’s lips parted as she leaned over, her movements slow with anticipation—a hunger that made Luke’s pulse thump against his chest. She wrapped her fingers around the girth, pausing a second to appreciate the sheer size, and then her mouth closed over the sensitive, swollen head. Her tongue teased the rim, swirling and rolling his foreskin with delicious curiosity as she coaxed him into a full, aching stiffness.

The scene felt wildly surreal—Dotty lounging nearby, her gaze fixed intently on them; the older woman’s head bobbing gently in his lap as soft, wet pleasure radiated through him. Hunger gnawed at his stomach—not just for food, but for everything this unconventional family seemed eager to offer. Still, the absurdity of waiting for dinner while Dotty urged, “Luke, I want to watch you fuck her,” stole through him.

He tried to collect his thoughts, that playful old tune ‘getting to know you’ looping absurdly in the back of his mind. Didn’t polite dinner conversation come first? Not in this house, apparently. Dotty had warned him: their family rewrote the rules.

Nervousness warred with anticipation. Luke’s attention flicked to the wide picture window. “Out here?” The question slipped out, a rough edge to his voice.

“We’ll use the bedroom,” Dotty replied, practical, already leading the way. The room was a sensual playground, mirrors lining the walls—and one daringly stretched across the ceiling, promising an uninhibited display. A plush chair sat in the corner, clearly positioned for observation.

Obedient under their guiding looks, Luke waited, his nerves buzzing. Dotty curled gracefully into the chair, eyes hungry, while Beth began to slip off her clothing. Each garment peeled away, unveiling curves that spoke of maturity and indulgence; her breasts heavy and glorious, barely surrendering to gravity, her bush wild and unapologetic, blanketing her lower belly. Luke was momentarily stunned—she and Dotty truly were two sides of the same irresistible coin.

Beth sprawled across the bed, legs parted, offering herself with a confidence that radiated through the room. Luke took his cue, driven by instinct and desire to please. He dove between her legs, letting his mouth and fingers explore every inch of her. He licked the length of her slit, savoring the sweet, musky taste as his tongue circled her clit—flicking, teasing, coaxing her toward delirium. His fingers roved, stroking her slick lips, tugging at the lush folds before plunging one inside her tight, yielding heat. Her thighs trembled beneath his touch as he pressed deeper, tongue and fingers working in tandem—sliding, curling, stoking the fire building inside her. Beth’s moans grew, thick and desperate, echoing their shared hunger in the mirrored room.

Beth’s senses crackled as Luke’s fingers dove deeper, stretching her open, her slick heat enveloping each thrust. Her core pulsed, fiercely gripping his hand as he drove his fingers in and out, a wicked rhythm that sent tremors tearing through her body. The slick sounds of her arousal slicked his fingers, her entire sex feeling impossibly wide, gaping wantonly for his touch, molten and eager as a volcano ready to erupt. Her wetness coated his hand and lips, dripping, smearing, making all of her deliciously primal.

“Don’t stop—God, please—suck me,” she begged, her voice throaty, desperate, every word trembling with wild need.

Her head thrashed over the sheets; her hips arched up, grinding against his ravenous mouth. She seized his head, fingers locking around his ears with frantic possessiveness, holding him in place as she fucked herself on his face, nearly helpless against the mounting wave tearing through her.

Without warning, Luke pressed her thighs up, folding her in half so her knees pressed into her soft, generous breasts. He dragged his tongue lower, sliding over her slick folds—then, a sudden flicker of heat touched her forbidden, puckered hole, the tip of his tongue teasing the sensitive ring of her ass.

“Oh, you filthy bastard—yes, yes!” she hissed, half in disbelief, the sensation sharper and more shocking than anything she’d imagined. His tongue pressed insistently at her tightness, parting the wrinkled entrance, the thick slick of his tongue easing deeper inside her back entrance, stretching her wide, making her tremble uncontrollably. She shuddered, whimpering, feeling him claim her with every probing, hungry thrust.

He stroked her, mouth returning to her swollen clit, capturing it firmly between his lips. He nipped the tender nub, tongue rolling it in slow, relentless circles, then sucked hard, drawing it inside his mouth with steady, bruising heat. The pull was almost more than she could bear—she felt him stretch her even further, suddenly pressing a finger against her greedy asshole, slipping inside, filling her completely while his other hand plundered her slick, needy cunt.

“Oh Christ, I can’t—!” Beth’s moan broke into small, shattered breaths as she hovered at the very edge. Luke’s hand watched all the chaos—fingers grinding into her cunt, another thrust deep in her ass, tongue worshipping her clit with feverish hunger. She grabbed her breasts, twisting and teasing her taut nipples, riding the overwhelming pleasure that burned her from the inside out.

Her entire core spasmed, a fierce, helpless orgasm shuddering through her, belly quaking uncontrollably as she bucked against his mouth and hands. Her ass clenched around him, her cunt flooded his fingers, juices spilling out over his hand and chin. “Luke, yes! Fuck—suck me dry!” she cried, lost in the wild, reckless release. For a moment, she forgot all sense, forgot even his name—lost in the decadent storm of his touch.

Her body trembled with pleasure as a sharp, shuddering cry escaped her lips, her back arching with helpless delight. She finally rolled to the side, breathless, her vision swimming with lingering aftershocks. Blinking through the haze, she saw him looming above her, crouched powerfully on his knees—a vision of raw masculinity. His hand curled tight around the thick, veined length of his cock, the muscles of his arm flexing as he worked himself with a guttural sound clawing from his throat. Her eyes locked on the sight in awe, hungry fascination mingling with disbelief. He stroked his shaft hard and fast, and then, with a deep, primal groan, sent a thick, hot arc of pearlescent release splattering across her belly, hot and sticky against her flushed, sweating skin.

She padded to the bathroom, the warmth between her thighs still pulsing, and washed herself with trembling hands. Returning, she stopped by the bed, her body framed by the doorway, languid and sensual. Her eyes narrowed, sultry and questioning, as she studied him sprawled before her.

“Is that your usual routine?” she murmured, her voice low, teasing.

His eyes swept over her bared breasts, lingering on the still-damp curls at her mound. She let herself drink in the sight of his mouth, reddened from everything he’d just done to her, while his cock remained half-hard—thick, flushed, and swollen, the head a dark, gleaming plum.

“Hm?” he replied, voice gravelly, his hand idly stroking his cock, unwilling to let her meaning slide, but not ready to confess.

Beth just shrugged, deliberately nonchalant. “Forget it,” she whispered, the challenge simmering in her tone. His gaze heated, his desire reigniting. His fist curled around his shaft, stroking once more as he issued his blunt command.

“Suck my cock. Now.”

A wicked thrill unfurled in her belly. She climbed onto the bed, moving with feline grace, positioning herself between his open thighs—where he wanted her. He shifted beneath her, skin scorching, and brushed the heavy crown of his cock against her parted lips, his need pulsing between them.

She flicked her tongue out, tasting the taut, slick skin—salt and musk and lingering evidence of his pleasure. The gesture felt right, like breathing, as though kneeling before him, lips parted in anticipation, was her truest purpose. Her mouth glistened with anticipation as her tongue swept slowly along her lips, and she pressed forward, letting her lips stretch wide around the thick, throbbing head of him.

He was huge—so obscenely thick she had to flex her jaw, lips straining to take him in fully. The weight of his cock filled her mouth, lush and delicious, making her want to drown in the sensation. With his fingers threading into her hair, firm but never cruel, he guided her rhythm, silently demanding more.

Deliciously wicked curiosity tingled over her skin. She wondered—how many women had been brought to their knees for him, had felt his heat, had gagged around the girth she now worshipped? Her hand reached down, caressing the heavy sack beneath, rolling his balls gently in her palm, coaxing a shudder from him. She dared herself, inching lower, until his cockhead nudged hard at the back of her throat, her lips aching from the stretch, her jaw trembling with the effort.

But then his voice cut in—rough, hoarse, desperate. “Stop… come here. Turn around.”

She obeyed, pulse pounding, breath ragged. She spun so her back was to him, only to feel his hands clamp down on her hips, strong and possessive, pulling her close, forcing her to arch. He knelt and pressed his face between the round globes of her ass, his breath scorching her newly sensitized skin. His lips and tongue explored shamelessly, tasting, probing, devouring her with wild, starved abandon.

She shuddered, the erotic heat of his oral hunger making her buck. She bent further, exposing herself with wanton abandon, offering up the slick heat of her cunt to his mouth. He buried his face between her thighs, tongue delving into the wet folds, drawing her into his mouth and sucking until she could do nothing but moan and tremble, held captive by pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain.

Without warning, he straightened up, voice low with command as he urged her to lean over even further. Beth widened her stance, feet planted firmly apart, bending at the waist until every vulnerable inch of herself was bared to his gaze. He pressed a trail of heated kisses up her arched back, starting from the soft round of her ass, inch by inch along her spine, all the way to the delicate nape of her neck. A shiver wracked her, anticipation building. With both hands, he parted her ass cheeks, exposing her, and teased the tight entrance with a long, insistent finger. She started to pull away, but he caught her, pulling her back and growled his refusal.

Guiding her forward, he pushed her against the low ottoman at the foot of the bed. Her hands found the edge, gripping tightly as she bent over, presenting herself with her hips provocatively tipped high. His hands slid up her thighs, squeezing possessively, coaxing her to lift even higher—and she obeyed, breathless and expectant. His palms floated over her belly, traveling upwards, finding the fullness of her breasts and seizing them, his thumbs roughly rolling her nipples until she gasped. He pressed his own body onto hers, his abdomen pressing into the curve of her lower back, his cock insistent and hot, nestled between the cheeks of her ass. For a moment, his face settled into the hollow between her shoulder blades, breath hot on her skin before his fingers tightened on her nipples, making her jerk.

"Have you ever taken it like this?" His voice was silk over gravel, dark and full of need.

Beth's reply came out as a breathless "No," her knuckles whitening as she clung to the ottoman.

He slipped a hand between her legs, prying apart her slick, needy lips with deliberate patience. With the other, he guided the broad head of his cock to her entrance, letting it rest at the throbbing mouth of her soaked cunt. She let her head drop, eyes fluttering closed as a deep, wanton moan spilled from her lips. Every nerve in her body felt electrified—she tingled under his touch.

His hands fastened on her thighs again, rough and greedy, digging into sensitive flesh as he surged forward, burying himself deep in her molten heat with a shameless grunt. She could hear the wet, obscene sound of his cock driving into her, thick and unyielding, stretching her until she could barely accommodate him. The intensity of being taken this way, exposed and open, sent shockwaves of pleasure all through her.

Beth rocked her hips back, meeting every thrust with hungry abandon, shoving her ass into him as if to swallow him whole. He gripped her cheeks, pulling her wider, giving himself the shameless view of his cock gliding in and out of her tangle of dark curls, shining with her need.

It was depraved, and it was perfect—the kind of fucking she’d never even dared to fantasize about. The way his thick cock battered into her, filling her so utterly, set off sparks of lust that made her quake inside. She let out an involuntary cry, clutching the ottoman as he fucked her with abandon, his hips slamming against her ass in a lewd, slick rhythm.

The heat between her legs grew more intense, her body slackening as her cunt stretched wide to greedily welcome every deep, hard stroke. His head flew back as he lost himself in her, body arched, knees flexing with each hungry plunge. Beth’s breathing turned ragged, sweat collecting at her brow, trickling salty trails down her chest and hot along her back, pooling between her thighs and along the seam of her ass. She felt split open, wider and fuller than she’d ever imagined, utterly consumed by the wild, messy fullness of him, her body clutching at his cock, begging for every merciless thrust he’d give.

The climax overtook her with a shudder so intense her entire body trembled—her thighs quivered and threatened to fail her, her back aflame with a deep, relentless ache from bowing so wantonly for him. But nothing mattered except the urgent swirl in her core. She thrust her hips, desperate and shameless, driving herself back onto him, her movement raw and wild, utterly lost in the dark edge of their pleasure. The sound that tore from her throat was almost feral—her hair clinging to her damp, flushed cheeks, lips parted as she gasped and writhed through her orgasm.

Suddenly she could feel it—the thick, pulsing heat of him filling her, the sensation of his powerful cock pumping furiously as he shuddered and released inside her. Spasm after spasm, he grunted with each molten surge, his fingers digging into her hips as he rode the crest with her.

He stayed locked in that primal stance, broad legs braced apart, firmly planted, looming behind her as he looked down to where their bodies joined—her ass flushed and damp, his cock glistening and slick with their mingled juices. He kept thrusting, short forceful motions, sliding into her swollen, sopping wetness until his cock finally slipped free, half-hard and spent, still twitching as a last drop of cum oozed from him.

At last he straightened, rolling his shoulders, a primal confidence radiating from his stance. He didn’t so much as glance away from her as he said, voice thick with satisfied lust, “You’re incredible, Beth. Should we order a pizza?”


Young Man Discovers Sex

Jimmy’s quiet existence is shattered when he's hit by a car driven by Lacey—a woman who uses her carnal edge like a weapon and sees him as a new conquest.

Chapter 1

Life had dealt Jimmy a harsh hand from the very beginning. His father had vanished not long after he drew his first breath—no explanations, no goodbyes, and never a word from him again. That aching absence lingered like a ghost in every quiet corner of Jimmy’s childhood. Then, just as he was beginning to grasp the fragile threads of stability, tragedy struck again. At twelve years old, he watched his mother fade, consumed by a cruel, unrelenting illness that stole her breath and his anchor to the world.

With no one left to call family, he drifted in the kind of silence that wraps itself around grief. But in that darkness, a quiet light appeared. Mary—his mother’s closest friend, a woman with warmth in her eyes and strength in her soul—opened her heart and home to him. Together with her husband, David, they folded Jimmy into their lives, not as a burden, but as a son. Their daughter became his sister in every way that mattered, and in the midst of loss, Jimmy found a second chance—not at the life he had known, but something softer, steadier. A beginning forged from the embers of heartbreak.

Jimmy was no ordinary nineteen-year-old—at least not in the feverish chambers of his own mind. He was lean, even wiry, standing at an unremarkable height, his body a collection of sharp angles and restless energy. Despite the official stamp of adulthood, he hadn’t yet let go of the awkwardness that clung to him like a second skin. Still, he stood out at Middlesex Community College in Boston, his perfect 4.0 glimmering amid the muddle of freshman anxieties. He lost himself in debating matches, in the delicate intricacies of model airplanes, and the quiet artistry of filmmaking—but behind all these pursuits throbbed a singular, relentless need: desire.

The day was punctuated, always, by the rhythm of his own hand, that secret, hungry ritual that shaped his every morning, sometimes bleeding into his afternoons and, inevitably, heating his nights. Four times, sometimes five—if he ever chanced to add up the minutes spent chasing release, he might have learned Bach on the grand piano by now, fingers agile from something purer than lust. But Jimmy’s devotion was not to sonatas or nocturnes; it was to the endless, pulsing ache between his legs and the impossible fantasies stored in his imagination.

His laptop at home glowed temptingly, but Jimmy preferred the library, not for need, but for want. Specifically, he craved the sinuous sight of the reference librarian. She was a vision: platinum blonde, lips painted temptingly, her curves swelling on either side of the reference desk, all wrapped in unapologetically lush cashmere. Every time she leaned over to help a student, those sweaters strained deliciously, practically inviting every eye to drink in her abundant, buoyant chest. It was shameless, intoxicating. Just seeing her was like witnessing a man parade a twelve-inch cock, barely concealed beneath a skimpy Speedo—the forbidden, brazen, barely hidden, making everyone stare, making everyone want.

In the stacks, Jimmy consumed words—not dusty old novels, never the stern lectures of Dickens or Hemingway. His tastes ran raw, voracious, real. He preferred the unvarnished truths nestled in titles like Naked Hot Wife, Mom Gets It On, and Horny Young Housewife. These, he believed, revealed the actual nature of women—hungry, lush, always on the edge of surrender or satisfaction.

Women, to Jimmy, were wild mysteries aching for touch. Everywhere he looked he saw the possibility of sex—in the swaying hips of a woman at the gym, the flash of thigh in the supermarket, the subtle shift of a skirt at church. Each glance was foreplay; every curve was an invitation. In his mind, every woman was slick and needy, a vibrant cunt wrapped in desire, waiting for a masterful touch—or still flushed from one.

Voyeuristic thrills haunted Jimmy, tempting him to watch, to imagine—he could have any woman, he told himself, if only he dared. The thought hooked into his groin with raw power, spurring him to stroke himself again and again—his hands wrapped tight around ten long, pulsing inches until the friction made his skin sing, blisters forming when he didn’t bother slowing down. Mornings always began with his fist moving under the covers, his body shuddering as he spilled hot, sticky release into his sheets with a guttural sigh, too impatient to worry about tissues or stains. He’d grunt and collapse, tangled in the humid ache of his own lust.

In Jimmy’s house, breakfast always carried the sour tang of family reality. Mary—curvy, striking, with a presence impossible to ignore—never shied from honesty. Her daughter, perennially unimpressed, threw casual insults over her cereal, calling Jimmy hopeless and dorky. And David, skeptical and battle-weary, regarded every scandal with exhausted resignation.

Each morning, as Jimmy clutched his steaming bowl of oatmeal, Mary would sigh theatrically, her voice clear and cold. “Another sticky mess in your sheets, Jimmy. How many times do I need to tell you?” David only rolled his eyes, grumbling, “Just let it go, for god’s sake…” And Jimmy, shrinking under their gaze, would retreat into the steam and sweet blandness of his breakfast, desperate to disappear—or for another forbidden fantasy.

Like every young man, the mysteries of sex haunted Jimmy’s restless thoughts, a constant, electric thrum inside him. He found himself wondering about them: Did they still fuck? How often did those secret rituals unfold? Mary—startlingly attractive with curves that hinted at temptation, barely in her forties—seemed too vibrant to be untouched. Was it in those quiet moments before David hustled off to work? Or only on lazy weekends, when time seemed to stretch and possibility filled the air?

Jimmy’s curiosity grew so sharp it hurt. The idea latched onto him—what if he hid in their bedroom, caught a glimpse behind the curtain? A forbidden truth, trembling just out of reach. On a hushed Sunday morning, just before church, he let daring overrule doubt. He slipped silently into their room, pressing into the welcoming shadows of their closet, careful to leave the door open just a tiny sliver.

Every nerve in his body was raw with anticipation as he heard the familiar click of the doorknob. His breath hitched in his throat, terrified his presence might be discovered. It was Mary, first—gliding into view with that practiced sway, her hips rolling in a way that felt almost hypnotic. She wore a delicate robe of powder-blue that fluttered around her curves, and as she moved, it gaped open, letting pale, unblemished thighs brush softly together in secret invitation. Through that narrow crack, Jimmy’s eyes devoured flashes of her dark tuft—teasing, mysterious, so unlike anything in his teenage fantasies.

His mouth went dry, pulse racing as she glided to the bed and, with a flick of her slender wrists, let the robe drop away. There was no hesitation as she caressed her own nipples, teasing them into stiff, pink peaks before reclined elegantly across the sheets, legs parted in absolute invitation. Her sex was already slick and glistening; those dusky lips parted, hinting at a readiness Jimmy could hardly process. With a slow, languorous grace, she flexed her knees and opened herself wider.

Jimmy stared, entranced, drinking in the way her full breasts swelled and shifted with each breath, those bold nipples standing proud above her gently curved tummy and soft, generous hips. Between her thighs, the thick nest of curls framed the swollen folds of her pussy—lush, enticing, and terribly real. He saw her clit emerge, swollen and flushed, throbbing softly in anticipation. He watched as two of her fingers dipped between her lips, sliding through slickness that caught the morning light.

He barely had time to breathe before the bedroom door eased open again and David entered, clad only in a crisp white dress shirt, the tails grazing his naked thighs. Jimmy’s heart stuttered—he’d never seen him so exposed. David’s heavy cock was thickening, half-awake, balls dangling beneath in a way that looked primal and powerful. No words were needed. Mary’s eyes locked onto that cock, her tongue darting out in an unconscious hint of want. It was enough; her husband’s flesh responded, hardening visibly for her.

Instead of climbing onto her immediately, David let her whisper something that sent him sliding down, burying his face deep in her unruly pubic hair. He began to lavish her open folds with his tongue. Her toes curled, a low moan unfurling from her parted lips—long, hungry, desperate for more. “Ohhhhhhh...that’s perfect,” she gasped, pelvis rolling toward his eager mouth. “Don’t stop. Please…don’t stop.”

From the shadows, Jimmy devoured every sound and sight, pulse heavy in his ears, heart hammering with a blend of terror, arousal, and awe. It was as raw and illicit as any secret he’d ever harbored, and he could not—would not—look away.

Her hips started to undulate, a needy, desperate rhythm, her palms tangled in David’s hair, keeping his mouth pressed hungrily against her drenched sex. For Jimmy, hiding in the darkness, this was something wildly new and captivating—he’d never even imagined a man could bury his face into a woman’s pussy so intimately. The thought alone made his head swim. Did she taste sweet? Was her scent intoxicating? It had to be irresistible, he reasoned, seeing the way her husband licked, savoring her, tongue plunging deep with greedy intent.

Jimmy squeezed his throbbing erection through his jeans, the ache shooting through his body as he gazed at the feverish display on the tangled sheets. The room echoed with raw, wet sounds—thick, sticky, the kind of slurping that made him shiver as if the squelch of each stroke reverberated through his bones. He couldn’t resist; one hand crept into his waistband, stroking himself slowly, careful and deliberate, not wanting his own pleasure to overtake the fiery show only feet away.

Mary’s breaths came ragged and shallow, gasping out in strangled, broken sighs, and then her whole body arched. The sound of her climax was primal—a sharp, wounded cry that filled the air and made Jimmy’s heart race. David’s mouth locked onto her swollen, flushed clit, drawing out every aftershock, her release stretching on and on, though it must have only lasted minutes.

Despite appearances, Jimmy’s family wasn’t strictly pious. They trotted off to church each Sunday as a routine—a tepid, ordinary kind of Christianity, not fervent or zealous, just something expected. And yet, while they dressed and pressed palms on the pews, Mary and David were tangled up in their own morning rituals. If David had a bit more imagination, maybe their passion would have kept them in bed well into the day, casting church aside entirely. But with the obligations of a church deacon, he made sure to wrap things up in time.

Soon, Mary was astride David, gyrating in luscious circles atop him, her full hips corkscrewing in a frenzy, riding out wave after wave of pleasure—two shuddering orgasms that had her gasping and clinging to him desperately. David, sweat shining on his brow, finally rolled her to her knees, thrusting into her from behind with animal intensity. The mature woman’s voice soared, wild and unsuppressed, crying out, “I’m commmmming!” as two more climaxes tore through her, shaking her to the core.

Jimmy tried desperately to commit every detail to memory, cursing himself for forgetting a notepad. David was drenched with sweat, and for a fleeting moment, Jimmy worried—could his heart withstand this kind of passion? He was nearly fifty, after all. At last, the man yanked free, his breath ragged, muttering something Jimmy couldn’t quite catch—maybe, “This is it...” or maybe a feral grunt—before spilling hot streams all over his wife’s luscious rear. The show ended as quickly as it began; David dashed off for a quick shower before racing to church, anxious not to be late. Mary, however, had a different sort of satisfaction, wearing her pleasure under her Sunday best—certain the Lord would understand.

Chapter Two

Jimmy didn’t own a car. Mary always insisted there was no need, and her husband, to keep the peace, never challenged her decision. It meant Jimmy walked everywhere: to school, to the library, to church. Each trek, lately, felt perilous—drivers zipping by, absorbed in screens, swiping on phones, smearing on lipstick, barely glancing at the world beyond the glass.

Oblivious to everything but the soft glow of his own phone, Jimmy paid no attention to the blur of traffic as he crossed the street on his way to the library. He never even saw the vehicle careening toward him—the driver, a woman preoccupied with a phone call and her lipstick, didn’t see him either. A sudden, ugly thud shattered the moment. The screech, the impact—Jimmy’s reality upended in a heartbeat.

Allow me to introduce Lacey—utterly irresistible, a vision made for the gaze of anyone who desires lush curves and full, tempting breasts. Behind her sleek, pressed suits and that poised, commanding stride, she is every inch the driven professional, a woman who knows exactly what she wants and how to get it. Lacey thrives on the intoxicating rush of the chase—a relentless real estate dynamo with her own set of rules: Always close the deal, look immaculate, ooze boldness, and keep her clients—men and women alike—wanting just a little bit more. That’s Lacey. Enigmatic, a sensual tease who never truly arrives anywhere except on her own terms.

Her latest conquest on four wheels is a cherry-red Mazda MX-5 Miata, sleek curves matching her own. It hugs the road and thrills under her fingers. She’d only treated herself to it a fortnight ago, but the hum of its engine—its promise of escape—was already addictive.

But beneath her flawless business façade simmers something untamed. Lacey embraces her sexual hunger without apology; it’s a secret arsenal she deploys masterfully in a world dominated by men. That unfiltered, carnal edge fuels her sense of invincibility—the most decadent kind of power. She believes there’s no reason to hide it; after all, what is the point of all this dressing and primping if not to provoke, to tempt, to invite glances that undress her? Why bother with society’s mask when you could relish being unapologetically desirable, the object of every fantasy in the room?

As for Jimmy, he was sprawled on the unforgiving concrete, hands clinging to his knee as the aftershock of her car’s impact pulsed through him. It wasn’t as grave as it might have been, but he’d winced and held onto the pain with theatrical bravado as Lacey vaulted out of her Miata, her heartbeat racing with dread at the thought of spiraling insurance costs.

"Oh, my God!" The shrill panic in her cry was pure, unfiltered. She picture endless telephone calls and impossible paperwork—but, more pressingly, the pale, wounded boy at her feet demanded her full attention.

"Are you all right? Are you hurt?" she blurted, voice trembling as she bent to assess the thrilling chaos she’d made.

Jimmy straightened his shoulders, trying to sound cavalier despite his scrambled thoughts and aching limb. "It's fine. I’ve had worse. Just… a superficial broken kneecap," he managed, breathless and wincing, as if pain was just another obstacle to overcome for a stranger’s admiration.

Medically speaking, he was being ridiculous. A fractured kneecap is anything but superficial, generally meaning surgery, endless recovery, and an ugly limp.

Determined to take control of the disaster, Lacey wrapped a solid arm around his waist to help him up, her touch oddly intimate. "Let’s get you to the ER…"

He shook his head, stubborn, trying to brush her off bravely. "No hospitals. I’ll just waste hours in some freezing waiting room."

"Fine," she conceded, taking a slow breath, a smile curling on her lips—was it nerves or something else? "How about we head back to my place? I’ll pour you something strong to cut through that pain—tequila, maybe. You do like tequila, don’t you?"

Beneath Jimmy’s cool facade, the suggestion set every nerve on edge. He knew what women like Lacey wanted; he just wasn’t sure he was ready to give it—terrified and thrilled in equal measure. After all, he’d never even been touched—at least not like this.

---

Lacey’s mind was a carousel of wicked, hungry fantasies. Even her therapist couldn’t untangle the endless swirl of cocks filling her imagination—thick shafts, rigid length, veins throbbing just under the skin; cut, uncut, perfectly straight or thrillingly curved—every permutation fed her insatiable desire. Without warning, the world around her constantly transformed into an erotic playground. A long, cool cucumber in the supermarket became, in her mind’s grip, a stand-in for something much more decadent; telephone poles, hydraulic tools, even a passing glance at an oddly shaped baguette would leave her blushing, heat blooming in her cheeks as she realized what had possessed her thoughts.

It didn’t matter where she was—alone or mid-negotiation, even speaking with another woman—a vision of an enormous, pulsing cock could fill her head, surging without restraint. Sometimes, she could bring herself to the edge just by imagining the moment of being split wide and stretched, deep and full and gloriously claimed. Every blunt object demanded her secret inspection, conjuring images of being ravished until she was gasping and slick.

Just last week, standing at the ballpark, Lacey caught herself fixated on the batter in the on-deck circle. The way he swung—his grip on the bat powerful and promising—became, in her heated imagination, a show of masculine potential, his tool more mythic than real, a promise of satisfaction that left her thighs pressed tightly together in longing.

The drive to her apartment was a blur, the city whipping by as Lacey’s thoughts tangled around the image of Jimmy’s body beside hers. Every time she glanced over, she felt her pulse quicken, her imagination undressing him and revealing a cock that, she was certain, shamed her six-inch vibrator at home. She could practically feel its weight, its length straining against denim, waiting just for her. He might look shy, but something told her he was hiding more than a bruised knee. So much more.

Inside, Jimmy limped along, his boyish awkwardness only amplifying her desire to devour him. She poured two heavy glasses of tequila, not bothering with mixers—she wanted to see him loosen up, to taste the burn she knew would hit him hard and low. He hesitated, unfamiliar with the bite of strong alcohol, but Lacey’s encouraging smile pushed him forward. The shot scorched down his throat, chasing away the pain, leaving just an intoxicating numbness that seemed to melt everything south of his waist.

“Jesus…” he groaned, his eyes watering, his cheeks streaked with hot, surprised tears.

“Better, right?” she cooed, her voice teasing, full of promise. “Liquor is good medicine, especially after a nasty fall.” There was a purr beneath her words that let him know she was offering more than comfort.

“Why don’t you lie down?” she murmured. “Let your knee rest. Just relax...” She led him to her opulent king-size bed, admiring the way he blinked with innocent confusion, his trust implicit and sweet. He dropped onto the mattress, his long legs sprawling, helpless and deliciously vulnerable.

She watched him, already undressing him with greedy eyes: that tentative expression, those trembling hands. She leaned closer, her voice low and sultry, “Tell me, Jimmy—have you ever made love to a woman before?” Every syllable was a caress, her gaze hungry for the truth.

He blinked in confusion, the tequila spinning his thoughts in slow circles. Did she really just say that? Was this just some fevered hallucination brought on by pain and liquor? His body answered for him, his cock swelling, stiffening beneath his pants, betraying every anxious thought with raw, insistent need.

Lacey’s attention lasered in, eyes widening as she watched his bulge grow—thick, generous, a living dream ready to spring free. She felt desire coil low in her stomach, tightening with every second she waited.

But her business suit felt wrong—stiff and impersonal for what she wanted to do. “Wait right here, Jimmy,” she whispered, her smile wicked and knowing. “Let me slip into something that suits the occasion.” She left him mumbling about appalling, irrelevant things—the library?—but she didn’t care. By the time she returned, swathed in a sheer, barely-there robe, her mind was set.

She perched gracefully on the bed’s edge, the robe gaping open with a calculated clumsiness, her creamy thighs parting until the dusky curls of her mound peeked through. She watched his face as realization dawned and lust overtook every hint of shyness—his shocked gasp, his eyes drawn helplessly to the dark, inviting tangle at her center.

“How’s your knee now?” she whispered, her voice silken.

He swallowed hard. “It feels... so much better now.”

The sight of him drinking her in, that blatant longing blazing in his eyes, sent a thrill straight through her sex. His obvious, hungry leering made her pussy throb, heat blooming between her legs—she could see him struggling not to stare, but unable to resist. Her smile was slow and full of promise, egging him on. She shifted her hips again, opening further, and watched his cock pulse in his pants, tenting the fabric—hungry and urgent.

Jimmy blushed, drowning in embarrassment and longing, but he couldn’t look away. Lacey saw it all—the worship in his gaze, the reverence. She suddenly knew, without a doubt, the way he’d adore her—how much he relished a woman’s cunt. The idea made her wetter, her anticipation burning, almost more than she could bear. She wanted him—and he, she could see in every trembling glance, wanted her just as greedily, just as desperately.

Jimmy’s hands trembled with hungry anticipation as they slid over the silken skin of her thighs. With a slow, deliberate urgency, he coaxed her legs apart, exposing the soft, wild thatch between her thighs. His breath caught, heart hammering in his chest, and then he dove forward, mouth claiming her intimate core. Eager lips and tongue sought her slit, seeking out the heat and the taste of her, and almost instantly his tongue found that overheated, swollen peak—the throbbing bud of her desire.

“Oh, God,” Lacey moaned, her body tensing, hips arching off the mattress in reflex. The feeling of this stranger, hot and greedy between her legs, undid her completely. His tongue flattened, pressing against those plump outer lips, teasing and stroking, laving her with lavish circles. Sensation raced through her bloodstream—electric, feverish, wild—her whole body trembling from the relentless, wet caresses.

“Lick me,” she demanded, breathless, voice thick with need. “Lick my pussy. Don’t stop.”

He needed no encouragement. His nose was buried in her curls, inhaling the scent of her musk, devouring every drop of slickness as it flooded from her, each lash of his tongue drawing out low, hungry moans. Her hips rose greedily, pressing her sodden cunt tighter to his mouth, grinding against his eager face. She could hear the filthy, glorious sounds of their bodies—a chorus of slurping, wet and shameless, her juices mixing with his spit, running down his chin.

Her hands, frantic and desperate, found the waistband of his jeans, fingers fumbling until she forced the zipper down. With a snap, his cock sprang free—thick, throbbing, impossibly long. It made her breath catch; she grasped him, feeling him pulse hot and heavy in her fist, stroking him in time with the movement of his tongue as he feasted on her cunt.

“Put your thumb in my ass. Now!” she commanded, her voice little more than a lust-drunk growl.

Jimmy hesitated, startled and confused, but she groaned, writhing against him. “Do it—I’m so close,” she begged, tremulous and urgent. Guided by instinct, he shifted, spreading her lush ass cheeks wider. He found her tight little star, circling it briefly, then pushed his thumb in—all the way, slick and unresisting.

She shrieked, both pleasure and shock. “Ahhhhhhh, fuck!”

Lacey came hard and fast. Her release crashed over her, sudden and explosive, her cunt tightening and quaking, gushing against his face, soaking him with every shuddering pulse. Hot, sticky fluid covered his lips and chin, catching him off guard, but he was too dazed to care.

“Christ,” he whispered, stunned by the raw power in her climax.

Not missing a beat, Lacey reached between them, seized his rock-solid cock, and aligned him with her soaked, begging pussy. “Don’t just stare—fuck me now,” she demanded, dragging him into her heat.

Jimmy drove into her in a desperate, hungry thrust, their bodies colliding in wild abandon—no sweet nothings, no hesitations, just raw, relentless rutting. His cock filled her to the hilt, pounding deep with single-minded intensity. Years of lonely nights and secret fantasies fueled him—he crashed again and again into her aching cunt, until pleasure tightened every muscle in his body.

Their cries mingled, echoing through the room. She writhed beneath him, clinging to his ass, urging him deeper, harder. With a strangled moan, Jimmy broke, his release tearing through him. He came in heavy, thick spurts—inside her, flooding her, marking her. Lacey felt every scorching jet, her cunt milking him dry as cream spilled from her and trickled down her thighs, staining the sheets beneath them.

When he collapsed beside her, sweat-slick and breathless, Lacey just grinned—a secret smile. This skinny, awkward kid—a king for the night. No one at work would ever believe what she’d just experienced.

A long while later, when she’d caught her breath, she found his clothes, and with a sly, sated look, drove him back to the library—where this beautiful, filthy accident had started.


The Panty Sniffer

Caught red-handed with her panties, Kevin was thrown into a dizzying game of shame and exhilaration.

Some cravings are impossible to smother, no matter how hard you try. For me, it’s this irresistible draw toward women’s panties—utterly inescapable, always electrifying. I can hardly claim a preference; it’s as if each delicate scrap of fabric, from airy silk to practical cotton, was made to seduce my senses, to stoke something forbidden deep inside me. The exquisite contrast between luxurious, slinky pairs designed to tease and everyday panties meant for comfort—both are equally intoxicating in my eyes.

I’ve never been choosy about style. There’s an unyielding allure in every cut. One memory flashes vibrant in my mind: a cheerleader, her skirt flying up for barely a heartbeat, revealing a hidden world of ruffled, old-fashioned pantaloons beneath—demure, innocent, yet lit with covert sensuality. Those silly ruffles hugging her thighs, concealing and tempting at once, only fueled my fascination. The more varied the styles I discovered, the more thrilling it became; each new design awakened another corner of my imagination, tantalizing my mind with unique pulses of desire.

Now, years later, my appetite is only sharper—everything from barely-there strings that whisper sin to the lush embrace of classic high-waist briefs—every shape, every shade. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve questioned myself, wondered if there’s something unspeakably wrong with me. But the thrill refuses to fade; it’s who I am, a pleasure I refuse to deny.

Pinpointing the origin of this fixation has never been easy. In those first few years, I didn’t care why I found panties so deeply exciting—I simply did. Later, I tried to find answers, but longing doesn’t always come with an explanation. What I do remember, sharp and vivid, is that first dazzling moment. Ms. Martin’s panties—God, I can still feel that first rush.

It happened the summer after I graduated—eighteen and churning with nervous anticipation for the freedom of college. That season, I found myself hustling yard work for my neighbors, a routine summer job made impossibly intriguing whenever Ms. Martin needed something done. Even now, every visit home is punctuated by a glimpse of her—those secret smiles, her eyes sparkling with memory—our mutual acknowledgment of a deliciously private secret.

A secret that’s just ours. One we’ll never let slip beyond the intimate bubble of those hot, unforgettable afternoons.

---

Since I was barely tall enough to push a mower, I placed ads every spring, offering my eager hands to anyone with a yard or an odd job. That last summer, post-graduation, there was a moment when part of me wanted to skip work, to surrender to the lazy freedom before college. But I couldn’t resist the promise of extra cash—money I’d need as I prepared for those heady days at U.C. Stanford in the fall.

Now, knowing what I do, I’m endlessly grateful I stuck with it. That labor brought so much more than hefty tips; it cracked open my naiveté and revealed everything wild and intoxicating about women. That summer awakened something in me, seeding the very first explosions of raw sexuality I’d ever known.

And yes, when I say experiences, I mean plural. One taste was never enough—not for me.

Every summer, my ad was a steady promise in the local paper, a simple invitation: Summer Help Available. The words were as reliable as sunrise—do you need your garden groomed, grass trimmed, hedges tamed? Or perhaps the clutter in your garage or basement had gotten out of hand and begged for a strong back and steady hands. Maybe, just maybe, you wanted someone with a reputation for honesty and a recommendation or two whispered over backyard fences—a dependable young man named Kevin Dwyer. My phone number and email would follow, almost like a winking signature at the end. And every year, within days, I’d have work lined up and my calendar filling with names, old and new.

Most of the spots went to regulars—folks who had watched me grow up, and now depended on me to keep their yards sharp and tidy. But that particular summer, my last before college, something inside me urged for more. I rewrote the ad, letting my ambitions stretch out; small repairs and home maintenance tacked on to the end. More skills, more opportunities, more reasons to have interesting encounters. I wanted the work, I wanted what surprises the summer might bring.

This time, when the phone started to ring, a few requests stood out, thrilling in the possibilities they suggested. There were two calls so different, so ripe with promise, that I still remember how my heart thumped when I heard their messages. One, from a woman I’d known almost forever—her offer was easy, the kind that made you grin and say yes without hesitation. The other tempted me with the promise of long, lingering days inside an enchanting, crumbling Victorian, its new mistress in need of assistance. Each of those jobs brought its own lesson. Lessons a young man isn’t soon to forget.

The first call came from Ms. Martin. I spotted her name before I’d even listened to her voicemail, and something dark and eager twisted inside me. I pressed play, settling back, already picturing her—it was impossible not to, when she was so much more than just one of Mom’s younger friends. Her voice, when it filtered through the phone, sounded fraught—soft, slightly breathless, tinged with relief and a thread of feminine desperation.

“Hi Kevin. It’s Dana Martin. I saw the ad you put in—you’ve added to your list, haven’t you? Impressive. I was hoping for not-quite-the-usual favor. I’m leaving for Seattle in two days, and I simply can’t find a kennel to board Bruster. They’re fully booked and, honestly, I’m at my wit’s end. Could you help me? You know Bruster, he loves you. I’ll make it worth your while—there’s a little bonus if you say yes. Twice a day visits, that’s all. Please, call back soon. I really need this.”

It was effortless. I’d watched Bruster for Ms. Martin more than once, and the thought of easy money—and more—felt like a secret caress. She lived just up the hill; she was as familiar as home—and she was beautiful. Insanely so. She was the kind of woman who left a blush on your cheeks and fantasy buried deep in restless dreams. Even a fool couldn’t ignore that.

As soon as her message faded, I dialed back, adrenaline humming, unable to keep the anticipation from slipping into my voice. “Hi, Ms. Martin. I just got your message. Of course, I’ll take care of Bruster. Just tell me if there’s anything… special you need from me.”

Her words tumbled out in that breathless cadence I’d always found inexplicably alluring, each airy pause between her sentences carrying a current of intimacy I could feel down to my bones. “Oh, Kevin, you have no idea how relieved I am. I called everywhere—his usual kennel, my vet—but nobody had space. I was starting to panic, and then you called. You’ve taken such good care of him before. I’m just so grateful.”

As she ran through the particulars—where to find Bruster’s food, which treats sent him prancing, the basket overflowing with his toys—her voice had that velvety edge, husky and warm, that always seemed to wrap itself around me.

I grinned, letting her know, “You can count on me. I’ll look after little Bruster, don’t you worry.”

“Thank you, Kevin. Really.” She lingered on my name, drawing it out, and I could almost swear she enjoyed the taste of it. “Listen, sometimes he gets a little sulky when I’m gone and hides in my bedroom. Don’t be shy—just head up, call his name, and pet him a little. He’ll follow you. If not, wave a treat. That always gets him. Actually,” she purred, then broke into a laugh tinged with mischief, “that trick works with most men, too.”

Heat flooded my cheeks, and I fumbled for a reply, uncertain if she was just teasing or if she meant something more. Her sultry, playful tone threw me off balance, leaving my mind whirling with possibility. In truth, I’d always had a soft spot for Dana Martin—her easy confidence, the way she moved, and how she’d look at me with those sparkling eyes. It wasn’t just her looks, although she had plenty of those. I’d always found myself drawn to women a little older, more experienced, women like her.

“Alright, Dana. Everything’s under control,” I managed, my voice a little rougher than usual from nervousness. I found myself hoping she couldn’t hear the way her flirtatious undertone made my pulse race.

She must have sensed it, because her next words were even softer, impossibly intimate. “Promise me you’ll call me Dana from now on, hmm? ‘Ms. Martin’ makes me feel ancient, and I’m not that much older than you, darling.” Her low, melodic laugh sent a shiver down my spine. “Seriously, Kevin, thank you. I owe you one. Maybe I’ll bring you something special from my trip. I’ll swing by tomorrow and drop off the house key—if that works?”

“Yes, of course,” I replied, catching my breath and savoring the way she’d said special, as if it implied so much more. “Enjoy your trip, D—Dana.” Her name was sweet on my tongue. We wrapped up the call, her thanks lingering in my ear like a secret.

Later, after entering her name and number into my calendar—carefully blocking off morning and evening visits for her precious dog—I had to pause, heart beating a little faster, trying to shake off the feeling that there was something more beneath those simple words and those sexy, breathless laughs.

---

The next morning, just as sunlight crept through my curtains and I was preparing to leave, the doorbell chimed, sharp and unexpected. I opened the front door to find Dana—Ms. Martin—standing on my porch, early and radiant, clutching her key.

“Hi, Ms. Martin. I didn’t expect you so early.”

She smiled, her gaze tilting coyly. “Morning, Kevin. And please—call me Dana.”

My face colored again. “Sorry, Dana. I’ll get used to it.”

Her grin was playful, a little secret passed between us. “Thanks. I hope I’m not interrupting. I just wanted to drop the key off before my whole day got swept away with last-minute chaos. Early bird gets the worm, right?”

“No worries at all. You can see I’m an early riser, too—today kicks off my first shift at the Anderson place with the new owner. It’s a massive overhaul, honestly. She’s itching to start as soon as possible, and there’s just so much to tackle.”

Dana tilted her head, curiosity sparkling in her eyes. “Who ended up buying that place?”

“Amanda Jamison,” I said, my lips curling in a crooked smile. “Her family’s got a construction company, so she’s lucked out. She’ll need the crew—she’s got ambitious plans for that old mansion.”

Dana’s lips parted into a slow, knowing grin. “I’m happy it finally has an owner. I always loved that house, all that character and possibility.”

I nodded, envisioning the long days and the subtle challenge in Amanda’s gaze. “Yeah, by the time she’s through, it’ll be stunning all over again. But it’s not going to be easy. I’m practically bracing myself for one endless summer.”

She slipped her hand into her bag and pulled out a shiny key, dangling it between us like an invitation. “Well, I don’t want to make you late. Here’s the house key.” Her fingers brushed against mine as I took it, sending a tiny shiver up my arm. “I’ll leave a note on the kitchen table with Bruster’s vet information—just in case. You probably won’t need it, but you never know, right? Oh, and I’m writing up a list with a few tricks for his meals. Sometimes he struggles a bit without me, but after a day or two, he’ll settle down.”

I caught her gaze, holding it for a moment longer than I meant to. “Everything’s going to be alright, Ms.— Dana.” Her name lingered. “Bruster and I get along great. You just focus on enjoying yourself. Trust me, we’ll be just fine here.”

Her lips curved with gratitude and something that felt a little like anticipation. “Thank you, Kevin.”

After she left, I tossed the key onto the table, the sound echoing in the quiet hallway—a tangible reminder of her trust and our shared secret: for the next few days, her home, her bed, her little corner of intimacy, belonged to me and her sweet, needy dog.

My hand lingered on Bruster's silky fur, the warmth of him seeping into my palm. With a soft murmur, I pressed the treat against his twitching nose, feeling his uncertain breath brush my fingers before he finally roused himself, reluctantly leaving the pillow behind. “Come on, breakfast, boy,” I coaxed in a low, reassuring tone, gently enticing him from the cocoon of comfort. He followed, paws shuffling along the hallway, a little more hopeful with the bribe dangling from my hand. The ritual took more time than I wanted—each moment dragging as we navigated his reluctance to eat, coaxed him outside for his walk, waited for him to circle and find the right spot before he’d actually let go. By the time I left the house, my schedule was in ruins, my irritation softened only by the sight of those mournful eyes.

Not above a little evidence, I quickly thumbed my phone from my back pocket, framing Bruster’s sad, longing face in a series of pictures. Maybe a shot or two would soften the blow when I had to explain my inevitable lateness. Hell, his soulful expression would win over even the hardest heart; it almost made the idea of an early alarm clock tomorrow bearable. Almost.

---

The following two mornings became their own private trial—a quiet war of wills between me and a stubborn collie who missed his owner more fiercely than I anticipated. I’d call for him, coax him, my voice filling the empty hallway, but his absence echoed back. Each time, I’d climb the stairs, steeling myself with patience, and find him curled in the imprint of her body, saucer eyes filled with silent longing. The only way to get him moving was to surrender, to sit beside him, stroke his fur, murmur gentle nonsense until he reluctantly followed.

By the third night, exhaustion wrapped around me like a heavy blanket. Thoughts of persuasion slipped away; I simply didn’t have it in me to coax him. Instead, I let myself sink down on the mattress, the space warm and inviting. The softness of the pillow called to me, still holding the faintest whiff of Dana’s perfume—spicy, clean, tinged with lavender. A secret thrill curled low in my belly as I pressed my face into the linen. “No wonder you love it here, boy,” I breathed, “She makes this bed feel…dangerous.”

I inhaled deeply, unable to help myself. The scent of her was intimate, lingering—a private promise left just for me. The thought of Dana, of her body stretched on these same sheets, sent a forbidden pulse through me. My thoughts drifted, slow at first then reckless, coloring the darkness behind my closed eyes with images I’d never dared entertain. I let myself fall into the fantasy, the ache in my chest matched only by the heat pooling in my jeans.

When I woke, dusk hung thick outside the window, and the green digits of her bedside clock told me just how long I’d surrendered to my sleep—and my dreams. I stretched, muscles rebelling from days bent over construction, my back tight and sore. But the strain was nothing compared to the solid press of arousal inside my jeans. Dana. Her name pulsed through me alongside the flush of embarrassment and desire, neither willing to let go.

With a shaky breath, I clutched her pillow, burying my face into its softness, greedy for one more indulgent lungful of her scent. It wasn’t relief I found—only a sharper, near-desperate hunger. My cock throbbed painfully, insistent and demanding beneath the denim.

“Fuck,” I hissed, my voice rough with need and self-reproach. It was more than clear—being in her bedroom, wrapped up in her scent, thinking about what I’d imagined…it undid me in ways I hadn’t predicted. Pressing my lips to where her head might have lain, I ground my hips down helplessly, punishment and pleasure melding in the shadows. “Shit, this is only making it worse.”

Bruster’s gaze lingered on me—head cocked in canine skepticism—then, with a defiant bark, he flopped back down. Even he seemed to understand how out of place I was, teetering on the edge of something both forbidden and intoxicating. I shifted awkwardly, adjusting the straining bulge in my jeans, desperate for relief yet fully aware that simply rearranging myself would never touch the real ache pulsing through me. My need gnawed at me; it became an insistent throb in the silence of Dana's room, a question I could no longer ignore: how far would I go with no one watching but a silent, judgmental dog?

For the first time, I let my eyes really wander her space—the mysterious territory of Dana’s sanctuary—soaked in soft, inviting femininity. The sea-mist green of her walls seemed to glow, bathed in the pale light that filtered through floor-length, cloudlike curtains gathered casually on the hardwood floor. The bed beneath me was made with impossibly smooth sheets that whispered under my touch, the very air fragrant with a floral note I couldn’t quite place, wrapping around me like a tempting caress. Every detail announced that a woman of taste and sophistication lived here, every accent and texture carefully, intentionally chosen.

Curiosity tugged at me stronger than restraint as I drifted towards her dresser, drawn by the miniature glass figures poised atop it—delicate ballerinas frozen mid-pirouette, a glistening dolphin, a starfish. They reflected light in luminous shards, like fragile secrets guarding deeper mysteries. But it was the slight suspicion of mischief—a dresser drawer left just barely ajar—that truly pulled me in. I hesitated, pulse quickening, before yielding to the urge and sliding it open a little further.

Inside, an array of Dana’s panties met my hungry gaze—each one neatly folded, arranged in a gradient from palest blush to deep, midnight black. The sight sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock, pushing me past any boundaries of shame. I leaned in, inhaling the gentle, perfumed aroma that clung to the fabrics—lingering sweetness with a seductive undercurrent. Nestled atop the delicate stack, a small purple silk pouch tied with a ribbon beckoned. I raised it to my nose, drawing in the intoxicating floral notes that clung to the silk—and God, they mingled with the ache between my thighs, only intensifying it.

Replacing the pouch with reverence, I couldn’t stop what came next. I indulged in the pleasure of running my hand tenderly over her panties—soft cotton, smooth satin, the intricate lace tracing over my skin. There was something disarming, almost intimate, about the precision with which she’d arranged them, as if each pair held a hint of her personality, a secret to be discovered by my eager, inexperienced fingers. The lacy black pairs teased from one end, promising mystery, but my fingertips craved the innocent thrill of the pink silk, curved and so delicate beneath my hand. I couldn’t help feeling that, by touching her most private things, I was trespassing deeper into Dana’s world—discovering her, savoring her, in ways that left me dizzy with longing and anticipation.

Even as my mind registered that all of this—my perusal, my fascination—had crossed a line I never realized I was standing on, it made perfect, irresistible sense. I was lost to her secrets, needing more, aching for the chance to learn every contour of the hidden woman behind the neat, feminine order.

Clutching the pale pink panties in my trembling hand, I savored the sensation—their silken coolness gliding along my palm, electrifying me with the realization that Dana’s bare skin had once caressed this very fabric. The thought alone made me shiver with need. I brushed the delicate lace over my cheek, the softness almost torturous, and the air in the room felt suddenly charged, thick with forbidden possibility. The gentle material glided along my jaw, smooth and intimate, making my pulse quicken and my breath catch. My control ebbed, replaced by an aching urgency that was impossible to deny.

My heart slammed against my ribs—recklessly, shamelessly—almost matching the throb of my cock, straining against the sticky confines of denim. Every second, I felt myself crave more, crave everything. This was new, dangerous, thrilling—a wild risk I’d never taken, and the awareness that I might never have this chance again only added fuel to the fire burning inside me. Alone in her sanctuary, surrounded by everything that whispered of her softness and scent and secret corners—I was powerless to resist. Once in a lifetime, maybe never again. God, it was now or nothing.

I pressed the panties to my face and let myself draw in a deep, trembling breath. The scent that filled me was sweet and fresh—clean laundry, flowery and innocent, tainted by the faint note of that perfumed sachet. Not the primal trace of her I’d hungered for, but it didn’t matter. My cock surged, demanding, hard, pressing urgently against my jeans, threatening to break free. I bit my lip and hovered on the edge of surrender.

Reluctantly, I moved to put them away—then something caught my eye. There, shadowed by the closet, her laundry basket perched half-full, and next to it: a careless tumble of discarded clothes. My pulse leaped. A mess of hastily shed layers—an AC/DC shirt I’d stared at before, mesmerized by the way it clung to her curves, hiding, yet promising, the swell of her breasts. The memory alone made my entire body clench with longing.

But what I craved now hid beneath the denim draped below, maybe tangled in the folds, maybe—God—her worn panties, recently slipped from her hips, rich with her most intimate scent. I hovered, torn between shame and insatiable curiosity, my hands itching to touch, to uncover, to inhale her true essence. Was I really about to do this? Was I that depraved, hungry, desperate? My conscience whispered doubts—sick, perverse, what are you hoping to do if you find them—but the questions just dissolved amid a haze of lust.

I didn’t have the answers. Right then, I didn’t even care. All I knew was I was aching, hard, and every cell in my body begged, pleaded—please, let them be here.

My pulse thundered, sending heat crashing through my body, every frantic beat synchronized with the thrumming ache between my thighs. I reached out with a trembling hand, breath hitching as I used the edge of my sneaker to ease her t-shirt aside. The faded cotton slipped effortlessly from my path, and what I saw made my insides twist with animal hunger.

“Fuck,” I groaned, unable to suppress the wild surge of triumph that crashed through me. “I’ve fucking won the lottery.”

The thrill that tore through me at the sight of her discarded panties sent sparks through my entire body, pooling molten desire at my core. Even Bruster lifted a lazy eyelid at my outburst before resuming his indifference, oblivious to the feverish intensity vibrating through me.

There they were—her blue cotton panties, cradled inside the legs of her jeans, like an intimate treasure abandoned in haste. I imagined Dana wriggling hurriedly out of her clothes, the fabric catching at her curves before yielding to her impatience. Even the smallest details turned me incandescent: the way she would have peeled jeans and panties down in one smooth motion, baring her nakedness in a private, unguarded rush.

My hand trembled as I picked up the soft, worn panties and brought them close, so close I could already taste anticipation on my tongue. In my other hand, her pristine, delicate pair from the drawer—innocence against experience, my dirty secret held between trembling fingers. I all but collapsed onto her bed, surrounded by the subtle lavender of her scent embedded in the sheets, each nerve ending prickling with anticipation.

The flood of deliciously wicked fantasies overwhelmed me. Every shameless video, every dark, secret longing I’d tried to bury surged to the fore, sweeping away any hesitancy or guilt. My cock strained for freedom, and without thinking, I unbuttoned my jeans, giving in to the urgent, throbbing need. My hand slipped down, freeing the pulse of arousal that had been building since I first set foot into this forbidden world.

A feverish darkness clouded my vision. My eyelids drifted shut, painting Dana before me in vivid, unfiltered color. She undressed slowly, teasing, making a show for my eyes alone. With every languid movement, her hair fell around her shoulders, her breasts barely covered by her arms as she let her panties cling to the gentle swell of her hips. In my mind, she was mesmerizing—her skin glowing, a teasing smile curving her lips as she moved just out of reach, denying me touch.

Her stomach had that soft, rounded hint of plushness just above the delicate band of her panties—so inviting, the perfect resting place for my mouth as I explored lower, tracing the gentle curve, savoring her taste. My cock jerked in my palm, desperate and eager.

On the bed, I watched her in that fevered fantasy, utterly captivated. She stood in front of me, a vision in nothing but those blue panties and a wicked, knowing smile. My gaze devoured every inch of her—the way her fingertips toyed with the waistband, drawing slow lines, her nails pale against the blue cotton. Sultry mischief glimmered in her eyes as she hooked her thumbs below the elastic, threatening a reveal only to let the panties slide back into place, teasing me, denying me.

She waited a moment, lowering the soft barrier an inch, then pulling it back up as if she controlled the very air I breathed. My breath caught, and I squeezed harder, straining to match the rhythm of her teasing. Every movement, every sly glance, every fleeting wink or lazy bite of her lip sent another wave of pleasure through me—a fever, an ache that demanded satisfaction.

Her voice echoed in my mind, thick with temptation and pout: “Are these what you want?” Her eyes locked on mine, the meaning unmistakable as she indicated the panties with a delicious wiggle of her hips.

“Yes,” I panted, barely more than a gasp lost in the haze of my private ecstasy, desperate for her and her scent, aching for everything she’d so carelessly left behind.

The sheer need in my voice sounded foreign, rough, as desire poured out of me unchecked. I wrestled with the zipper, my fingers trembling with anticipation, until my jeans and boxers hung open enough for my cock to spring free—hard, flushed, aching for touch. The air felt electric on my skin.

Dana’s imagined laughter teased me again. Her voice, so playful—so wicked. “And what filthy things are you going to do with my panties?” she pressed, her lips curving into that infuriating, intoxicating smirk inside my head. “Are you my dirty boy?”

My control snapped. “God, yes.” I practically growled the words, hunger lacing every syllable. I snatched up her silky panties, that electric blue, soft and cool between my fingers, and dragged the whisper-light fabric along my cock. The sensation was like nothing else—so delicate and exquisitely smooth, every nerve ending on my shaft ablaze. My cock throbbed wildly with every subtle graze, hot, gleaming with need. Every drag of silk sent shivers through me; it was maddening, perfect.

I stroked myself, slow and measured—at first. The friction built steadily, hunger curling tighter and tighter in my belly. The more I touched, the harder I got, and my grip on those panties tightened until the silk bunched up beneath my palm. Then I reached for the other pair—the cotton ones, snug and worn, marked by days lived on Dana’s skin. I needed more. I needed her in every breath.

I pressed the damp cotton to my nose and inhaled, slow and deep. Her fragrance—rich and intimate—poured over me, thick and heady. My entire body responded: my cock jumped in my fist, desperate and leaking. The scent was shockingly raw, intensely female. Tangy at the edge, then softer, earthier—something I wanted to drown in.

I shut my eyes and let the world dissolve, focusing only on Dana, and the memory of her hips swaying, her panties clinging to her curves, the sweet, filthy perfume of her arousal. Dragging the silky pair along my length, I let them flutter over the head of my cock, teasing myself with tiny, feathery caresses. Pre-cum slicked the fabric, a wet promise that pushed me closer, each stroke more urgent than the last.

With every shuddering stroke, the air seemed to crackle and hum. I could feel the tension coiling in my balls, my body drawn tight, strung out on the edge of release. I pressed the cotton harder to my face, soaking up every drop of her essence—salty, sweet, earthy, a shadow of her deepest places, the hunger she left behind.

My fist tightened, frantic now, as I pumped my cock faster. Her panties were a blur—blue silk slipping, clinging, the friction sweet torture. My insides twisted, my body begging for release, for the right to come undone in her absence—marking her with my pleasure.

The climax built like a tidal wave, unstoppable. One more greedy breath, panty-clad, and a final, thrusting stroke, and I shattered. “Fuck! Fuck, yes!” I roared into the empty air. In the silence after, Bruster groaned in protest, but I couldn’t care—nothing else existed except the echo of her scent, the wild throb of satisfaction flooding my veins.

An explosive, intense climax overtook me, jetting thick streams of cum straight into that delicate, impossibly soft pair of panties. The pleasure was pure, blinding, my entire body quaking with release. For a moment, I just sprawled there, panting hard, every muscle limp as if I’d just run a sprint. God, nothing had ever felt so raw and uncontrollable—my orgasm reverberated through me, nerves sparking, leaving me spent and trembling.

When I finally caught my breath, reality swept back in, sharp and sudden. I glanced down and saw the absolute mess I’d made; her lovely silk panties were drenched, the creamy fabric now tacky, clinging slickly to my shaft and fingers. I could feel my sticky cum oozing into the folds, pressing hot between my skin and the fine material. I tried to wipe everything up, but the silk was too smooth, refusing to soak up more than a trace. My hand fumbled for the cotton pair resting by my flushed face, using them to mop up the thick, stubborn traces still smeared along my length, shivering as the texture grazed my overstimulated tip.

With both hands full of her panties, now heavy and sodden with my seed, I sat there on Ms. Martin’s bed, staring at the evidence of my lust. “What the fuck do I do now?” I muttered under my breath, a pang of anxiety slamming through my post-orgasmic haze. Bruster met my gaze with that baffled puppy look, as if waiting for some logical solution to drop from the ceiling, but I was fresh out of ideas.

Frantic, I buried the ruined panties deep in the center of her laundry basket, surrounded by boring shirts and pajamas—hoping, stupidly, that they’d just tumble out into the wash, invisible. She’d never know. That was what I told myself anyway, not knowing just how wrong I was.

---

Dana stepped back into her house just after sunrise, exhaustion painting her features as she slipped her shoes off in the hall. Her eyes fell to Bruster’s water bowl—still full, glimmering clean. She sighed in quiet relief; Kevin had remembered to care for her dog while she was gone. She scratched Bruster behind the ears, savoring the soft comfort of his familiar weight against her.

Trailing upstairs, bags thudding softly against her legs, she tossed her travel clothes into untidy piles on her bed: jeans here, faded cotton tee over there. Laundry. She knew she should get it done now, before work consumed her again. She made neat stacks: darks, lights, whites, a separate patch for delicate items—her silky undies, lace bralettes. Bruster milled around her ankles, nudging her for attention, a warm, eager presence.

“Missed me, boy? Did you and Kevin have fun?” she teased, voice fond, as Bruster yipped back and flopped at her feet. “Good boy. I knew you’d be all right.”

Dana’s hands moved on autopilot, sorting her worn clothes as she murmured random conversation at Bruster’s floppy ears. But then her fingers brushed something unusual in the basket—a small, bunched ball wedged between the fabric folds. She paused, frowning in puzzlement as she uncurled it and realized what it was: her best silk panties. They were balled together strangely, the two pairs tangled, stiff and sticky in a way she didn’t recognize.

Confusion furrowed her brow. She hadn’t worn those panties—those were for special nights, for dates she’d canceled. And even if she had, she never left her underwear like this: twisted, glued, and oddly crusted together. Standing there, she turned the clumped fabric in her hand, baffled, trying to recall how her favorite, beautiful panties could have ended up so carelessly abused and abandoned in her laundry basket.

Her fingers brushed against the tangled cotton, immediately encountering the sticky weight of something unmistakable. The moment she tried to unfurl the crumpled panties, an unmistakable, sharp trace of chlorine and salt wafted upward—sex and satisfaction, heavy and raw. Dana paused, her breath catching, and for a split second she simply stared, fascination blending seamlessly with shock.

There was no denying that scent. She’d caught the aftermath of masculine pleasure before, but never quite like this—spilled in secret, embedded in the fabric meant to cling to her own skin. A sly, knowing smile tugged at the corners of her lips. Oh, Kevin. He hadn’t been able to resist temptation. The realization tingled along her spine, wicked and oddly flattering.

She shot Bruster an amused look, biting back a laugh. “Seems our charming guest couldn’t keep his hands—or something else—off my things while I was away, hmm?” Bruster’s single bark and affectionate nuzzle did nothing to lessen the thrill curling in her belly. He leapt onto the bed, licking her cheek, utterly innocent. “And here I was, expecting you to be my only troublemaker,” she murmured, burying her face in his fur and pressing a lingering kiss to his broad head.

Delight rolled through her, warm and titillating. Most women, she supposed, would be outraged, maybe even feel violated, but Dana couldn’t bring herself to be angry. Quite the opposite: she was entertained—secretly pleased and more than a little intrigued. To her knowledge, no man had ever pleasured himself to the thought of her, let alone with something as intimate as her panties. She thought of Kevin: young, lean, achingly tempting in that infuriating way. The images formed—him on her bed, his fist wrapped around himself, her panties stretched between his fingers, stroking his cock. The visual sent a dark ripple of arousal through her core.

“You’ve been hiding your own secrets, haven’t you, Kev?” Dana whispered, her voice ragged with subdued laughter. The thought of teasing him, letting him squirm beneath her gaze, sent delicious anticipation prickling over her skin. Maybe she’d confront him—subtly, playfully. Maybe she’d watch him blush and stammer. Or maybe, she’d make him confess and beg.

A thousand devilish scenarios bloomed in her mind: Kevin kneeling before her, eyes heavy with hunger, his cheeks flushed as she dangled those cum-soaked panties between two fingers. What would his cock look like, hard and straining, desperate for her? She bit down on her lip, shivering at the thought of his orgasm, how he must have looked—head thrown back, mouth open, hips pumping, helpless and undone, leaking into her lingerie. Did he want her to discover this secret? Or did he believe he’d hidden his shame inside her laundry, safe from notice?

Her heart climbed in her chest, a velvety ache stirring inside her. She reached out, absently stroking Bruster’s head as she considered the evidence of Kevin’s arousal clenched in her grasp—a sticky cotton bundle, so brazenly messy, so undeniably his.

“Oh, my sweet mischievous boy,” Dana murmured, her gaze turning predatory as sinful possibilities unfolded in her mind. “You’re so very, very dirty.” Her smile transformed, shifting from amusement to something far darker, far more wicked—a promise of trouble to come.

Dana’s mind danced wickedly with anticipation. Her mischievous streak was alive and thrumming in her veins—Kevin definitely needed to have his boundaries deliciously tested, and she relished every step of her covert plan. With a renewed zest, she gathered her soiled laundry into the machine, feeling the ghost of Kevin’s touch lingering in the delicate cotton, still haunted by the evidence of his urgent lust. As she pressed the button on the dryer, a spark of excitement curled deep inside her. It was only early afternoon; Kevin’s next visit wasn’t due until dusk. Perfect. She saw no reason to tip him off—better to let her unexpected return become a tantalizing secret, her presence a carefully wrapped gift that only she controlled.

“I wonder, Bruster, will our boy be shocked to see Mommy waiting for him tonight?” she teased with a throaty laugh. Bruster’s answering three sharp barks and frantic tail wags made her laugh harder. “You agree, don’t you? He thought he could hide his little surprise, but it’s my turn now.”

Bruster butted his warm nose against her leg, a loyal accomplice feigning innocence. Dana ruffled his ears playfully. “Oh, you’re not exactly off the hook, mister. Where was my brave watchdog while a certain guest was making mischief with my panties? You’re supposed to guard all of Mommy’s precious things—especially her favorite lingerie.” She tried to scold, but couldn’t keep the grin out of her voice as Bruster threw back his head in a wide yawn and darted in circles, seeking her hand for more affection. Bending to fuss over him, Dana planted a kiss on his furry head. “Forgiven. I know he would’ve outsmarted you anyway. Don’t worry—Mommy’s going to set things right.”

With that maternal promise, she returned to her chores. Her hands worked automatically, folding each item with more care than usual, her thoughts wandering again to Kevin—his athletic body, the shy hunger in his eyes, the sticky secret he’d left nestled in her panties. She imagined him sprawled across her sheets, breathless and needy, stroking himself raw with her scent pressed to his lips. As she slid into a steaming bath, she let those fantasies swirl and bloom, teasing her own flesh under the water, tracing the aftershocks of anticipation until sleep stole over her in a languid, satisfied drift.

By the time she woke, the golden sunlight had deepened into sultry afternoon shadows. Dana slipped from her bed, shivering with delicious intent, and reached into her drawers for the very outfit she was sure would undo her naughty houseguest—a pair of snug blue jeans, the freshly washed blue cotton panties that had soaked up Kevin’s desire, and her favorite faded AC/DC tee. The same clothes she’d left discarded on the floor, the same panties he’d christened with his trembling release. She smirked, imagining the moment Kevin clocked her outfit—an unspoken confession hanging in the air, poised between shame and erotic thrill.

He’d know immediately. He’d see that she’d found the evidence of his lust; he’d wonder if she’d guessed everything. He’d squirm, deliciously uncertain, totally at her mercy now.

---

Kevin arrived a little after seven, the familiar jangle of keys loud in the hushed evening. He paused, calling out to Bruster as he stepped inside, but only silence replied. He grinned, knowing exactly where the old boy would be—curled up upstairs on Dana’s bed, the very center of all recent temptation. He found himself thinking, almost reverently, that after what happened, calling her Ms. Martin felt oddly formal. She was Dana, now—his Dana, in some shadowy, thrilling way. He’d caressed her panties, spilled himself in surrender; they were intimate, if only in secret.

Still grinning at the memory, Kevin bounded up the stairs, calling, “Come on, Bruster, dinner time!” but there was only silence at the top, not even the faintest bark. Unseen by him, Dana lay in wait, her heart racing, simmering with the power of her secret.

Kevin wandered further into the bedroom, footsteps muffled by the plush carpet, feeling the familiar little thrill of trespassing in Dana’s most private sanctuary. Bruster sprawled regally in the center of the bed, eyes bright and tail thumping lazily against the duvet. Kevin called his name, soft and coaxing, then made his way across the room, sinking onto the mattress beside the loyal dog.

“Hey, buddy. Feeling a bit lonely, huh? Don’t worry, she’ll be home soon,” he murmured, running gentle fingers through Bruster’s thick fur. The familiar scent of Dana’s perfume still lingered on the sheets, intoxicating and vivid, making Kevin’s heart beat faster as he lay back with Bruster nestled against his side.

A wicked little urge fluttered in Kevin’s chest—this could be his last opportunity to indulge an illicit fantasy while alone in Dana’s room. The temptation was too much to resist. Sliding off the bed, he padded over to her drawer, heart pounding in anticipation. His fingers found a delicate pair of soft cotton panties. He remembered from before—they were absorbent, discreet, the perfect secret pleasure. He settled back on the bed, sinking into the mattress with something forbidden clutched in his hand.

Little did he know, Dana lingered just outside the doorway, carefully timing her entrance. She watched through the crack, lips curving into a sly, knowing smile as she observed her young pet-sitter. She saw the nervous fascination in the way he cuddled Bruster, then the hungry, captivated look as he pawed through her drawer. Amusement danced in her eyes; the game was unfolding exactly as she’d hoped.

First, Kevin pressed her panties against his cheek, savoring the gentle, freshly laundered softness against his skin. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, drinking in their subtle, clean scent. The longing, the ache for something more intimate, burned under his skin—he craved a trace of her essence, something raw and unmistakably feminine. Restless, he almost rose from the bed, intent on seeking out a more personal pair from her laundry, but at that exact moment, Dana stepped lightly into the room.

“Are my boys feeling cozy in here?” Dana’s voice was warm, wrapping around the edges of the moment like velvet.

A bolt of panic zipped through Kevin. “Fuck!” he blurted, scrambling upright, frantically attempting to conceal the panties by trapping them behind his back, his movements clumsy and obvious. He fumbled with his jeans, cheeks blazing.

Dana’s gaze glittered with quiet amusement as she strolled over, casual and predatory. “Sorry, sweetheart, didn’t mean to startle you. Had no idea you were up here until I came to fetch Bruster and found my bed occupied.” She smiled, a devilish tilt to her lips.

Kevin’s words tumbled out in a rush, desperate and unconvincing. “Shit—sorry, I wasn’t—I mean—Bruster—he wanted—”

She cut him off smoothly, stepping close enough that he could feel her body heat, the citrus tang of her perfume teasing his senses. “Don’t worry. Bruster’s a greedy boy for attention—I spoil him the same way, every time I’m home.” Stroking the dog’s head, she looked up at Kevin, eyes glinting with mischief. “Isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

She was standing so close now that Kevin could smell the clean cotton of her AC/DC t-shirt, almost brushing his arm. When she spoke again, her tone was soft and teasing, laden with double meaning. “So, was everyone well-behaved while I was away?” Her eyes sparkled as she spoke to Bruster, but her gaze slid to Kevin, lingering.

“Yeah, he was… really good,” Kevin stammered, his mouth suddenly dry.

Dana’s smile deepened to something wicked. “And you, Kevin? Did you manage to be a good boy, too?” With practiced confidence, she opened her hand, palm up, a silent demand hanging between them.

Kevin froze, skin prickling with heat and shame, his mind floundering as a wave of realization washed over him—her laundry basket was empty, her t-shirt and panties freshly laundered. He’d been caught.

Dana maintained her silken calm, hand still outstretched, her voice throaty and sure. “Those, please.”

“Ms. Martin, I—I can explain, I—”

She silenced him with a look, softer than a caress, yet wholly commanding. “No need, darling. Your secret was in my underwear drawer all along. The explanation couldn’t be clearer.”

With trembling hands, Kevin reached behind him and slowly drew her panties from where they’d been stuffed, the pale cotton bunching uncertainly in his fist. For a suspended heartbeat, he faltered—every nerve in his body bristling with anticipation and dread—before reluctantly placing the soft fabric into her waiting palm. He caught his breath, embarrassment making his entire body ache with heat, unsure whether to explain or simply disappear.

Dana’s gaze was wickedly playful, her lips curling into a knowing smile. “Tell me, Kevin,” she purred, the question a sensual tease, “are you more of a cotton guy, or do you favor silk?” Her eyes lingered on him, unfazed by his humiliation.

He stammered, his voice rough with shame. “I’m sorry, Ms. Martin. I really didn’t mean—”

But she interrupted him, laughing softly. “No need for all that formal stuff, Kevin. I think we’re a little past last names now, don’t you?” Her smile grew, thoroughly entertained by his discomfort. “Once a man’s come in a woman’s panties, he ought to say her name, don’t you think?”

Her boldness made him flush even deeper, the warmth burning along his cheeks, his neck. He nodded, his lips barely able to move.

She pressed on, her tone low and intimate. “So? I genuinely want to know. Cotton—or something silky against your skin?”

Kevin’s pulse hammered in his throat as he searched for words. He imagined her panties soft in his palm, clinging to every sense. “I, um… I guess I like both.” As he admitted this, he felt his cock stiffening uncontrollably, the ache unmistakable inside his jeans. His chest rose and fell with quickened breaths, the tension between them thickening until it hummed. Still, he whispered his apology: “I’m sorry, Ms… Dana.”

Dana’s eyes glinted with mischief as she tilted her head and asked, “Why cotton tonight?” There was genuine curiosity there, as if she wanted to savor every drop of his confession. She stayed silent, her unwavering attention pinning him in place, forcing Kevin to confront her waiting smile and the promise in her stare. With nowhere to escape, he finally managed, voice small, “Because… well… they’re more absorbent.”

That blunt honesty made Dana grin, and her gaze flicked down to the obvious, needy swell at the front of his jeans. He was hard—harder than he’d ever been in his life, painfully so, his cock straining toward her through denim already darkened with anticipation. Dana’s approval lingered in the air, sultry and sweet.

She extended her hand, offering the panties back to him, her voice breathy with command. “Show me,” she whispered.

His mind reeled, barely believing what he’d heard. He stood blinking at her, craving the instructions, reassurance that this impossible moment was truly happening. “What… what did you say?”

Dana’s lips parted in a sultry smile, her voice a gentle order. “I want you to show me,” she said, giving him a gentle push backward until he landed on the bed. “Show me what you did with my panties.”

“Ms. Martin—” he faltered, the last vestiges of propriety fluttering uselessly.

“Dana,” she corrected, voice soft but implacable.

“Dana, I can’t. I just—I can’t.”

She shook her head, determined and deliciously in control. “You can. You will, Kevin. If you need to, pretend I’m not watching—but I want you to do exactly what you did before. Show me how you touched yourself, how you jerked off with my panties in your hand.”

Dana made her way to the chair across from the bed and sat gracefully, crossing her legs in a leisurely show of anticipation. She fixed him with a look that was both patient and merciless. “Take your time. Whenever you’re ready,” she murmured.

Kevin sat stock still, nerves exploding into shivers as disbelief and arousal tangled wildly inside him. Every muscle in his body trembled with tension, yet his cock bulged urgently at the front of his jeans—now throbbing, leaking, desperate for release. Dana’s gaze dropped conspicuously to that swollen shape, clearly savoring the view.

“I think you’re ready, Kevin,” she said, voice a silken caress.

Kevin swallowed and followed her gaze, feeling the damp warmth gathering at the tip of his cock, confined and yearning. Mortified and exhilarated, he realized how much her presence, her demand, only made him harder. It was a fantasy so raw and exhilarating he could barely believe it was real—hotter than anything his mind had ever conjured up.

Dana’s voice wrapped around him like silk—delicate, inviting, dangerously thrilling. “Need me to give you a little encouragement?” she murmured, the words making his skin tingle.

He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry, and shook his head, refusing help but unable to hide the raw anticipation flickering in his eyes. Tentatively, his trembling fingers drifted to the waistband of his jeans. Dana’s gaze weighed on him, decadent and brazen, fueling every movement as he popped open the metal button. He heard the tiny click as he unzipped, and the sound alone felt like an illicit invitation—a door swinging open on something forbidden.

The denim gaped, revealing the taut stretch of his underwear. His cock strained at the thin fabric, the glistening pearl at its tip soaking through and darkening the cotton. Pulse pounding, Kevin dared a glance at Dana. She watched him with unhurried delight, her eyes dancing over the swelling evidence of his lust.

Closing his eyes, he inhaled, trying to steady his unsteady hands. But they shook as he slipped beneath the elastic, pushing jeans and briefs down in one desperate movement. His cock sprang free with an almost needy eagerness, standing obscenely, swollen and eager for her inspection.

“Well, hello there,” Dana purred, a wicked grin curling her lips as she winked at him, her approval threaded with mischief.

Kevin’s cheeks blazed but his arousal surged, dizzying and fierce. He couldn’t have invented this kind of scenario if he’d tried. It felt too dangerous, too wild—a fever dream that left shame and excitement tangled in his gut. But as her gaze traveled possessively over his body, he surrendered to the intoxicating freedom of it, letting himself bask in her attention.

He shifted, propped the pillows against the headboard, and leaned back so she could see everything. Jeans bunched at his knees, he wriggled to give her the full, unashamed view: bared hips, tense thighs, every inch of him exposed—especially the rigid, throbbing length of his cock standing at attention for her.

Dana’s teasing was ruthless and delicious. “Better get that t-shirt off unless you want more than my panties on your conscience.” Her sly glance made his heart slam in his chest. “Wouldn’t want you walking home with… evidence.” Her gaze slid to his lap, voice thick with heat. “Though I suppose you didn’t worry about a little mess before.”

Compelled, Kevin yanked the shirt over his head, tossing it aside. He felt bare and oddly proud, adrenaline mixing with vulnerability as Dana’s eyes swept over his lean, well-worked body—shoulders broad from summer football, muscles tight, skin flushed with need. When her attention returned to his engorged cock, admiration was clear on her face and it emboldened him, washing away the last dregs of his nerves.

He watched the lazy way her gaze caressed him, the slow lift of her lips, and felt an unexpected pleasure in being the center of her attention. She was playing with him, but there was no malice—just the delicious edge of something primal, a game he desperately wanted to win.

He couldn’t resist anymore. Voice rough with want, he asked, “What do you want me to do for you?” He needed her to say it, to give him permission to turn his greatest, most secret fantasy into something real.

But Dana settled back, her eyes sparking with challenge. “Maybe the better question, Kevin—what do you want to do for me?”

Kevin lifted her panties to his face, inhaling deeply, the delicate, intoxicating scent instantly making his cock twitch and surge with need. A silvery bead of pre-cum clung to his tip, glistening, betraying his anticipation. With a slow, deliberate motion, he used her panties to gently wipe himself, never taking his eyes off Dana. His gaze was almost pleading, hungry, as he curled the soft, feminine cotton around his length.

He began to stroke himself, tantalizingly slow, letting the buttery fabric glide up and down his shaft. The friction was gentle, sensual, and each movement fed the ache building deep in his belly. He moaned, a low, throaty sound, rocking his hips ever so slightly into his own hand. Dana’s eyes lingered on every inch of exposed, hard flesh, then flicked up to meet his—watching his need ignite and deepen, seeing his pupils darken with desire and lust.

His breathing quickened, chest rising and falling, the muscles in his body drawing tight as a wire pulled taut with tension. His nipples pebbled, flushed, and small shivers ran across his skin. Every nerve ending felt alive, electrified by her attention and his own touch. His head dropped back against the headboard, lips parted, voice ragged and open as he lost himself in sensation, dangerously close to tumbling over the edge.

"Stop." Dana’s voice rang out, sharp and commanding, slicing clean through the haze of his pleasure.

He froze, hand still wrapped around his shaft, confusion diluting the wild look in his eyes. "I thought you wanted me to—"

She cut him off with a quiet nod, her gaze gentle but firm. "I do, sweetheart. But I don’t want you to just lose yourself. I want you to savor it. I want to watch you edge—keep yourself right at that breaking point and then stop, just before you come."

He looked at her, wide-eyed and lost, the words clearly foreign. She read the expression on his face and smiled, her voice low and teasing but patient.

"It means drawing yourself to that irresistible peak, then pulling back before you tip over. Again and again. I’ll let you finish, but not yet. It’ll be so much better when you finally explode, I promise."

His bewilderment made her smile widen, indulgent and amused. "Trust me, Kevin, the longer you can hold out, the more powerful it will be—plus, any lover you have will thank you for it."

He shook his head, still stunned, still achingly hard. "How’s that supposed to help?"

Dana laughed, her mirth soft and sexy. "The more control you have, the more time you can give her pleasure. And that is a skill every woman will appreciate, believe me."

She winked, her tone husky and full of promise. "One day you’ll see exactly what I mean. And you’ll remember this night."

Kevin absorbed her instructions, mulling them over with a trust born of curiosity and need. If this was what she wanted, he’d surrender to her guidance, let her take him to places he hadn’t even dreamed about.

“Go on,” Dana coaxed, her voice low and sultry. “But remember, you’ll stop when I say. Promise?”

His answer was quick. “Yes. I promise.”

“Good boy. Now, show me.”

He shifted on the bed, positioning himself so his body was fully on display for her hungry eyes. With a trembling hand, he resumed stroking—slow, deliberate caresses gliding over his aching cock. His fingertips trailed along the silken skin, seeking out every ridge and curve, lingering on the thick vein pulsing at attention beneath his grip. When his touch reached the sensitive crown, he traced soft, teasing circles around the tip, shuddering at the jolt that shot through his body. Hard as steel, his lust ignited under her heated gaze.

Kevin snatched her soft, crumpled panties and pressed them to his cock, running the delicate cotton up and down his length. He watched Dana, and the hunger shining in her eyes made his breath catch. The way she fixated on his movements, biting her lip, nearly undid him.

He could feel the thick heat of his blood surging, intensifying every sensation. Under her watchful gaze, a glistening bead of pre-cum spilled from his slit, trickling down his shaft. He dragged her panties around the swollen head, wiping away the slickness, letting the fabric tease him. Then he dipped lower, cupping his balls in the soft material, his breath stalling as he pressed and rolled them, desperate for more of her attention.

Winding the panties around the base of his cock, he began stroking again—slow, dragging, delicious torture. He let his finger explore, swirling over his slit, collecting the sticky evidence of his arousal. The pleasure climbed and built, his body growing taut, every inch alive with anticipation. He was right on the brink; muscles clenched, his ass flexed, and his sac tightened, drawing him dangerously close to the edge.

Then, Dana’s voice cut through his haze. "Stop. Right now."

He froze, his chest rising and falling with heavy, ragged breaths. Sweat slicked his skin in a sheen, and shivers danced across his flesh. His nipples stood rigid, tempting, begging for attention as much as his cock. She watched him tremble on the edge of oblivion and longed to press her lips to those taut buds, to taste his agony—but she held herself back, her power delicious.

He peeled his eyes open, staring at the pulsing, desperate ache of his cock, so hard it felt like it might shatter. His whole body glistened, the room thick with the heady scent of sex and control. Swallowing hard, Kevin groaned. "Fuck... I need to come. I need it so bad."

She loved the way he writhed, defiant and desperate, hips jerking in a vain attempt to escape the delicious torture she’d gifted him. She saw the fire in his eyes, the pleading ache. But she wouldn’t relent. Not yet.

Dana slid closer and perched beside him, her presence cool and commanding at his side.

“How do you feel, Kevin? Tell me, every filthy detail.”

He shot her a wild, desperate look. “Jesus, Dana. How do you think? I’m about to fucking explode! My balls ache so bad, and my cock… I can’t take this. I don’t want to stop—it hurts, but I need it, need to come.”

She traced a lazy gaze over his trembling body, delighting in his honest surrender. "It’s torture, but it’s exquisite, isn’t it?"

He hesitated, blinking away the haze of almost-pain. But then, honesty washed over him. The throbbing pressure, that sweet pain, he realized, was amplifying every other sensation. Leaving him desperate, needy, and yet, thrillingly alive. Tortured and aching, he was hooked on the slow, simmering pleasure of the edge.

He sank his teeth gently into his lower lip, holding Dana’s gaze, and finally offered a slow, shaky nod—his surrender was deliciously obvious.

“Very good, Kevin. Breathe for me,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding. “Settle down a little. This time, I’m letting you come.”

The words cut through him, hotter than any touch—her permission unspooled a razor’s edge thrill inside him. He felt utterly owned by her, surrendered in a way he’d never experienced, and it both confused and exhilarated him. It was as if she’d flicked a hidden switch inside him: the force of her power over him left his nerves humming, his desire impossibly intense.

Patiently, Dana sat, watching him as his pulse slowed under her expectant gaze. Then, with an effortless grace, she swung open her drawer and produced a slinky pair of pink silk panties. She extended them toward him, her eyes locked on his. He recognized them instantly—the same panties he’d used just days ago, now more forbidden and tempting than ever.

“They’re yours now,” she announced, her tone sultry and teasing.

A boyish, hungry grin swept over his lips as he pressed the delicate fabric against his nose, inhaling deeply. He longed for more of her, for the unmistakable scent of Dana herself rather than the faint, floral perfume the silk carried.

Reading his mind, she leaned in close, whispering, “Obey me, be a good boy, and the next time, I’ll wear them before I give them to you. You’ll get to keep them—just as you like.” Her promise was wicked, making his heart hammer relentlessly against his ribs.

She perched beside him on the edge of the bed—close, possessive—and watched as Kevin’s hand slipped eagerly to his cock. He began stroking himself, slow at first, then desperate, need stacked on top of need until he was flushed and throbbing. The head of his cock darkened to a desperate, wild purple, and the helpless, guttural sounds he made sent shivers through her.

She waited, watching him build and teeter on the precipice of release. Then she slid closer, her fingers gliding down to seize his wrists, gently but firmly removing his hands from his cock, pinning them to his sides. He gasped—clinging to that final, suspended moment—as Dana bent forward, lips tantalisingly close. With exquisite patience, she parted her mouth and let her warm, humid breath trail over the length of his shaft, again and again. The sensation was sublime torture—heat, anticipation, a pulse of air more intimate than any touch.

Kevin cried out, his pleasure raw and unguarded. His back arched off the bed, every muscle locked tight, straining toward that promised release. Each teasing exhale from Dana felt like an electric current, making him grunt and shudder, helpless in her hands.

She watched him—every contour, every tremor racing through his body. Then, as his restraint snapped, she pressed her lips to his, a fleeting, featherlight kiss that left him whimpering for more. Only then did Dana let go of his hands.

He wasted no time. Immediately, he claimed the silken panties again, wrapping them around his swollen shaft, dragging them over his slick, sensitive tip, circling the head again and again. The slide of soft silk electrified him, every nerve ending on fire.

Her voice cut through everything—a low, explicit command that shattered him. “Come for me, Kevin,” she purred. “Be my good boy. Give it all to me, right there in my panties.”

Kevin’s entire body bowed in exquisite surrender—his spine arched, toes pressed hard into the sheets, thighs taut with electric tension. She watched, utterly transfixed, as pleasure claimed him so completely that the world seemed to narrow to the rhythmic, desperate thrust of his release. Thick, creamy ropes of his cum spilled forth, the first explosive jet splattering onto her waiting panties—her gift, her claim on him. Again, his cock pulsed, leaking another hot surge, then another, soaking the delicate fabric with his offering as the panties clung lewdly to his trembling hand. His body jerked with a wild, untamed need, and the panties slipped, tumbling to his thigh just as another stream landed, warm and slippery, across his lower belly. One last, trembling spurt pulsed over his knuckles as his fist held tight around his cock, milking the lingering pleasure out of every throbbing vein.

Collapsed backwards onto her pillows, Kevin’s entire body gave in, every long muscle going slack, his chest rising with uncontrolled breaths. The stress and tension he’d carried within him dissolved with the force of his climax, leaving him boneless and heady, utterly spent. His face was soft now, unguarded as he lay exposed in the aftermath, his cock twitching in cooling satisfaction, his mind stranded on the edge between disbelief and total bliss.

Dana gazed at the nearly naked man undone and gorgeous beneath her, a satisfied smile curving her lips as she watched him drift in the haze of orgasm. She waited, letting him savor every shudder of afterglow before breaking the silence to cup his face with her words. “So?” she murmured, letting her gaze drift down over his sticky, flushed skin. “Well? Was that different for you?”

A shaky laugh escaped him, breathless and raw. “Fuck, yes,” Kevin admitted, his voice rough. “Dana, I—” He hesitated, lost for words as he processed everything she’d awakened in him.

She arched a brow and nudged gently, “You what? Tell me.”

He met her eyes, his own wide with fresh wonder. “I thought last time with you was the most intense thing I’d ever felt. But this—this was another level. I didn’t even know I could feel like that… It was overwhelming. I had no idea my body was capable of this much pleasure.” His voice dropped to a whisper, thick with awe. “No one’s ever made me come that hard, not even close.”

Her smile deepened as she plucked the soaked panties from his leg, then gave him a look that was both warm and wicked. “May I?” she breathed, nodding towards the gleaming trails of his cum dappling his abs and cockhead. The taboo of her gesture sent a fresh shiver down his spine.

Stunned, he could only nod, surrendering again to her care as she deftly used the panties to wipe away every trace of his climax, making sure his skin was left clean and sensitive. Each swipe felt intimate, almost reverent.

Dana leaned in and brushed her lips over his ear. “Learn to hold back, Kevin,” she teased softly, “control your orgasm and you’ll drive all those coeds wild.”

Her gaze sparkled with mischief as she winked at him, sharing a secret only for them.

“Dana…” he began, his voice carrying a quiet uncertainty, wanting to know exactly what this meant.

She cut him off with a gentle, knowing smile. “No need to worry. This stays between us,” she promised, sealing the moment as their delicious secret alone.


Shameless on My Lap

The story follows a middle-aged woman’s sexual awakening, catalyzed by Anthony, the young man she took in her house, sharing pornography with her and initiating increasingly bold interactions.


Part 1

Life didn’t begin gently for me. I never had the chance to know my father—his presence was nothing more than a blank space in the story of my childhood. And when I was just ten, my mother—sweet, fragile, and fading—was taken by an unforgiving illness that stole her breath and left me hollow. In the aftermath, I was adrift, orphaned in every sense. But fate, as twisted as it can be, offered me a lifeline in the form of Emma, my mother’s closest friend. She and her husband, bound together by love and the ache of childlessness, gathered me into their quiet home. They wrapped me in warmth, not born of blood, but of a love no less fierce.

Emma lost her husband at forty, a grief that seemed to settle in her bones like winter chill. He’d been a dozen years her senior—hardly ancient, yet his heart had given up too soon. I often found myself wondering how their paths had even crossed romantically. He wasn’t the kind to turn heads—plain, traditional to a fault, and almost irritatingly dull. They’d married when she was barely twenty, barely out of girlhood, and while I knew there must’ve been love between them, it always struck me as a strange match. His death left her quiet for a long time, moving through life like a half-finished thought.

Emma wasn’t the kind of woman who’d stop traffic, but she had her charms. Small-framed, with cropped dark hair and a soft, feminine plumpness that she never tried to disguise. Her breasts were modest, but her legs—yes, her legs—always managed to draw my eyes. There was a gentle prettiness to her, an unspoken sweetness that lingered in her smile. I liked her. Maybe more than I was supposed to. After her husband passed, I found myself stepping into his shadow—bringing her little gifts, gestures of comfort. A bouquet on a rainy day. Chocolate when the sky seemed too gray. She always lit up when I did. That light did things to me.

But nothing—not a single thing—could’ve prepared me for what I saw that day.

The office had shut early for tech upgrades, and on a whim, I picked up some flowers for Emma and drove home. When I pulled into the drive, I noticed the downstairs curtains were drawn, which was odd. It wasn’t like her to keep the daylight out. Curious, I left the car and let myself in quietly, hoping to surprise her with the bouquet. The moment I stepped inside, I heard the low murmur of the television coming from the lounge.

I moved silently down the hallway and eased the door open, careful not to creak the hinges. The room was dim, the only light coming from the flickering screen. And there, in that sultry blue glow, was Emma—half-shadowed, half-revealed.

She was on the couch, her dress hiked up around her hips, one ankle hooked by a loop of white lace panties. Her legs were parted, hand moving between her thighs in slow, practiced circles. The raw intimacy of the moment caught me completely off guard. She was utterly absorbed in the scene playing on the screen—a grainy late-night skin flick, more tease than substance, all exaggerated moans and slick, staged seduction. A broad-shouldered man was tonguing a voluptuous blonde, and Emma’s breath was catching, her body tightening, trembling toward climax.

I stood frozen, hidden in the shadows, watching as she tipped her head back, her mouth forming a breathless gasp, her body arching as she came in quiet, shivering waves. Then she stilled, her chin dropping to her chest in a soft, post-release slump.

I backed away, slow and silent, retreating to my car with my pulse pounding—not in arousal, but in something else. Something I couldn’t name. I drove to the nearest pub, sat at the bar, and stared into my drink.

I should’ve been turned on. Any man would’ve been. But the truth? I wasn’t. Not even a twitch of desire stirred beneath my jeans. All I felt was a strange, disorienting fascination. As if I’d glimpsed a secret side of Emma I was never meant to see—and now, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

My sex life was, by all accounts, healthy and entirely average—if by average you mean feverishly exploring every filthy fantasy with Sue, my wildly uninhibited girlfriend. Sue was insatiable. We’d unravel each other with urgent fingers, hands darting everywhere, her filthy tongue providing a constant, breathless commentary: how wet she was, how hot for me, how desperate she felt. Watching her, hearing those shameless words spill from her lips, was usually all it took—I’d come undone, my release as inevitable as the pulsing heat between us.

But watching Emma in that intimate moment, I felt only a rush of tenderness tinged with something softer, something that twisted inside me sadly. I hadn’t thought about her sexuality before; it struck me, a sudden guilt, how lonely she must be. Why shouldn’t she feel desire? She was still vibrant, more attractive than I’d ever let myself see. Her body was hers, after all—why did it feel so tragic to see her indulging in such a measly scrap of borrowed titillation, her cravings sated by tepid, blurry skin flicks on late-night TV? It felt unfair, and I wanted to do something about it.

After sulking in the pub, I finally brought her the flowers, greeting her at the door with forced normality. She smiled, pressing a kiss onto my cheek—a delicate, familiar hug—and I saw the faint trace of pleasure on her face. That night, as soon as I was alone, I riffled through my own stash of porn, searching for the safest—nothing too crude: just straight, passionate sex, a little oral, no dark corners. The scenes crackled with heat, but as much as I tried to lose myself in the images, my mind kept circling back to home, to Emma.

Even with Sue later, all friction and slick, desperate mouths, I was somewhere else. Her hands roamed, coaxing, but I was distracted, sluggish. She pouted, calling me dull—her Spanish class tomorrow would be, for her, a better time than wasting another night with me.

The next evening, the house felt heavy with secrets. Emma shuffled quietly, reading in her chair after dinner, her eyes gliding over the pages as I half-watched the tail end of a soccer match, pretending distraction. I’d already checked—her soft porn recording had vanished, deleted with swift embarrassment. I hesitated, heart slamming, then fetched the disc I’d chosen and tried to sound casual.

“I brought up a CD I thought you might like. Maybe watch it when you’re alone.” I forced a smile, praying I looked less awkward than I felt.

She glanced up, curiosity flickering in her eyes. “What’s on it, love?”

Her tone was gentle, cautious.

I swallowed, trying to sound nonchalant. “It’s, er… it’s a porn film.”

Something subtle shifted. She went still, weighing my words. There was silence, tension thickening. Then, quietly, she asked, “Anthony, why would you think I needed that sort of thing?”

Nerves seized me. It was time to tell the truth. “Yesterday, the office closed, so I came home early—with flowers. I…I didn’t realise you were…busy. I saw you, by accident. I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry.”

Mortification flooded her face. There was a long, agonising pause. Her eyes grew wide and bright, her cheeks suddenly blooming with a hot, red flush. Without a sound, she rose, moving with silent urgency, and left the room. I heard the hurried drum of her footsteps on the stairs and then, after a moment, the soft click of her bedroom door.

What now? I couldn't leave it like this, the confession hanging heavy between us. Driven by a need I couldn’t name, I followed her up the stairs, pausing at her door. I knocked softly and slipped into her dimly lit room.

She sat there, small and vulnerable on the edge of her bed, her back curved towards me, face buried in her hands. Her voice was barely above a whisper, trembling with humiliation—“Please. Go away.”

I lowered myself onto the bed beside her, close enough that her trembling reached me, the air thick with embarrassment and something more—something dangerous, unspoken. I needed to close the ache that hung between us. My voice, softer than I expected, barely disturbed the stillness. “Ma’am... there’s absolutely nothing shameful about touching yourself. Honestly. I do it all the time, have done since I figured out my own body. In bed, under a hot shower, hell—even a sneaky quickie in the work bathroom. Everyone does. It’s natural, it’s exhilarating... and best of all, it’s yours, free and private.”

The absurdity of spilling my secret pleasures to her struck me hard. Shouldn’t she have been the one teaching me about desire and bodies, instead of this reversed confession?

Her lips trembled as she replied, voice tight. “You’ve embarrassed me. You’ve humiliated me, Anthony.”

A knot twisted inside me—guilt, empathy, and an odd tenderness. “No, ma’am, if anyone should feel shame, it’s me. I never stopped to think that you’re still vibrant, still hungry for pleasure, that you have urges, needs... I’m sorry. It wasn’t fair.” I stood, a tension thrumming through my bones, and set the disk gently down on her duvet. “Look... if you’re going to enjoy your body, don’t settle for those trashy teasers. Try something real. These are all honest. Some are softer, some wild, but nothing you can’t handle. And if you want to experience something new, or just change up the scenery—I have plenty. Trust me, it’s better than pretending you don’t have these needs.”

Dinner the following evening was tainted by an awkward hush, each forkful mechanical and punctuated by tight glances. Later, as she sat with her book shielding her face, I bit the bullet. “So?”

She didn’t look up. “So what, darling?” It was little more than a whisper.

“Did you—did you watch it?” I pressed, eyes locked on her downcast profile.

There was a pause, stubborn silence hanging between us. “Emma,” I coaxed, letting a slow, sly smile curve my lips, “no one could resist at least having a peek. Don’t try to play innocent.”

Her lips pressed into a stubborn line, silent defiance that only made me more curious.

“Tell me,” I teased, lowering my voice. “If you won’t answer, I’ll have to make you sit through it with me.”

She flared, sharp as a slap. “All right! I watched it, okay? There, you wrung it out of me. Now, can we talk about something else?”

I wasn’t finished. There, in her confession, I sensed something beautiful—an awakening. “But did you like it?” I leaned forward, gaze hungry.

She studied her hands, then lowered the book with a sigh, resignation trembling in her voice. “Since you clearly know all my secrets now, yes—it was... the real thing. And it was very arousing.”

I grinned, muscles relaxing. “Did you treat yourself while you watched it?” My words were a spark, shameless.

Her answer was clipped. “That’s none of your business.”

Still I pressed, unable to let go of my erotic curiosity. “I’m just trying to find what excites you. Did you come, ma’am?”

She measured her next words, eyes flickering, soul stripped bare. “If you must know, yes. Now, please—can we leave it at that?”

I stepped back, a smug satisfaction blooming within. I’d opened a door in her, and I wasn’t about to shut it again.

The next day, my mind spun with the possibilities of how to deepen her pleasure, send her body careening higher. Should I offer her a toy—a vibrator, maybe—but then again, maybe she already owned one, and there was a world of unexplored desires yet to discover.

Sue, as usual when her period was approaching, was prickly and distant—her mood the sharp edge of a well-worn pattern. I relished her company, even in her irritable spells, but she’d rather hit the town with her girlfriends than linger at home with me. Normally, I'd drown such restless evenings in pints and pub banter, but tonight, for reasons I couldn’t quite admit, I stayed in.

That was when something in Emma shifted, her demeanor unexpectedly effervescent. There was an effervescent playfulness in the curve of her lips, a brightness in her laughter I hadn’t seen in years. She brazenly pinched my ass as she glided past me, nimble and teasing, escaping my mock-pursuit with a delighted squeal. At dinner, she outdid herself.

"Did you have a good day, Anthony?" she asked, her eyes sparkling flirtatiously over the rim of her glass. "Behaved yourself, I hope."

I blinked, thrown off by her mischievous tone. "What do you mean—behaved myself?"

She lowered her voice, her words decadent with innuendo. "Didn’t sneak off for a little private pleasure in the loo then?"

The frank, sexual banter dripping from her tongue was intoxicating—her newfound candor as fresh and heady as spiced wine. Was her spirit unbound now that I’d teased the truth from her? Reeling, I played along, savoring the easy, heated tension growing between us. "No, Sue wears me out every night. I’m too exhausted to think straight."

I half expected a smack on the wrist for such crudeness, but she only lifted a brow and murmured, "Just make sure you don’t get her pregnant." Then, leaning forward as though sharing a delicious secret, she added, "Tell me, do you think the women at your office touch themselves at work?"

Her boldness electrified me—it was a conversation I never dared imagine. I tried for a casual tone. "Oh, definitely. Or at least, every man likes to fantasize about it. If a woman disappears for more than ten minutes, the whole office trades glances, convinced she’s off for a naughty escape."

Grinning, eager to see how far she’d let herself go, I tossed the question back in her lap. "And you, Emma? Ready to try some new… scenery?"

She shrugged, her voice languid with false disinterest. "Whenever, darling. Doesn’t much matter to me."

But the glint in her eye betrayed her. That was far too nonchalant—she wanted a new thrill.

After we finished eating, I returned from my room with a stack of videos. I set them before her, letting my voice linger over the lurid details. "'Flying High'—everyone’s screwing on an airplane. Passengers humping the crew, the captain getting his cock sucked in the cockpit."

She feigned dismay, eyes wide with mock horror. "Thank goodness for the autopilot," she quipped, her lips twitching with suppressed laughter.

I grinned, emboldened. "'Spirited Passion'—three girls trapped in a haunted mansion, fucked silly by oversexed ghosts. Not remotely believable, but fun. And this one…" I lowered my voice, "‘Roped In’—bondage. Something you might enjoy, perhaps?"

A look of genuine curiosity flickered across her face. "Bondage? What’s that?"

"Couples switch roles, tie each other up. One is helpless, the other wickedly creative." My voice dropped lower, huskier, savoring the tension pulsing between us.

She frowned, trying to disguise her intrigue. "What a peculiar thing. I suppose, out of curiosity…I’d have a look."

It was all the invitation I needed. A devilish idea sparked inside me, reckless and wild. What would she do if I pushed boundaries further?

With a surge of boldness, I left the room, returning with three tea towels clutched in my fist and a straight-backed chair, setting it near the television. Her eyes widened, alarm battling with anticipation. "What are you doing, Anthony?"

My tone was low, commanding. "Come here, Emma. Sit down."

She shook her head in protest, backing toward the door, defiance mounting in her blush. "No—I most certainly will not," she insisted, her voice trembling between fear and forbidden thrill.

Blocking her attempt to flee, I caught her effortlessly—my arm sliding beneath her waist, her body light and vibrating with apprehension. She squirmed and objected, but I swept her off her feet, feeling the delicate tension in her muscles as I carried her to the chair and deposited her onto the seat, her startled breaths quick and shallow.

She stared up at me, wide-eyed, fear shimmering in her gaze. “What has gotten into you, Anthony? Are you completely out of your mind?” There was a quiver in her voice, somewhere between indignation and something softer—unspoken curiosity, perhaps.

Without a word, I unrolled a tea towel, drawing her wrists behind the broad wooden back of the chair. The fabric looped around her slender arms, warm skin yielding beneath the rough weave, and I secured the impromptu binding with deliberate care. She twisted and resisted, her breath hitching, her protests intensifying. “Take these off. Right now. How dare you do this to me?” But her threats blended with vulnerable, pleading edges: “Please, Anthony, I don’t feel well, let me go.”

I moved to her legs, catching a sharp, desperate kick—twice, the curve of her bare foot connected with my cheek, a red stinging heat blooming where she struck. I refused to let up, tugging her shoes free with a controlled, lingering touch—feeling the smoothness of freshly-bared skin. Her ankles, flushed and delicate, were soon secured to opposite corners of the chair, her legs helplessly parted.

Throughout, she fought against me with a wild, fragile energy—her words careening from threats to supplications. But then her tone shifted, brittle pretence hardening into unusual composure. “Anthony,” she breathed, lowering her voice. “I realize we’ve been… exploring personal boundaries, but this—this is too much. If I’ve given you any wrong impression, I was mistaken. I’m sorry if I… misled you.”

I paused, fingers brushing across my stinging nose, checking for any sign of blood. “You’re in no danger, ma’am. This is just an experiment—nothing more.” My voice came out low, even—deliberate. “I’m not going to lay a finger on you. We’re just going to do something a little different—watch together, while you stay tied and I stay free.”

I selected a disc—my own private cut, a compilation of the most feverishly erotic scenes I owned. I pressed play and let the room slip into half-shadow, the butter-gold glow from the television flickering over her restrained limbs.

Emma was still adamant, her protests pitched and anxious. “Anthony, I don’t want to watch pornography tonight. The towel is too tight—I swear I’m going to faint…” Her words faded as the video’s sounds filled the dark. “And I’m not watching anyway. My eyes are shut. I refuse to look.”

I sank into an armchair behind her, close enough to breathe in her uncertain tension, far enough for her to strain to see me if she tried. Flickering on the screen: a genuine, unscripted couple at home. The naked girl straddled her partner and, with a reckless, primal confidence, guided her slick heat just inches from his face. His hands wrapped his own throbbing length, wrestling back release, as her body trembled closer to climax—her gasps audible, raw, alive.

Her fingers tangled in his hair as she rode his lips, desperate and grinding, hips bucking while he groaned through her orgasm. His pleasure matched hers a heartbeat later—long, hot ribbons pulsing from him as she pressed herself hungrily to his mouth.

Midway through, the resistance in her seemed to dissolve, replaced by resignation—or perhaps, reluctant fascination. Her breathing steadied, her limbs stopped straining, and with a deep, exaggerated sigh—part exasperation, part surrender—she slumped into the chair, as if giving herself over to the moment, for my sake. I watched her silhouette, intent on every unconscious twitch of her body, every hint of arousal she could not quite conceal.

The film flickered into a new, wickedly enticing scene—undeniably one of the most explicit, electrifying things I'd ever witnessed. The camera focused on a young woman, pale and gorgeous in her absolute vulnerability. She was splayed across a bed, completely naked, wrists bound securely to the headboard, ankles parted mercilessly wide and lashed to the foot of the mattress. A cushion pushed up her hips, presenting her glistening sex, exquisitely exposed—an invitation impossible to ignore.

The man attending to her was ruthless in his skill. I watched as he knelt between her spread thighs, fingers and tongue working in unrelenting tandem, expertly keeping her teetering at that razor-edged precipice. Her breathing was ragged, desperate, her pleas spilling out—wordless sobs of frustration and longing. Every deft flick of his tongue against her swollen clit made her convulse, her whole body arching as if jolted by a surge of electricity—so achingly close, yet endlessly denied release. He played her perfectly, teasing her sanity until she trembled, sweat beading along her brow.

Beside me, Emma watched with wide, unblinking eyes, her attention hypnotically fixed on the screen. I noticed the way her hips began to roll against the hard wooden seat, tiny, involuntary thrusts betraying betrayal. Her cheeks were flushed, parted lips wet and needy. When she stole a furtive glance in my direction, I caught the shimmer of arousal in her gaze—a silent admission she was helpless to hide.

On the screen, the man murmured promises, telling the trembling woman she was seconds away from bliss. I shifted my chair, easing closer, letting my breath tickle Emma’s ear. My voice, low and intimate, coiled its way into her thoughts. “How does your pussy feel right now, ma’am? Is it swollen, slick—aching like hers, desperate for attention?”

She didn’t reply, but the rapid rhythm of her breath gave her away.

I teased her with silk-soft words, my tone practically a caress. “Imagine, darling—your thighs cruelly spread apart, your cunt wet and twitching, but your hands are helpless, tied tight. That burning ache, the throbbing need—driving you wild, and there’s nothing you can do but writhe and beg. I bet you’d give anything just to touch yourself, wouldn’t you?”

Her eyes slid shut, jaw tense, each exhale shuddering through clenched teeth. “Will you just stop…” she growled, only to falter on a trembling moan—“Why are you doing this to me?”

Still only a breath away from her ear, I whispered, “I’m doing it because I intend to tease you until you’re utterly undone. When you finally come, it’ll tear through you—bigger and hotter than you’ve ever felt before. But you get to choose, love… Will you grind yourself shamelessly against the chair, or would you rather beg to have your fingers free so you can fuck yourself properly? Tell me—what do you want most?”

On the screen, the man slid a thick finger inside the desperate woman, his thumb dancing at her clit. She begged in a broken voice. He planted his hands by her shoulders, body hovering above, then pressed forward. His cock breached her, filling her with a torturously slow thrust. He taunted her with each stroke, commanding the tempo even as she pleaded for more. Finally, mercifully, he gave in, slamming faster, plunging so deep her cries splintered the air. Her climax came in violent, yelping bursts, hips jerking uncontrollably—her slickness pouring out, glimmering down her thighs.

I turned back to Emma, words thick with hungry encouragement. “You must be right there, too, darling—so close you can barely breathe. All you need is your fingers. Wouldn’t it feel so good?”

She panted harshly, mouth parted, rocking her hips again and again against the seat, no longer even pretending to resist the relentless tension coiling inside her. I let her flounder in that hopeless, beautiful struggle, knowing temptation was going to win, again and again.

At last, her restraint snapped with a gasp—“Yes, my fingers.” The anticipation was electric as I moved behind her, purposefully letting my fingers linger while unfastening the knots at her wrists, making every second an exquisite torture. She trembled in agitation, hissing, “For God’s sake, what are you doing?” Her desperation sent a jolt through me.

The instant her arms were free, her right hand shot forward with such urgency that I barely had time to lean clear. For a heart-stopping moment, her dress tangled around her thighs, but she managed to wrench it up, baring the soft swell of her hips and the delicate lace of her panties. She clawed at them with a fevered impatience, but the elastic clung possessively, insisting on its place.

Undeterred, her hand slid under the thin fabric—her knuckles urgent and unmistakable, pressed tight against her pulsing core. Her other hand splayed across the inside of her thigh, fingers digging in as if to ground herself, her skin flushed and wild. Her ankles remained tethered wide, keeping her spread and vulnerable, her toes curling against the floor as the muscles in her calves quivered with delicious strain.

She rushed furiously, fingers working with reckless abandon beneath that stubborn cloth. I watched, transfixed, as pleasure took her in its teeth—her body arching, face tense, her breath sharp and ragged. Then, in a heartbeat, everything inside her seized. Her hand stilled beneath the lace as a ragged whimper escaped her lips—“Oh God.” The sound vibrated through the hush, her entire body shuddering against the chair, little sobs catching at her throat. Her eyes flew open, pupils blown wide with the force of it, while her exposed belly rippled and her chest heaved, every muscle alive with ecstasy.

For long, trembling seconds, she circled her fingers over that swollen, soaked flesh, shivering in the aftershocks, each whimper dissolving into liquid satisfaction. When at last the tremors receded, she slumped back heavily, her hand still nestled between her thighs, as if reluctant to leave the heat. She finally drew her fingers free, coated and glistening, and let her arm fall limp at her side.

A full minute ticked by, her throat fluttering with a rapid pulse, until slowly she raised her head to meet my gaze. Her eyes, wide and astonished, searched mine, her voice barely a whisper. “Phew.”

I knelt, loosening the bindings at her ankles, gentle now, and then gathered her up, weightless, in my arms. I carried her to the sofa, laying her tenderly across my lap, her body warm and sated. I pressed gentle kisses to her brow, her nose, then softly to her mouth, tasting the sweet salt of her exertion. For a long time, we simply held each other in the charged silence, letting our breathing mingle, the air thick with everything shared and unspoken.


Part 2

Gently, I reached down and freed her ankles from their restraints, lifting her effortlessly into my arms and cradling her against my chest. I settled her across my lap on the sofa, feeling her warmth seeping into me. Lowering my lips to her, I pressed a soft kiss to her forehead—salty and sweet from the sheen of her perspiration—then trailed my mouth down to the delicate bridge of her nose, finally lingering on her parted lips. The taste of her—so raw and human—sent a quiet thrill through me.

She tucked her face into my chest, trembling ever so slightly. I gathered her closer, my arms a protective cocoon, stroking her back as her breath slowed and her spine uncurled. She felt so fragile and precious in my arms—a wild urge bloomed to cradle her, to rock her gently as if I could soothe every quiver with my embrace.

After a while, her breathing evened and she shifted, the most subtle stir. Turning over on my knees, she dropped her feet to the floor with a hesitant grace—a tentative rocking, a bold attempt to stand spoiled by her own unsteadiness. She fell back against me with a soft, endearing bump. The second try, I eased her ascent with a guiding hand at her waist—just the lightest push, helping her find her feet.

She wobbled for a moment, regaining her balance, then turned to face me. Bare feet parted for stability, her arms slack at her sides, she looked utterly disheveled. Her immaculate hair had surrendered to chaos, a wild lock spilling over one eye. Her dress, rumpled and clinging, clung to her curves in sweet disorder—the fabric twisted, crinkled, reduced to a fragile riddle around her hips.

A frown flickered on her face as she tried to coax the stray curl away by puffing out her bottom lip and blowing upwards, but it only fluttered. She looked so adorably undone—breathtaking and almost comical—that laughter bubbled up inside me. I bit it back, not wanting to break the spell.

Reasserting her composure with a hint of dramatics, she straightened and declared, "I believe now is a good time for a shower," pausing theatrically. "That is, if you permit me." I answered with a flourish—a teasing, indulgent wave of my hand.

She took a step, realized her shoes languished by the chair, bent to fetch them—and stalled. She caught herself, glancing backwards, aware her bottom would be a spectacle for me. She tugged at her wrinkled hem, gathering dignity, then shuffled in an awkward little half-circle, keeping her gaze level with mine, lips pursed in delicious mock outrage. I could have watched her forever—this playful performance, all pride and vulnerability on display.

With new resolve, head high, she swept from the room, purpose in each stride.

Only then did I notice the lingering dampness beneath me—a telltale spot darkening my lap. Inspecting the chair, I saw the evidence—liquid glistening, a memory of her dissolving boundaries. I moved quickly, fetching a sponge and erasing the marks before she could see, wanting to spare her any unnecessary shame.

As for my own predicament—wet trousers, sticky boxers—I crept to my bedroom for a discreet change, slipping into fresh fabric with a quiet thrill still simmering under my skin.

When she returned, she entered with cool formality, keeping her distance. She’d transformed: a modest three-quarter skirt, a blouse buttoned demurely right up to her neck, every hair controlled, every button fastened. Sitting primly, hands folded in her lap, she stared ahead—her face a careful blank.

Breaking the silence, I chose my words gently, letting them settle between us: "I see you’ve changed."

She spun around, eyes narrowed with a certain haughty indignation, lips curled in a mocking little grin. “Oh, I can’t possibly imagine the reason, can you?” Her words dripped with irony. “Oh, and by the way, my clothes are soaking in the laundry basket, but if you’re feeling especially depraved, you’ll find my panties left just on top. Isn’t that what perverts do, after all? Play filthy games with what isn’t theirs?”

A thrill of laughter threatened to escape me, but I held it back, matching her arched brow with a taunting smirk of my own. “And what crime have I committed tonight to earn that title—pervert?”

She gave an incredulous huff, piercing me with a look that was equal parts accusation and fierce pride. “‘Why?’” she echoed, shaking her head. Then her tone sharpened, slicing through the silence. “Why? Maybe because you attacked me in ways you refuse to admit. That qualifies as sexual assault, or am I mistaken?”

I stayed composed, watching her, a storm in a teacup. “Assault? Come now—I never even touched you.”

She straightened, eyes wide as though a sudden revelation hit her like electricity. Raising her delicate fingers to her temple, she flexed them as if massaging away an unseen ache. “Oh, of course, how silly of me. Now it’s all perfectly clear. I must have been seized by some overwhelming urge—to tie myself up, to wriggle in those tight knots, to put on that filthy CD for my own depraved entertainment. Maybe I dreamed you were forced to watch me writhe and moan and lose control in front of you.” Her sarcasm dripped, deliciously dark.

A glance at the clock told me my escape route was ready. There was still time to catch a pint at the local pub and let the night air cool my head. “I’ll leave you to those scandalous recollections, ma’am,” I said, voice casual. “The pub’s calling my name. We can argue over our reputations another night.”

It was our habit—no, our ritual—to seal departures with a kiss. Tonight, as I closed the distance, she threw up her hands dramatically, feigning horror. “Must you compound your sins and ravish me as well?” She twisted her elegant neck, shadows flickering in her eyes, but I pressed my lips just above her brow. She offered a half-hearted resistance, but I felt the heat of her skin and the tension that lingered.

Routine returned—somehow. Tuesdays, Sue disappeared into her Italian class; on Thursdays, she vanished to sweat it out at the gym, determined to keep that irresistible body honed and ready for my touch. Fridays meant drinks with the gang, laughter and flirtation, while Sundays were sacred—just she and I, sharing lazy hours tangled both in conversation and in sheets. We spent those other evenings exploring our impulses, matching each other’s hunger. She was sensual and knowing, never shy about taking what she wanted. Sue thrived on being watched, performing, telling me: “Tony, I’m so wet, so desperate for you to see.” She’d tease me, eyes aflame, drawing out her pleasure until she screamed, “Oh, God, are you watching me? Watch me while I come for you!” We discovered delights in every pose, every angle, greedy for experience and each other.

Back at home, the pattern with Emma resumed its old rhythm—her lost in a book, me clicking between sports and the endless temptations of the internet. The days after our intense encounter passed wordlessly, yet I couldn’t ignore the change: the new glimmer in her eye, the subtle shifts in her manner. Sometimes, I’d catch her gaze lingering on me, sultry with an unspoken dare, and the instant I met her eyes, she’d dip her head with a coy, almost girlish smile.

Once, she broke into laughter—a soft, irresistible giggle. I fixed her with a mischievous stare, refusing to look away until she finally glanced up, cheeks flushed, caught in the act. I didn’t hide my curiosity. “What’s so funny?”

She conjured an air of innocence, widening her eyes. “It’s nothing, darling. Just this book—some bits are absurdly funny, that’s all.” Her voice was sweet, but her smile was deliciously wicked.

She reveled in the delicious tension of shared secrets, the intoxicating game where her eyes would catch mine, a sly smile curling on her lips—each look whispering, I know what you know, and you know that I know. It was unabashed mischief, and I couldn’t help but imagine her afternoons spent exploring the depths of my porn collection, feeding her curiosity and stroking her desire. The thought of her, alone, aroused and entertained, brought a wicked thrill to my own mind. I pictured her, perhaps reclining with just her fingertips teasing herself, inspired by the scenes I’d loaded onto the hard drive. The evidence was subtle, but unmistakable—her casual remarks on which performances she preferred, analyzing the wetness, the abandon, the chemistry caught on screen, her feedback candid and at times surprisingly explicit.

Her language had evolved, too—she now used words like "pussy" and "clit" with a confidence that startled me. It was as if she’d been emboldened, newly fluent in the dialect of desire. She once asked me, with a glint of mischief, if the cocks in the films were real or merely humming latex impostors. And she no longer blushed when talking about people coming, but she frowned at the word "cunt," dismissing it as harsh, only fit for venomous political invective.

My father had passed away two years earlier at fifty-two, and the question had burned quietly in me since. One evening, intimacy softened by shared silence, I ventured, “Ma’am, did you ever truly enjoy sex with your husband?”

The question unsettled her, and I watched her wrestle with her answer, caught between truth and loyalty. At last, she confessed, voice gentle and distant, “Not really, no.”

Boldness took hold of me. “Did he ever satisfy you? Did you ever come with him?”

She laughed—a little brittle, a little forgiving. “I don’t think he ever realized women are supposed to. He’d climb on, fumble his way in, push and thrust until he finished, then roll away. Once, when he kept going for almost two minutes, I thought maybe—maybe there was more. But it slipped away. When he fell asleep, I’d stroke myself, quietly, and sometimes it was just enough to make me gasp. After that, I learned to wait until he snored, then I’d seek my own pleasure.”

Hearing this, my chest tightened with sorrow. “Was it always the same?” I asked softly.

She nodded. “Always in bed. Always with the lights off. In twenty years, he never saw me entirely naked. It was as if sex belonged to the dark.”

There was nothing I could change about her past, but part of me ached for her, knowing at forty-two she was far too young to be done with pleasure. I wanted to show her what she’d missed, but desire and boundaries warred inside me, leaving me restless.

Mothering Sunday arrived, and Sue and her parents joined us for lunch at her father’s golf club. The afternoon sparkled with champagne and laughter in the glittering company. Sue’s mother and I swapped teasing glances while Emma, her cheeks flushed with wine, flirted shamelessly with Sue’s father, all under Sue’s knowing, amused gaze.

By the time day faded, Emma and I shared a cab home, both of us a little giddy from the drinks. She slipped out of her smart dress, letting herself relax utterly for the first time in days, sprawling in an armchair with her feet bare and lovely. I changed, needing release, sinking into the sofa to breathe and recover.

Then, entirely unexpectedly, she dashed across the room and nestled herself into my lap—her warm, soft weight pressing against me. It was spontaneous, almost childlike, yet thrilling with an undercurrent of sweetness and risk. Her left hand traveled to the back of my neck, pulling me down to her, her lips damp and lingering against my skin. “Thank you, Anthony,” she purred, voice thick with affection and wine. “You made today so special for me.”

My heart thudded. I smiled down at her, letting my fingers rest on the curve of her thigh. “I had a wonderful time too, ma’am.” The air between us was charged—intimate, heavy with possibility, and I drank in her presence with a hunger I barely dared to name.

She was all flushed and rosy, her laughter bubbling up around every word, still shimmering from the champagne. Her hands were dangerously bold, tugging me down until her lips, glossy and warm, brushed the shell of my ear. Breathless, delicious heat feathered against my skin, punctuated by giggles that ran straight down my spine. “I want to ask you something,” she murmured, each syllable trembling with tipsy mischief.

“Go on,” I encouraged, feeling her body soft and curvy where she pressed into me.

She struggled to find her words, giggles tumbling out between shattering bursts of hot breath until finally, catching her courage, she whispered, “When you… when you masturbate, do you think naughty thoughts?” And then, blushing fiercely, she covered her face with her hands—pretending at embarrassment, but I could sense she was reveling in the forbidden tension.

The alcohol had softened every inhibition, and it made me hesitate, weighing my reply with a sudden heaviness. “You’re tipsy, ma’am,” I warned, voice low, “You won’t thank yourself for this tomorrow.”

She pouted, her lips jutting sweetly, voice tinged with a childlike stubbornness. “Oh, pooh, just answer. Don’t make me beg.” There was something bubbling underneath her words—like she was playing a game, testing boundaries.

I let myself admit the truth, enjoying the confessional heat. “Of course. Naughty thoughts are the best part—most people need some spark to really… let go. Imagination is the most powerful sex organ there is.”

Her eyes glimmered with wicked curiosity. “What do you think about that makes you come?”

Our relationship was warping, bending into shapes I’d never expected, never dared envision. I knew, deep inside, that I was to blame for opening these doors. I’d contemplated what people would call an unspeakable possibility and recoiled from it; it was all tangled in shame and taboo. Still, I answered, honesty melting on my tongue. “My fantasies change. Sometimes I dream about a young girl touching herself in secret, not knowing I’m watching. When she lets go, so do I. Or I picture two girls, exploring each other for the first time with trembling hands and gasping lips. Sometimes I remember Sue and the way she turns to silk in my arms. What about you, ma’am? What stirs you up?”

She dodged my question, her lips ghosting against my ear, this time more intimate, whispering—“Do you ever think about sex with me?”

Ice-cold fear sliced through drunken heat. My voice snapped, brittle. “No, I don’t. And I hope you haven’t let yourself think like that either. This has to be a hard line, ma’am. I won’t touch you, you won’t touch me. Is that clear?”

Yet she only giggled, the sound thick with teasing, brushing it off as though it were all playful. “Darling, don’t get yourself in a twist. I’m only teasing. But if you were picturing me—doing all sorts of naughty things with me—in your mind while I didn’t get to feel any of it for real, well… that would be dreadfully unfair. Although—” She winked, lips wicked and full, “—strangely flattering.”

I needed this to stop, so I placed my words like a wedge between us. “Emma, erase the thought. If you weren’t the woman that raised me after I lost my poor mother, then maybe. But things being as they are, is too perverted so forget it ever crossed your mind. Promise me you won’t bring it up again.”

Mischief still sparkled in her eyes. She wagged a finger, all mock-scolding, “Don’t get nervous, love—you won’t find me sneaking into your bedroom. You’re perfectly safe.” She twisted on my lap, settling closer, the shift of her body drawing out my tension.

“I just wish my imagination worked the way yours does,” she murmured, her tone half wistful, half sultry. “I’ve never had real erotic memories to play with—only blanks. Will you tell me a sexy story, Anthony? Something I can cling to, next time I’m alone… and in need?”

Her arousal was palpable, the flush on her cheeks deepening, her breaths uneven and eager, and I knew the wine had coaxed forth desires she rarely voiced. I treaded carefully, murmuring, "How about I write you something on my computer? Then, when you're in the right mood, you can read it—privately."

But she only grew more insistent, her voice sulky and drenched in longing. "No. I want to hear it from you. Right now."

There was no escape from her demand; she wanted this, and I felt myself drawn into her game despite every warning bell in my head. I scrambled for a story—one from Sue’s rather extensive favorites—and resolved to keep it on the safer side, my voice flat as I began: "It's a lazy afternoon in a nearly deserted cinema. You're alone in your row, content, until—"

She cut me off with an impatient glare, frustration throbbing in her tone. "You sound like you're reciting the weather report. If this is meant to make me squirm, you're failing. Slow down. Savor it."

A heavy sigh escaped me. "Ma’am, you're going to get too worked up, and I shouldn't even be going down this road."

She beamed wickedly, refusing to relent. "Darling, it’s Mother’s Day. Don’t you think I deserve to be spoiled a little?"

With a flourish, she stretched herself out across my lap, shifting, her body sinuous, head cushioned like a pampered cat. She commanded, voice breathy and teasing, "There, now I’m ready for your story—the sexy version, as it should be."

Years of storytelling for Sue had made me deft, and I slipped into a softer register, letting my words flow silkily for her. "Picture it: afternoon sunlight flickers faintly behind heavy velvet curtains, casting shadows over a half-empty cinema. You have an entire row to yourself, plush burgundy seats, armrests cool beneath your hands. There's a hush, a delicious privacy; you feel as though you might be the only person watching this film… until you catch the sound—a faint shuffle—and notice someone has slipped into your row, just a few seats away.

"It's a young man. Handsome, unfamiliar. You hug your handbag tighter, your pulse prickling, but you try to focus on the movie, feeling the weight of his gaze linger on your skin. Every second, the tension sharpens, crackles. Soon, he rises—not to leave, as you'd hoped, but to move closer. He chooses the seat right beside you.

"Your heart stutters. Anxiety and excitement war inside you as you sit frozen, legs pressed together, nails digging into your palms. You stare at the screen—but the flickering images are lost, blurred by your own swirling thoughts. Why has he chosen you? What does he want?

"And then, so carefully, so audaciously, his hand slips to your knee, fingers firm, possessive. There's a thrill—fear and something far hotter—rippling through you, leaving you lightheaded. You want to cry out, to leap away, but your body feels heavy, languid, disobedient. It's as if you’re pinned by invisible threads of anticipation.

"His touch travels slow, deliberate—edging your dress up, exposing your bare thighs to the cool air. You should object, you tell yourself, you should stop this stranger. But you want to know—what will he do next? Why can’t you tell him to stop? Instead, you let him push your knees apart, that wicked thrill growing deeper, your breaths shuddering as you surrender to his touch…"

Emma’s body began to writhe slowly, a sinuous sweep of movement that drew my gaze. Her left hand rose with deliberate intent, cupping the swell of her breast through the thin fabric and giving it a slow, needy squeeze. Her other hand slid downward, gliding across her thigh, then settled between her legs, though her dress was still draped tantalizingly over her skin, barely concealing her growing arousal.

My words came out breathless, low and urgent, winding around her desire. “Your pulse is pounding, wild and uncontrollable, each heartbeat echoing with want. Some part of you is whispering for him to stop—but is that really what you want? You turn to face him, hoping for answers in his eyes, but he only stares straight ahead, stoic and impassive, as if nothing out of the ordinary is happening. You flick your gaze downward and realize your dress has bunched up, your thighs now shamelessly bare for him. He trails his fingers along the delicate, sensitive skin inside your thigh, his touch shooting sparks that make your breath catch. Every inch he moves higher is electric, your need blooming wet and insistent, spreading like fire heat between your legs. Suddenly, your thighs part farther, unbidden, inviting, your senses shattering whatever rules you thought you had.”

Emma’s own breathing quickened, her thighs shifting apart as if following the rhythm of the story. The urgency thickened in the air, rife with desire.

“He finds your panties, glides his hand over the soaked material, teasing mercilessly. Your body feels impossibly heavy, sinking into the velvet seat, anticipation fogging your head. With a slow, almost wicked persistence, he slips his fingers beneath the waistband, making their illicit descent toward your aching heat. You want to stop him, whisper ‘no’—but your body is betraying you, desperate and slick, fluttering open. Your pussy throbs eagerly, pulse beating out an impatient invitation.”

I watched as she hiked her dress higher, shamelessly baring her thighs, her fingers dipping beneath the edge of her panties, drawn into the throes of her own arousal. Her lips parted, her breath thick and audible, chest rising and falling with enchanting anticipation.

“He pushes two fingers inside you—deep, slow, probing—igniting every nerve ending until a gasp escapes you, trembling and raw. He slides between your folds, circling your clit, stroking, drawing sultry, exquisite little sparks that make your whole body throb for more.”

Emma had her eyes closed, her breaths coming in short, heated gasps, lost in the vividness of my words. She opened her legs wider, slipping her hand into her own panties, hips tilting, searching for friction.

“Your body is alight, trembling, the world narrowed to nothing but this electric want. You can barely move, limbs heavy with feverish need, except your eyes—darting left, catching sight of him now stroking his stiff cock, slow and purposeful, as though he knows you’re watching. Then he lets go, squatting between your parted legs, his hands tugging at your panties, seeking bare, forbidden flesh. You arch up, offering yourself to him, mindless with anticipation, and wonder—why are you letting him? What kind of madness is this?”

Without warning, she rose, her voice husky, demanding—“Take them off.”

I froze, startled. “What?” The word seemed to hang between us.

She stared at me, unflinching, her meaning clear, unmistakable. “Take off my panties. Do it. Now.” Her command was absolute, her need undeniable, so I obeyed—carefully, sliding them down, peeling the damp fabric from her legs and freeing her completely.

She arched her hips, lifting herself further so the hem of her dress bunched at her waist, unveiling everything to the soft hush of the room. For the first time, her sex was revealed to me—raw, exquisite, intensely feminine. Her mound was lush with dark, untamed hair, beautifully wild, and beneath that thicket her lips were swollen, blushing from arousal, glistening wet and inviting. Her fingers moved in a languid, sensual circle, parting the drenched silk of her sex. Every brush of her fingertips coaxed a delicate, slick sound that filled the air with a promise of pleasure. The heat of her arousal wafted up, sharp and intoxicating, filling my senses.

Surrendering control to her fantasy, I murmured gently, “Tell me, ma’am… what is he doing now?”

She was panting, her words shaky and ragged with need. “He’s kissing the inside of my thighs,” she said, her voice shuddering as anticipation twined with pleasure. Her clit stood out, dark and eager, while her hand circled it in slow, teasing strokes.

Abruptly, a gasp tore from her, raw and desperate. “God, he’s going to lick me—” The words quivered in the air as she reclined further across my lap. With a sudden, hungry motion, she drew her feet up, knees splayed wide, the soles of her feet digging into my thigh for leverage. Her voice was ravaged with longing as she moaned, “He’s licking me now.” Her fingers were no longer hers—they were his, an imaginary, dedicated tongue tracing along the drenched seam of her sex.

Now, lost in the grip of her fantasy, she groaned, “He’s sucking my clit, he’s going to tip me over, make me come…” Each word was a shiver, each caress of her fingers more frantic as the ecstasy built relentlessly. Her hips rocked, small sounds escaping her lips, as she circled her clit faster and faster.

When the pleasure finally detonated inside her, her voice broke open and she whispered, almost pleading, “Oh, God, it’s happening—I’m coming, I’m coming…” Her breath stalled, her whole world suspended on that thin wire of bliss, fingers plunging deeper into her throbbing core.

The orgasm overtook her in a sharp, sweet wave: her body snapped into a taut, trembling arc, balanced on her feet and shoulders, pelvis lifting high off my lap, her swollen sex exposed and insistent. The first pulse was so fierce it wrenched a piercing cry from her, her body quaking as another wave followed, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth parted.

She didn’t stop. Her fingers whirled mercilessly over her sensitive clit and another fierce jolt made her sob, “Oh God, I can’t stop, I can’t—” Pure sensation swept her away, her back arching, thighs wide and uncontrolled, trembling with every aftershock until finally, utterly spent, she fell forward, collapsing onto my lap.

She lay there, splayed, fingers resting inside her slick warmth, gently stroking as the last electric pleasure faded away. Her chest heaved. She went quiet, drained, her arms dropped limply by her sides, knees still parted, open and vulnerable.

A minute slipped by in silence. At last, she drew a long, steady breath and eased her knees together, bringing her legs straight and demure. Lifting her head, she glanced down the length of her body, saw her dress rumpled about her waist, and with a small, self-conscious movement, pulled the soft fabric down to cover her glistening sex once more.

The silence between us became thick, pulsing with energy and anticipation as the seconds elongated into a timeless hush. I was acutely aware of her every breath—the gentle rise and fall of her chest just beneath the thin fabric of her dress, now smoothed over her hips. Finally, unable to bear the intensity of our quiet any longer, I broke the spell with a softly-voiced question: "Do you even remember what the movie was about?"

She burst out laughing—a shimmering, unstifled sound that tumbled around us and seemed to sweep away any lingering doubt. Her arms reached up for me, wordlessly requesting closeness. I helped her shift, feeling the subtle tremor of aftershocks still flickering through her body, and she guided my face to hers, pressing her lips warmly and confidently against mine—a kiss suffused with affection rather than desire, but no less intimate for it.

In that moment, her entire face was alight with pleasure—a girlish radiance I had never seen her wear quite so freely before. Her eyes danced with mischief as she giggled, admitting breathlessly, "I really am being terribly naughty, aren't I?" The impish sparkle in her gaze left no room for denial.

Even as the softness of her kiss faded from my lips, my imagination spun out possibilities. That delicious question hummed through me, hot and thrilling: just how far might her naughtiness go?


Part 3

She turned her gaze towards me, those twinkling eyes suddenly sharpened by mischief, her lips still lingering with warmth from our harmless kiss. The taste of her laughter, the intimacy of that moment—even if not sensual—flooded the space between us with electricity. She giggled, light and airy, “I’m getting really naughty, aren’t I?” The words seemed to dance over my skin, tingling with promise. How far would she go down this enticing path?

She slid off my lap with a fluid grace and stepped away, turning back to face me, her cheeks flushed and her hair catching the light. “This has been, without question, the most wonderful Mother’s Day ever.” Suddenly, she looked down, then covered her mouth in playful shock. “Oh, Anthony—your trousers…”

Following her gaze, frustration surged through me, a deep groan slipping free. “Ma’am, honestly. That’s the second pair you’ve managed to ruin.”

She leaned forward, cupping my jaw in her delicate fingers, pressing my cheeks together with an affectionate squeeze. “Don’t you worry, darling. I will take care of them.” Stretching languidly, she arched her back, every line of her body radiating newfound confidence. “I’m off for a shower. Toss my panties in the basket once you’re done playing with them.” She snatched them from the air as I flung them her way, her movement smooth, undoubtedly practiced. My body ached, my mind spinning with desire as I watched her bare legs disappear up the stairs, the sound of her footsteps lingering long after she was gone.

Alone, I sank deeper into thought, replaying the wild, unpredictable upheaval of the past four weeks. She had blossomed a reserved, dignified, mature woman—a forty-two-year-old conservative widow—into a woman nearly transformed: vibrant, insatiable, obsessively curious about every facet of sex and pleasure. Her happiness glowed from her skin, and every day she seemed to shine a little brighter.

She explored every fantasy, devouring my hidden porn collection, openly discussing the most shocking practices as if they were recipes for a Sunday roast. The memory of her once struggling to break free when I tied her to a chair, distressed as I teased her with a bondage video—those days seemed distant. Now, she shamelessly pleasured herself in my lap, her body grinding onto me, coaxing me to tell her wicked tales while she shattered with ecstasy. I wondered—not without guilt—if I was leading her down the right road, or if this new world might swallow her whole.

But she needed more—a life outside, someone to share her passion. It had been two long years since real sex with anyone, and, if she was honest, my late father had never satisfied her needs anyway.

Everything changed one quiet evening. As I lounged upstairs, she stepped out of the bathroom, droplets glinting on her bare calves, her robe loosely knotted around her. With effortless assurance, she parted it, revealing the pale, smooth expanse of her waist. “Look,” she breathed, inviting my gaze, her fingers pinching the faintest curve of flesh. “If I’m to be a porn star, this has got to go.”

She stood there, lower half exposed without a hint of shyness, utterly transformed. Five-foot-four of femininity: lush, dark hair cropped short; breasts, soft and enticing; those legs—longer than I’d ever realized, graceful from hours at the club Sue and I frequented. Losing weight had only sharpened her appeal, and I couldn’t help but appreciate her fresh allure.

A smile tugged at my lips as I took in the sight of her—the woman that was like a mother to me, yes, but so much more. “You look beautiful to me. What could possibly be wrong with you?”

She pouted, the tip of her tongue teasing at the corner of her mouth. “My problem? I’m fat, darling, that’s precisely the problem. I ought to punish myself with daily gym classes until it melts away.”

Our evenings slipped into a comforting routine: three spare nights a week that usually meant either drowning myself in pints and banter with mates, or curling up at home with her—she buried in her novel, me aimlessly scrolling through online temptations.

It had become deliciously commonplace for her to suddenly break the silence with questions wholly at odds with the moment, so I wasn’t thrown when she set her book aside, eyes glinting with curiosity. “How often do you suppose is reasonable for me to, you know, touch myself?” Her voice was soft, filled with both mischief and longing.

I kept my tone even, hiding the warm ache her candor sent through me. “I don’t think anyone’s composed a proper guideline, ma’am… I’d say as much as you crave it. Or until your beautiful pussy sighs in protest.” My words hung in the air—a gentle goad, an invitation to indulge.

She pressed further, “How about you, Anthony? How seriously do you take your—personal needs?”

I pretended to ponder, letting anticipation stretch between us. “I haven’t logged the details, but I guess I stroke off about three hundred and sixty-five times a year…give or take a memorable afternoon.”

She smirked, eyebrows arching with playfulness. “And does the extra day in a leap year tempt you to overindulge?”

I put on a mock-wounded tone, feigning innocence. “Now, that would be excessive. I’m not a total pervert, ma’am.”

Her gaze dropped, her voice gentle and dangerous at once. “What I need,” she confessed, “is real sex. Of course you’d never break your silly boundaries.” Her admission was a murmur, coming from that place between curiosity and surrender.

I met her eyes, my own searching. “You wouldn’t truly want that, would you?”

Quietly, almost trembling, she admitted, “No…I know that would be…wrong. But sometimes, when I’m aching and desperate, it drifts through my mind. And fantasies are so damn persuasive when I’m burning.”

The dangerous edge to her words made me shiver. I knew something—something real—had to happen for her, lest that forbidden frontier beckon us both.

Just days later, another confession lingered in the sheets of evening. I’d just zipped up my tracksuit, heading down for soccer practice, when she emerged from her bath, still damp and exquisite, ensconced in a loosely tied robe. She stopped, serious and shy, but her eyes blazed. “I think I might be turning into an exhibitionist,” she announced, voice trembling between guilt and delicious bravado.

Intrigued, I pressed, “Really, ma’am? Where’s this coming from?”

Blushing, she leaned against the frame. “After my bath…I wanted to throw the window wide open, to show myself—naked, wanting. I longed to make someone watch, to see that hunger stoked by me. Imagine knowing a man was out there, stroking himself as he thought he was peeking at a secret.” A shiver crossed her. “The idea makes me ache.”

I reminded her softly, “You know I’ve watched you touch yourself…”

She waved that away, smirking. “You don’t count, darling. I want a stranger—a real, unseen voyeur—out there, believing he’s discovered something forbidden.”

A wicked thought sparked in me. “Have you ever tried turning the gaze on yourself?”

She looked charmed and utterly at a loss. “How would I even do that?”

I took her hand, threads of excitement winding through me, and led her towards her room. “Come here. Let me show you something—though you’ll have to forgive me if I hurry; the coach is on my case about punctuality.”

Her bed, inviting and rumpled, faced a wardrobe fitted with a mirrored pair of doors. Not quite full length, but enough to make her shiver with anticipation. I sank beside her, my breath feathering her cheek.

“Open your robe,” I whispered, “Spread your legs…Put your hand between those perfect thighs. Let the mirror show you how beautiful you are when you surrender to your own desire.”

She lifted her chin, craning desperately for a better view, and pouted in frustration. “I can’t see my pussy,” she murmured, annoyance coloring her voice. Before I could object or offer another solution, she scrambled into my lap, straddling me without a hint of hesitation, her gaze locking onto the mirror in front of us. “That’s much better,” she breathed, a wicked smile curving her lips. Elevated on my thighs, she finally had the vantage she craved.

Anxiety spiked through me as I glanced at my watch. “I’m really running late. Can’t you use some pillows, or fetch a cushion from downstairs?”

She waved off my suggestion with an impatient flick of her hand. “Oh hush, you’re just the right height—solid and comfortable.” Her words were tinged with irritation and something more primal. “Tell me, do I just start touching myself now?”

Impatience tugged at my nerves as I replied, “Yes, but please, make it quick.”

She shot me a sharp, sarcastic look. “‘Hurry up’? Mmm, I love a bit of romance,” she teased, her tone thick with playful scorn.

Parting her thighs with confident abandon, she pressed her palm low against her belly, then let her middle finger travel deliberately down, grazing the soft, yearning flesh between her legs. Instantly, her folds parted under her touch, glistening with slick promise as droplets of moisture shimmered along her flushed, crimson skin.

“Ma’am, I need to stop you for two reasons,” I cut in, unable to keep the tension from my voice. “First, I’m already in deep trouble for being late. Second, these are my only tracksuit bottoms—if you soak them, I’ll look utterly ridiculous.”

She uttered a frustrated sigh, her breath hot against my ear. “It’s very hard to focus with you nattering on,” she said, her patience threadbare. With a swift shrug, the bathrobe slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her waist and baring her completely. “Here, sit on this,” she instructed, handing me the robe. “And trust me, I’m so worked up it won’t take long.”

It struck me then—despite our intimate moments, this was the first time, as an adult, I’d seen Emma fully exposed. In the mirror, her breasts caught my eye: pert, softly curved, held high with natural firmness, the nipples standing out boldly, sweetly rounded and temptingly pink. They looked so inviting I couldn’t help but imagine my lips closing around them, teasing and tasting, even as I told myself I never would.

My pulse hammered in my ears as her hand moved with more intent, caressing in slow, wet circles that echoed in the hush of the room. The lewd, slippery sound of her arousal filled the air. She watched herself with a fascination that bordered on hunger, her eyes wide and dark, mouth parted as she sucked in uneven breaths. Her pleasure mounted; the tension in her body was unmistakable, nostrils flaring as she tipped her head back, surrendering to sensation.

Her voice was ragged, trembling with arousal. “God, this is so erotic,” she whispered, visibly trembling. “I’d never have imagined how exciting it could be to watch myself like this. Actually, some nipple play would really help now…”

A hard lump formed in my throat. “No, ma’am, that crosses the line—we can’t break the rules.”

She glared at me in open defiance. “Oh, to hell with the rules,” she shot back, her voice low and dangerous. “Depends how much later you want to be for practice, doesn’t it?”

My eyes darted once more to the ticking watch strapped to my wrist; time was slipping away, yet there was still a fleeting hope that I could make it—if I surrendered. She had me utterly cornered, her request hanging in the charged air, impossible to refuse. Resolutely, I slid my hands up to cradle the curves of her breasts, surrendering to her demand. My palms explored the soft, tempting mounds, moving in languid circles, and instantly her nipples responded, stiffening beneath my touch. Her breath caught—a barely audible gasp—then she murmured in a voice that throbbed with pleasure, “That’s lovely. Just like that.”

The heat of her bare skin pressed against me, her warmth so tangible it felt like sparks darted over my flesh. Her scent was heady—a mix of sweet bath oil and something deliciously raw that consumed my senses. My mouth hovered near the delicate hollow where her neck met shoulder, so close to her pulse that I longed to taste her skin. I forced myself not to lose control, even as need twisted low in my belly.

But willpower is fleeting. Panic flickered through my mind as I became achingly conscious of my cock stirring to life, thickening beneath her gentle weight.

Without missing a beat, she arched back, her bare bottom nestling more firmly against my growing erection. She tsked, her voice playfully scolding and thick with sugary reproach. “Anthony, what on earth is that? I do hope you’re not feasting on some filthy thrill from my little show,” she said, the wicked glint in her eyes betraying her delight. “That’d be so very wicked of you.”

She gave a subtle, tantalizing wriggle that rubbed her curves along my length—a torment, pure and simple. “Honestly, your protest is adorable. You are, aren’t you? I’m shocked. Utterly scandalized.” But her mouth wore a secret smile, and I could tell she was savoring every forbidden second.

Trying to mask my arousal, I managed, “It’s just… friction, honestly. Nothing to do with you. There’s not a single illicit thought in my head.” A bald-faced lie if ever there was one.

I swept my hands over her nipples, circling and teasing them, feeling them pebbled and raw beneath my touch. She exhaled sharply, almost whimpering, her words a barely-contained moan, “You and your cock have worked me right up. I’m so close—about to shatter. When I do, I want you to pinch my nipples. Hard. Promise me.”

Alarm danced through me, but she was resolute. “I don’t want to hurt you,” I whispered, my voice uncertain.

Her answer was a throaty, hungry growl. “Let me worry about pain. If you don’t want it, you’ll do as you’re told. When I say squeeze, don’t hold back. Give me everything.”

Her touch on herself was growing frantic, desperate; her fingers circled her clit with intoxicating purpose, her movements demanding release. Her gaze stayed riveted to her own swollen sex, her mouth parted, gasping for breath. “Oh God, here it comes,” she moaned.

Her body tensed, thighs straining, feet pointed and curled tight. Her fingers plunged deep, parting her slippery flesh as she shuddered, rotating them with feverish hunger. “Now. Squeeze,” she barked.

Obeying, I caught her hardened nipples between my fingers, rolling them with determined pressure. Her sharp gasp echoed back to me. “Harder, damn it. Squeeze them, don’t be gentle!”

My restraint snapped—I clamped down with enough force to leave marks, just as she demanded.

She wailed in ecstasy, her voice fractured. “Yes!” Her hand drove into her cunt, four fingers pressing into the soaked depths. Lost in the throes of her orgasm, her body convulsed, every muscle taut, as she fucked herself with shuddering, urgent thrusts, pulsing with wild, illicit pleasure.

Her face, reflected in the mirror, contorted in an exquisite mixture of torment and rapture, lips parted but utterly silent. For a wild, breathless moment, she seemed to suspend herself on the edge of oblivion—her body convulsing, abdomen tightening in relentless, delicious spasms. Only when the pulses of pleasure grew overwhelming did she finally let go—her breath bursting from her in a guttural, desperate gasp that echoed into the dim room. The raw sounds that fell from her throat were primal, animal—a music only the truly undone ever perform.

As her climax shimmered onward, she languorously withdrew her slick fingers, the glisten of her arousal catching the light. Even then she refused to surrender—those greedy fingers traced slow, teasing circles around her drenched folds, milking every lingering tremor, refusing to let the pleasure abandon her too soon.

At last, her limbs boneless, she sagged back against me and surrendered a long, sated sigh—her chest rising and falling, skin flushed and radiant. I let her linger there for the briefest afterglow, counting a slow three breaths before, with playful disregard, I let her tumble onto the mattress. I spared a furtive look down—relieved to find my tracksuit still untouched—and pressed my hand over the throbbing evidence of my arousal, willing myself into control. I made my escape, darting down the stairs toward the safety of the front door, her triumphant voice trailing after me with wicked humor: "If that wasn’t slam bam thank you, Ma’am, I don’t know what is!"

When the chaos of the evening faded and I returned home, she greeted me with a sly, knowing glint in her eye. “Did you make it in time?” she murmured, as if nothing scandalous at all had passed between us just hours before.

“Only just, thank you,” I managed, heat prickling up my neck. She kept silent about my little indiscretion in her bedroom—but as we sat together that evening, her gaze lingered, burning holes through the television and straight into me. Each time I glanced her way, she dropped her eyes demurely to her book, but her lips twitched with secret satisfaction. She was basking in her power over me, and she knew it.

Then, as though she’d simply switched gears, she dropped another bombshell. “You know,” she said, casual as you please, “I’m confident I’m not a lesbian.”

The statement caught me so off guard I just blinked, awkwardly scrambling for a reply. “I’ve never once thought you might be,” I said weakly.

Her eyes trapped mine, wicked and unflinching. “So why,” she purred, “do I sometimes find myself touching myself and fantasizing about another woman’s tongue on my pussy?” Her words lingered, lingering between us, daring me to judge, to deny.

I exhaled slowly, reassuring her—and myself. “Ma’am, honestly, that’s such a common fantasy. Even completely straight women have those thoughts. Sue, for example—she’s told me she dreams about it, even while I’m the one between her legs. Not that I found that especially flattering,” I admitted with a wry smile.

With a laugh that sparkled with challenge, she added, “So, if you’re aware of any women eager to participate, kindly let me know.” Despite her playful tone, I felt there was a core of desire running deep beneath the tease.

My thoughts scrambled, misfiring in a haze of confusion and heat. Was she truly contemplating a tryst with another woman? Before I could catch myself, my mouth betrayed me. “Actually, Sue’s mentioned more than once she’d love to try it...” The words left my tongue before sanity could catch up, and instantly my gut twisted in disbelief—dear God, had I really just said that?

But it was too late. Her slow, delighted smile answered everything. “Perfect,” she said, triumphant. “I’ll leave all the details to you.”

And so, in a single wild moment of reckless honesty, I plunged us both into thrilling, dangerous unknown.

Sue, my fiercely passionate girlfriend of nineteen summers, possessed a raw sexuality that seemed almost bottomless—an appetite for pleasure that could utterly drain even the most tireless lover. Her confidence in her own sensual allure was breathtaking; she reveled in displaying her lithe body, shamelessly teasing the world, stripping down whenever rules allowed and sometimes flagrantly ignoring their existence. The glances she’d collect on sun-drenched beaches—oh, she’d earned stern warnings from more than a few inspectors in high-vis jackets, but none of that tamed her.

Our intimacy hovered perpetually on the edge of exhibition, wanting to be seen, experienced, devoured. She adored pleasuring herself before my hungry gaze, panting and shuddering—her wantonness was utterly intoxicating. Whenever she lost herself to those waves of pleasure with me watching, it never failed: I would erupt, helpless, enthralled by her ecstasy. We spent most of our time together entwined—fucking, masturbating, or spilling fantasies in whispered tones, the air always thick with sexual anticipation. She was insatiable, thank god; we fit together in that savage, perfect way, two halves of one restless lust.

But that day my thoughts nervously circled the trap I’d so carelessly set for myself. How could I begin to confess to Sue what had tumbled out between me and the woman that was like a mother to me? That request—an invitation for Sue to bring her lips and tongue to Emma’s mature, needy cunt—how could I possibly suggest such a thing to my girlfriend? Did I even want to? And to my own surprise, as I rolled the idea over in my mind, an illicit tingle of desire lit my nerve endings. It was wrong, unthinkable… but how thrilling it might be.

That evening I was due at Sue’s. Over eighteen months we’d become lovers in every possible sense; both driven by athletic energy and curiosity, together we’d bent, twisted, and stretched into positions most couples would never dare attempt. But Sue thrived on invention. Tonight’s challenge was her newest playful creation. She balanced on her hands, her body inverted and legs split wide—her slick pink center level with my face, all exposed and inviting, trembling for attention.

I’d slipped my hands beneath her lean thighs, supporting her, but the sweet, trembling weight of her body was on her strong, trembling arms. Her pussy—so vulnerable, so wide open for me—was begging for my tongue. I teased her, feasted on her, thrusting my tongue as deep as I could, savoring salty, musky sweetness. Sue dissolved into laughter, her curses blending with moans as I worked her over, determined to break her. The effort was mutual—her arms shook, muscles quivering—but in the end her pleasure overwhelmed her: she collapsed, spent, into my hands, shuddering as a powerful orgasm claimed her, even while she hung upside down. We were both left breathless and trembling with laughter—so drenched in each other’s pleasure we might never untangle.

She was still cleaning herself up with tissues when the reality I’d been avoiding finally crept in. My mouth went dry as I searched for words, barely able to meet her sharp, bright eyes. “Sue, there's something I need to tell you,” I admitted, hearing my own voice falter.

Instantly, her eyes snapped to mine, suspicion darkening her features. “What?” she demanded, her tone edged with worry.

Struggling for composure, I stammered, “It’s… hard to explain. You’re really not going to like it.”

Before I could go further, she rose from her seat, turning squarely to face me, her hair tumbling around her bare shoulders. “I knew something was up,” she accused, voice tight with concern. “You’ve been acting so strange—weeks now. Is it another girl?”

“No, never,” I replied, my own voice fierce with denial.

She watched me a moment longer, uncertain. “Another man?”

I squeezed my eyes shut and let out a sharp, frustrated breath. “Don’t even joke about that,” I muttered, the very idea turning my stomach.

She settled back into her seat, her gaze level with mine, all her casual bravado falling away as she fixed me with an intent, almost unnerving seriousness. “So what is it, then? Tell me.”

The confession burned on my tongue, threatening to scorch me from the inside out. “It was about a month ago. I… I caught Emma—accidentally—masturbating.”

I faltered, letting the memory flicker in front of my eyes, but before I could explain further, Sue’s solemn facade broke; her lips quivered as she raised a hand, desperately trying to quell the laughter threatening to escape. But it was hopeless—her hand did little to stifle the strangled giggle that burst out. Her whole body trembled with silent mirth. I waited, watching her shoulders shake, my own discomfort deepening.

At last she regained control and wiped away the tears sparkling at the corners of her eyes. “God, I’m sorry. Really. I shouldn’t laugh—it just caught me off guard. I mean, you love her, I get that, and hell, it must’ve freaked you out. But, honestly?” She leaned back, looking so deliciously self-assured, her cropped top still riding high from our earlier antics. “So fucking what? She was just wanking herself off—what’s the big drama? She’s in her prime, gorgeous and single, probably aching with need. Get over it. Let it go.”

Despite her glibness, there was a warmth behind her words, but I wasn’t finished—my truth pressed harder. “If you’re done gloating, let me finish. She was watching some stupid late-night soft porn, so I—” I hesitated, my cheeks burning. “I gave her some of my real stuff. You know. The hard stuff.”

Sue’s eyes flashed wide, beneath the arch of her brow. “Seriously? You let her see all that? What did she think?”

I swallowed, feeling a bead of sweat gather at my temple. “It—well, it turned her on.” The admission floated in the charged air between us. I cleared my throat, my fingers gripping the arm of the chair. “Especially during the bondage scene. When I… tied her to a chair.”

Her pretty mouth dropped open, lips parted in shock and a glimmer of arousal. “You tied her up? No way. You are fucking with me.”

My words caught in my throat. “I’m serious. She got so hot watching it, and when I finally untied her hands she went wild, just started frigging herself, coming so hard right there.”

Sue stared at me, silenced by disbelief. Then, at last, she laughed again—sharper, this time, but incredulous. “Okay… this is some kind of joke, right?” I shook my head, my heart thudding.

Now she was intent as ever, her blue gaze serious. “There’s more, isn’t there?”

A cold sweat prickled beneath my arms. “Yeah. There’s more.” The words came out so quietly, so raw. “After we got home on Mother’s Day, she let me tell this filthy story. And as I told it, she sat on my lap. She just started touching herself—masturbated on me. Right there.”

Sue looked at me, speechless. The gravity of everything hung between us, thick with unspoken questions and forbidden tension. Her stare didn’t waver, searching my face, trying to make sense of it all. After what felt like a lifetime, she whispered, “Is that everything?”

My voice nearly failed me. “Not quite… She also sat on my lap in front of the mirror—watching herself. She started touching herself again. I couldn’t help it… I got hard. She saw. That’s where it stands, for now.”

Silence. Heavy and weighted. Sue rose, her movements slow and measured. She took two steps away, paused, turned, locking her gaze on me—saying nothing. Another step, her eyes never leaving mine. And then, as if commanded by some inner spark, she spun on her heel and strode straight back, purpose and curiosity gleaming in her eyes as she closed the gap between us.

Sue planted her feet firmly apart and, with calculated deliberation, set her hands on her hips. She leaned in so close that I could feel the heat of her breath against my face, her eyes blazing into mine as she enunciated, each syllable sharp and clear, “Are. You. Completely. Fucking. Insane?”

I kept my voice steady, face inches from hers. “I don’t think so, Sue. Why the dramatics?”

She pushed even closer, her lips nearly brushing mine as she spat out, “Because what you’re describing is so twisted and perverted, you idiot! Do you really not see that?”

My indignation flared. “That’s not fair. Besides a bit of nipple fondling—and honestly, that was only because I was running late for soccer and she asked—I haven’t actually touched her. Not really.”

She groaned, sinking back into her seat, burying her face in her hands. Her shoulders shook, but her laugh was dry and edged with disbelief. “How do you even hold onto your job? They must have scraped the bottom of the barrel when they hired you.” I bit my tongue, letting the silence hang between us.

Sue straightened with a slow, deliberate grace, her expression now inscrutable. “Well, Tony, thanks for confiding in me. Truly riveting.” She paused, frowning. “But wait—you said ‘more or less.’ Don’t tell me—there’s something else?”

I drew in a thin, shaky breath. “Just one last detail.”

Her entire body tensed, and her gaze cut through me. “I already regret asking, but go on—don’t hold back.”

My voice trembled, words tumbling out quickly, “Emma’s interested in having another woman go down on her. She wondered if you might be willing?”

Sue’s legs gave out and she thudded into the chair, her calm utterly surreal. “I really hate dreams like this—they’re always just too vivid. Any second now I’ll wake up.”

I held still, watching her absorb what I’d said, the confessions lingering in the air like forbidden incense.

Suddenly she surged to her feet, eyes sparkling with wicked humor, and pantomimed knocking on an invisible door. She adopted a falsely prim voice: “Good afternoon, Mrs. Patterson. Tony tells me you’re hoping I’ll attend to your clitoris. Would now be convenient, or should I drop by later when you’re not quite so…preoccupied?”

I couldn’t suppress a wry smile. “Maybe tone down the formalities. If things turn intimate, she’d want you to call her Emma.”

I sucked in a deep breath, tension pulsing beneath my skin. “So, are you tempted?”

Her gaze caught mine, silent and smoldering, before she spoke. “Let me make sure I’m understanding you: you want me—potentially your future fiancée—to go down on the woman that raised you, on the woman that took your mother’s place in your life? And by ‘potentially,’ I mean our odds have seriously tanked in the last ten minutes.” She jabbed a finger at me. “You want me to bury my face between her thighs and suck her clit, is that it?”

I nodded, heart hammering. “That’s exactly it. So?”

Sue hesitated a little longer, but then grinned with wicked anticipation. “Absolutely. Where do I sign up?”

The anticipation smoldered in my core. The following evening, Emma and I sat together, the warmth of our recent secrets settling into our bones as dusk painted slow shadows on the walls. Calmly, as if it were nothing, I told her, “Sue’s coming over for tea on Sunday.” I savored the surprise that would flicker across both their faces, the tantalizing possibilities simmering just beneath the surface.

Her eyes darted to mine, her expression shifting instantly—she understood my implication without another word. A faint tremor played across her lips before she managed a small, uncertain smile. “Well, then,” she murmured, her voice tinged with excitement and nerves, “I suppose I’ll have to think of something truly delicious for her.”

---

Sunday unfolded beneath a soft, sun-drenched sky, the air gently scented with promise. Sue, ever a stickler for precise timing, was set to arrive at five sharp. Emma and I idled on the sofa, pretending to watch a movie neither of us really saw. My nerves set a slow-burning fire in my stomach. As the hour drew close, tension simmered between us, silent but electric.

Three minutes before five, I killed the television and drifted to the bay window, watching the quiet street. Behind me, I sensed her—Emma’s presence all warmth and apprehension. Her arms slid around my waist, her body pressed close. I could feel her subtle quiver, the way relief and restlessness warred inside her. “You’re shaking,” I whispered, low and intimate.

She breathed in my ear, her body pressed so tightly I could feel her heartbeat through her blouse. “Wouldn’t you be trembling?” Her words were little more than a ragged sigh, thick with anticipation. I held her there, in that brittle hush, until Sue’s car finally pulled up to the curb.

“She’s here,” I said, barely more than a breath. I hurried to the door, pulse thundering, flinging it open before Sue could reach her hand to the knocker.

Sue was... arresting. There was no other word. Her tall frame—five-foot-nine, just shy of my own height—looked unearthly in the fading gold of daylight. She wore a summer dress, unapologetically short, the hem skimming her sun-kissed thighs, the neckline plunging to showcase gorgeously full, unconfined cleavage—no bra, of course. She moved with an easy confidence that turned her body into an invitation. An Alice band held back her glossy blonde hair, playful and almost schoolgirl-sweet. Her legs—bare, defined, impossibly long—drew the eye irresistibly. She flashed a carnivorous, teasing smile, hips cocked, one hand splayed low, the other perched on her waist like a sultry model.

Stepping into my space, Sue looped her arms around my neck and drew me down for a kiss. Her lips, soft but commanding, parted against mine. Her eyes burned into me while her tongue flicked playfully past my lips, just for a moment—a promise, a tease, a reminder that her attention was as intoxicating as it was total. When Sue focused on you, the rest of the world flickered out of existence.

She pivoted, shifting her heat toward Emma. “Good afternoon, Mrs. Patterson.” Sue’s hands reached for Emma’s—delicate, lingering, more caress than greeting. “You look absolutely radiant in the spring sunshine,” she purred, her gaze warm but bold.

There was a little, expectant pause as they did the briefest of cheek kisses—close, almost intimate. Emma’s cheeks flushed, her voice unsteady but playful. “Please, call me Emma. I think we’re past formalities.” There was a delicious tension in the air—recognition, curiosity, hunger.

Sue's lips curled with promise. “Alright, Emma,” she replied, disarming as always. “So… what special treat do you have planned for tea?” Her voice threaded through the air, wrapping around both of us.

We slipped indoors, tension following us like perfume. We claimed separate chairs, pretending at casual; Sue, meanwhile, collapsed into a languorous sprawl, her dress riding up scandalously to bare smooth, tempting thighs. She exuded total comfort, contrasted against our stiff, uncertain postures. Conversation tripped lightly over safe topics—Sue casually inquiring about Emma’s health club routines, making offhand remarks about her afternoon schedule. But the real conversation was unsaid, alive in glances, in shifting legs and heated glances. The older woman was enraptured, unable to help herself—her eyes shamelessly wandered Sue’s tanned legs, her expression softening, hungry.

Eventually, when words ran dry and the air felt so thick it was almost difficult to breathe, Emma invited us to the dining table. Lunch had long passed, so tea was a simple affair: crumbly scones, clouds of clotted cream, luscious strawberry preserves. After that, Sue’s entire focus moved to Emma—she barely acknowledged me at all. Every look, every brush of her fingers on the older woman’s hand, was a calculated seduction. She squeezed Emma’s hand, lingering, her eyes sparking with laughter and promise, casually asserting control, every touch igniting a new layer of anticipation between the three of us.

After a leisurely afternoon chitchat had grown stale, Emma announced it was time to tidy up. Sue, brimming with her characteristic charm, instantly volunteered her assistance, and the two of them vanished into the kitchen, leaving me alone in the soft hush of the sitting room. Murmurs and the occasional giggle drifted out in faint whispers, laced with intimacy, until the air quivered with a sudden burst of those unmistakable high-pitched squeaks that hinted at something far more tantalizing than stacking plates. Within moments, Emma reappeared, a surreal vision—her bare feet padding softly over the tiles, hair deliciously mussed, cheeks tinged warm with fluster. She tried for composure, body taut with a need she barely concealed, but when her eyes flicked to mine, a hand fluttered to her lips and she surrendered to a giddy, girlish giggle.

Silently, she collected the last of the cups and disappeared again, leaving the air thick with the scent of sugared cream and nervous heat. My ears strained for any trace of their secret play—muffled voices, then more squeaks, some shrill but playful, and finally a thrilling, helpless squawk that made my pulse thunder. Almost as if gently pushed from behind, Emma tumbled out once more, her breath shallow, hands smoothing the restless fabric of her dress across her flushed thighs, her eyes wild and sparkling with barely restrained pleasure. No sooner had she attempted to regain her poise than a pale, mischievous arm curled round the kitchen door, two slender fingers dangling a pair of delicate panties in triumphant display.

Emma fought to gather herself, drawing herself up with a fragile dignity, but her voice, though steady, betrayed her when she said, “It’s lovely out, Anthony. Why don’t you take a nice walk?” I caught the subtext—an urgent plea for privacy. I refused to hide my reluctance: “I don’t want to go for a walk.” She met my gaze, gently commanding, “Find somewhere else for a while. We’ll fetch you if you’re wanted.” Her words were final; with that, she vanished back into the kitchen, swept up in Sue’s insatiable orbit.

Abandoned, I strolled to the front door, feeling rejected and oddly electrified—a bystander denied his own home’s pleasures. Outside, the sharp drone of a mower hacked at the spring air as my neighbor trimmed his ruthless rectangles of grass. People passed by in languid pairs, lost in small talk and sunshine. An elderly couple strolled near—the man, grinning broadly, gestured upward and remarked, “Lovely day, isn’t it?” I returned his smile, my insides churning with dark amusement. “Yes, it is,” I replied, and with the mower drowning my voice, confessed, “My girlfriend is probably licking Emma’s pussy right now.” They smiled, entirely oblivious, and continued on their way as if I’d simply remarked on the weather.

Temptation gnawed at me. I crept back inside, seduced by the unmistakable traces of pleasure leaking from beyond the lounge door—soft moans, a cadence of slaps, and then those urgent, crystalline squeals that sent blood surging straight to my groin. I could resist no longer. I eased the door open and what greeted me was an exquisite tableau: both women utterly nude, Sue’s powerful arms pinning the older woman’s face-down across her lap, one hand raised high for the next playful spank. Emma’s bottom blazed in warm, reddened splotches, her body writhing, helpless beneath the rhythm of Sue’s delicious discipline. The room pulsed with the wild scent of lust and liberation—a scene too decadent to resist.

Sue, with a wicked glint of mischief in her eyes, delighted in pushing Emma to the edge, her fingers slow and relentless, gliding with practiced confidence between trembling, splayed thighs. Emma remained stretched out over Sue’s lap, her body quivering as those deft fingers gently plunged deep inside her, each thrust teasing her further, keeping her on the razor’s edge of release. The mature woman’s desperate whimpers filled the air, her sex visibly swollen and moist, creamy arousal coating Sue’s knuckles with every deliberate stroke. She squirmed, feet beating at the air in needy frustration, her hips canting up in silent pleading.

Sue, ruthless in her seduction, held her there—suspended in exquisite agony. Emma’s beg, raw and trembling, broke through the tense atmosphere, “Please, Sue, please… let me come.” Her voice was thick with despair and overwhelming desire.

Retreating quietly, I became aware of the insistent ache between my own legs—my cock straining, painfully hard. It wasn’t the longest, but when pressed to the ruler, nearly seven and three-quarters inches rewarded my efforts. The missing quarter inch always left a trace of disappointment, though Sue assured me the thick, generous girth was what truly counted.

Five eternal minutes passed outside, my palm pressed into my pocket to hide the obvious evidence of my arousal. Temptation finally overpowered discretion, and when I returned, the sounds from within were even more urgent, urgent gasps and frantic movement. I peered in, pulse hammering.

Everything had shifted. Sue was sprawled in the chair, back pressed flat, her shapely legs stretched up and spread shamelessly wide. Emma straddled her, balancing with one bare foot anchored on the floor while the other leg draped protectively across Sue’s chest. The two of them were nearly entwined—Emma’s arms clutching Sue’s thigh fiercely as their slick, needy cunts ground together, generating polished, lewd friction. Their bodies undulated in rhythm, matching squeals and breathless piglet cries revealing just how close they danced to rapture.

Overwhelmed, I stepped back out, cock nearly painful now with its aching need. I couldn’t stay away for long—compelled again to the door, absorbing every feverish moan and whispered plea. A sharp gasp from Sue, the unmistakable tone of surrender on her lips—“Yes, yes…”—sent a delicious shiver through me. I knew exactly what that meant; Sue’s orgasms always echoed desperation, sweet and raw.

Pushing the door open, I slid inside. Sue was now slouched, long bare legs spread and braced against the floor. The older woman knelt between them, her mouth buried hungrily between Sue’s pink, swollen folds. Emma’s hand was not idle—her middle finger pressed deep inside Sue’s tight, puckering ass, moving in slow, relentless circles that made Sue’s hips jump. Emma’s head moved with greedy intent, tongue lapping, drinking in the taste of Sue’s desperation.

It was impossible to tell who commanded the scene now—both lost in each other, lost in need. Sue’s eyes flickered open, and she spotted me by the door. Her eyes sparkled with feverish delight, and she wordlessly gestured down toward Emma, lips mouthing a silent “Wow!” as if in disbelief at her own pleasure.

I couldn’t look away. Emma’s ass was a vision—flushed, glistening, her sex raw and open, wetness smeared along the inside of her thighs, evidence of her unhidden joy. Sue’s next cry—shaking, urgent—“Emma, I’m coming again!”—echoed through the room, hitting me with the force of a plea and a command.

Again? How many times had Emma taken her over the edge? Watching, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d orchestrated my own undoing—so aroused I could hardly stand, yet unsure if I’d ever reclaim my spot at the center of their attention, or if all I’d done was surrender it, permanently, to their intoxicating pleasure.

As Sue’s body slowly relaxed, her breath coming in languid, sated waves after the intensity of her climax, the older woman rose from her knees, a mischievous spark lighting her eyes. She swatted Sue’s thigh with a playful slap—a command masked as affection—her voice silky and low, “Your turn, sweetheart.” With confident hands, she pulled Sue up from the chair, energy still trembling in her limbs, and then sank into the seat herself as Sue flopped onto my lap, those glistening lips curving into a teasing smile as she acknowledged me, “Well, hello, Anthony.” Her fingers fluttered in my direction, daring, inviting me into their charged embrace.

Blood pounded in my veins, desire clawing at my resolve as Sue’s mouth descended between Emma’s exquisitely parted thighs. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her mature, lush, slick cunt—an intimate canvas I’d admired countless times, but never had it looked so utterly decadent, flushed and hungry, trembling beneath Sue’s talented tongue. The ache in me became unbearable. I couldn’t remain an onlooker one second longer. Stripping out of my clothing in a fever of anticipation, I crossed the room, bold and unashamed, cock hard and ready—a beast barely leashed.

Emma’s moans lilted through the air, her head thrown back, hands knotted in Sue’s hair to guide her expertly lapping mouth. Her eyelids fluttered open as I approached, pupils dilated and dark with lust as she raked her gaze over me. An approving hum escaped her, sultry and edged with admiration. “God, Anthony—look at you. Magnificent,” she breathed, her tongue flicking across her lips.

Desire thrummed through me, electric and wild. I gripped Sue’s waist, fingers digging possessively into the silken flesh of her hips, feeling the way she arched toward me. With a single, powerful thrust, I slid deep—so deep—into the intoxicating heat of her cunt, her body welcoming me greedily. Emma’s breathing was ragged, her lips barely moving as she whispered near my ear, her voice fringed with urgency, “Don’t rush, Anthony—let’s come together.” A fierce challenge laced those words, but restraint felt nearly impossible with my body burning like this, so close to the edge I thought I might lose control.

Sue’s rhythmic contractions pulsed around me—tight and unrelenting, the velvety walls of her channel clutching my cock in a vice I could barely escape. She had this incredible knack, this way of commanding my pleasure. When she wanted, she could lock my entire length deep inside her folds, wringing aching need from me with every squeeze. Sometimes she rode me with wicked intention, impaling herself until every inch disappeared into her dizzying warmth, squeezing, dragging up, milking me with relentless, exquisite skill.

Bent hungrily over Sue’s back, heart racing, I stared straight into Emma’s eyes. She reached up, soft palms cradling my face, her touch gentle but desperate. “Hold on for me, Anthony. I want to fall with you.” Her breath hitched as she pleaded, “Sue—please, suck my clit… now…”

Every muscle in my body screamed with the effort of restraint. I clenched my teeth, thoughts racing to anything that might delay the inevitable—mundane office reports, the sterile smell of a dentist's office, half-finished crosswords with clues I couldn’t solve. It was futile: Sue tightened her grip, her cunt a pulsing fist around my cock, locking me in, holding me on a precipice. But Emma’s face was transforming, her mouth parted, eyes wide and intent, locked with mine, and the sight of her unraveling for me was my undoing. “Now, darling, now!” she begged, wrists trembling as she clawed at my back.

Sue loosened her hold. I drove my cock deep—hard, unfettered, almost violent with need. I felt myself break apart, balls contracting, throat letting loose a feral, guttural growl as my climax seized me. The world vanished. I was nothing but fire and pleasure, my orgasm drawn out in powerful, spilling waves, pulsing inside Sue as Emma gasped hoarsely, “Yes—oh, God, yes.” Her hands still on my face, I watched stunned ecstasy flicker in her gaze. It was the longest, most shattering release I had ever known. The aftermath left me weak and trembling, my legs useless, collapsing atop Sue’s back, the three of us tangled, spent, and gloriously undone.

The three of us collapsed together, tangled bodies quivering with aftershocks, sprawled on the sheets in utter abandon. Breathless laughter and the lingering scent of sex clung thick in the air, still electric with pleasure. Eventually, we dragged ourselves to the shower, the hot water sluicing over sensitized skin, washing away the evidence but not the memory—never the memory. I caught the way Sue’s gaze lingered on Emma’s mature curves, the quietly hungry smile she tried to hide as the steam rose around us.

When it came time for Sue to leave, she swept Emma into her arms without hesitation, clutching her close, their lips meeting in a deep, searching kiss that was anything but chaste. Sue’s tongue teased and tasted, and Emma drew back, cheeks flushed, her voice rich with heat and protest: “Stop that, you wicked girl.”

Sue turned to me, her lips still gleaming, eyes dark and fierce as she pressed her body against mine. Her mouth claimed mine, forceful and possessive, her nails grazing my side—a low, dangerous warning in every gesture. Her voice was a silken threat whispered against my lips: “Keep your hands off her. She’s mine.” Her words echoed—an erotic challenge, a promise, and a command—before she slipped away and disappeared out the door.

From the window, we watched her drive off, waving lazily; the empty hush in the house crackled with unspoken need as we stepped back inside. Emma slid seamlessly into my arms, eyes shining with a tender, unguarded mischief. I could feel her body pressed to mine, and for a moment the world fell away. Her lips brushed my cheek as she murmured, “I know you were inside Sue, but it felt just like you were making love to me.”

I tightened my hold on her, voice steady as I reminded her, “Remember the rules, ma’am.” The words hung between us, heavy with the knowledge of how easily rules slip, how pleasure always finds a way.

The next day dissolved into routine, the intoxicating thrill of last night still flickering at the edge of my thoughts. When I returned home, my steps slowed as I spotted an unfamiliar Mercedes parked by the curb. Curiosity twisted in my gut, anticipation building with every step. Inside, Emma stood with another woman—a striking presence, composed and proud, dressed in sharp black, stockings glimmering beneath her tailored skirt. Her white blouse was prim, her hair steely dark and perfectly lacquered. She radiated authority: handsome, powerful, not the least bit delicate.

Emma smiled, her voice laced with the tiniest hint of excitement. “Anthony, this is Debra—she’s a friend from the health club.” When I reached out, Debra’s handshake was confident, her eyes coolly appraising as they roved over me, lingering just a beat longer than necessary.

Debra’s lips curled in a slow, appreciative smile as she turned to Emma. “Quite the handsome young man. You must be very proud.” Emma’s reply was warm, tinged with pride.

Debra announced her departure, but her gaze held mine, promising a return—promising more.

As they retreated to the door, their whispers faded into tantalizing suggestion, leaving me alone with churning nerves and a sick certainty. My mind twisted with guilt and anticipation, convinced that Emma’s affair with Sue had served as a catalyst—had awakened something bold and insatiable inside her. All of this—these women, these new temptations—felt like my delicious, dangerous responsibility.

But reality, I would soon discover, was nothing like what I imagined.


Part 4

The woman accompanying Emma stood poised, a striking figure in her late forties, exuding an aura of authority. Her outfit—a tailored black jacket and matching skirt—hugged her form with an austere elegance, accentuated by sheer black stockings that skimmed the contours of her calves, and glossy shoes adorned with polished silver buckles. The stark white blouse she wore was fastened chastely right up to her throat, the contrast making her look all the more formidable. Her hair, cropped short and flecked with grey, was meticulously styled, every strand cemented in place by lacquer, as polished and unyielding as the rest of her.

Though she wouldn’t be called conventionally beautiful, there was a distinct handsomeness to her—something commanding and intriguing, rather than overtly soft or delicate. Emma offered her name, voice lilting with casual pride. “Debra is a barrister.”

Debra regarded me, lips twisting into a confident, appreciative smile, eyes flicking over me with a cool but appraising warmth before turning her attention back to Emma. “He is a strikingly handsome young man. You must be proud,” she said, her tone brimful with adult understanding. Emma agreed, her smile softening as she glanced my way. Debra excused herself soon after, declaring that she hoped we’d meet again. Emma accompanied her to the door, and their cheeks brushed in a brief, intimate kiss—a familiarity in their shared laughter and whispers that made my stomach clench. Their secretive exchange was audible only in the hushed cadence of conspiratorial women.

I dropped onto the sofa, a coil of nausea knotting inside me. It was blindingly obvious that her first, sexual escapade with Sue had whetted her appetite for exploration—now, she was moving beyond the boundaries I’d nudged her past. Guilt churned inside me; this new boldness was my doing.

But perhaps I misunderstood. Perhaps my fears were misplaced.

She reappeared and breezed into the lounge, announcing, “I’ll make us some tea.” I must have looked wary, because she paused mid-stride, her gaze searching. “Anthony? You’re quiet. Something wrong?”

I narrowed my eyes, scrutinizing her for any sign of duplicity. “How do you know that woman?” My tone was sharper than intended, edged with suspicion.

She blinked at me, taken aback for a moment before laughter bubbled up, clear and effortless. “She’s just a friend from the club. And if you’re hinting at what I think you’re hinting at, let’s get something straight—I’m not seeing Debra that way, nor do I plan to. Honestly, Anthony, it was only yesterday that I finally got close to another woman’s pussy for the first time. Give me time to adjust.” Her words dripped with teasing candor.

The previous day’s memory shimmered wickedly between us—mature Emma and Sue, my nineteen-year-old girlfriend, locked together in curious, ecstatic Sapphic discovery. The afternoon had escalated into a tangle of hands and mouths and longing… and, soon enough, I’d been welcomed into their intimate dance.

Still, I pushed back. “So what was the whispering about?”

She leaned in, a mischievous glint in her eye, pinching my nose gently. “Women have their secrets. Sometimes our conversations simply aren’t fit for little boys’ ears.”

Logically, I knew it was impossible for her to have formed a deep bond with Debra so quickly, but unease lingered—a sense that Debra’s presence wasn’t merely incidental.

There was no denying it: Since joining my gym, Emma’s transformation was striking. Standing at five-foot-four, the subtle changes in her body hadn’t escaped my notice. Her dark hair, worn a touch longer now, grazed the nape of her neck, and her figure—toned, curvy, undeniably alluring—seemed built for the shorter dresses she’d taken to wearing. Her breasts, firm and generous, rose and fell with each breath, and her legs—long, strong, gloriously bare—had become something to admire. The prettiness she always possessed had blossomed into a newfound sex appeal that was impossible to ignore.

After slipping out of my office attire and surrendering myself to the comfort of home, I found Emma already in the kitchen, pouring out steaming cups of tea. We settled on opposite ends of the sofa, the silence between us heavy, thick with the echo of what had happened the day before. Neither of us could quite look the other in the eye, but I knew our thoughts mirrored each other’s—the sight of Sue, so bold, holding Emma’s naked, trembling body sprawled across her lap. My breath caught as the memory sharpened: Sue’s fingers teasing, relentless, plunging deep inside her, until Emma writhed and sobbed for release, her control unraveling, her pleas desperate and raw.

That image seemed to burn me from the inside—my cock throbbed, swelling almost painfully beneath my slacks. Her gaze flickered immediately, sharp and knowing, her lips curling into a sly little smile. “It must be such a bother, darling,” she said languidly, her voice all velvet and amusement, “having that thing stuck between your legs—broadcasting what’s going on in your dirty little mind. Meanwhile, I could be sitting here with my pussy soaking wet, and no one would even suspect. Did you have a good wank when you got into bed last night?”

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice rougher than I intended. “And you?”

She let out a breath, her eyes darkening with mischief. “God, did I ever. I must’ve drifted off around one in the morning, but woke at three, hot and aching. You don’t know how close I came to slipping into your room.” Her smile deepened with invitation. “Would you have thrown me out?”

My answer was immediate. “That’s a question I never had the chance to answer, ma’am. But I suppose we’ll never know.” Yet even as I spoke, my thoughts twisted with longing curiosity: would I really have refused if she’d come to me? Each day the line between us blurred a little more, danger and desire sliding closer than ever.

Monday was always for Sue. I rang her apartment bell and barely had a moment to greet her before she was wrenching open the door—eyes bright, cheeks flushed with anticipation. She lunged for me, her fingers knotting in my shirt, dragging me inside, her lips barely grazing mine as she gasped, “Forget all that kissing and bullshit—just get your cock out.” With one swift, glorious movement she yanked her dress up and away, revealing that she wore absolutely nothing beneath. The dress fluttered to the floor, her body soft and gleaming and gloriously naked.

She sprawled backward onto the sofa, legs parted shamelessly, her hunger unmistakable. Her pussy glistened, pink and completely open for me—always so ready. She barely breathed, urgency trembling in her voice. “I know this isn’t romantic, but I need to be fucked, right now. I’ve spent all afternoon teasing myself, holding back, wanting to keep every bit of this for you.” She looked at me, wild and fearless. “So hurry. I just need to know if I still prefer cock.”

I couldn’t help but laugh—her irreverence, her hungry need always made my pulse race. But Sue wasn’t playing, not tonight. She bounced up from the couch, eyes blazing. “If you’re just going to giggle, I’ll take what I need myself.” She set upon me like a storm, fingers impatient and hungry, yanking at my shirt, cursing under her breath about “fucking stupid buttons.” She pushed my hands away and stripped me fast, until at last I stood before her, utterly naked, stripped of any power, and completely at her mercy.

With a smirk of wicked intent, Sue yanked me down onto the sofa, her touch rough, her impatience palpable—she shoved me flat onto my back, eyes gleaming with mischief. She glanced at my soft cock with mock disgust and delivered a sharp slap against it, the sound echoing between us as it bounced awkwardly against my stomach. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she exclaimed, feigning outrage, “am I lying here with a eunuch? This is a sorry state of affairs!” Her performance was deliciously theatrical, and I bit my lip to keep from laughing.

But she wasted no time. Dropping gracefully to her knees, Sue took my entire length into her mouth in one smooth, practiced motion. Her tongue was relentless—laving, swirling, coaxing. A low groan escaped me as I felt blood roar eagerly to my groin, my cock swelling and hardening under her skillful assault, quickly resurrected from its initial slumber.

Before I could catch my breath, she rose onto her knees and straddled my hips, her naked thighs warm and slick against my own. She hovered, gripped my cock at the base, and guided me towards her hot, glistening entrance. Then, almost ceremoniously, she sank down, inch by aching inch, enveloping me in her wet heat. Her back arched and her lashes fluttered as she exhaled, satisfied. “Mmm, oh yes. I definitely still adore a hard cock,” she whispered, rolling her hips forward, a decadent sigh falling from her lips.

She started to move—teasing at first, slow and deliberate, grinding her hips as she used my body for her pleasure. I couldn’t resist playing along, putting on my best wounded innocence and whining in an absurdly high voice, “Oh help, I’m being ravished.”

Sue laughed, dropping her tone to a dramatic bass. “I do hope you’re a pure, helpless maiden, darling, because tonight I plan to fuck you senseless—ruin you for the rest.”

I retorted, “I’ll have to tell the vicar about this,” barely able to keep the grin from my face.

She grinned fiercely. “Darling, I am the vicar.” It was an old tease between us, but it never failed to conjure laughter, even when she was grinding purposefully on my cock.

Eighteen months with Sue and still, she thrilled me to my core. Her discipline in the gym showed everywhere on her lithe, sculpted frame—every muscle taut beneath smooth skin, every movement exuding animal grace. She was utterly insatiable, always chasing that next, more intense climax, and I was helplessly, blissfully caught in her wild pursuit. With that killer figure, bold smile, and endless appetite, she could charm or command anyone—and she knew it.

When Sue let herself go, her orgasms arrived in waves—smaller quakes leading to that final eruption, her body tensing and hands clutching, her lips spewing curses and gasps and threats to snap my cock in two. She had unmatched control over her inner muscles, gripping me with a strength that defied belief—once, in jest, she’d claimed she could crush a cricket bat with her cunt. I had little reason to doubt.

Looking down at me with sultry defiance, she murmured, “Don’t you dare come yet—not until I tell you. I’m not finished with you, not by a long shot.” She squeezed her pussy around my cock, a wicked milking rhythm, tightening and releasing until I teetered on the edge of control.

“Bloody hell, Sue, don’t do that, you maniac,” I gasped, my voice rough with need.

She pressed her fingers to her lips in mock apology, giggling, “Sorry, darling. I just can’t help myself sometimes.”

A few minutes later, her appetite for foreplay sated, Sue sat up, clenched around me with purpose, and began to move—fast, hard, determined. Her inner muscles massaged me in waves, stroking and squeezing as she rode me relentlessly. The pleasure was unbearable, and as her own climax crested, she gripped me even tighter, twisting and grinding, her entire body trembling with release.

My hands seized her ass, holding her in place as I exploded inside her, both of us crying out together—animal sounds, wild and desperate. Her fingers found her nipples, pinching hard, while warm, wet heat slicked down over my balls. The moment was savage and delirious.

Spent, she leaned forward, tipped my chin up, and kissed me with surprising tenderness. With a soft, conspiratorial smile, Sue whispered, “You know, I think I might actually rather like you after all.”

The warmth of the water still clung to our skin as we sprawled together, tangled on the duvet, half-dressed and deliriously sated. Sue lounged on the armchair, her slender legs tucked up, a wicked glint flickering in her hazel eyes. She grinned, teasing, “I keep thinking about Emma… God, she’s an intoxicating bundle of raw sensuality. Once she got started, it was electric. I completely lost count—at least four shuddering orgasms. If you and I ever tie the knot, do you think she could tag along on the honeymoon?” Her words sliced the air with delicious impropriety—my jaw tightened, and I shot her a daggered glare, my stare narrowing with playful threat. She shrank back, mock-fear lighting her sweet features, but I knew she was loving every second.

She cocked her head, gaze turning thoughtful. “I gave Robert a very memorable treat today,” she announced. Robert, her coworker, the one who would have happily worshipped at her feet if she’d let him. He was besotted, orbiting her like a lovesick moon.

My curiosity piqued. “Oh? What wickedness did you unleash on poor Robert?”

A lazy, satisfied sigh. “I couldn’t stop thinking about Emma… about the way she pressed our slick, desperate bodies together, how our pussies rubbed and caught—God, I got so wet just remembering it. It was only lunchtime, just the two of us lost in the silent office chaos, and my need was suddenly unbearable. I slipped my hand into my knickers right at my desk and started circling my clit, gently, slowly—the tension building. I couldn’t help myself, my face must’ve twisted up in pure pleasure, because I glanced up and saw Robert staring, mouth wide. I told him exactly what I was doing. I said, ‘Robert, I’m having a wank.’”

I couldn’t help but laugh, a bark of disbelief and arousal. “No way, you didn’t—what did he do?”

Sue’s eyes glittered mischievously, lips pursed around a secret smile. “He leaned in, his voice trembling—he whispered, ‘You’re not really, are you?’ So I stood up, very deliberately, and murmured, ‘Do you want to see?’ I was just about to reveal everything, let him feast his eager eyes on my bare, needy pussy, but then one of the girls came bustling in from lunch and I had to drop back into my chair, composure intact.”

I shook my head, incredulous but thoroughly turned on. “Sue… you were actually going to show him?”

Her laughter was like silk against my skin. “Completely! I adore that man, and he deserves a few unforgettable wank fantasies.”

She drifted off to make coffee, hips swaying, while I considered whether to confide my unease about Debra. I told her everything, hoping for some sign she’d understand my misgivings, but her face was blank, unimpressed. “So?” she asked, as if it was nothing.

Frustration prickled through me. “There’s just… something off about her. I can’t put my finger on it, but it worries me.”

Sue wasn’t fazed. “Like what? She going to jump out, eat you alive?”

How could I explain the gnawing dread slithering in my gut? “I... I don’t know. But it feels like something’s coming, and I don’t like it.”

She dismissed my anxiety with a flippant smile. “You’re getting paranoid, darling. Up your dosage, you’ll be fine.”

By the time Tuesday rolled around, it was just me at home—Sue off practicing seductive Italian with her class, and I was slouched in the lounge, laptop humming on my knees, idly browsing. Emma was deep in her book, face calm, unbothered. Then she spoke, so casually it almost slipped past, “Oh, by the way, Debra’s invited us for tea on Sunday.”

I snapped to attention, tension burning at the base of my spine. “Wait, what?”

She looked up, unfazed, repeating evenly, “We’re having tea at Debra’s. This Sunday.”

My tone turned sharp. “Why—why would she invite us?”

She blinked, expression blank with innocence. “What do you mean, why?”

“Why on earth does she want us there?”

She stared at me for a few heartbeats, her lips quirking. “It’s probably just tea, love. But maybe, just maybe, she’s secretly a deranged serial killer. We’ll go, she’ll drug us, and then she’ll hack us into convenient pieces and stash us in neat black bags all over the city. Terribly considerate, really.”

With a scowl, my words took on a sharp, cutting edge. “Honestly, that wouldn't shock me in the least.” Even as the childishness curled in my tone, I couldn't help shooting back, “Well then, I’m not going.”

Emma’s eyes narrowed with unmistakable irritation, her impatience simmering just beneath the surface. “For goodness’ sake, what is your problem?” Her voice was tight, authoritative—a command that pinned me to my seat. “I’ve accepted Debra’s invitation, so you are coming with me. End of conversation.”

Reluctantly, grudgingly, I deflated. “Fine,” I surrendered with an exasperated sigh, “but I’m only coming because I don’t have a choice. I want that on the record.” The rest of the week crawled by, an anxious chill gripping my insides, the anticipation of Sunday coiling inside me like a secret threat.

Sunday finally arrived, five o’clock looming on the clock as an ominous appointment. Emma filled the tense silence with casual details—Debra, recently divorced, lived in an opulent house with her nineteen-year-old assistant, her wealth a subtle undercurrent I could almost feel brushing against my skin. Despite the pleasant sunshine and gentle hum of the town, I couldn’t shake the tension curling in my gut.

Midway through our drive, Emma broke the silence, her tone breezy, a childhood tease glinting in her eyes as she asked, “Did you shower, love?”

I glanced at her with suspicion. “Yeah, why?”

There was mischief in her voice. “I just want you smelling delicious. Did you happen to dab aftershave between your legs?”

Heat flared in my cheeks. Images from my youth flashed before me—sixteen, trembling with excitement before my first date, completely naive as I doused my cock and balls in Emma’s husband’s aftershave, expecting to impress her. Instead, my flesh erupted into a fiery agony, a burning blaze so intense I’d screeched and dashed to the bathroom, plunging myself into freezing water as Emma rushed in and bore witness to my humiliation. She never let me forget that sweet, stinging disaster.

The memory churned in my stomach as I gripped the steering wheel harder, trying to steady my nerves. Warily, I asked, “Why are you so intent on me smelling nice?”

She went quiet, her voice dropping to a softer, almost confessional timbre. “I have a confession, darling. I might’ve… bent the truth just a little.”

My heart lurched. I could sense the axe hovering, ready to fall. Carefully, I pressed, “How little?”

She kept her gaze fixed on the horizon, determination ice-cool in her tone as she revealed, “Now, don’t go getting yourself worked up, but the truth is… we’re not just going for an innocent tea. Debra invited us over—to, well, swing. With her and her assistant.”

My body seized with shock as my foot slammed the brake, the car screeching to a halt. Tires protested behind us, horns erupted, the world collapsing into a din of impatient blaring.

Staring at her in utter disbelief, I roared, “What?”

Emma stared blankly through the windshield, voice flat—implacable. “You heard me. That’s what’s happening.”

Rage and bewilderment twisted through me, adrenaline thundering in my veins. “Are you out of your fucking mind?” My hysteria caught fire, erupting out onto the street. I thrust my head out the window, thrusting my frustration at the queue of cars behind us. “Shut up, you cunts!”

In the rear-view mirror, I caught the sight of a young woman atop a convertible, arms throwing wild, exasperated gestures at us, a parade of irate drivers stacked up behind her. The world seemed to swirl, chaotic and erotic, feverish anticipation and disbelief rippling under my skin.

I stuck my head out the window once more, my voice harsh and shaking as I shouted, “If you’ve got a problem, go around, you silly little brat!” But she was hopelessly hemmed in—more cars were now piling up, the fourth one in the growing queue awkwardly attempting to reverse away, only making the situation worse. Frustration clawed at my insides, and with a ragged sigh, I released the brake and crept us forward, the traffic crawling in a tense, angry line behind us.

Turning back to her, raw desperation trembled in my voice. “Please, tell me this is some twisted joke. Just say you’re kidding, please.”

But she wasn’t even looking at me—her gaze slid absently past my shoulder, and then she said, almost gently, “Anthony, that pretty girl is giving you the finger.”

Anger and panic crashed together in my chest; my nails dug into the wheel. “She can go fuck herself. That’s not the point. Tell me you’re not serious. Tell me—please—that you’re not expecting me to—God, this is insane.” My muscles tensed—I realized I was squeezing every fiber of myself in, trying not to unravel right there in the car.

Finally, she turned and snared me with her cool eyes, her voice unflinching and crystalline. “I’m deadly serious. Debra wants you in her bed tonight—and her assistant will be taking me. That’s what we agreed to.”

Her words sliced into me, cold and final, and I felt the blood drain from my face. I stared at her with growing horror, my entire body hollowing out. I let myself collapse into the door, numb, my resolve leaking away. Embarrassment and dread rose like bile. I hadn’t felt this near to tears since I was a boy lost in the dark.

I squeezed my eyelids shut, desperate to conjure even a single logical thought to say—but my mind was a roaring, white-hot void. The only clarity left was a single, desperate impulse. I shoved the key in and started the engine, my grip vice-tight as I readied to spin the car around and escape.

Then her touch—cool, deliberate—closed around my arm. Her words slipped into my ear, low and commanding. “And what exactly do you think you’re doing, Anthony?”

My head snapped up. “We’re going home,” I choked out, my tone thick with pleading and something that sounded suspiciously like a child’s hope.

But her reply was glacial: “If you do, you’ll make your own misery. From now on, you’ll be alone. You’ll do your own washing, cook your own food, make your own bed—don’t expect me to speak to you again.”

Resigned and helpless, I switched the engine off, defeat weighing down my arms as I folded them across the steering wheel, burying my forehead in the crook of my elbow. “What’s happening to you, ma’am?” The words tumbled out, cracked and quiet. “Five weeks ago, you were just Emma, the middle-aged, conservative woman that raised me after my mum passed away… Now I don’t even recognize you, I—God, I must have made this happen somehow.”

Without missing a beat, she said, “Yes, you did.”

I jerked up, indignant and bewildered. “What? How can you even say that? How on earth is it my fault?”

She met my eyes, her patience tinged with something fierce and knowing. “Aren’t you being just a tiny bit naïve? Up until a month ago, I was simply pleasuring myself in private, minding my business. But you—Anthony—you decided to storm in and turn my little world upside down.” Her gaze darkened, a wistful smile fluttering on her lips. “You flooded my senses with hard-core porn, tied me up, tormented me as if I were in some savage, beautiful bondage dream, made me scream for mercy and for more. You tempted my imagination with delicious tales, taught me to watch myself in the mirror, to truly see myself come undone. And as if that wasn’t enough, you urged your girlfriend to join me in the wet, bright heat of lesbian pleasure. I didn’t just enjoy it, Anthony. It woke something inside me—a hunger I didn’t know I needed.”

Now, every waking hour, my mind swirls with nothing but the feverish ache for pleasure—desire claws at me relentlessly, leaving me desperate and restless, constantly seeking release, fingers questing between my thighs almost by reflex. It's insatiable, Anthony, and yet somehow, after all of that, after all the hints, all the invitations, all the needy looks I've thrown at you, I still haven't truly been fucked—not once, not properly. I’ve tried everything to tempt you.

My words came out small, defeated. "I thought we had an understanding..."

She snapped back, sudden and startling—a wild spark in her eyes. "'Understanding?' Don't you dare pretend there was ever a contract between us. I never promised you anything." The sharpness of her curse made me blink; it was so uncharacteristic, and yet, it thrummed with raw honesty.

She fixed her gaze on mine, her voice trembling with frustration and longing. "Don't you see? I want—no, I need—to feel a man inside me. I’m forty-two, Anthony. Forty-two years of wanting, of dreaming, of never feeling what it’s like to be truly taken. Your father knew nothing about real pleasure. Maybe I was always on the edge, a fire waiting to be lit, and all it took was your touch to set me burning. I can't say for certain. But I crave that heat now. I crave you."

Letting out a shaken breath, she sank back against the car seat, her eyes turning away as if she might shatter if I pressed further. I was left speechless, my thoughts a tangled, throbbing mess.

Then she gave a steely command. "Drive. We're seeing Debra."

Wearily, I muttered, "Fine. If that's what you want—if it means you need me to fuck you—why not just turn around and go home?"

Her tone turned brisk, bracing. "No, it’s too late to back out. This is happening, Anthony. If I don't go through with it, I won’t be able to look her in the eye at the club ever again. So just drive—don’t dawdle and embarrass us."

I snorted with a dry, humorless laugh. "This is insane. It’s not some nice afternoon out—we’re not having tea with polite company. We're about to walk into a damn orgy. You want me to fuck some stranger I don’t even like, so you can let a nineteen-year-old—what, take you on the living room sofa?"

She shrugged, almost dismissive. "Why not? And if he does, I hope you watch. I hope you ache with jealousy that it's not you with me."

I shook my head, still struggling, "He’s only nineteen—you told me so."

Her eyes flashed with challenge. "And you? You're what, a year older? I fantasize about you, Anthony. You made me see sex in a whole new way, one that centers on young men. Even the boy in your filthy story was barely older than you are. Do you understand? Do you know what that does to me?"

For a moment, she faltered, as if the confession cost her air. Then, softly, as if revealing a shameful prayer, she said, "There’s something I need you to hear, Anthony." She paused, her chest rising and falling, breath trembling with dangerous intimacy. "I've always wanted you. Even when you were still growing, I ached to touch you, to trace the lines of your body. And now, seeing the man you’ve become, the need is unbearable. I know it’s wrong—God, I do—but craving doesn’t care about rules."

Her gaze darkened, voice dropping to a trembling whisper. "When you were still a teenager, I once saw you sprawled across your bed, naked, with your cock in your hand. You stroked yourself, lost in your own pleasure—so beautiful, so unguarded—and you never knew I was watching. My panties soaked through as I watched, trembling, my legs splayed, fingers thrusting deep. Wanting, needing, burning to touch you, to take you in my hand and make you come, right there, while you didn’t even realize I was near."

The intoxicating memory burned in her gaze as she confessed, her voice trembling with wicked honesty. “I was tracing slow, desperate circles over my clit, my panties pressed hard against my mouth to stifle the moans threatening to betray me. But you—God, you were so lost in your pleasure, in that frenzied grip moving up and down your cock, you never noticed me there, shaking with longing. Watching you pour yourself out across your stomach unraveled me—my orgasm crashed through me fierce and raw, dropping me helplessly to my knees, dizzy with release.”

Her lips quivered in the muted hush of the car. “Ever since those moments, ever since you became the man seated beside me, I’ve watched you with hunger. I can’t count how many times I’ve closed my eyes and imagined kneeling at your feet, your hands lost in my hair, your shaft thick and yielding on my tongue. I’d stroke you, taste you, make you tremble for me—the thought alone has made me climax countless times. I see your face in my mind, the stunned, helpless bliss as your hot seed spills—it’s all I’ve craved.”

The confession settled between us, thick and electric. For long, breathless seconds, neither of us spoke. She broke the silence, voice barely above a whisper. “I suppose that’s shocked you, hasn’t it?”

Words deserted me. Heat and confusion knotted inside; I was mortified, but surging with a filthy, secret excitement. I’d never guessed—never in all these years.

I finally turned the key and the car rumbled to life. “Let’s just do this—but promise me something.”

She arched a brow. “What’s that?”

I slipped my palm beneath her jaw, forcing her to meet my stare. “Promise you won’t enjoy it.”

Her lips twitched, laughter sparkling in her eyes. “Oh, I’ll try my very best not to.”

“I mean it,” I said, voice low and dangerous. “I’m going to make sure Debra remembers tonight for the rest of her life.” Then another worry slipped in, piercing the haze. “Oh, shit. What do I tell Sue?”

Emma’s shrug was deliciously careless. “Honestly, darling, silence is your safest bet. But if guilt’s going to eat at you, I’ll write a note. Something blunt—‘I forced Anthony into this.’ Tell her it was all my doing.”

The drive was short but felt endless. Every mansion seemed to sprawl wider than the last, each proudly flaunting its luxury behind iron railings and ornate gates. Debra’s home was a palace: stark white Gothic columns framed the entrance, stone steps rising with imperial arrogance. Debra herself waited at the summit, a vision in a riotously colored cheongsam split scandalously high on her thigh. My eyes lingered—was she even wearing panties?

With the heels of her shoes clicking sensually on the stone, Debra descended to embrace Emma, her kisses soft but lingering on each cheek. Then she twined her fingers in mine, holding my hand just a heartbeat too long. Her gaze locked on me, smoky and hot with practiced seduction. “Anthony,” she murmured, voice curling around my name, “I’ve been aching for this moment.”

“So have I,” I replied, warmth curling through me at the promise in her look.

From the shadows behind her appeared her assistant, David—a contrast to his boss’ flamboyance, uncertain but curious. Debra’s hand found his shoulder with territorial pride. “And this is my assistant, David.”

David sauntered down the stone steps, not so much walking as issuing a performance, decked out in crisp white trousers and a flamboyant, quilted scarlet jacket meant to grab attention. His hair, parted meticulously in the middle, gave him the air of a would-be dandy from the Jazz Age—a juvenile Gatsby, minus the signature cigarette holder. The overall effect was forced, a boy desperately trying on the skin of sophistication and only managing to wear its absurdities. I struggled to keep a straight face; the urge to laugh at his expense buzzed inside me.

When he finally reached us, he paused theatrically before Emma. With his fingers laced grandly across his chest, he gazed at her as if she were the center of the universe and intoned, his voice brushed with a husky, sleazy edge, “Emma, you are a vision of desire.” I caught my breath, stifling my amusement; it was all I could do not to roll my eyes.

His greeting grew more intimate than polite—he pressed his body against Emma, arms enveloping her as his lips brushed both her cheeks. Then his hands, brazen and unashamed, swept down, cupping her backside in a flagrant squeeze. I saw her flinch as his fingers pressed into her flesh, but her sudden glance at me, lips twisting as if to hide a mischievous smile, told me she wasn’t entirely scandalized. There was a spark in her eyes—a challenge, or perhaps a confession of the thrill.

The house itself was an extravagant embodiment of privilege and taste gone unchecked, less a home than a stage for indulgence and opulence. We were ushered through rooms hung with gilded masterpieces, immense crystal chandeliers casting opulent shards of light across marble and mahogany. The dining table sprawled like a banquet in a palace, its cost surely eclipsing my own car several times over.

Champagne chilled lazily in a silvery bucket, and as we settled into the cavernous lounge, its lush white sofas swallowing us, Debra produced a sophisticated glass box. She opened it in a practiced motion, extracting a neatly rolled joint as if it were the most casual of amusements. She sparked it up, her mouth closing around the tip languorously, eyes flicking up to mine as she exhaled a plume of smoke—then she handed it to me. The taste was sharp, illicit, a teasing lick of rebellion. Passing it to Emma, I watched her quietly refuse, then I gave it to David, who accepted with unrestrained enthusiasm. On the low glass table lay several more treasures—expensive boxes filled with powders and pills, which Debra presented with a proud sweep of her hand. “Coke, ecstasy, or perhaps something more potent if you crave it,” she declared, her tone arch and knowing.

I couldn’t help but marvel at the hypocrisy—the audacity. This woman, whose very profession demanded upholding the law, was casually offering us a veritable apothecary of vice. Not enough for her to drown in substances she’d no doubt condemned others for possessing; she now prepared to surrender her body to a man less than half her age after barely ten minutes’ acquaintance. As if to add another layer of decadent taboo, she encouraged her young assistant to bed a woman old enough to be his mother, a stranger until this very hour. Her sense of morality was non-existent, I thought. Yet, the irony tingled beneath my skin—Emma and I were preparing to cross those very boundaries ourselves.

Debra’s voice cut through my reverie. She leaned toward Emma, brows raised, and murmured with a playful glint, “Shall we go and freshen up?” The two women swept from the room, leaving me alone with David, who planted himself far too close for comfort.

His lips curled as he leaned in, his eyes lecherous. “Just so you know, Mistress likes plenty of attention on her pretty tits and nipples.”

Mistress. It sounded utterly ridiculous coming from his mouth. Was this boy real, or was he merely performing a fantasy for us all? I kept my response level and sharp. “So, you fuck her, do you?”

He didn’t even blush. On the contrary, he appeared proud. “God, yes. She’s had me a while ago. Got far more adventurous when her husband ran off with his secretary.”

I considered the word 'ages,' wondering how long he thought it really was; I didn’t need or want the details.

He looked at me with a strange mix of pride and nostalgia. “Mistress showed me how to touch myself,” he said, his voice oddly wistful, almost reverent.

I fought back a grimacing smirk—since when did anyone need a tutorial to wank themselves off? The thought barely had time to settle when he turned his eager-eyed attention back to me. “You bed Emma, don’t you?” he pressed, voice jutting out Emma’s name as if it were a dirty secret we shared. Something sharp and territorial flickered through me at the way he called her by her name—so familiar, too casual.

Coolly, I returned, my words edging with disdain, “Not everyone fucks a woman old enough to be their mother, you know.” I let the truth hang there, heavy and deliberate. He didn’t seem to notice the insult; in fact, it only made his grin slither wider.

“Any advice then?” he purred, his eyelids hooded with something sleazy. “I want to give her a bloody good time.”

A pulse of irritation slammed into me, tight and primitive. My fist curled quietly, the skin stretched white-knuckled. I’m not prone to violence, but right then, the urge to cold-cock his perfectly smug face was simmering molten just beneath my skin.

Jaw clenched, I muttered, “Figure it out yourself.” He sagged back in the armchair, all fake sophistication dissolving into boyish disappointment.

Before the tension could thicken, the women returned. Emma carried an edge of agitated excitement, her fingers fluttering restlessly, her gaze flicking over everything but our faces. Debra, poised and radiant, gestured with an elegant authority. “Let’s adjourn to the games room,” she announced, her voice sultry as velvet.

The so-called games room was a decadent den rather than anything you’d find in a typical home—no green baize pool or snooker tables, but a fully stocked bar gleamed invitingly from one corner. Two broad sofas dominated the center—tailored in clean, pale leather, clearly convertible. The walls, though, drew all my attention: glossy black implements and slick, strange chairs adorned with leather restraints hung in erotic anticipation.

Just seeing the array, I decided swiftly—there was no way I was being tied up tonight.

It was also glaringly obvious: Debra and David had orchestrated these encounters with others before us. We were not pioneers in this particular sin.

With practiced theatricality, Debra glided over and offered me one of the best seats in the room. “Make yourself comfortable, Anthony,” she cooed, eyes glinting with mischief.

She faced me, dexterous fingers sliding down her cheongsam’s line of ornate buttons with unhurried, tantalizing precision. The fabric slipped away, pooling soundlessly at her feet—she was blissfully, unashamedly naked beneath, curves revealed in a confident flourish.

Her breasts, impossibly perfect and high, didn’t move—clearly sculpted by high-tier surgery, nipples capped to perfection, every inch designed for show. I enjoyed the sight, though truth be told, thighs and asses did it for me, and hers were taut—a testament to expensive trainers and hard-won discipline.

My gaze ticked lower—her pubic hair was a neat, absurd heart, trimmed into symmetrical blush above her sex. I hesitated between a laugh and a groan; clearly, she fancied it alluring.

Her dark eyes never wavered from mine as she knelt between my legs, the air around us thick and electric. She reached for my fly, unzipping with a deliberately slow pressure, gaze locking on mine with a heated focus that made my breath catch.

She slid her hand inside, exploring until she found me, not yet hard—a handful of vulnerable flesh. Her full lips twitched. “Oh, darling,” she drawled softly, “we’ll have you ready soon enough.”

Maintaining that sultry eye contact, she guided her mouth over me in a single, practiced swallow—her lips hot and voracious, drawing every inch of me to rigid arousal with a wet, exquisite expertise. Within moments I was achingly hard, standing proud for her. Smooth as anything, her hand wrapped tight and began stroking eagerly, coaxing every last inch to attention, as if she were determined to wring the best out of me tonight.

I stole a glance over at the other couch, my gaze lingering on the decadent scene unraveling there. Emma was reclined, her body surrendered to pleasure, knees falling wide and feet braced on the cushions for balance. Her panties lay discarded in a careless heap on the floor, utterly forgotten, while David buried his face between her thighs, his tongue gliding in slow, deliberate sweeps that reminded me of a man savoring an ice-lolly. Her head had tipped back, lips parted, eyes shuttered to the world, betraying nothing—no sound, no acknowledgment, just silent surrender. I couldn’t tell if she was truly lost in the moment or playacting for the theater of it all.

Debra caught the direction of my gaze and, with a wickedly knowing smile, slipped to her feet. “Come with me,” she purred, her voice a silk thread tugging me forward. With insolent confidence, she sauntered from the room, her hips swaying in a languid rhythm designed purely to tantalize. I trailed after her, my body at full attention and my cock jutting shamelessly out through my undone trousers.

She led me down the quiet hall, anticipation building, and pushed open the door to an extravagant bedroom. In the center stood a massive four-poster bed draped in decadent fabric, the entire ceiling above one seamless mirror—an invitation to voyeurism, to watch your own wickedness unfold in reflected colors. Across from us, a huge television dominated the wall, promising yet more sinful entertainment.

Debra climbed onto the bed, her movements fluid and feline, settling herself with practiced sensuality at the center. With a slow, lingering pat on the space beside her, she beckoned. “Strip off and join me, darling,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I see how much watching excites you.” Her eyes gleamed—provocation and promise in equal measure.

Clothes were a forgotten burden, and I shrugged them off quickly and approached her. As soon as I settled beside her, she seized my cock with a greedy certainty, her mouth sliding over me, hot and slick and demanding. Her other hand slipped to her own cunt, fingertips circling her clit as she pleasured herself with focused intent. The way her lips worked up and down my length felt damn good—so pleasurable that I surrendered to the sensation, letting her work me with her mouth and hands as she craved.

After a few delicious minutes, she released me with a pop and reached for a remote, her eyes dancing. She pressed a button and the television flickered to life, switching scenes from camera to camera—intimate, close-up, voyeuristic shots of the games room. Every dark corner and secret held there was revealed. She flicked through angles, zooming in until the screen was filled with a vivid, explicit shot of Emma’s pussy, exposed and glistening. On the bed, the pair had stripped entirely and now David lounged back, offering his cock to her in a warped sort of invitation. I watched, unable to look away, intrigued to see how she would handle this new, perverted experience.

It looked like she was eager, lips parted as she took him in—a practiced beginner, careful and attentive, her mouth working the length of him. She seemed to be learning quickly, her head bobbing with a steady, determined rhythm.

Debra brought my focus back to the bed, guiding my hand between her thighs, her own fingers slipping away to let me explore. I felt her beneath my touch—soft, hot, but not as wet as I expected. Was it nerves? Hormones? I started to work her clit with gentle circles, coaxing little sighs and trills of pleasure from her lips. Her hand found my cock again, stroking me with a hungry grip.

Intent on giving her more, I bent down and drew a nipple into my mouth, savoring the cool press of her surgically perfect breast against my tongue—twenty thousand sterling pounds of augmentation, soft and outrageously firm. Her sounds deepened, those sighs blossoming into real moans, guttural and needy. Eager to push her further, I eased myself between her thighs, lifting her legs until they bracketed my shoulders. As my tongue found her, tracing slow, wet circles over her clit, her hips jerked, and Debra’s gasp rang out—a raw, grateful sound. “God, you’re good,” she panted, voice thick with surrender.

Her sex was still stubbornly dry, and she was acutely conscious of it—her cheeks flushed with a blend of frustration and anticipation. Without missing a beat, she stretched languidly to the bedside drawer, her fingers grasping a small jar of glossy, clear lubricant. With a sly, knowing half-smile, she offered, “If you’d like, you can use some of this when you’re ready.” The unspoken invitation pulsed in the air—I already knew exactly what I wanted to do with her.

Curious for more, I gently pressed a finger to her perfect little ring, teasing the tight entrance. She tensed immediately and gasped, “Please, darling, not there.” Her voice trembled, half apology and half warning.

Perfect, I thought darkly. That’s precisely where I’m going to take you.

I caressed the curve of her ass, my voice soft and teasing. “You’ve never been taken back here, have you?” My question dangled between us, laced with suggestion.

She shot me a sideways grin—wicked, nervous. “No, never. I… I just thought it would be painful, and it’s hardly what a proper lady would do.” Her eyes shone with curiosity and anxiety—a heady combination.

Dipping my fingers into the slick, cool lube, I worked it onto her cunt, massaging her folds, making her tremble beneath my touch. My cock was throbbing—hard and demanding—so I slid inside her with delicious ease. She arched under me, moaning with exaggerated delight, “Oh, that’s so wonderful, darling.” Her words purred, but I wondered idly just how many men she’d murmured those assurances to.

As I glanced up, my gaze caught the mirror above the headboard—its angle perfectly reflected the screen on the opposite wall. There on the monitor, David was rutting on top of Emma, his plump arse bouncing furiously. Jealousy scorched through me—damn it, that should have been me between her thighs.

Debra, her legs hooked tightly over my shoulders, was gasping, her nails scraping delicious lines down my back as I drove into her. Her body rocked with every firm thrust. My hands reached again for the slippery lube. With a slow, deliberate motion, I slid my cock free, earning a soft whimper of protest from her lips.

Lifting her hips higher, I coaxed her ass up, smearing a generous dollop of gel onto her puckered, virginal entrance. She jolted with a squeak of alarm. “Anthony! Wh–what are you doing?”

I smiled calmly, voice thick with promise. “You’re either going to love this or hate it, darling. That’s the thrill of it, isn’t it?” I pressed the head of my cock against her tight hole, pushing with unyielding intent.

She was tighter than I could have imagined, her body resisting at first, gripping the thick crown of my cock. With a determined thrust, I broke through, the first inch forcing her to gasp, her muscles contracting fiercely around me. Then, suddenly, I surged forward and filled her completely—her shocked scream echoing through the mirrored bedroom.

“You bastard!” she gasped, her cry laced with both outrage and reluctant excitement. Her tight heat gripped me, the sensation exquisite. I began to piston into her, deep and fast, watching her lose control—her fists pounding at my back, her legs helplessly kicking, breathless shrieks filling the room.

There must have been some hidden microphone, because the door slammed open and David stumbled in, wide-eyed. In his ridiculous, quavering voice he challenged, “I say, old chap! What the devil are you doing to my Mistress?”

Without missing a stroke, I glanced at him and smirked, “What does it look like, David? I’m fucking your Mistress’s ass. Now piss off, unless you fancy taking her place beneath me.”

Emma lingered behind us, hand pressed theatrically to her lips, her expression suspended deliciously between shock and delight—I couldn’t quite decipher which, but her eyes gleamed with wicked amusement. The room still buzzed with heat and the scent of raw sex. Suddenly, I became aware that Debra’s cries had faded. I glanced down and found her utterly shameless, fevered fingers stroking her own wetness in hungry, relentless circles, her body trembling uncontrollably, mouth parted as she sucked in harsh, shallow breaths that filled the air with animalistic need.

What was supposed to be humiliation had twisted perversely; Debra’s pleasure had transcended shame. That insolent little slut was loving it—moaning, rocking, so swept up that the sight of her needy, writhing body only pushed my own climax closer, impossible to resist. Rage and arousal tangled inside me; I wanted to punish her, mark her, break her, but instead, I felt myself lose control. My voice dropped, rough and feral, as I leaned over her, every muscle coiled and trembling. “Brace yourself, Debra,” I growled into her ear, “because I’m about to empty myself into your arse. Every—last—drop.” The words were meant to intimidate, but the way she shuddered and arched against me undid me. She met my thrust with a desperate gasp, her eyes fluttering open—wild and begging. “God, yes—do it—please—” she rasped, quivering with anticipation.

I drove as deep as I could, my cock throbbing, spine arching, and surrendered to the lust that surged through me. Release tore through me in hot, pulsing waves, my shaft spurting inside her, spilling everything I had while her fingers worked herself harder, frantically chasing her own ecstasy. Each orgasmic convulsion of hers squeezed me with delicious, blinding pressure, milking every last spasm, forcing new jolts of pleasure from my body. Debra chanted guttural prayers, “Oh God, oh God,” her hips bucking, body locked in rapture, lost to pleasure and pain in equal measure.

When it ended, I rolled from her, spent and satisfied, chest heaving with exhaustion and triumph. Across the room, David still stood awkwardly, his childish fear on full display, his soft little cock limp and exposed as his voice wavered, “Are you all right, Mistress?” Debra’s only response was to lie sprawled and sated, eyes shut against reality, fingertips stealing tentatively over her thoroughly-used entrance. She snapped in irritation, “Go away, David,” dismissing him like an afterthought.

Emma now glowered from across the bed, arms crossed, eyes boring into me in silent accusation, her lips pursed but refusing to hide the sliver of a smile. I couldn’t help grinning back, the absurdity and wickedness of it all settling warm and heavy in my limbs. Sex could be devastating—cruel, ridiculous, glorious fun.

Later, as we slipped out, Debra’s sated murmur promised wicked new games should we visit again, though David’s wounded frown suggested he wasn’t so sure about it.

Driving home, I nudged Emma with a sly quip, “So, darling, did the earth move for you?” She shot me a venomous glare, temper fraught. “Oh, shut up. He was pathetic. His cock was like a thread, but—God help me—I was nearly enjoying it. Then he whimpered, came too soon—told me he didn’t usually finish so fast with his Mistress. Pathetic.” She huffed, crossing her legs with frustration. “I was about to see to myself when I heard that infernal racket from your room.”

Smug and spitefully satisfied by her disappointment, the journey back settled into charged silence. But soon she softened, sidling closer, her head gently pressing onto my shoulder as her hand wandered, slow and teasing, to my lap, fingers brushing possessively over the thickening promise beneath my trousers. Her voice, low and dangerous, tickled my ear. “You remember—when you were thinking of going home, and I said I’d make your life hell if you did?” she whispered.

“Yes?” I managed, blood pounding in anticipation.

She squeezed my hardened bulge, knuckles whitening with intent. “Well, if you don’t do something about my frustration soon, then I certainly will.”


Part 5

Emma, petite but sculpted, long legs crossing with casual elegance, was so much more than beautiful for forty-two—she was vital, magnetic. My mind flashed back to when I’d stumbled on her alone in the quiet dark, touching herself boldly with abandon; after the shock had faded, we’d unlocked a charged closeness that hovered just over the line but hadn’t crossed. I showed her the hard edge of explicit porn, fueling a hunger that was almost uncontrolled, and since then, she’d become ravenous—restless and insatiably curious.

Where once I’d kept things carefully within my grasp, now control was slipping—her confidence swelling as she teased and toyed, the balance shifting with every heated glance, every forbidden confession. Two years of solitary longing since my father’s death had left her desperate for touch that mattered, craving something raw, something real—a need that poor David, Debra’s assistant, had utterly failed to satisfy earlier that afternoon.

I questioned myself endlessly: Why did I hold back? She’d made no secret of her desire—how she dreamed of me, wanted me, needed this forbidden thrill—and I’d read it in her gaze, her words. Was it still shame that reined me in? Morality clinging to the edges of my lust? Maybe so, yet each brush of her fingers, each siren whisper of her body, made my resistance dimmer, flimsier.

I recalled how my control had faltered that night months ago, watching her in the mirror, pleasure claimed second by second as she moaned out her own name. My willpower had nearly shattered then; only distraction had saved me from surrender. There’d been other moments—her lips on Sue, my girlfriend’s mouth and hands bold and greedy, Emma arching into every caress. If not for Sue’s soft body in the way, I might not have hesitated at all.

Lost in the storm of these memories—shame, want, guilt, and heat—I realized movement beside me. I glanced over, heart slamming with a mix of fear and fascination. “Emma, what the hell are you doing?” I gasped.

Her dress was rucked high, fingers slipping under her panties, her expression serene and defiant. “You may have found your release this afternoon, but I haven’t. David was useless, a waste of time. I’m wound unbearably tight.” She locked eyes with me, bold in her need. “If you weren’t driving, your cock wouldn’t be trapped in your jeans right now. So pay attention to the road, love. If you won’t help, I’ll just have to satisfy myself.”

A low chuckle escaped me, almost in disbelief. “You really are wicked,” I murmured, fighting a grin. “This has to be a record—a young man half your age driving while you get yourself off in the passenger seat. Should I be ready to lay on the horn when you hit your peak?”

Her reply was sharp and teasing, without missing a beat. “You'll figure it out soon enough. Now hush—I’m rather preoccupied.”

She was playing with me, and she knew exactly what she was doing. Every time I glanced over, the show grew even more daring. She hiked her dress high, baring the silky skin of her stomach, then slid her panties down to her knees before letting them drop to the floor. Her thighs fell open, shameless and deliberate—inviting me to drink in every decadent detail.

Her voice was sultry, an erotic purr. “Mmm, I’m so wet… tingling in all the right ways. I could come so hard right now, but why rush it? I’m in the mood to torture myself. Or maybe torture you. Don’t you wish your fingers were the ones teasing me, darling?”

I told myself to focus, keep my eyes fixed on the road—but the allure was impossible to ignore. Out the corner of my eye I glimpsed the glisten of her arousal as she slid two fingers in lazy, tempting loops around her swollen folds. Soon, the intoxicating musk of her lust started to drift through the car, thickening the air, making me ache. She writhed, moaning, exaggerating every reaction just for me.

I clenched my jaw, fighting the rising heat in my groin, but it was a losing battle. My cock swelled urgently against my trousers—a raw, hungry ache I couldn't control or hide.

She noticed right away, her triumphant smirk making her eyes gleam. “Well, well,” she purred, reaching over so her fingers curled possessively around my hard length, squeezing, stroking me through the fabric. “Look at you, Anthony… You’ve grown up beautifully. Eventually, I’m going to have to take full advantage of this. This cock is wasted hidden away from me.”

Gritting my teeth, I brushed her hand away, my voice rough. “Not today, ma’am. Don’t push your luck. Keep your hands to yourself and finish what you started—I’d like to make it home without crashing.”

But deep down, I was furious with myself. All my attempts at restraint were crumbling. She was dismantling every barrier, seducing me with nothing more than her brazen need and confidence.

She slid her fingers back between her legs, gasping harshly now. “You have no idea what I’m doing to you in my mind, baby,” she moaned, stroking her clit faster. “God, if only you could see all the filthy places I’m taking you. It’s going to tip me over the edge soon.”

I tried to block out her tantalizing words, telling myself this was wrong, but my body paid no heed. The image of her, flushed and twisted with need, only made me harder.

Her head lolled toward me, cheeks bright with arousal, her little cries building. Suddenly she tensed, breath catching, hips pitching upward as her right hand rubbed her clit with frantic urgency, while her left hand thrust deep inside her greedy pussy—two, then three fingers pumping furiously.

I heard her inhale sharply, her body racked by violent tremors as she came, silent at first, then dissolving into a guttural, desperate moan. Her naked belly convulsed, muscles seizing, shivers rolling through her as every ounce of pleasure hit her at once.

She let the spasms ride out, gasping, waves of ecstasy shuddering through her until gradually the intensity ebbed. Slowly, finally, she melted back into the seat, a satisfied, deliciously wicked smile playing on her lips.

In less time than it took my heartbeat to settle, she slipped her panties back up, casually smoothing them against her hips with a radiant, wicked little grin. “Well, that was deliciously necessary. And how about you, darling? Feeling better, or do you need a release of your own?” Her tone sparkled with mischief, her lips curling as she glanced pointedly at the rigid outline tenting my trousers.

There was no use pretending; my desire was plain as day, insistent and throbbing. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, forcing my gaze to remain locked on the road ahead, silent, ashamed at how my own control was fraying at the edges.

With utter calm, she adjusted the last folds of her dress, but her eyes never wandered far from my lap. Her voice lowered, a soft, seductive purr. “Poor Anthony, that looks almost painful... Why don’t you pull over and let me ease your discomfort? I can be so gentle, so thorough—let me set that monster free, just for a moment.”

Her fingers hovered near my zipper, brushing warm air against my skin. My nerves snapped. “Don’t,” I growled, steel in my voice. “Just leave it—I can handle myself. Besides, I doubt the police would be amused by your creative solutions on the roadside.”

She fell back with a delighted, teasing smirk, clearly unperturbed by my rebuff. “Goodness, aren’t you grumpy? If it’s anyone’s fault you’re straining so hard, it’s certainly not mine. Maybe you need to learn to keep your eyes on the road instead of on me—unless you secretly enjoyed the show?” Her laughter was pure temptation, shameless and sweet.

“My eyes were elsewhere,” I snapped, knowing full well my denial was paper-thin. “But honestly, what do you expect when someone’s baring herself and writhing just inches away? Hard not to notice, regardless of intent.”

A hint of a smile played across my lips as the banter continued, trying to disguise my frustration. “Trust me, next time there will be a big, bold sign—‘Thank you for not masturbating in this seat’. Now, will you behave?”

The rest of the drive simmered with unspoken tension, and when we finally pulled into the driveway, I practically leapt from the car and made for the shower, desperate to wash away the memory of her touch—her scent still clinging to my skin, my resistance worn dangerously thin.

Standing beneath the icy blast, I took stock of my crumbling resolve. I tried to convince myself that my boundaries were unbreakable, that she lacked the power to make me surrender…but the truth gnawed at the corners of my mind. There was always the possibility—however remote—that I could falter. That I might let myself fall.

The next morning, the thought of escape felt like a godsend. I was due to leave for a five-day training course, and at least for a little while, distance might restore my sanity. In truth, I didn’t expect to excel; my real talents were more carnal than academic—drinking and fucking came far more naturally to me than anything they’d teach.

Sunday was usually reserved for recovery, not for seeing Sue, but with my upcoming absence, we’d broken tradition. Sue and I were equals in passion and perversity—our arrangement was deliciously simple: no boundaries, no secrets, and every forbidden appetite permitted provided candor came first.

But as I drove to her place, anxiety crept in. How could I admit to her that I’d just been seduced by an older woman, someone I barely knew? Worse, it hadn’t just been an ordinary encounter—I’d taken her, even in ways I’d once only fantasized about. Would Sue want the details, or just the confession?

Sue was my reckless inspiration, my partner in depravity. She never flinched from the bizarre or taboo; she chased sexual satisfaction with a hunger no one else had ever shown me. After that car ride, with frustration heavy and unfinished need burning in my veins, I wondered what new ecstasy she had planned.

When she opened the door, her body was a lithe promise. Only a pair of panties veiled her golden skin and toned curves—a vision of provocative innocence, made all the more dangerous by the sly smile playing on her lips. At nineteen, a year younger than me, Sue was tall and blonde and fantastically, almost obscenely beautiful—tanned skin begging for my touch, her eyes full of knowing wickedness.

As soon as I stepped across the threshold, Sue’s long, sinuous leg curled possessively behind mine, anchoring me to her as she pulled my body flush against hers. Her lips crashed into mine with a fire that stole my breath—her tongue immediately invading, twisting and dominating, asserting her hunger. God, her kisses had always been intoxicating, but tonight, they felt almost feverish—urgent, claiming me, as if she meant to devour every last trace of restraint I had.

Sue’s devotion to her body had always thrilled me; she was a goddess in flesh, every curve sculpted, her skin glimmering with that legendary tawny glow. Even now, clothed in nothing but those tiny panties, her breasts swelled, perfect and untamed, displayed for my admiration. She never bothered with bras—she didn’t need to. As our lips parted, I couldn’t resist lowering my head. My tongue traced circles around each pebbled nipple before I drew her into my mouth, sucking softly, savoring the gasps tumbling from her lips. She quivered beneath my touch, fingers tangling in my hair, wordlessly urging more.

Eventually, we settled into facing chairs, the tension between us simmering—alive and ravenous. Sue’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Well, isn’t this a delightful surprise? Sunday sin.” She stretched, nonchalant but with purpose. “Since you’ll be away all week, we might as well indulge, don’t you think? A whole seven days’ worth of craving to pack into one night. Five minutes for conversation—then it’s just you and me, skin to skin. Now tell me, what adventures have you had today?”

The confession clawed at my throat. I steeled myself and plunged straight in. “It’s been... eventful. Do you remember Debra, the one I mentioned before?”

Her brow arched; she waited.

“I slept with her this afternoon. Anal, to be absolutely clear.”

The transformation in her face was subtle at first—curious, then startled disbelief tightening every delicate feature. Sue’s frostbitten silence cut deeper than any words. Then, her voice settled into a deadly calm: “You did what?”

Naked panic surged through me. “Sue, please. Let me explain.”

She didn’t raise her voice—her stillness was razor-sharp. “Oh, I definitely want to hear this. I spent all day aching for you, counting down until I could have your cock, and now you drop this in my lap? Funny, you said we share everything—yet here I am, finding out after the fact that you fucked someone else.” Her eyes glittered with utterly cold fury.

I floundered, desperate to reach her. “Sue, you don’t understand—she orchestrated the whole thing. She threatened to ruin me if I didn’t play along. She only cared to fuck Debra’s assistant; apparently, Debra would only agree if I slept with her first. I didn’t want to! She manipulated every move.”

Her sharp laugh dripped with contempt. “Oh, so Emma made her helpless escort fuck the nasty stranger? Poor little Anthony, always the victim. At least be honest—did you enjoy it? Did you come for her?”

I winced, shame scraping my insides. “No, I swear I didn’t enjoy it,” I insisted, the words tumbling uselessly, “Well... I did come, but only because—God, it just happened, not because I liked it.”

It sounded absurd even to my own ears, and panic tightened my chest. “Sue, listen, I had no idea what she planned until we were already halfway there. The moment I realized, I tried to turn the car around—she threatened to make my life hell if I didn’t comply.”

Her silence was lethal. I could feel her assessing, weighing every syllable of my pathetic apology. Without another word, Sue stood and drifted to the door. She opened it with slow finality and turned to me, her voice so quiet, it was more chilling than a scream. “I’m disappointed, Anthony. I need space to think. Leave now. By the time you return from your course, I’ll know exactly what you’re worth.”

Utterly crushed, I stood there in the wake of her words, my heart in tatters. How could I have anticipated Sue would unravel like this, so cold and forbidding? My pride was already cowering, and for a wild instant, I wanted to drop to my knees and beg for her forgiveness, clutching at any shred of mercy she might offer. My voice trembled with raw desperation as I pleaded, “Sue, please, for fuck’s sake, can’t you believe me? Call Emma—she’ll tell you herself it was all her twisted idea.”

A flicker of thought crossed her face, those darkened eyes searching for possibility. For a heartbeat, hope pulsed within me. And then she closed the door—firmly, decisively—shutting out the world and locking me in her storm. Wordlessly, her forehead pressed against the wood, shoulders slumping as she slid down—slow, languid, surrendering to the floor until she was kneeling in a heap. I watched, anxiously strung, as her body began to quiver. For a split second dread spiked through me—was she crying?

But when she turned, her back flush against the door, I realized the truth: her entire body was wracked with laughter, shaken by helpless convulsions of delight. Her eyes shone with wicked pleasure, and that sound—her laughter bubbling out between gasps—tore through the tension I’d been strangling on. Shame and relief collided inside me, and I collapsed into the nearest chair, feeling my cheeks burn hot with mortification.

I tried to salvage my dignity, forcing a cocky tone as I managed, “You didn’t get me, you know. I saw right through your little charade, I was simply playing along.”

Sue scrunched up her lovely features, mocking me with an affected high-pitched whine, “Oh, give me a break, Sue! Emma made me fuck the wicked lady, I swear I didn’t want to—honestly!” Her teasing was merciless and, God, it stung and aroused me at once.

Before I could react, she snaked from the floor to my lap, wriggling her body until her breasts pressed into me, her warm laughter vibrating through us both. She looked up impishly, voice still squeaky and childish, “Poor little Tony. Don’t you worry, she will never make you fuck anyone you don’t want to—Scout’s honour!”

I growled low in my throat, the sound half warning, half need. “Get off,” I demanded, gripping her hips, but she clung tighter, her arms draped possessively around my neck. Our lips brushed and, in spite of myself, I surrendered to her mouth—her kisses always knowing exactly how to dissolve my resolve.

Breaking away just enough to speak, she announced, her eyes glittering with devilish glee, “Emma spilled everything days ago. She called me as soon as you were on your way here, giving me the play-by-play—she thought it was hysterical, especially when you threatened David’s ass with some special attention.”

My pride stung anew, and I shot back, “Oh, it’s Emma, now, is it? I really don’t like you scheming with her behind my back—it’s already hard enough to keep her out of my pants. I suppose you know she actually wants me to fuck her?”

Sue smirked, twirling a lock of her hair and gazing at me with teasing heat. “Of course I do, darling. And you’d best get your chance soon because she’s caught the eye of someone else.”

I sat bolt upright, the shock cracking through my arousal. “Someone else? Who the hell are you talking about?”

She grinned wolfishly, her voice silkily conspiratorial. “A gentleman at her health club. He trails after her like a frisky puppy, desperate for her attention. He’s even invited her for a weekend on his gorgeous yacht.”

“A yacht?” My suspicion was palpable. “You’re not just winding me up again, are you?”

She giggled, leaning in, voice sultry and secretive. “I knew that would prick your attention. You know that extravagant motor showroom on the High Street—the one with the gleaming Mercs and those impossibly sexy Italian sports cars?”

I nodded warily, my mind spinning.

She purred, “He owns that place—and a couple more. Imagine that, darling. She could have a husband with more money than you could ever spend.”

My curiosity warred with incredulity as I asked, hesitant but desperate to believe, “How rich are we talking?”

Sue leaned forward until her breath was hot against my ear, her whisper sinful and intoxicating. “Utterly, obscenely rich.”

A wicked thrill curled through me, hot and urgent, as the thought of dizzying luxury—the purr of a Ferrari engine beneath me, Italian leather under my fingertips—sank its claws into my imagination. I grinned and quipped, “Hey, Sue, how do you spell Ferrari anyway? One ‘r’ or two?” But before I could enjoy my own joke, I leapt to my feet with a surge of pure anticipation, sending Sue tumbling in an unceremonious sprawl at my side.

“This situation demands some proper, intense thinking,” I declared, my mind racing with possibility as I paced the room, each step sharp with promise. I muttered aloud, my thoughts a tangled knot of lust, trepidation, and greedy ambition. “If I say no to her, she’ll get stroppy—and that’s never pretty. If I say yes and really hit the spot, she’ll expect sexual perfection every single time. But if this ‘admirer’—Mr. Yacht-and-Showroom—can’t satisfy her in the bedroom, she’ll toss him overboard, and there goes my chance to ever own a set of keys to that scarlet beast. Talk about high stakes.”

From her spot on the floor, Sue snorted, amusement flickering in her voice. “What makes you so damn sure you’re all that in bed?”

My gaze slid down to her—those long, sun-dappled legs, the teasing curve of her lips, her eyes dancing with challenge—and I couldn’t stop my own smirk. “Well, any bloke who can keep a wild, beautiful woman like you by his side—he must be doing something right.”

Her smile morphed into something softer, almost affectionate, but laced with heat. “Thank you, you smooth-talking bastard.”

My heart picked up its rhythm, pounding with excitement. The horizon was suddenly wide open, glittering with scandal and opportunity—and tonight tasted like a heady mix of desire and possibility. I grinned, decision made. “My conscience protests can wait. For now, let’s celebrate my forthcoming windfall in the only way I know how,” I murmured, voice dropping to a hungry, velvet timbre. “Let me worship your gorgeous cunt with my mouth, darling. Let me taste what good fortune feels like.”

Her legs parted eagerly—so bold, so ready, her heart-shaped ass pressed into the floor. I slid to my knees, hands trembling with the thrill, hooking my fingers into the edge of her panties and tugging them aside so her already glistening folds were bare to me. Wet, flushed, swollen with anticipation—she was more than ready. My lips closed gently around the lush bud of her clit, teasing her, savoring the way she arched into me. Her hands rose impulsively, capturing her own nipples, twisting and torturing them until her breath came ragged. “Oh, Jesus—yes, that’s so fucking good,” she gasped, voice thick with pleasure.

I relished her taste—the way her need built and foamed, that slippery froth pooling and threatening to drip down even further. Sometimes I chased every drop with my tongue before it could reach the tight ring of her ass; tonight I waited, eyes locked on that tempting, furled entrance as it glimmered with her slickness. When her pretty little hole was drenched, I eased my finger in, feeling her tightness flutter and grip me. Her gasp was sharp, desperate.

As my tongue circled her clit, drawing her toward the precipice, I slid another finger into her ass. The sensation of stretching her, of feeling her muscle clamp and pulse around me, sent a bolt of heat straight to my cock. With my free hand, I dragged my underpants downward—impossibly hard now, my cock ready and waiting.

But then, with a ragged, urgent breath, she moaned, “Fuck me up the arse. Now.”

At those words, my cock throbbed, hungry and wild. Nothing—nothing—ignited me like Sue’s filthy, beautiful demands, her voice thick with hunger as she begged for me to take her the way only I could.

Leaning in close, I braced my palms on either side of her, caging her in the heat of my intent. Sue, ever the eager minx, shifted beneath me with a hunger that drew my cock precisely to the sultry notch of her body. The explicit invitation in her eyes, the way she locked her arms possessively around my waist, made my pulse stutter. Her arousal had slickened her tightest entrance, preparing it, beckoning me in. Even with the generous thickness I could claim as my own, she impaled herself upon me with such delicious force that I slid in, every inch instantly consumed.

Her hips thrust up, urgent and demanding, the heel of her voice rough with lust. “Deeper. I want you all the way. Hard—fuck me hard.” Every word made my cock surge with reckless desire.

I slid my hands beneath the curve of her ass, clutching her, and surrendered to the animal hunger pulsing through me. My thrusts were hard, wild, each stroke driven by a need bordering on violent obsession. I looked down, hungry for more, and caught the frantic dance of her fingers over her wet, swollen clit. She couldn’t get enough—neither could I.

Her tightness spasmed around me, nearly undoing me. The gathering storm in my groin spiraled madly. My breath hitched, coming out as a fierce, guttural growl. “Sue, I’m close—fuck, I can’t hold back—” The hot tingle at the base of my cock warned me.

She shuddered with a gasp, “Yes—I’m coming too!”

I clamped down on her backside, slammed into her with savage, desperate thrusts. I could feel myself right at the edge, lost in the primal ferocity of my need, the two of us wrapped in a tangle of raw, shaking pleasure. A feral snarl tore from my throat. Every nerve screamed with release.

Even as the waves of orgasm ebbed, I started to pull out, but she clung to me, nails digging, eyes burning. “No, not yet—just stay—I love the way you feel inside me, don’t move—I want more.”

Her hand found its way between our bellies, fingers skillful and insistent as she teased herself anew, stoking the fire that never seemed to die between us. My cock, cushioned in her heat, instantly stiffened again, drawn along by her relentless lust.

“Oh God, your cock—so hard,” she moaned, voice trembling with need. “Don’t stop—I’m coming again, drive it in—hard.”

My hips answered, pounding harder, urgent. I could feel her fingers delving into her slick core, opening herself wide with each thrust. She bucked, wild and insatiable, panting, her words coming in a hectic, obscene chant—begging for it, for me.

Her whole body locked in anticipation, trembling, and for a few stolen seconds she went utterly still, her breath caught in her chest, the world frozen around her. Then she broke—shivering, wrung out, sated—her arms tumbling limply to the sheets.

Looking down, I saw her face, flushed crimson, sandy strands of blonde clinging to her damp skin. Her chest rose and fell with desperate, uneven breaths. “Christ, that was one of my biggest climaxes ever,” she whispered, almost reverent.

A slow, wicked smile tugged at my lips. “That just about took me out as well.”

She let out a soft, lazy moan, her eyes fluttering closed. “You may withdraw now, lover—I’m done with your cock for now. But don’t go far. I want it near, just in case.”

I eased out of her, slow and gentle, watching as her body instinctively clenched and sighed at the loss.

She rolled to face me, her brow creased with wicked curiosity. “You know, I wonder what it’d be like to do a real double-penetration, like in those wild porn clips. Too bad you don’t have a twin brother.”

I shrugged, grinning. “Sorry to disappoint – looks like you’re stuck with just me.”

I shifted the conversation to safer ground, smoothing a wayward lock of her hair from her brow. “Since I’ll be away all next week, do you want me to call each evening and keep you updated?”

She grinned at me, eyes alight with wicked mischief. “Only if there’s anything worthy of gossip – especially if you do something reckless with one of those girls. Otherwise, we’ll just have a nice little phone wank together. Oh, and is Paula going to be there?” Her tone lilted with teasing curiosity.

The woman she meant was Paula: that bespectacled brunette from the neighboring office—twenty-three, with the sort of discreet sensuality that makes a man’s imagination run wild. She was no showstopper, but there was a sleekness in her curves that begged for inspection. Her prim style—always those crisp blouses, that tight pencil skirt, lips scarcely smiling—only made me want to rile her. I’d pass her desk, drop a salacious comment about how she made glasses look indecent, and she’d pretend not to hear, dismissing me with an icy glance—the kind that could ignite a fire beneath that cool façade. From what I knew, she had no boyfriend.

“I think she is,” I told Sue, keeping my tone deliberately casual.

Sue smirked. “If you end up doing anything filthy with Paula, I expect a full, filthy report. No details spared.” She bit her lip, cheeks flushed with the delicious prospect.

---

Once we’d all arrived and checked in, the group assembled in the lounge: fourteen attendees, six of whom were women. My eyes naturally sought out Paula, and I maneuvered myself into the chair next to hers—the perfect vantage point to test my powers of persuasion. She maintained her air of practiced disinterest, but even so, I couldn’t help but watch the lines of her throat as she sipped her wine, the outline of her nipples beneath her pale blouse. If she’d noticed my gaze, she gave no indication—her shield of indifference as formidable as ever. Patience, I reminded myself. We still had five nights ahead.

Every day, I made a point of sidling up to her, my attentions transparent, my focus on Paula far surpassing any interest in lectures and dull PowerPoints. The sessions revolved tediously around “man-management,” but, wickedly, I fantasized about managing something far more intimate. No slides on seduction, unfortunately.

As dusk descended and the bar filled, my talents shifted to drinking the rest under the table—a feat only matched by my persistence in teasing Paula. My innuendoes grew increasingly predictable: Did she want to show me what was hiding beneath that skirt, or was a quick fuck on the agenda? Her lips curled in a smirk as she, without missing a beat, threatened to destroy my balls if I didn’t back off. The more she rebuffed me, the more I itched to peel away that mask of propriety.

Every night, after another fruitless flirtation, I would retreat to my room. Sue and I would call, confessing our unfulfilled cravings until we satisfied ourselves with moans whispered across the miles—our lonely symphony of telephonic desire.

By Friday, the air was heavy with unspent need. I decided my luck had run its course—it was all or nothing. As Paula slipped out of the bar, I matched her stride, joining her in the slow-rising lift. The booze hummed warm and reckless in my veins.

She eyed me warily, her mouth set in a dare. “Don’t you dare try anything.”

I grinned slowly, my voice thick with heat. “I just want to taste your pussy, Paula. Doesn’t that sound reasonable?”

She scoffed, rolling her eyes. “Keep dreaming.”

But as the doors opened to the fourth floor and she made to leave, I lost all restraint. My arm snaked around her, drawing her soft body against me. I hiked her dress resolutely, my voice husky in the hush of the lift. “Just a quick feel, love. That’s all I want.”

Instead of protesting or striking out, Paula surprised me—her laughter, light and breathless, drifted between us as she whispered, “Stop it, you drunken idiot, someone might catch us.”

The doors of the lift hesitated, gliding open and closed, but I wedged them with my foot, refusing to let this moment escape. My arm held her close, pressing her against me, fitting perfectly against the curve of her waist. My other hand danced at the hem of her dress, fingertips edging closer, hungry with anticipation. Despite her attempt to keep her thighs sealed, determined and tight, I managed to slip my fingers beneath the smooth band of her panties, sliding into silky heat.

Her resistance dissolved; she sagged into me, forehead nestled against my shoulder, a soft, delicious gasp escaping her lips as my fingers delved between her folds. I teased and stroked her, feeling the liquid slickness gather, quickening my heartbeat. She trembled against my chest, her voice rough and husky as she whispered, “You bastard, I’m going to tell Sue exactly what you’re doing.” I smirked to myself, knowing Sue would want every sordid detail.

Her moans grew bolder, quiet but unmistakable in the hush of the lift. The heady scent of arousal wound between us. My cock ached, swollen—aching to be freed. Suddenly her hand was at my zipper, fingers deft and eager. She tugged it down with a rasp of metal and slipped her hand inside, circling my length with greedy curiosity, her breath hot against my neck. “Wow…” she murmured, her voice thick with admiration.

With only this small, suspended world for us, I released the door, allowing it to seal us into a cocoon of stolen pleasure. I hooked my hand beneath her right thigh, lifting—her leg wrapped around my waist, her hips tilting up toward mine. Her grip around my cock guided me home, the tip gliding inside her—so ready, so impossibly wet. I groaned, barely containing the surge of triumph pulsing through me.

She braced herself against the wall, clutching at me with one arm for balance, gasping, “Well, you’ve got what you wanted, so now you’d better make this count.” I thrust into her, hard and slow, her body yielding, hot and tight around me. Each movement was deliberate, savoring every flutter, every shiver as waves of arousal shuddered through us. My hand steadied her, gripping her hip, while her leg trembled, straining to hold herself up—our bodies pressed, frantic, in the small, mirrored space.

And just then, the lift jolted to life, descending, and panic fissured the sensual haze. The doors peeled open an agonizing crack, voices flooding in from the landing. Paula tensed, gasping in alarm, jerking away from me. In her haste, her hand fumbled at my fly, yanking my zipper upwards.

Agony singed through me—my cock, half-sheathed, was pinched viciously by the zipper’s metal teeth. I strangled a scream in my throat, heart thudding with raw panic. My cock jutted helplessly, exposed, as I clamped a desperate hand over myself, shame and pain burning together.

People stepped into the lift, voices unconcerned, but I dared not meet their gaze. Paula was rigid against the control panel, trying to push away from me, but I couldn’t let her go. Through gritted teeth I whispered, “Don’t fucking move—my cock’s caught in the goddamn zipper.”

Behind me, cool and oblivious, a man’s voice piped up, “Number three, please.”

My trembling hand shot past Paula’s bare shoulder, frantically pressing the button for the third floor. She stared at me—her eyes enormous, pupils dilated, lips parted in a silent gasp as the full horror of my situation sank in. I saw her mouth twitch, holding back laughter that would spell my doom. I leaned close, breath hot against her ear, and growled, “If you so much as giggle, I’ll strangle you right here, right now. Seriously, what the hell am I supposed to do?”

To my shock, she slipped her arms around my neck, her mouth crashing into mine. She tasted of adrenaline and mischief, all wild, forbidden heat as she pressed her body flush to mine. Then, in a voice laced with false innocence, she peered over my shoulder and announced, “Please forgive us—we’ve just got engaged and simply can’t keep our hands off each other.”

A woman’s voice, sweet and syrupy, floated over us: “How adorable.”

The lift jolted to a stop. I could hardly breathe as the couple exited. With a wink and a pat on my shoulder, the man muttered, “Good luck,” as if he knew I’d need it.

I stabbed at the button for level four, jaw clenched, pulses of agony shooting through my trapped cock. The elevator lurched upwards again. When it finally slid open on my floor, I risked a glance—the corridor was mercifully, perfectly empty. Hunching awkwardly, clutching my exposed, throbbing flesh, I shuffled across the hallway, my steps more mincing than masculine. Each movement sent a white-hot shock wave of pain shooting up my spine, and I gasped, whimpering at every step.

Staggering into my room, I collapsed face-first on the bed, heart hammering, not daring to inspect the carnage. I pictured blood, torn flesh, the mangled proof of my own stupidity. In a panic, I cupped myself, barely breathing. I was convinced: this was the end, I’d be mutilated forever, doomed to a sexless life of ridicule and regret.

Paula’s presence was suddenly beside me, a whisper of her perfume, her warm breath against my ear. “Let me see,” she murmured, prying my hands away, her fingers surprisingly gentle. Her eyes flicked up and she grinned wickedly. “Oh yes, it’s definitely fastened in the zipper.”

Searing resentment burst through my haze of pain. “Of course it’s fucking caught! Do you honestly think I’d fake something so bloody humiliating? Call an ambulance. Now.”

She brushed me off with a wicked grin, “Hang on, let me try something first.”

My voice cracked with suspicion. “What exactly?”

Paula’s smile curved with wicked intent. “This.” Before I could shield myself, her fingers closed around the zipper tag—and yanked.

Agony ripped through me, brutal and electric. I screamed, the shrill sound echoing off the walls. I doubled over, clutching my still-throbbing cock with both hands, curling up in a ball as the aftershocks washed over me.

Paula retreated to the doorway, poised to flee, covering her mouth to stifle her laughter. For a full blessed minute, I thrashed, cursing her with every fuck, shit, and goddamn I could summon. I swore, in that pulsing maelstrom of pain, that someday I might actually kill her.

Finally, the pain dulled to an insistent throb. Paula crept back beside me, her tone mockingly gentle. “Honestly, you’re such a baby. I’ve never heard a man make such a fuss about a little snip. Let me see.”

I glared at her, venom in every syllable. “Sod off. Why don’t you grab some pliers and rip it off while you’re at it?”

She perched on the edge of the bed, her gaze suddenly tender. “Shh…I promise—gentle.” With feather-light fingers, she lifted my battered shaft, inspecting the wounded underside. Her brows drew together in concentration, lips pursed. She rummaged in her handbag, emerging with a small silver compact. She tilted the mirror beneath me. Her eyes bored into mine, wicked and yet full of concern, and all she said was, “Look.”

Bracing myself, I hesitated—expecting something grotesque, disfiguring. My heart thudded. The mirror reflected nothing at first, then I spotted a tiny, angry blood blister just beneath the flush of my glans. That was all—a faint dark bubble. No cruel split, no wash of blood, no dire need for a surgeon’s hands. Just this minuscule bruise that somehow had made my body convulse, made me cry out with shame and agony.

“It fucking hurt,” I muttered, my voice thick with embarrassment and relief, unable to meet her eyes.

I suddenly realized how utterly exposed I was—naked, humiliated, desperate for reassurance. “You’re not going to say anything about this, right?” My question hung between us, fragile and raw.

She offered a deliciously wicked smile, all innocence on the surface. “What, you mean am I going to tell everyone you’ve been following me around, unable to keep your hands—or anything else—off me all week? That you tried to pin me in the lift, and then trapped your cock in your own pants and shrieked like you’d been castrated?” Her wide eyes glinted. “Why would I ever tell anyone that?”

I knew then, without a shadow of a doubt, that I was utterly at her mercy.

She paused at the door, her body lithe and teasing, lips curling into a smirk. “See you in the bar, honey.”

After my shower—each drop stinging like a rebuke—I slathered healing cream over my abused cock, biting my lip at the sensitivity. I waited as long as I could, dread bubbling in my belly, then braced myself for the humiliation waiting downstairs.

Inside the bar, every conversation stuttered to silence. Eyes locked on me, subtle grins passed between the group, even the barman’s lips twitching with unspoken laughter. I forced myself into bravado. “Anyone want to see the scars?” I challenged, arching an eyebrow.

A chorus of snickers rippled through the room, one girl’s voice tart and delighted: “You know, severe trauma like that can leave a man completely useless. Must be awful, having a cock that doesn’t work anymore.” The laughter rang out, thick with cocktail-fueled cruelty.

I let them have their fun. For once, I couldn’t muster a defense. The jokes flew—innuendos flung with casual ease. By the time the evening waned, I’d drunk enough to dull my pride.

Paula slipped her arms around my waist, her mouth brushing the shell of my ear. She kissed me softly, lips lingering with promise and mischief. “When your cock’s back in working order, maybe you can try again. This time, though—lose the trousers.”

Too drunk to care, I finally stumbled into bed, my body warm and heavy, my cock still too tender for even the whisper of my hand. I phoned Sue, relayed every mortifying detail, listening to her helpless laughter.

Her last words, sleepy and delicious, curled around my mind as I drifted. “When you’re healed, I’ll have a little surprise waiting. Just for you.”

---

The next day, I drove home lost in thought, the whole episode replaying in vivid, stinging flashes. Going into the office would be torture—my new nickname Nobby already echoing in my mind.

A Bentley sat poised outside my house, all sleek curves and silent judgment. Only one person would arrive in that sort of spectacle: Emma’s latest conquest.

He leapt to greet me the moment I stepped inside—shorter than I’d imagined, somewhere in his fifties, hair artfully swept over his shiny pate in a vain attempt to fool the world. I wondered why he hadn’t invested in a transplant, not that it helped much—a certain smugness clung to him.

His handshake was just a shade too firm, almost compensating for something. “This is my friend, Roland,” Emma announced, smiling as though introducing royalty. “From the health club.”

She peered at me with that sly, knowing glint in her eye, her lips curved in the faintest, most disarming smile. “So, did you have an entertaining week? Anything you’d care to share?” The question lingered, heavy and honeyed—too casual to be innocent. I hesitated, my pulse picking up. God, had word travelled all the way back here already? A whisper of laughter flickered in her gaze as I shrugged and told her the week had been utterly dull.

Setting my travel bag down, I drifted back into the lounge. While Emma busied herself with brewing tea, Roland and I were left circling each other in polite, somewhat awkward conversation. I tried to steer us towards cars, desperate for a distraction, but he only wanted to talk about Emma—her grace, her warmth—all the things he apparently adored about her. With a forced, brittle smile, he asked if I’d be comfortable with her joining him for a weekend sailing trip. The knot that tightened in my gut told me everything I needed to know, but I just nodded, playing at indifference. In truth, the idea of them together in any intimate way made my skin crawl. Jealousy—shameful, raw—curled inside me, wanton and irritable, and I couldn’t drive it out, no matter how hard I tried.

He eventually shimmered out the front door. I caught a glimpse—just a shadow, just a pause at the entrance—that told me they were probably tangled in a farewell kiss. The thought sent an involuntary shudder through me.

When she returned, I attempted casualness, fingers drumming silently against my thigh. “So, do you think there’s any lasting promise with Roland, then?”

She answered me with a sly, almost girlish smile, flashing her wrist so the new, dazzling watch glimmered in the lamplight. “He’s generous, and a gentleman. As for your next thought, no—before you ask—I haven’t done a single thing for this. He said the pleasure was in the giving, so I just said thank you.”

She met my gaze, holding it. “And, in case you’re fixating on it, we haven’t fucked. He got all excitable just from groping my tits—you’d think the poor man had won the lottery. Unless that wallet is obscenely shaped, I think he’s packing a perfectly decent cock.”

The image she painted—explicit, almost taunting—twisted inside me. Discomfort warred with fascination, but I tried to play it unconcerned. “So if you spend the weekend on that boat, does that mean you’re going to sleep with him?”

She cocked an eyebrow, breezily dismissive. “Maybe. But it’s none of your business, is it?”

It wasn’t, of course, and we both knew it. I let the subject drop, feeling as though I’d slipped into waters deeper and warmer than I’d intended.

---

Visits to Sue were rare on Sundays, and Monday she had a hen party swirling on her schedule. Tuesday was all about Italian—her class, her sultry tongue—so we settled on Wednesday. Frankly, after my recent ordeal, three days’ healing would do wonders for my battered pride and injured anatomy.

With Emma gone for the day, she’d left me a home-cooked dinner waiting, but it was a mere afterthought. Heading for Sue’s, I burned with anticipation, adrenaline fizzing through me at the prospect of her so-called surprise. Sue always managed to delight and undo me, her creativity wicked and sweet in equal measure.

She opened her door and there she was—draped in nothing but one of my shirts, her naked, golden legs gleaming beneath the hem, that cocky, mischievous affection in her smile. Her mouth was soft against mine, silky and yielding, and as our kiss deepened I slid my hand downward, fingers exploring the silky heat between her thighs. Her body trembled, melting into the touch—then, with a breathless giggle, she pulled back, her eyes alight with wicked humour.

She coaxed me to the sofa, fingers teasing, gaze appraising. “Now, let me have a look at your battered, brave little soldier. Is he permanently scarred, or do I get to play with him again?”

Her fingers were nimble and assured as she slid my zipper down, her touch sending a jolt straight to my core. With slow, deliberate care, she coaxed my swollen cock free, inspecting it delicately, her brows knitting with mild confusion. "So where’s this dreadful injury you went on about?" she teased, her fingertips feathering lightly along the shaft, awakening aching anticipation with each pass. "From your description, I expected battle scars, not perfection."

The truth felt flimsy on my tongue but I managed, "I must just be a quick healer," my voice barely above a murmur.

Instead of answering, she bent and pressed her lips to the sensitive tip, a gentle, reassuring kiss that sent heat spiraling through my body. When she came back up, her mouth claimed mine, sweet and electric, her laughter spilling between us as she whispered, "You’re such a big baby. But you have no idea how much I adore you." Her fingers wove through mine, warm and sure. "Come," she said, husky with promise, "let’s take this to the bedroom."

Sue’s bedroom was a decadent sanctuary—the bed enormous, dressed in crisp white linen and crowned with gleaming brass rails at each end. We’d pushed it to its limits on many hedonistic nights, the memory of those restless trysts lingering in the very air.

With practiced ease, she began peeling away my clothes, taking her time, her hands lingering over every inch of flesh until I was naked and eager for her. She nudged me back against the cool expanse of the mattress, and I sank into it, vulnerability shot through with a delicious sense of expectancy. Then she turned to the wardrobe, extracting a mysterious box and placing it with a deliberate flourish at the foot of the bed. Out came a collection of restraints—padded wrist and ankle cuffs attached to glinting, adjustable chains. I tensed, uncertainty flickering beneath want. I’d never surrendered control before, especially not to something that even hinted at pain.

"Wait, Sue—" My voice was thin with apprehension. "I’m not sure… This is new territory. We’ve never done anything like this."

She met my eyes, her playful confidence unwavering. "Just trust me. I ordered these online and I swear—you’ll love it. I promise to take care of you." Already, she was fastening one cuff around my wrist, her touch confident and sure, her gaze never leaving mine. There was something intoxicating in her authority, how she drew surrender from me with nothing but her certainty. Curiosity outweighed my reluctance, and I let her tether me to the headboard, one wrist at a time. Ankles followed, and suddenly I was sprawled out, completely at her mercy, electrified by restrained anticipation.

Sue slipped her shirt over her head in a sinuous motion, revealing herself—and the sight made my mouth go dry. Naked, she glided between my open thighs, her skin warm and silken as she pressed gentle kisses along the insides of my legs, slow and tormenting. She worked higher with every stroke of her tongue, my cock straining beneath her attention, throbbing with need. She wrapped her hands around me with exquisite tenderness, then took me in her mouth—her lips soft, hot, relentless. Her tongue traced maddening circles over my aching tip. She drew me deep, then released me, her mouth working magic between long, lingering strokes of pleasure. Just as my climax began to build, promising a shattering release, she pulled away suddenly and straddled my hips.

"I almost forgot," she purred, retrieving a sleek black blindfold from the box. Settling back onto the bed, she ordered, "Lift your head," her tone commanding and decadent. The thought of surrendering my sight, of feeling every sensation heightened and unknown, thrilled me in ways I hadn’t expected. Without protest, I raised my head so she could stretch the fabric over my eyes, plunging my world into tantalizing darkness.

The mattress shifted as she slid away from me. "Give me one minute," she murmured, her voice trailing off as she left the bed. I couldn’t help but worry—whips, pain, things I never wanted. But even tangled in nerves and yearning, anticipation crackled up my captured limbs, helpless and burning for whatever she planned next.

As the bed dipped with her return, my body hummed with a delicious, anxious energy, nerves prickling beneath my skin. Once again, soft fingers wrapped themselves around my length, expertly squeezing, teasing, and her wicked tongue danced across my sensitive tip. Wet heat enveloped me as a mouth closed over my cock and slid down, sending a jolt of pleasure that nearly unraveled my restraint.

But the sensation shifted—so subtly at first that confusion flickered in my mind. “Sue?” I asked, breathless, uncertain.

A reply curled around me like silk, unmistakable, terrifying: “She’s not here at the moment.” My heart slammed against my ribs, panic slicing through the haze of arousal as my blood ran cold. That voice was too familiar.

I choked out a horrified, “Emma, what the fuck are you doing? How did you even get in here?”

Her answer was soothing, maddening. “Relax, darling. I swear, I won’t hurt you.”

My brain spun, a current of panic rising so fast I could hardly speak. “Ma’am, you can’t do this. It’s wrong, immoral... You can’t…”

She cut me off, her tone icily serene. “You’re correct, darling. These are lines that aren’t meant to be crossed, but I’ve never held my morals as tightly as you do. And if you won’t take me, I’ll simply take you.”

With a slow, languid movement, she slipped the blindfold from my eyes. Vision blurred by disbelief, I stared—she knelt between my parted thighs, nothing but a midnight velvet ribbon circling her throat, her figure shameless, every curve on display. Her nipples were taut, flushed peaks, making her look hauntingly beautiful and dangerously inviting.

Shutting my eyes tight, I rebelled, “No. I won’t participate. Do what you will—you can’t force me.”

She let out a long, dramatic sigh, voice edged with challenge. “Suit yourself.” I felt her body sinuously glide up mine, flesh pressing, until her thighs were draped over my face, heat and scent radiating from her bare pussy—so close I could taste the humid, intoxicating musk.

She murmured, velvet smooth, “Lick my pussy, my darling. Now.”

Defiant, wounded, I snapped, “No. Absolutely not,” turning my head sharply away from her.

Her voice dropped an octave, a dark, menacing edge coiling through it. “Would you like me to piss all over your face?”

A chill raced through me—the certainty in her threat was unmistakable. I shot back, “You wouldn’t dare.”

She countered, calm but commanding, “Anthony, I adore you—you're like a son to me—but you’ve stoked these fires in me and I won’t ignore them. I was content to remain unfulfilled, a lonely widow, but you awoke something in me. Now, I intend to indulge every fantasy you’ve inspired. This is your doing, not mine. You have until I count to five, or I’ll piss on you. Your choice.”

Panic and disgust clashed with mounting arousal. “Fine,” I spat, “but this is under protest.”

She smirked, victory glinting in her eyes. “Under protest or under a stream of piss—those were your options. My pussy is yours now, Anthony.”

Her sex hovered before me, warm and glistening, the scent fiercely intimate. I hated that my resistance was fading, the animal part of me responding to her shameless offer. If I had to submit, I would at least do it well—because, despite everything, I prided myself on my skill at bringing a woman to ecstasy with only my tongue.

Unable to move my hands, the handcuffs biting softly into my skin, I surrendered to the only freedom left—my mouth. My tongue circled her slick folds with reverence and hunger, tracing along her swollen, delicate lips. She was intoxicating, her arousal wet and generous, her pubic hair tangled and glistening with her desire. The scent of her filled me, primal and unashamed, as I nuzzled deeper, letting my lips and nose press into the damp heat between her open thighs.

Ensnared by the impossible intimacy, I caught her clit gently between my lips, teasing it with the slow, swirling tip of my tongue, savoring every pulse and tremor of her body above me. Her breath hitched—then she gasped, sharp and high, trembling as need overtook her. I felt her hips begin to shudder, heard the desperate urgency in her voice as she lost control. “I’m coming,” she confessed in a ragged moan, and her body arched, taut with pleasure.

Her climax rushed through her—her slick core clenching against my tongue, her cries breaking into staccato whimpers, raw and sweet. Her entire body seemed to seize, surrendering to sensation, and I felt her grip my face, grinding wetly, desperately seeking every last wave of pleasure. A shuddering squeal burst from her lips, followed by a guttural groan, and a trace of her release splashed onto my chin, warm and shockingly intimate.

I lapped at her as her pleasure crested and ebbed, her body trembling with lingering aftershocks. Gradually, she sagged, muscles gone slack and heavy with exhaustion, her sex still pressed intimately to my mouth. The moments stretched with her weight on me, my own need now a fierce, aching heat—my cock straining, steel-hard, throbbing and helpless, every nerve awake and helplessly wanting.

She took her time, savoring each breath before finally peeling herself off me. Crawling back, she leaned down and claimed my lips with a slow, sultry kiss, her voice honeyed as she whispered, “Mmm… delicious, darling. I need a quick shower before we start phase two.” Her eyes flicked to my erection, her hand closing around its throbbing length. She smiled wickedly, giving it a leisurely squeeze. “I see I’m not the only one who enjoyed herself. You’re so hard for me, aren’t you?”

I glared, silent and frustrated, defeated yet again as she sauntered away, giving me one last shimmy of her gorgeous bare bottom as she disappeared to the bathroom. My mind was still reeling, my body fiercely aroused, when I realized—there was someone else in the room.

I had expected to see Sue. Instead, my eyes landed on Paula, sprawled naked across the armchair, legs crossed, utterly unashamed. For a heartbeat, I thought I must have lost my sanity; the sight robbed me of speech.

Finally, I croaked, “What the fuck are you doing here?”

She gave a sultry, knowing smile, her gaze heated and amused. “Oh, don’t mind me—I’m only here to watch. It’s my first live show, and honestly? It’s so much better than streaming porn. I actually came, watching you—couldn’t help myself.”

Dumbfounded, I tried again. “Why are you here?”

She stood and made her way to the bed, pausing at its edge. Her tone was breezy, but her gaze lingered over my body. “Well, Sue rang me up about your little mishap in the lift—we had a laugh, then she invited me to their hen party. One drink turned into another, and… well, one thing led to another.”

I squinted at Paula, suspicion threading my voice. “And what exactly do you mean by one thing led to another?”

Her lips curved into that wicked, knowing smile. “Well, we uncorked a bottle of wine. The night felt warm, deliciously loose. Your girlfriend… she guided things, drew me closer, undressed me with more than just her eyes. By the time her hands explored, I was too eager to put up much of a fight. I’ll admit, darling, the resistance I offered was practically a tease in itself. Then, the next night, Emma arrived—and we didn’t waste time, the three of us. Together.”

My stomach lurched; the heat rolling in waves from Paula’s calm, sensual delivery left me adrift in disbelief. “What do you mean, together?”

She shrugged, silk and shadows in her voice. “Oh, we put our heads together, plotted all this delicious torment. But then… we tangled limbs and mouths in bed, losing ourselves in each other. First we conspired, then we conspired naked—entirely entwined.”

The truth knocked the air from my lungs. My girlfriend was seducing my coworker. Emma, ready to cross every imaginable line. The three of them, soaked in one another, while I was bound and played like a toy—every pleasure spun out beyond my own control.

As thoughts tumbled chaotically, Sue strolled in, her smile impish as she perched on the opposite side of the bed. Cool fingers stroked my jaw. Her teasing words dripped into my ear: “How are you holding up, Honey? You’ve met Paula, right? Hard to forget—the night you got so drunk in the lift, you tried to take her right then and there. Painful, wasn’t it?”

I bit back shame and impatience, desperate to reclaim even a sliver of power. “When are you finally going to let me out of these handcuffs?”

Their eyes met, silent amusement darting between them. Paula replied, voice smooth as velvet. “We can’t say just yet. It depends on Emma. She’s not quite finished with you.”

Powerless, I watched them—these women who orchestrated and devoured every moment—rising from the bed and slipping out the door, hips swaying, leaving me alone with restraint and throbbing frustration. Silence pressed in. Regret and arousal twisted within me, shame mixing with anticipation.

A few agonizing minutes later, Emma returned, her naked body glowing—neckband gone, liberated and unapologetic, desire radiating in every step. She stretched languidly beside me, scented silk against fevered skin, her eyes smoldering with intent.

“I’m fresh and ravenous now,” she purred, key dangling between her fingers, “finally ready to live out the one wild fantasy I’ve never dared before. You must have guessed—being taken by you. So, will you be a good boy and give me what I want?”

The decision pressed upon me—a battle between the impulse to play along and make my escape, or to resist, to hold on to some flickering sense of morality. But my cock ached, desire burning away every fragile principle I thought I possessed. The idea of being helplessly, illicitly claimed by her—unthinkable and deeply, wickedly thrilling.

Roughly, I met her gaze. “You’ll have to take me by force because I won’t willingly fuck you.”

She settled cross-legged between my legs, face set in rapt seriousness. “Just understand, darling—I may soon be with Roland for good, forever. I’ll give him my loyalty… yes, except for the occasional taste of a woman—I don’t see the harm in that. But if this will be my only night with you, then it must happen now. If you want to take your last chance—this is it.”

She leaned forward, her fingers curling possessively around my rigid shaft, her voice taking on a teasing lilt. “You do realise, don’t you,” she purred, eyes glinting with wicked delight, “that it would be rather impossible for me to force myself on you if you were limp. But it seems to me your body doesn’t exactly disapprove of my so-called perversions. Just look at yourself—so shamelessly hard and ready for me.”

I tried to muster some feeble defense, but the truth glowed hot and undeniable between us; ever since she’d taken me in her mouth, my arousal had spiked beyond reason. I craved her, forbidden as it was—the woman I knew since I was just a kid. The need pulsed through me, burning away any resistance.

I surrendered to temptation. “All right, ma’am. Clearly, you’ve driven me wild. If you’re determined, then just do it.”

She wasted no time, swinging herself over and settling onto one of my thighs, her gaze never leaving my face. As she began to grind herself against my leg, the slick heat of her pussy left a wet, unmistakable trail, smearing proof of her desire onto my skin. When she switched to my other thigh, the stickiness she left behind only inflamed me further.

Without warning, she bent lower, her warm breath fanning over my balls. Her tongue flicked out, delicate and teasing as she circled them, sending shivers along my core. Then she trailed slowly upward along my thick, quivering length. When her mouth finally enveloped the head, her tongue teased my slit with expert pressure. My cock twitched involuntarily at the jolt of pleasure, but I fought desperately to keep my features blank, refusing to give her the satisfaction of seeing just how much she was unraveling me.

Undeterred, she repeated her sensual journey, letting her lips and tongue lavish my length before taking the swollen head deep into her mouth once again. This time she worked her tongue in slow, dizzying circles, drawing a ragged groan from my lips despite my best efforts. The sensation was almost unbearable—the kind that forced your body to betray you when the mind desperately clings to restraint.

Then, moving with primal intent, she shifted forward, astride my face. For a frantic moment, I thought she wanted my tongue, but she simply pressed her soaked, quivering sex against my mouth, grinding herself against my lips, letting her need take over. The heat and slipperiness of her arousal coated my skin, and her urgent panting filled the tight space around us. My cheeks were slick with her pleasure as she rutted desperately, writhing and trembling above me.

Suddenly her whole body seized with a sharp, guttural cry, her hand clutching my hair as she dragged herself one last time over my face, trembling at her climax. She froze there, every muscle taut with release, before finally collapsing in a breathless heap to the side.

The only sound now was her ragged breathing, the room heavy with the scent of sex and the echoes of what had just happened. She gathered herself, then slid up to straddle my chest, looking both sated and delighted with her depravity.

“I hope that wasn’t too overwhelming for you,” she said softly, her thumb brushing sticky strands off my chin. “You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined rubbing myself all over your face, but I must admit—the real thing is so much sweeter.”

Her gaze flicked down to my aching cock and a slow, wicked smile crept across her lips. “Oh, darling, look at that. You’re leaking. Does that mean you nearly lost control?”

I struggled to keep my composure. “I’ve been chained to this bed for ages. It’s getting rather uncomfortable, and honestly, I need to piss more than anything else. If you insist on fucking me, you’d better hurry, or I might just end up soaking Sue’s sheets.”

She slid her fingers tenderly along my brow, sweeping away strands of hair that had fallen into my eyes, her gaze smoldering with both affection and need. “Do you want this?” she murmured, her voice trembling like a whispered secret.

I stared back, aching, the need too intense to deny. “Just do it. Let’s not prolong this any longer.”

With a slow, deliberate movement, she angled herself down toward my feet, her lips hovering a breath away from the swollen length of my cock. Her tongue flicked out, teasing the sensitive tip—a featherlight caress that had my hips bucking involuntarily. Then, with a wicked glint in her eyes, she drew the head into her mouth, sucking lightly, her cheeks hollowing around me.

A groan—deep, guttural—tore its way from my throat as my cock jerking desperately at the sensation. “Ma’am, stop—I mean it. If you keep that up, I’m going to come, and you’ll miss your chance.”

She squeezed the crown, thumb circling the leaking slit, her breath warm and tantalizing. “No, you’re not,” she said with delicious certainty. “You’re going to come when I say you can. Inside me. Are you ready to lose control for me?”

The need was unbearable; control slipping through my fingers. I squeezed my eyes shut, jaw tight, desperately hanging on. “Just—please. I can’t take it. I want you. Now.”

Something primal lit her features as she straddled my hips, and with infinite care she sank down onto my aching cock—just an inch, just enough to drive me wild. I thrust upward reflexively, craving more of her, but she lifted herself away, denying me the satisfaction, stoking the agony of anticipation.

A frustrated whimper escaped my lips. “Emma—please. I need you. Let me inside. Stop teasing me.”

She leaned in, her breath hot against my face. “I know you want this. I’ve dreamed of feeling every inch of you inside me, of savoring this moment until neither of us can bear it. I want to drag it out, to taste every second I’ve been denied.”

My patience snapped. “It’s too late—I’m already coming…”

Panic flashed in her eyes and she crashed down onto me, her slick heat enveloping me in one urgent motion. She was so tight, so impossibly perfect, gripping me with every pulse of her body. I tried to thrust, but she claimed the rhythm, riding me, her slick channel making lewd, desperate sounds as she moved.

Her breath became ragged, her eyes wild with need. “Wait for me—just a little longer, I’m almost there,” she gasped, riding me faster, her movements frantic and beautiful.

“Now,” she cried, shuddering.

The bedframe groaned under the strain of my bonds as my orgasm ripped through me—shocking, intense, every muscle tensed as I spilled inside her. She convulsed in perfect rhythm, her cries sharp and glorious, her body quaking with shared ecstasy. The aftershocks had her grinding against me, wringing out every last drop of bliss, before she finally collapsed forward, her face pressed to my neck, sweat-damp and panting.

I was spent, utterly drained, but she stayed astride me, her walls gently milking the last vestiges of pleasure from us both. When finally she raised her head, her eyes sparkled with rueful amusement.

“Is that all? Is it finished already?”

I managed a tired smile, lifting my brow. “I think he’s earned his rest. It’s been quite an afternoon.”

She slipped gracefully from the bed, arching her back in a languid stretch that let me admire every elegant line of her body. With an irreverent smile, she tossed her hair and cast an amused glance my way. “That was well worth the wait, all those years yearning and wondering,” she said, her voice purring with satisfied mischief. “Now that I finally know what true pleasure feels like, I sincerely hope for your own sake that Roland can compare—you’ve set a high bar.”

A chill of warning curled in her words, but I was too spent to respond; I simply lay there, limbs heavy, catching my breath as she sauntered over to the bedside table. Fingering the small silver key, she leaned over and, with a click, released the tension from one cuff. She laid the key in the center of my chest, her fingers a final, featherlight tease, then turned away—languid, utterly in command—as she padded towards the doorway.

She barely reached it before it swung open, admitting two eager faces framed with knowing grins. Sue’s eyes twinkled wickedly as she asked, “So, is the show over?”

Emma shot her a look of pure satisfaction. “Yes, darling. It was everything I’d craved—delicious from start to finish.”

Paula, no less impish, snickered. “We guessed as much from all the delighted screaming. The walls practically echoed.”

Her gaze dropped to where I still fumbled with the remaining cuff, my hair wild, skin flushed and glistening. “Poor Anthony looks rather ravished. Be gentle, won’t you? He’s only recently survived a brush with disaster down there.”

I glared—she only laughed, savoring my embarrassment. The three women departed, their laughter and whispers trailing down the hall as the door closed behind them, leaving me alone in the heated, charged quiet.

I lingered, running my hands over new red imprints on my wrists, savoring the ache that still throbbed at my core. The room was thick with the scent and memory of what we’d done. My thoughts tumbled—had I really just abandoned every taboo, crossed this forbidden threshold with her? Was it shame that gripped me, or something deeper, more intoxicating?

The truth shimmered through the fog of pleasure: no, I wasn’t ashamed. I’d been caught in her net, seduced and swept away by the inevitability of her desire. The choice, in the end, had never really been mine. And on those grounds, my conscience felt remarkably light. I resolved to let the past hour exist untouched—too vivid, too consuming to regret.

Still naked, I strolled to the bathroom and let the warm cascade of the shower wash away sweat and secrets alike. My fingers lingered over my body, exploring memories just made. Time stretched, giving me space to replay each sensation—her heat, her grip, her wild, haunting cries.

Eventually, reawakened and restless, I returned to the bedroom. The door was ajar; curiosity tugged at me. I eased it open, unable to resist the lure of voices and the unmistakable hum of pleasure beyond.

Inside, I found Paula sprawled luxuriously on the couch, Sue perched atop her, thighs spread wantonly, Sue’s sex pressed against Paula’s eager mouth. Paula’s hands clasped Sue’s hips, fingers digging in, drawing her down, desperate for every drop and sigh. And between Paula’s open legs, Emma knelt, face buried, tongue and lips working with single-minded hunger.

I couldn’t help but smile—these women, insatiable, never truly satisfied. A flicker of envy and excitement stirred in my belly. At the same time, the question echoed inside me: would I ever truly be satisfied myself, or forever searching for the next boundary to cross?

Without hesitation, I stepped into the room, the air thick with arousal, and began stripping off my clothes, ready for another round in this endless, feverish dance.


And Three Made It Interesting

Trapped in the dull grind of night shifts, Andy’s world is jolted awake by Chrissie — a wild, irresistible force who makes ordinary nights pulse with forbidden possibilities. Their teasing flirtations soon spiral into raw, explicit phone calls that ignite a fire neither of them can contain. But the real shock comes when Chrissie’s seductive, no-nonsense landlady — and her mother’s alluring friend — Maggie, steps into the picture.

Nights like these made me question every decision that had landed me in this place—where the world outside slid into a sultry, silent otherness and my soul withered in the stagnant glow of artificial light. My so-called social life had already crumbled, dust in the wake of midnight hours and fluorescent isolation, and there was no end to the monotony eating at me from within. Guiding hopeless souls through mangled computers felt more like I was tasked with teaching a pack of wild animals to decipher quantum physics. 

“Look at your screen—bottom left corner. That’s your start button. Yes, darling, you do need to turn your computer on. Now, scroll up till you spot Control Panel and give it a click.” I might as well have been whispering to the shadows for all the comprehension I received.

And what twisted excitement drew these people to meddle with technology in the dead hours of the night? Was sleep some forbidden pleasure to them, or did their beds grow cold and unwelcoming?

As the newcomer, I’d earned the graveyard curse—starting as the world drifted towards dreams and emerging broken and bleary-eyed as the city yawned awake. Eleven at night to eight in the cold dawn, condemned to wander the deserted halls, the ghostly hush broken only by the soft thrum of machines. Policy, they said—it somehow protected our biological rhythms. I called bullshit.

Then came Chrissie, the first spark in all that emptiness. I’d glimpsed her as she wrapped up her late shift—supposedly marketing, lost now in the ritual of shutting down for the night. I’d passed by, trapped behind the glass that separated her world from mine, and her gaze caught me—cool and intense, as if she could undress me with her eyes alone. I tried a half-hearted smile, uncertain, but her stare didn’t soften. It lingered, probing, almost predatory, trailing heat across my skin even as I slipped away.

Reaching my office, I couldn’t shrug off the sensation. She was more than beautiful—her silhouette had a lush, confident poise—but it was something deeper in her expression that left me rattled. Like she was weighing me, searching for something beneath surface pleasantries.

The next night, she didn’t let me pass through unnoticed. As I arrived, Chrissie emerged from her domain, her timing almost engineered—this time her smile struck like a jolt, warm and practiced, lips curving with mischief. She stepped close, her hand reaching out in a slow, deliberate gesture. “Hi, you must be new.” Her voice was velvet, laced with undertones that promised trouble. “I’m Chrissie.”

Her hand slid into mine, her grip lingering longer than necessary—warm, firm, and shamelessly intimate. If that wasn’t an invitation, I’d apparently forgotten the language of seduction.

I was raw, newly severed from the tangled mess of a failed romance. My breakup had left wounds as fresh as my packed boxes; the kind of ending that had driven me to sell everything, seek out a fresh start, a blank page in a city that didn’t know my story.

Now I was here, still licking my scars, determined to keep life strictly uncomplicated—and if that meant avoiding women altogether, so be it. The odds for connection seemed slimmer than ever.

Chrissie’s lips curled, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial hush as she leaned just a little closer. “Don’t these late shifts drive you mad? I can’t imagine how you survive the graveyard stretch. What do you do to keep yourself awake all night?”

I let a crooked smile tug at my mouth, meeting her gaze, letting my tone turn wicked in return. “Mostly? Chat with the digitally clueless and prowl the Internet for pleasure.”

She leaned in closer, her lips curving into a secretive grin, voice dropping to a seductive whisper that drifted across my skin. “I know some truly wicked porn sites, if you’re ever in need of… a little inspiration.” Her eyes locked on mine, utterly unashamed, delighting in my stunned expression. “Tell you what—give me your email. I’ll send you my favorites. Maybe we could… compare notes sometime? Find out which ones get us both going.” I felt a spark—sudden, electric—jolt through my chest and sink straight to my groin.

My carefully constructed resolve began to fray at the edges. I hadn’t meant for my body to react, but just the suggestion—her unfiltered confidence, the blatant erotic promise in her tone—ignited something raw and animal inside me. I should have shut it down, played the sensible colleague. Casual sex, with a coworker no less, was practically begging for trouble. But instead, reason was drowned out by the thrum of anticipation.

I managed to nod, my mouth going dry as I tried to feign nonchalance. “Alright.” The word wove out of me in a low hush. I barely registered her slipping a slip of paper and a pen into my hand—her fingers warm, lingering over mine for a moment too long, as if testing the chemistry between us. Somehow my own hand scrawled out my email, her expectant gaze never leaving my face.

“Don’t forget your cell number,” she breathed, quietly commanding. And before I realized it, I was handing her the sheet with both details.

Her smile deepened—not quite innocent, but deliciously sly, as if she already had plans for me unfolding in her head. She tucked the slip into her pocket, her bold gaze holding mine for a charged heartbeat. “Very good, Andy. I’ll be in touch.” The way she said it sent a tremor flickering down my spine.

I watched her walk away, hips swaying with a confidence that bordered on predatory. Her skirt hugged her perfectly, accentuating her athletic thighs, and my mind raced with all the possibilities she’d wordlessly promised. Yet beneath the desire, a shiver of nervousness crept in. There was something dangerous about her—a kind of hunger that threatened to swallow me whole. What had I just agreed to?

Trying to steady myself, I sat at my desk, eyes fixed on the glowing screen, grappling with a confusing cocktail of excitement and anxiety. If she followed up, how on earth would I backpedal? Lies and excuses would ring hollow. Part of me saw the risk—this kind of woman would never be easily dissuaded. She’d already marked me as hers for the taking.

But then I asked myself, would being seduced by her really be so awful? As long as she understood my boundaries—that this was purely about sex and nothing more—why not give in to temptation? I could keep control. I wanted the release, the thrill, and damn if she didn’t offer both in spades.

We were young—barely out of our teens, bodies humming and wild with possibility. She was unattached and more than eager for fun. Her boldness intoxicated me. Maybe she was insatiable. Maybe I’d have to rise to the occasion, over and over. But something in me relished that challenge.

It was just a few minutes to midnight when the first ping sounded—a new email. I opened it, pulse pounding. Her message was short, playful, and dripping with promise: ‘Here’s one of my favorites. Watch the introductory video. I’ll be watching too—let’s get each other turned on.’ The words made my breath catch, imagination running riot. This was no ordinary flirtation—this was Chrissie inviting me into her world, where pleasure had no rules, boundaries, or limits. And I was ready to surrender.

I couldn’t deny it—the video was incredibly arousing. The scene featured two strikingly attractive men, one with deep, ebony skin and the other pale, both of them devouring the pleasure of a luminous, eager woman between them. Their bodies tangled so exquisitely, the woman’s moans echoing with real delight, not just feigned lust. Seductive yet somehow classy, it had a rawness that was impossible to ignore, equally enticing for men and women. My own desire simmered, blooming hot and sharp in my veins.

My phone startled me out of my reverie, vibrating urgently in my palm.

Her voice slid over me, sultry as velvet. “Andy,” she purred, thick with hunger, “did you watch it?”

“Yeah,” I breathed, words catching at the back of my throat.

A low chuckle, dark and intimate. “Got you hard, didn’t it?”

My answer was a choked, honest, “Yes.”

Silence, except for her ragged breathing, only made the tension heavier. Then she hushed: “Want to know what I’m doing right now?”

“Yes,” I whispered, aching to hear her confession.

“I’m stretched out naked on my bed, legs splayed wide apart, touching myself slowly... I’m looking at my reflection in my wardrobe mirror, loving every second of it. My pussy’s drenched, Andy—I’m circling my fingers around my clit, aching for more. I wish it was your hand instead, teasing me, driving me crazy.”

The vivid image of her—glowing skin, fingers slipping between slick folds as she watched her own pleasure—had my cock pulsing, painfully hard. My zipper was down in seconds, aching for relief, desperate for more.

Frantically, I searched for something—anything—and snagged a box of tissues from my desk drawer. I must have been more prepared for long, lonely nights at work than I realized.

Her breath hitched as she asked, voice thick with need, “Are you touching your cock for me, Andy?”

“Yeah,” I groaned, fisting myself tight, needing the friction, needing her.

Her voice was breathless, every word a teasing caress. “Let’s do it together, but slow down—let’s see how long we can make this last.”

My control was already slipping, but I forced myself to slow my strokes. I tried to keep my voice steady, but desire rasped through my words. “I’ll come when you do.”

Soft and ragged, she confessed, “I’m keeping it gentle, just a featherlight tease, but my body’s begging for more. My nipples are so sensitive, I can’t stop touching them—just thinking about your mouth makes them throb. I’m so fucking close, Andy, are you ready?”

Sweat beaded at my temples as I squeezed the base of my cock every few seconds, desperate not to lose it before she did. “I’m stroking slow, but I need you. I don’t know how much longer I can hold on.”

I heard her body moving fast, her breathing fractured as she whimpered, “Fuck, I can’t wait—I have to go harder. I’m pinching my nipples, rubbing my clit faster. I’m going to come—Andy, now... oh god, now!”

Her frantic, high-pitched cries exploded through the phone, and I jerked harder, lost in her pleasure, the springs of her bed creaking with her wild thrusts. The tissue barely stayed in place as I pumped faster, desperate for release.

Her orgasm rolled through the phone—wild, untamed, soaking the line with her ecstasy. That erotic audio pushed me over. I came—harder than I ever remembered—crumpling under the shudders wracking my body, pulsing into my hand, gasping her name, lost in my own climax.

Only when the last tremor faded, her panting slowing, did she murmur, voice low and sated, “God... that was fucking amazing. Did I make you come, Andy?”

“Oh, I definitely did, Chrissie. You, sweetheart, are maddeningly sexy.”

Her giggle crackled through the phone, lower and more dangerous than before. “Thank you, Andy. When are your night shifts over?”

It was my last week, thankfully—seven days of freedom stretched out ahead, a delicious promise of normal sleep and, just maybe, a little more decadence. “I finish on Sunday,” I said, unable to hide my eagerness. “Then I’ve got a whole week to get used to being human again.”

Her voice dropped into a throaty caress. “That’s perfect. I’m switching back to days next week, too. How about dinner with me on Monday evening? And then… maybe you’ll come back to mine?” There was a suggestive pause. “My treat. We’ll split the bill.”

The memory of her uninhibited moans still vibrated in my ears, and I was helplessly aroused by her invitation. “Deal,” I agreed, already imagining her sprawled across her bed for me again.

Friday’s midnight call replayed in my mind—her wet, panting whispers had left me desperate for more. And she didn’t disappoint. When we connected again on Saturday’s witching hour, I found her submerged in a steaming bath, voice thick with pleasure and water shimmering in the background as she breathed, “I’ve got my feet up on the edge… Can you hear the water, Andy? I’m fucking myself with a bar of soap. Imagine it’s you making me feel this way instead.”

Each salacious detail of her self-pleasure, the slosh of water, the slick glide of her breathless voice, sliced straight through my self-control. It was intoxicating, far more intense than even being there. My orgasm, wild and forceful, had me grateful I’d come prepared—tissues in arm’s reach this time, just in case.

---

Monday arrived, and after a long, luxurious sleep, I showed up on her doorstep at seven sharp, anticipation pulsing through me. Expecting a typical apartment, I was taken aback to find her at a proper suburban semi—unexpected, but undeniably alluring. There was something deliciously mischievous about this girl who had one foot in the vanilla world and the other sunk in hungry, playful filth.

She was already waiting, eyes glinting with intent, her lips painted ripe for tasting. We slid into her car and she drove us to her favorite local haunt for dinner. I barely tasted the food—her foot toyed between my calves, bare toes snaking their way up the inside of my trousers, teasing me into distraction beneath the table. Every glance was dipped in sultriness, her lips wet, her smile promising.

The night took a wicked turn when she leaned in, dropped her napkin, and asked sweetly if I’d get it for her. As I ducked under the table, I caught a flash of glistening skin—her thighs parted, gloriously exposed, no panties at all. I struggled to steady my breath as desire crashed through me.

“Did you like the view?” she purred as I handed her the napkin, eyes hooded and heavy with lust.

She was insatiable, electric, her appetite for pleasure matched only by my own. The drive back was excruciating—her hand gripped the hard line of my cock, squeezing, kneading, coaxing me almost to the edge.

Inside her house, she guided me gently to an armchair instead of leading me straight to her bedroom as I hoped. “Let me make us some coffee, I’ll be just a minute,” she murmured, then glided away. It was impossible not to watch her hips sway in the soft glow.

When she returned, it was in nothing but a vivid, painted dressing gown that hit just mere inches above her bare thighs. Her legs were smooth, naked, her feet pale against the carpet, and as she handed me my mug, her gaze dared me to explore what—if anything—she wore beneath that whisper of fabric.

She set the steaming mugs down with a delicate clink and instantly straddled my lap, her hips pressing into mine with impossible desperation. Her gaze smoldered—hungry, bold—before her mouth melted over mine, sultry and tasting faintly of coffee and anticipation. There was no need for preamble; not when desire felt this acute. Still tangled in our kiss, my hands drifted downward, fingers working slowly at the tangled tie of her dressing gown until the fabric fell open at her thighs, revealing gleaming bare skin that radiated warmth and need.

Her legs parted for me, subtle but unmistakable invitation. My fingers trailed along the silk-smooth insides of her thighs, teasing, coaxing her open further, her breath catching, sweet and shallow. I barely grazed the tender nest of curls, feeling the quiver of her anticipation, deliberately circling that little knot of need without touching it, savoring the tension building in her body.

But restraint gave way to urgency as she rocked insistently against my fingertips; her silent plea too much to resist. I pressed my hand between her slick, parted lips, finding her soaked and greedy for touch, my fingers slipping through her heat as she moaned softly against my mouth. Her hand, nimble and practiced, crept down to my jeans, tugging impatiently at my zipper. She freed my cock, and her whisper was the softest shiver against my ear, “God, you’re big—more than enough for me.”

Her fingers wrapped tightly around me, stroking me with confident, eager strokes. At the same time, I eased two fingers inside her, slow and deep, her wetness coating my hand, each thrust met with her hips shuddering downward, eager for more. She matched my rhythm, fisting me with urgent, breathless need. When she finally broke our kiss, her face was flushed, lips parted, her eyes glazed and weighted with lust.

She clung to me with trembling thighs, her body arching as I drove my fingers deeper, careful, relentless. Wet, urgent sounds escaped from between her legs, growing louder, her arousal flowing copiously onto my palm and pooling warmly against my lap. Every breath she took was a gasp, her moans growing louder and higher, until her whole body arched, suspended, teetering on the edge.

Her breath faltered in her throat, eyes squeezed shut, and then she clamped around my hand, legs rigid, back arched as her orgasm crashed through her. Her fist tightened desperately around my cock, pumping furiously. But the clumsy, wild movement wasn’t enough to push me over—I wanted her, wanted to lose myself inside her, not like this, not in a chair.

Just as I reached out, intent on guiding her hand, the air shifted. The lounge door swung open. Time slowed. A woman, maybe in her early forties, stepped inside, dressed for outdoors—hat, jacket, a wry little smile flickering on her lips.

“Oh, I wasn’t expecting you to have company,” she remarked lightly, her eyes glancing over the surreal tableau.

Inside me, panic flared: my fingers still deep inside Chrissie, her legs crushing my hand, my cock straining upright and clutched in her fist. She was still writhing on my lap, noisy, desperate, lost in bliss. Was I disturbed? I was more than disturbed; I was caught in the dizzy border between mortification and forbidden thrill.

She lingered in the doorway, eyes lingering on me with an unnerving patience as though awaiting an explanation, but I couldn’t force out a single word—I was frozen, utterly wrecked by the intrusion. Only then did it register that Chrissie was pulling herself together, releasing the vice grip of her thighs from around my hand, letting me slip it away from her soaked heat. She let go of my cock, and I tucked myself hurriedly into my trousers, noting with dismay how my arousal wilted instantly to nothing, leaving me stunned and achingly empty.

Finally, silence broke as Chrissie, breathless but steadying, called out, “Hi, Maggie. I didn’t expect you so soon.” The word hit me like a slap—her landlady and also her mother’s best friend, as she has told me once. This situation was rapidly spiraling into a new depth of awkwardness.

The older woman—impossibly calm—replied, “The meeting let out early today.” She stepped further into the room, unbothered by the carnality she’d happened upon, and extended a manicured hand toward me. “You must be Andy, Chrissie’s colleague from work. She said she was inviting you for dinner. I hope your evening’s been... enjoyable?”

The words felt bizarrely surreal coming from her mouth. There I sat, still flushed and reeling, the evidence of our interrupted passion barely concealed and my nerves fraying, yet she appeared completely at ease. It was as if she hadn’t witnessed her best friend’s daughter squirming in orgasm atop my lap, hadn’t seen my lust-swollen cock just moments before—if her composure was an act, it was flawless.

I eased Chrissie gently from my knees, careful not to let my trembling show, and stood, discreetly wiping the slickness from my fingers against the leg of my pants. I managed to accept her outstretched hand, striving for some semblance of dignity. “How do you do, Mrs...?” I faltered, suddenly realizing Chrissie’s last name was a mystery to me.

“Johnson,” she filled in, her smile soft and oddly sympathetic.

A flush started at my neck, spreading up to my cheeks. My words stumbled out, “I—I’m terribly sorry if we startled you. I assumed Chrissie had the place to herself.”

She waved away my apology, her eyes almost twinkling. “Please, no need for fuss. I remember what it was like to be young. We’re in the modern age after all. Since my dear husband passed away three years ago, I admit, some excitements have slipped out of my life. But youth? That’s for enjoying.”

With a brisk, graceful motion, she pivoted, her coat swinging as she headed for the door. “I’ll leave you two in peace. Won’t interrupt again.”

As the door clicked shut, the tension broke in a rush, my body sagging into the chair like a puppet with its strings cut. I buried my face in my hands, groaning, “Christ, what must your mother’s friend think of me now?”

Without missing a beat, Chrissie perched herself lightly on my lap, her lips brushing a tender kiss onto my hair. “Don’t worry, darling. Maggie’s always been... open-minded. She knows I love sex—she taught me about pleasure when I was just a teenager. One time, while doing laundry, I discovered her vibrator in her knicker drawer. Guess older women still need orgasms, don’t they?”

Her matter-of-fact tone and the wicked glint in her eyes almost made me smile, but I forced myself to stand, trying to gather the scattered pieces of my composure. “I should go. I’m still shaking, but... aside from that dramatic finale, tonight was wonderful.”

Chrissie’s face fell, disappointment clouding her eyes. “So I suppose that’s it? You don’t want to see me again? We haven’t even properly finished what we started...”

Guilt twisted inside me, unbidden and sharp. Not because I’d used her—that wasn’t true—but because we’d both been left unsatisfied, my own desire now a heavy ache low in my hips, every nerve still thrumming, craving more.

I pressed a soft kiss to her lips, brief but tender, tasting the disappointment and longing that lingered between us. “Give me a couple of days, okay? I swear I’ll call you. You and Maggie may be cool as ice after what happened, but I’m still rattled. I just… I need a little pause to get my head straight.”

She walked me to the door, her eyes shining with hurt that cut right through me. Guilt twisted my stomach—like I’d just left something precious out in the rain—but for the life of me I couldn’t pin down why. I hadn’t even had a chance to lose myself in her, yet here I was, feeling like I’d broken her heart simply by pulling away at the wrong moment.

---

The next forty-eight hours crawled by with Chrissie running constant laps through my mind. I tried to reset myself—long walks, cold showers, anything to reprogram my nerves after the mayhem at her place. The idea of her, lips parted, body arching into my hands, haunted me. But every time I let my imagination unfurl, I’d be jerked back by the image of her mother’s friend calmly walking in, silently observing us before dusting off the bookshelf or rearranging the vase. Ridiculous, but my skin prickled anyway. How could she be so impassive? What did that say about the house, about Chrissie, about what desire meant behind those doors?

Eventually, I caved and dialed Chrissie’s number. I didn’t want things to go sour between us—colleagues had a way of making your life hell if you crossed them—but if I was honest, my need for her hovered right there, urgent and unresolved.

She answered with a lightness in her voice, agreeing to meet at the corner pub. Over pints, she leaned in and asked with a wicked smile if I owned any porn videos. I admitted I did, and her eyes flickered with that teasing hunger I’d come to crave. She insisted I bring some along; porn turned her on, and she wanted tonight to be perfect.

As we nursed our drinks, Chrissie shared more about her landlady. Her husband—a swift, silent loss to a heart attack at forty-one—had left a tender ache she wore with surprising grace. She spoke of Maggie, warmth and admiration threading her voice. I asked if Mrs. Johnson ever dated, if she tried to let anyone else in after her husband died, but Chrissie shook her head. She kept to her garden, pouring any idle passion into tulips and gardenias, oblivious to any attempt at petty flirtation from the other members of her horticultural society. The men at those meetings, Chrissie assured me, had eyes only for the prize petunias.

What struck me most was Chrissie’s honesty. Whenever she had a boyfriend, a part of her worried that Maggie envied her—the simple, carnal joys only youth could chase. The fact that Mrs. Johnson owned a vibrator suggested that she didn’t ignore desire altogether, even if batteries stood in for warm skin.

Later, as we walked toward her place, she told me her host would be in but wouldn’t interfere. I hesitated, suggesting my apartment instead, but Chrissie purred that she felt safer at home, craving familiar comfort where everything was already scented with her.

We slipped inside quietly, the air thick with expectation, and she pulled me straight into the living room. It was practical—the player was there, and my borrowed porn flicks bulged in my jacket pocket—but it also felt daring, like we were reclaiming the space where Maggie’s ghost had strolled through our pleasure before.

Chrissie wasted no time. She wriggled into my lap, mouth crashing onto mine, each kiss deeper and more demanding. She didn’t bother with coyness—her hands worked my belt loose, freeing my cock. In a flash, she was kneeling between my thighs, beautiful, hungry, her breath hot against my skin. Her lips glided around me, skilled and eager, tongue swirling, hand stroking, her eyes meeting mine with dark promise. I’d never lost myself completely from a woman’s mouth before, but Chrissie—God, she was relentless. I was teetering, holding on by a thread, the room spinning with the wet heat of her lips and the sultry moan vibrating from her throat.

She stood abruptly, a glimmer of lust and mischief sparkling in her eyes. “Right,” she purred, breathlessly urgent, “let’s watch some porn—and while I’m doing that, I want your mouth between my legs. I’ll probably climax a couple of times, but don’t worry,” she smirked, her voice thick with promise, “I’ll save the biggest one for you.”

My mind was already mapping out exactly how I’d draw every sweet wave from her. I couldn’t resist the intrigue—how many orgasms could she tumble into before surrendering completely? I’d been told I had a tongue worth writing home about, a claim that always puffed my ego just a little bit higher. Every lover I’d tasted over the years had given nothing but lavish praise, and Chrissie—wide-eyed and ready—was about to join that chorus.

Without ceremony, she began slipping off her clothes, every movement impatient, skin glowing in the low light. As I slotted the video into the machine, I caught the flutter of her bare body settling onto the sofa, her limbs splaying with delicious abandon in front of the flickering screen. When I glanced back, she was already caressing herself, fingers parting slick folds, hips rolling with barely contained need.

Hastily, I rid myself of clothes, feeling the bristle of urgency in every movement. Dropping to my knees between her welcoming thighs, I pressed a mosaic of feather-light, teasing kisses along the satin skin inside each thigh, my nose filling with the unruly, intoxicating scent of her arousal. She was already so wet—hot, musky liquid glistening in her dark curls, matting them, slicking her skin. It trailed over her thighs, catching the glow of the television, and pooled in a glistening bead just beside the tight rosebud of her anus—an invitation slick and shameless, tempting my every wicked impulse. I couldn't help but stare, hunger clouding my reason. Soon, I promised myself, I'd lose myself in every inch of her.

The porn flickered to life: a stranger’s hands sliding over oiled skin, a sigh, then a moan. Familiar scenes tumbled past—one woman’s mouth devouring a man’s thick cock as another ground her dripping sex over his face, and soon, all three tangled in breathless, greedy lust. But Chrissie, fingers deft, was riveted to the screen, her thighs trembling as my tongue ghosted her fever-hot core.

Her clit stood out, swollen and needy—begging for the kind of attention I loved to give. I teased the length of her slit, lapping up the wetness, and flicked the tip of my tongue against her firm little button. The effect was instant: Chrissie's hips bucked sharply, a raw gasp tumbling from her lips, electric and desperate. I feasted on her reaction, all the while the video’s soundtrack swelling in the background, a relentless soundtrack to her pleasure. Her hands clutched her breasts, pinching her nipples as her gaze locked onto the writhing bodies onscreen.

I gave her all my focus, worshipping her with careful swirls and flicks, feeling the heaviness of my own arousal as she writhed. Her clit, startlingly prominent, was simply irresistible—so I let my tongue dance around it, savoring the tangy slickness, on the verge of making her fall apart when—

A strange, muffled thud disrupted the heat of the moment, echoing from somewhere above. I stilled, listening—a low, deliberate beat, then nothing. Chrissie’s needy eyes flashed down at me, frustration and hunger twisting her features. “Why the hell are you stopping? I was right there,” she whispered, voice hoarse with want.

I leaned back on my heels, prickling with unease. “Did you hear that? What’s the noise upstairs?”

She blinked up at me, lips parted, irritation thick in her voice. “What noise? There’s no noise. Just keep going—please—I was about to come.”

And then, louder this time, another distinct thump from overhead.

Chrissie's head snapped up, rolling her eyes, the spell momentarily broken. “Oh, for fuck’s sake…”

“What is it?” I pressed, tense, heart hammering somewhere between nerves and raw lust.

With a languid sigh, Chrissie pressed her thighs together and straightened, disappointment flickering in her eyes as she stood. “It’s just Maggie—she’s ironing upstairs,” she muttered, the words heavy with exasperation.

I blinked up at her, still perched between the cushions, confusion painting my features. “What do you mean?”

She cast an impatient glance down at me, her breasts heaving as she spoke. “She usually irons in the kitchen, but tonight she’s hauled everything upstairs. I guess she’s trying to give us privacy—she probably thinks her presence will ruin the mood.”

So, the thumping was Maggie tackling an endless pile of shirts and sheets, one floor away, offering us the illusion of solitude. I almost laughed. Ironing or not, my focus was fixed on Chrissie and the taste still lingering on my lips, not on the distant rattle of her landlady escaping domesticity for her own peace of mind.

I reached out, desperate to reclaim her, my cock already aching with frustration and electric anticipation. But she slipped away, long-limbed and gloriously naked, padding towards the lounge door. I watched her, awash in a blend of admiration and dread, as she stepped boldly into the hallway without a stitch on her flawless body.

Her voice rang out, teasing, “Maggie, why are you ironing upstairs?”

A whimsical reply floated down: “I’m alright, dear, you two just enjoy yourselves.”

Then I heard Chrissie’s footsteps on the stairs, the soft murmur of their voices drifting behind a veil of closed doors and swirling uncertainty.

The sudden, sharp spike of panic lanced through me. I scrambled up, fumbling with buttons and seams, dragging my jeans back up as my cock pressed stubbornly against the fabric. The memory of Chrissie’s slick, eager heat haunted my fingertips and mouth. I had absolutely no idea what was about to unfold—would we be caught red-handed or, worse, was this about to turn into some feverish farce?

Moments later, the door swung open with an almost theatrical flourish. Chrissie strolled in, still shamelessly nude, her curves glowing in the soft lamp-light—trailing behind her, the older woman entered, refined and very much clothed, a domestic goddess out of her domain.

Mrs. Johnson smiled apologetically, her eyes flitting between us, lingering warmly on my awkward stance. “I’m sorry, Andy. I just came down because Chrissie insisted. I really did want to stay out of your way and give you both some peace.”

I scrambled for words, mortified and half-dressed, when suddenly her gaze snagged behind me. Those measured blue eyes widened. “Goodness,” she breathed, “that’s quite… something.”

I spun around, mortification and arousal warring as I realized the glossy, explicit flick was still rolling—now showcasing two women writhing in pleasure, lips and tongues and tangled limbs, with a man thrusting hungrily behind. The scene moaned through the speakers, filling the room with raw, animal need.

I scoured the cushions, searching for the damned remote, but Chrissie’s calm, teasing voice sliced through the haze. “If you’re curious, I’m sure Andy wouldn’t mind starting it over. He was just making me shudder until you distracted him.”

There she stood, remote in her hand, eyes gleaming wickedly. For a heartbeat I wondered if I’d slipped into some wild daydream, lost in a feverish fantasy: naked Chrissie, her mother’s friend, and me—caught between pleasure and panic.

Mrs. Johnson settled her gaze on me, voice gentle but edged with curiosity. “I hope I’m not intruding, but… I’ve never watched one of these films before. Would it be terribly inappropriate if I joined you?”

Shell-shocked, my heart hammered in my chest as the atmosphere in the room thickened, shimmering with new and forbidden tension. Words deserted me, leaving only a raw, aching anticipation for what might happen next.

Without waiting for my answer, Mrs Johnson gracefully claimed the left cushion of the sofa, her composed presence a striking contrast to Chrissie's easy confidence as she slid onto the right. They left just a tantalizingly narrow gap between them—room enough for only me.

Chrissie’s hand sought my arm, her fingers threading through mine, urging me down between them with gentle insistence. Caught in the dizzying unreality of the moment, I surrendered, lowering myself between two women whose scent and warmth suddenly pressed in around me. The video flickered back to life on the television, the soft glow strobing across bare skin and hesitant glances.

I was hypersensitive to every detail: the tickle of Chrissie’s thigh grazing my hip, the space on the left practically buzzing with Mrs Johnson’s restrained poise. My hands were clamped together in my lap, elbows cinched tight against my sides, terrified of brushing against either woman—God, there was barely a sliver of sofa between us, and I felt squeezed by anticipation and something that felt as dangerous as desire.

On the TV, the scene unfolded slowly, teasingly. A girl’s hands caressed a man’s broad back, and my heart raced because I knew precisely what would follow. He rolled over, displaying a body sculpted for sin, and even the impersonal camera could hardly ignore the growing promise in his lap. At first limp, the thick length of his cock responded as the girl drizzled oil over his chest, her hands smoothing over him before trailing lower, worshipful and skilled. Inch by impressive inch, he hardened—by God, it must’ve been nearly nine inches when she finally closed her fingers around it, an image of unashamed hunger.

From my left, I caught the quick, breathy gasp that escaped Mrs Johnson. She murmured, a hint of awe colouring her voice, “My goodness, what a big man.” There was wonder there, tinged with innocent mischief.

The screen zoomed in—intimate, obscene. The girl eased her lips over his swollen shaft, the hot gleam of saliva and skin filling our vision. I stole a glance right and found Chrissie’s hand gliding over the slick lips of her pussy, her gaze glued to the salacious images. Watching her stroke herself—so brazen, so unashamed—sent a jolt through me. With a throaty laugh, she teased, “Want to play with that one?”

I risked another sidelong glance left. Mrs Johnson, composed and upright, still had her hands folded together on her lap. But then her primness dissolved into a giggle, her cheeks flushed. “Is it real?” she whispered, her eyes never leaving the screen. “I had no idea they came in such... generous proportions.”

On the television, a second woman joined the fray, her dress falling away in slow-motion seduction before she straddled the man’s chest, pressing her eager sex down until his tongue met her heat. The footage cut between the girl’s lips swallowing cock and the second woman’s pussy, slick and glistening, riding his mouth. Sounds built: fevered moans and high-pitched squeaks as pleasure twisted through her body, the air in our small room thick with want.

Then, in the corner of my eye, Mrs Johnson’s delicate fingers slipped from her lap. She slowly splayed her hands across her thighs, smoothing her dress down as her knees, demurely pressed together, barely contained the subtle tremor of longing below.

To my right, Chrissie’s stroking had grown harder, more insistent, her lips parted, eyes wide with wild electricity. Her gaze darted from the screen to the older woman and then she purred, “How are you doing, Maggie? Is it making you as hot as I am?”

My glance slid left, curiosity burning beneath my skin. Mrs Johnson’s movements were slow, deliberate—almost languid. She exhaled softly as she let her knees drift apart, the movement hiking her dress just enough to reveal the delicate curve of her knees. Her hands found the sensitive terrain between them, fingers trailing in a dance both tentative and hungry. In a voice touched by breathless restraint, she confessed, “I have to admit, this is… exceptionally arousing. I can feel myself tingling, so very excited.”

Beside me, Chrissie’s breathing had dissolved into ragged little gasps. Her fingers were a blur, working herself with urgent, frantic need. Suddenly she choked out, “Sorry, you two… but I can’t help it—I’m about to come.” Her head snapped back, mouth parted wide in a silent cry, shoulders trembling. Eyes wild and gleaming, she pressed her hips high from the seat, fingers buried deep between her thighs. Her stomach rippled, body locking into electric spasms as she moaned—guttural, unashamed, raw. “Oh god…”

A tremor ran through her and, for a few lingering seconds, she kept working herself, slow, greedy circles until the tension ebbed. She melted into the sofa, spent and sated, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath.

My mind reeled. Was this real? Had Chrissie—a girl still a stranger to me—not only touched herself, but climaxed within inches of me, with her mature landlady calmly poised on my other side? All while the three of us watched explicit bodies tangle and writhe on screen. The unreality of it pulsed inside my head.

Mrs Johnson broke the spell, her voice measured but laced with mischief. “It sounded like you enjoyed yourself, Chrissie.”

“Did I ever.” Chrissie’s lips curled with satiated delight. “And what about you, Maggie? I bet your pussy’s soaked. Go on, have some fun. Andy doesn’t mind, do you?”

“I can’t deny,” Mrs Johnson responded, cheeks flushed, “my poor vagina is quite terribly wet… and aching for attention.”

Turning to me, her eyes were soft but wickedly bright. “Would it bother you, Andy? I promise I’ll be discreet.”

Sanity flickered uncertainly, but desire drowned out any protest. “No, not at all,” I croaked, as if my throat had forgotten how to function. “Please… go ahead.”

With a gracious nod, she whispered, “Thank you,” and began to gather up her dress. Her movement was elegant, efficient—the kind of seductive confidence that left little room for self-doubt. I watched, breath catching, as she shimmied her hips to slide her panties down, placing them neatly on the sofa’s arm. Her shoes followed, kicked gently aside.

Now her dress was gathered at her waist, revealing the shapely line of her legs—legs that spoke of quiet strength and secret promises. Allowing herself a contented sigh, she stretched out, legs fully extended, and hummed, “That’s much more comfortable.” Eyes flickering to the screen, she murmured, “So, what are we watching now?”

I forced myself to check the film. One Thai girl prone, legs open in shameless offering, drew the gaze of her partner—her face lost between spread thighs, tongue working. The man’s towering erection gleamed as his hand teased the standing girl, the anticipation electric as he positioned himself to enter her.

I couldn’t resist peeking at Mrs Johnson again. Her thighs had parted with determined abandon, fingers gliding over the wild texture of her pubic curls. Stray tendrils glistened—pearls of arousal catching the low light—her touch delicate, exploratory, as if rediscovering her own hunger.

I tried to keep my gaze fixed on the flickering screen, but my attention was hopelessly magnetised by Mrs Johnson’s carnal performance beside me. The sight of an older woman pleasuring herself so openly was a first for me—utterly mesmerizing, igniting curiosity and hunger in equal measure.

Chrissie was also lost in her own pleasure, her fingers moving with restless abandon beneath her dress, but my eyes were drawn, again and again, to the older woman. Mrs Johnson’s legs were luxuriously splayed, exposing a glistening, swollen sex that parted for her searching fingers. Her labia, puffy and flushed with arousal, seemed to beckon her touch; she dragged her fingertips languidly along her slick slit before pushing them deep inside her aching core. Each time she withdrew, a damp, delicate sound followed—soft, wet, almost indecent.

She caught me peeking, and for a split second our eyes held. "Oh, I hope I’m not being too noisy," she offered with astonishing composure, her voice breezy and innocent, as if she were apologizing for wrinkling the sofa cushions rather than pleasuring herself shamelessly right next to me.

Unhurriedly, she turned her focus back to the provocative spectacle onscreen—a man pistoning deep into a woman’s yielding body, the camera positioned for the most intimate, explicit view of his thick cock driving into her open, needy sex. In a cutaway, another woman’s glistening cunt was a breath away from the eager mouth of her lover.

Mrs Johnson’s breathing became steadily heavier, the sound deliciously pronounced. I glanced down—her left palm pressed firmly against the soft skin of her inner thigh, pushing it farther apart, while her right hand worked her drenched pussy with gathering momentum. Her thighs quivered with each stroke; her fingers glistened in the peachy lamplight.

Until now, shock had held my desire at bay, my body suspended. But when she turned to look at me, her eyes wild and impossibly vulnerable, and let out a raw, needy gasp, "Oh, I think I’m coming," the sensation struck me like lightning. My cock stiffened instantly, an almost-painful ache.

She was lost—her fingers plunged frantically between her thighs, her mouth forming a silent "oh" of ecstasy. "Oh my goodness," she groaned, voice breaking on the crest of release. Her body arched, rigid, bare feet pointed and taut, her core pulsing as pleasure rolled through her. She didn’t breathe for a few heartbeats, then released a guttural, shattered gasp, pushing her fingers deep into her spasming cunt as her orgasm washed over her.

At last, she collapsed back into herself, breathless and trembling, ivory bosom rising and falling with rapid, desperate breaths. She curled up, drew her knees up to her chest, and shifted onto her side—her legs tumbling across my lap, pressing against the hard evidence of my arousal. Her flushed face burrowed into my arm, and I could feel the scorching warmth of her breath against my skin, every exhale a hot caress.

I hardly dared to move, tension singing through my body, paralyzed with raw anticipation and confusion about what would come next.

After a lingering, electric silence, Mrs Johnson moved her knees from my lap and drew herself upright with practiced elegance. She smoothed her dress down, tugging it demurely into place, and then ran her fingers through her tousled hair, restoring her composure with a calm that made my heartbeat wild.

Her eyes lingered on mine, that prim little smile curling over her lips, eyes twinkling with mischief and afterglow. “Well,” she murmured, voice soft yet unmistakably provocative, “that was rather delightful. I must admit, it’s the first time I’ve ever indulged like that with company. I do hope I haven’t scandalized you too terribly.”

My reply tumbled out before I could even think. “Not at all. Really. I’m just glad you... enjoyed yourself.” Heat prickled across my cheeks, but the truth shivered in every part of my body.

“I’m very relieved, in every sense.” Her lips quirked into a sly, knowing smile as her gaze dropped, lingering for a brazen heartbeat on the blatant strain at the front of my trousers. I quickly placed my hand over it, fingers clumsy with the need to hide my arousal.

Everything inside me screamed for escape; the air was charged, far too intimate and overwhelming. I rose abruptly, legs shaky, desperate for the cool anonymity of my own room. The memory of Chrissie—was she still lost in the waves of her own pleasure? That detail was lost in the thick haze of everything that had just transpired. All I knew was that I hadn't come, not even close, and the need in me was now a throbbing ache.

I gazed down at them—Chrissie sprawled naked and unconcerned, her mother’s friend composed but with the faint flush of climax still coloring her cheeks. One girl’s panties folded like a secret on the cushion, Maggie’s dress barely concealing the evidence of her release. The absurdity of it hit me hard; I almost laughed. Who would ever believe what had unfolded here tonight?

I gathered my discs, sliding them from the machine with trembling hands. As I did, Mrs Johnson’s voice floated over to me, gentle and lightly teasing. “Will you show us the other one some time? I do hope you’ll visit again. We’d hate to think this was a one-off—wouldn’t we, Chrissie?” The calm, almost domestic tone was a dizzying contrast to the heated chaos that still lingered in the room.

Somehow, I found the composure to answer, clinging to formal politeness like a lifeline. “I wasn’t anticipating your marvelous company, Mrs Johnson, but you have made this an evening I won’t soon forget. Truly, it would be my pleasure to visit again if you wish.”

She tilted her head, innocent as could be, but the smoldering edge in her gaze gave her away. “Well, that’s for Chrissie to decide. You are her friend, after all.” She brushed a stray lock of hair back into place, still flushed from her orgasm. “But I must confess, I hope you do come again. I haven’t enjoyed myself so much in ages.”

Chrissie, still gloriously naked, grinned up at me, her lips twisting into a delicious smirk. “Oh, Andy will definitely be back. We haven’t even finished what we started yet, have we?” Her words held a wicked promise that went straight to the base of my spine.

All the way home, the film of Mrs Johnson’s pleasure replayed in my head—her moans, the fierce tension in her limbs, that explosive release. Even when I slid beneath my own sheets, it wasn’t Chrissie I thought of as I took myself in hand, but Maggie—her body etched into my memory, every shameless gasp and tremor haunting me as I stroked myself to a shuddering climax.

---

The next four days passed with a fever I couldn’t shake. Chrissie and her mature landlady consumed my thoughts, seeping into every idle moment. I tried to convince myself that my only goal was to finally fuck Chrissie, to claim what had been dangled in front of me, but the image of Maggie’s flushed, wanting body refused to leave me alone, sparking restless nights and desperate fantasies.

Finally, unable to resist, I called Chrissie and invited her out for a drink, just the two of us. I tucked a couple of CDs into my pocket, just in case.

We met at our usual pub, the connection electric the moment she arrived. She perched beside me and gave me a sly look. “So... did you enjoy yourself the other evening?”

I cleared my throat. “I did. I mean...” I hesitated, searching for words, “if I’m honest, it was kind of embarrassing—completely shocking, actually.”

She rolled her eyes, laughing softly. “Really? Shocked that my mum’s friend likes to get herself off? I warned you about her, didn’t I?”

I nodded, feeling that delicious heat again. “You did, but knowing it and having her do it right beside me are two very different things.”

Chrissie’s laughter bubbled out, wicked and teasing, making the air between us charged and electric. “So what? She loved every second—it really turned her on having you there. And trust me, she’s convinced she was the reason you got that gorgeous hard-on. Was she right? Did you end up stroking yourself, thinking of her after you got home?”

Heat crept up my neck, my cheeks burning as I dodged her playful yet knowing gaze. “Look, I’m not going to lie. I was more than a little turned on. Your mum’s friend… she’s incredibly sexy, especially for—well, for a mature woman.”

A sly, provocative smile curled over Chrissie’s lips. “So, would you fuck her if you had the chance?”

The question landed with such brazen force that I just stared, mouth hanging open. My breath tangled in my throat as I managed, “You can’t be serious.”

She leaned in, eyes dark with some secret mischief. “Oh, I’m very serious. She hasn’t been with anyone since Dad died, you know. They were wild together, she told me. And last night, you made her ache—she told me that, too.”

I shook my head, holding up a hand, desperately clinging to rationality. “Hang on,” I interjected, the memory flickering hot behind my eyes. “It was the video that got her going, not me. I was just…there.”

Chrissie arched an eyebrow, her voice dropping to a throaty whisper. “That’s where you’re wrong. She said it was knowing you were watching her, stealing looks—she loved it. The film got her started but you, Andy, you made her come. She thinks you’re unbelievably sexy.”

I tried to sound reasonable, though inside I was unraveling. “Chrissie, I only want you. We’ve barely had a chance to…you know, be alone, just the two of us. Can we just focus on us and maybe leave her out of it?”

Her lips set in a firm, sudden pout, bright with hurt and frustration. “What, you don’t like her? Is she not good enough for you?”

The sharp edge in her voice made my heart skip. Flustered, I blurted, desperate to soothe her, “Of course I like her. I think she’s beautiful. Honestly, I find her really tempting, but I’m all twisted up here—I need to know who I’m really with, you or her?”

Without another word, Chrissie drained her glass and stood abruptly, defiance flaring in her eyes. “Come on, let’s see where your loyalties really lie.”

She strode ahead, and I trailed behind, nerves and excitement swirling in equal measure. Inside the house, Mrs Johnson waited, poised in the lounge like some forbidden temptation. She was petite, all feminine curves and subtle confidence. Her dress was a dangerous red, glossy white buttons tracing a line from neckline to hem—each a promise that could be undone. The plunging neckline offered a tantalizing glimpse of soft, inviting flesh, the delicate slope of her breasts drawing my gaze.

Barefoot, she rose up on tiptoe, a conspiratorial glint in her eye as her lips brushed against my cheek. Her voice thrummed with anticipation, velvet and warm. “I can’t tell you how delighted I am you’ve decided to come back. Last night was intoxicating. Shall we indulge again tonight?”

Every instinct screamed to declare my desire for Chrissie but I hesitated, not wanting to break the spell. Instead, I forced out a polite, “Let’s just see what the night brings.”

We all filtered into the lounge, a current of expectation running thick between us. Mrs Johnson couldn’t contain her excitement, practically glowing as she announced she’d bought champagne to celebrate—her voice a playful caress. “Let’s have a glass or two, shall we?”

While she drifted off to the kitchen, Chrissie slipped closer, her voice low and charged. “So what now? Are we just going to sit around, touch ourselves and leave it at that? Or is this night finally going to get interesting?”

With a slow, seductive calm, Chrissie replied, “First, let’s let the bubbles work their magic—champagne to loosen our nerves, then a video to see where our desires take us.”

When Mrs. Johnson glided in with the chilled bottle and delicate glasses, the soft pop of the cork seemed to usher in a sense of anticipation. We all sipped, laughter bubbling between us as we touched lightly on safe topics—my last job, her lush garden. With every glass, the conversation grew a little hazier, more languid. By the time we tipped out the last drops, a heady silence had settled.

Chrissie smirked and broke the quiet, her voice teasing, “Well, are we going to keep prattling on like boring grownups, or are we actually going to watch some filth together?”

Adrenaline skittered just beneath my skin. This was the point of no return. I retrieved the CD from my jacket—my very own forbidden mixtape, each scene handpicked for its ability to provoke and entice. The video, with its mixture of dark and pale bodies tangling, women caressing each other, fumbling hands and limbs tied with silken restraints—it was a mosaic of my filthiest fantasies stitched together with trembling hands.

As I slid the disc into the player, Mrs. Johnson glanced at me, her cheeks shamefully bright and eyes intoxicatingly clear. “Champagne makes me like this,” she giggled, and then, with exquisite casualness, she hiked her dress high up over her thighs. My gaze dropped—her panties were gone—her bare, flushed skin hinting at hunger.

Chrissie was less coy. She let every scrap of fabric fall away, flinging her clothes aside. She dropped onto the sofa, legs parted, honest and raw in her nudity, not a hint of shame.

I sat between them, my clothes suddenly feeling like a prison. Mrs. Johnson watched me through half-lidded eyes, her lips curled in a slow, knowing smile. “All that fabric—why hide behind it? Don’t you want to join us?” she purred. I mumbled, dodging the suggestion, clutching my modesty.

As the opening scene flared to life, the room charged with moans and gasps, the boundaries between fiction and reality blurred. On-screen, the beautiful black teacher seduced a lithe, nervous student. Then the male teacher arrived, undressing with hungry precision; all three bodies wound together in messes of limbs and need.

Beside me, Chrissie fell into the current without hesitation, her fingers sliding between her thighs, her breath hitching. Mrs. Johnson hesitated for a delicious second, then followed—her dress riding higher, fingers straying to her slick center. This time, I didn’t pretend indifference. I watched Mrs. Johnson openly, craving every shift in her expression.

She caught me looking—she wanted me to watch. A heady thrill passed between us as she whispered, low and trembling, “You watching me like this…it’s electrifying.”

Chrissie’s voice cut through, rough and hungry. “It’s better when someone else does it,” she teased, jabbing me gently in the ribs.

Startled, I turned, mouthing silent questions—Was she serious? Was this really happening? Chrissie, eyes daring, motioned toward Maggie again. She mouthed, “Go on then.”

Stunned, I answered in silent protest—she had to be joking.

But Chrissie dispelled our silent game with a breathless giggle. “Maggie, if you want Andy’s attention, you’ll have to come and take it. He’s far too shy for this.”

Mrs. Johnson let out a mischievous giggle, her cheeks still flushed pink from the champagne and brazen anticipation. “All right, I will,” she purred, her eyes glittering as she turned fully to me. “Andy, would you lend me a hand?” Without another word, her delicate fingers darted over to my lap, wrapping around my wrist with surprising authority.

For a moment, my mind screamed in protest, but her confidence mesmerized me—I simply let her guide me, the spell of the moment too powerful to break. My gaze was fixed on the screen, but the world had narrowed to just her warmth. She pulled my hand beneath the hem of her dress, gliding my fingertips down over her silky thigh and between her parted legs. The heat there was startling; slick and swollen, her pussy invited my touch, and her grip on my wrist was unyielding, like she would not take no for an answer.

My fingers delved into her, sliding wetly, hesitantly at first, but she didn’t allow hesitation. She rocked my hand, pressing me rhythmically into her soaked folds, her breath shivering loose and quiet with every stroke. I realized with a rush that she was pleasuring herself with my hand, her hips rolling greedily against my fingers. The heady scent of her arousal curled into the air, making my cock stiffen painfully tight beneath my trousers.

Suddenly, Mrs. Johnson’s hand abandoned my wrist and shot to my zipper, her movements deft and sure. In one smooth, unchecked motion, she dragged the zip down and slipped her hand inside, curling her fingers around my hard, desperate cock. It sprang free, thick and pulsing, and out it came into her palm—she didn’t even falter, stroking me firmly with exactly the kind of practiced pressure that made my legs go weak. Her thumb circled the sensitive ridge just beneath the tip, coaxing a shudder out of me.

“Andy,” she murmured low in my ear, turning my head to hers with a tease of a smile. Her lips parted, her words intoxicating: “I want you to make me come. Will you do that for me?” The challenge in her eyes stoked something wild inside me.

Of course I’d fingered girls before, but never like this—never so exposed and frantic and fevered. I let my hand move on its own accord, letting memory and instinct take over. My middle finger found her clit, and I circled and pressed, just as I’d watched her the night before, slowly building speed and pressure until her thighs trembled and she slid further down the sofa, urging me deeper between her legs.

She shrugged her dress open with one arm, the buttons slipping beneath her searching fingers, revealing full, bare breasts—round and inviting, each nipple hard and begging for attention. She pinched the left one, rolling it between her finger and thumb, her whole body shuddering as my caress on her clit grew more insistent. The sound of her pleasure—soft, desperate moans—wrapped around me, spurring me closer to the edge.

Her hand glided up and down my cock, never pausing, never losing rhythm, milking me with expert care. I felt my own climax approaching, the tension gathering, my hips twitching under her sure grip. She must have sensed it, because her voice turned sharp and commanding. “Chrissie, bring some tissue, now.”

For a split second, I remembered Chrissie’s presence—her eyes fixed on us, hunger in her gaze. She appeared instantly at my side, tissues ready, her breath quick as she watched her mother’s friend and me on the brink.

Mrs. Johnson gasped, her hips jerking. “I’m coming, Andy—don’t stop.” She clamped my hand against her soaked pussy, grinding against my fingers, desperate for release. I fought to keep stroking, but pleasure rocketed through me, breaking my concentration. My orgasm ripped through me in a hot, sharp surge, my cum spurting high in arcing jets. Chrissie caught it expertly, her movements efficient and unfazed.

As tremors faded from my limbs and I collapsed back onto the sofa, Chrissie leaned over, her touch gentle as she cleaned me up, not a single drop wasted. The heat in the room was electric, thick with the unspoken thrill of what we’d just done—and of what might still come.

Once I’d gathered myself, still catching my breath and feeling a delicious languor pulse through my veins, I turned to Mrs Johnson, trying to mask the embarrassment that crept up my cheeks. My voice was awkwardly soft, almost apologetic. “I’m sorry I lost it right at the end—I hope I didn’t spoil everything for you.”

Her gaze met mine, heat lingering in her eyes as she smiled slyly. “Oh, Andy,” she murmured, her tone low and velvet-smooth, “you satisfied me far more than you realize. That orgasm—mmm, it’s been a while since someone touched me just right. I hope I managed to do the same for you. I’m a little out of practice, but…” Her lips curled in satisfaction, clearly remembering the waves of pleasure we’d just shared.

If she thought she was rusty, she was born with that kind of skill. Flustered but honest, I looked her straight in the eyes, my words coming out as a bare whisper meant just for her. “Mrs Johnson, you’ve just ruined all comparisons for me—no one’s ever brought me off the way you did.”

I leaned a little closer, mischief flickering in my voice. “Maybe you could give Chrissie a lesson or two?”

Her answer came hot and intimate, mouth brushing close to my ear, voice tickling straight down my spine. “I’ll do whatever I can for her, darling. But if we’re practicing, we’ll need a subject…” Her hand squeezed my thigh, breath warm against my skin. “And the only candidate here is you.”

The closeness of her lips was irresistible—I turned, and instinctively pressed my mouth to hers, tasting that lingering sweetness. It was quiet and hungry and full of unspoken promises.

That night, sprawled on my bed, restless and smoldering, my mind replayed every electrifying second. Something primal had shifted in me; my desire for Mrs Johnson wasn’t some passing infatuation, it was a deep ache that insisted I had to have her—fully, completely. Chrissie would have to wait her turn; I needed Mrs Johnson, and nothing else would satisfy.

---

The next day passed in a lazy blur, my body gloriously sore and mind racing with scheming possibilities, none of which felt worthy of last night. It wasn’t until my phone vibrated and Mrs Johnson’s sultry voice slid through the line that I found a reason to break my haze.

“Hello, Andy. What are you up to, darling?”

I tried to sound casual, but her voice made my pulse thump. “Not much, Mrs Johnson. How about you?”

She let out a soft, knowing sigh. “Oh, just the usual—housework, a little cooking. Why don’t you come over and keep me company? We can do nothing together.”

A jolt of need sparked between my thighs, but guilt and caution warred in my mind. “Is Chrissie there?” The wanting edged into my words.

She paused, then her tone turned even more suggestive. “No, she’s at work…”

Lingering silence. I hesitated. “Maybe I shouldn’t, then.”

Gently insistent, she continued, “Chrissie actually told me to call you—she thought we could use some time together. She usually gets home around six. Why don’t you come over then, and I’ll spoil you with a proper meal?”

A home-cooked dinner from Mrs Johnson—how could I refuse that, especially with the memory of her body so fresh? “Alright,” I replied, my voice tinged with anticipation, “I’ll be there at six, and I’ll bring some wine.”

I splurged on a bottle of Veuve Clicquot—my wallet protested, but the evening ahead was worth every penny. By six, my hunger was as much for her as it was for the meal.

Mrs Johnson opened the door, barefoot and graceful in her simple house dress, the scent of something delicious wafting from the kitchen. She stretched on tiptoe and pressed a slow, lingering kiss to my cheek as I handed her the champagne. Her eyes flashed with pleasure—at the wine, at me. “This should make things decadent tonight,” she purred. “Chrissie should be home any minute. Go on, get comfy in the lounge while I finish up.”

Soon enough, Chrissie burst in, greeting me with a deep, needy kiss. The anticipation simmered between us as we slipped into the dining room, where the meal—rich and mouthwatering—was nearly as tempting as Mrs Johnson herself.

By the time the clock slipped quietly toward seven-thirty, we drifted back into the comfort of the lounge, the air tinged with anticipation and the sweet fizz of Veuve Clicquot. Both women claimed the sofa, their forms pressed lightly together—soft, inviting, and effortlessly seductive—leaving me to sink into the deep embrace of an armchair across from them. The champagne was crisp and delicious, a decadent prelude that soon painted a rosy flush across Mrs Johnson’s cheeks, her laughter growing rounder, warmer, deeper.

We spun bits of idle conversation, casual and teasing, until Chrissie shattered the pretense with a question that jolted me—the kind whispered in fantasies. “Andy, have you ever made love to two women at once?” Her eyes burned with mischief.

She caught me off guard. I swallowed, honest. “No, I haven’t.”

Those lips curled, hungry with promise. “Would you like to?”

A shiver bolted through my spine—all nerves and want—and I could feel my cock stir impatiently for more. “I think it would be incredible,” I admitted, my voice thick with longing.

That was all the invitation Mrs Johnson needed. Her gaze was steady, darkened with intent, as she rose gracefully from the sofa and crossed to me. She extended her hand—soft, cool, trembling with anticipation. “Come here, Andy. You’re far too overdressed for this occasion.”

Her fingers deftly undid my belt, making quick, silent work of my trousers, until they slid down around my ankles. I leaned into her, allowing my shirt to be stripped away, her touch trailing over my bare arms. The subtle snap of the main light vanishing left the world bathed in the tender, golden light of table lamps, every shadow coaxing intimacy and promise.

When her hands slid down and slipped my underwear away, my cock stood in half-ready defiance, already eager beneath her delicate stroke. Her lips grazed the tip, a fleeting, electrifying kiss—a silent promise of more. Shoes, socks… everything had to go, and Mrs Johnson helped me, lifting each foot with care and patience until I stood before her, utterly exposed.

She smiled at me, the very picture of mature sensuality. “Now it’s your turn. Undress me.” There was scarcely anything left to remove: her housecoat loose and inviting, her panties clinging to hips I craved.

I knelt before her, sliding her panties down inch by inch. The sight of her—her smooth thighs parting, the glistening pink of her sex already open and eager—made my heart and cock throb. When she was finally bare to me, I kissed her nipples, savoring the firm, womanly swell of her breasts, letting my lips linger just long enough to draw a tremor from her. I stepped back, drinking in her beauty—tense, glorious, utterly confident in her skin, her body lush and radiant at forty.

She stepped aside with a sultry smile, inviting, “Chrissie’s turn.”

Chrissie approached, her body just within my reach. I slipped my fingers under the fabric of her clothing, exposing flesh inch by luscious inch, repeating my worship of each eager nipple, my mouth grazing her delicate skin until her breath caught in anticipation. Now, all three of us were naked, every line and curve bared in the golden light.

The rug before the television beckoned—a soft landing for what we all hungered for. The women folded themselves gracefully onto it, extending their hands to pull me between their warmth. I nestled in, a man between day and night, and tasted Chrissie’s lips—soft, insistent—before she pressed her mouth to the swollen head of my cock, sending a jolt of pleasure searing through my body.

Mrs Johnson’s mouth followed, this time resting against my lips, her tongue teasing, before she enveloped my cock, her mouth hot and lingering, drawing me deep into a blinding haze of sensation.

Chrissie, wild now, straddled my chest, her thighs tense around my shoulders as she edged forward, presenting her slick, swollen pussy just above my lips. I gripped her hips, guiding her down until I could taste her desire—her sweet, salty slickness spreading across my tongue as I explored her, teasing, tracing every needy fold, drawing gasps and broken moans from her trembling form.

All the while, Mrs Johnson’s expert lips and tongue played wicked, unhurried games along my length, building the pressure higher, sharper, hotter. I burned—aching to give in—but I trusted her, trusted she would know the very moment to take me even further, to keep me hovering deliciously at that edge between agony and bliss.

My entire focus was on Chrissie, completely absorbed in the rhythmic caress of her clitoris as I teased it between my lips, suckling ever so softly. The sound of her breath grew ragged, the muscles in her thighs tensing on either side of my head. Her voice was trembling when she gasped, "I’m going to come." That confession sent a jolt of heat through my body, intensifying my own hunger.

She grabbed two fistfuls of my hair and ground her hips with frenzied need, her body jerking above my mouth, pressing herself down until her soaking cunt threatened to smother me. The taste of her was intoxicating—hot, slick, and dizzyingly sweet. Her cry was raw, nearly frantic, as waves of pleasure tore through her. I felt her orgasm shuddering against my lips, her movements wild and beautiful in their abandon. When her body finally gave up its desperate rhythm, she released her grip on my head, letting herself collapse to the side in breathless exhaustion.

She sprawled on her back, limbs limp and trembling, her chest glistening as she fought to steady her breath. Mrs. Johnson lifted her head from where she’d been gently devouring my cock, her lips shiny, her cheeks flushed with pleasure and mischief. She gazed down at Chrissie with genuine amusement, her smile soft and wicked. “It certainly sounded like you loved that, darling,” she purred.

I reached for a tissue, intent on cleaning Chrissie’s nectar from my face. Mrs. Johnson’s laughter stopped me. “Oh, don’t bother. You’ll need your mouth again—because now it’s my turn.”

She eased herself over my chest, taking her time, her movements feline and commanding. I reached up and found her breasts, cupping their fullness, letting my thumbs brush over her pointed nipples. They were deliciously erect beneath my palms, and she shivered with every teasing stroke, gasping, “God, that gives me little electric shocks.” The sound of her voice was electric in itself.

Moving herself higher, she hovered above my mouth, her pussy gleaming and swollen with need. “I’m sorry I’m dripping,” she whispered, her fingers trembling as she parted herself above me. “I need you. I’m so desperate for your tongue—I’ll probably come embarrassingly fast.”

The scent of her was bold and irresistible. My tongue darted between her soaked folds, savoring her sharp, heady taste, delighting in the heat that pulsed from her core. Her pussy lips, puffy and dark, parted beautifully beneath her fingers as she drew herself open for me—exposing the glistening pink of her entrance and the bright, eager tip of her clit.

I guided her hands to the edges of her slit, whispering, “Show me just how much you want it. Stretch yourself open for me.” Her breath faltered, and she obeyed, pulling her slick lips wide, her body quivering with anticipation.

I started slowly, my tongue a gentle suggestion, tracing along the taut ridges of her labia—first one side, then the other—deliberately avoiding what I knew she wanted most. She bucked, frustration mounting in her hips, her fingers digging into her own flesh.

Her voice was pleading, breathless and desperate. “Please...oh, please, do it. I need it so badly.” Her pelvis pressed forward again, a silent demand, but I kept her waiting, instead sweeping my tongue along her inner thighs, barely touching that aching nub.

Time stretched with her need, heat building between us as her restraint shattered. “Andy, I am begging you,” she whimpered, her tone laced with urgency. “If you don’t—God, Andy, you’re making me crazy. I swear, I’ll scream.”

She was holding herself wide, her clitoris swollen and bold, jutting towards my mouth. Giving in, I finally flicked my tongue over her throbbing tip, just the briefest touch. She jolted and gasped, the sound torn from her throat. I circled her clit with maddening slowness, letting my tongue linger for only a heartbeat before pulling away—over and over, heightening her need.

Her breaths were coming in shallow bursts now, her voice strained. “Andy...” she warned, her words squeezed between clenched teeth. “If you keep teasing me like this, I swear, I’m going to piss all over your face.”

The wait was over. Enough delicious torment. I captured her swollen, needy clit between my lips, cradling it with a tender yet possessive hunger as I lavished it with slow, sensual strokes of my tongue. Her clitoris was gloriously engorged, an irresistible prize, and I couldn’t resist giving her the most decadent, sinful attention—a delicate, teasing miniature blowjob. In those handful of seconds, her whole body began to tremble.

Her cry was raw and unrestrained—“Oh, God!”—as her hands slipped from stretching her slick folds and flew to my hair, fingers tangling with urgent, desperate need. The pleasure ravaged her, almost brutal in its intensity; she clung to my head, pulling my hair so fiercely my scalp tingled and my eyes dampened with stinging tears. She couldn’t stop the wild undulation of her hips, every quaking pulse of her climax marked by the sweet flood of her arousal wetting my face and chin. I watched, enraptured, as her orgasm rippled through her—a luxurious, breathtaking release that seemed to last forever.

At last, the tremors subsided. Gasping, hands finally letting go, she toppled sideways like a discarded doll, her thighs falling wide on the thick rug beneath us. She landed in a careless sprawl, open and utterly unconcerned with modesty, still lost in the surrender of pleasure.

For a moment the room was quiet, broken only by the sweep of my hand across my face, wiping away the gleaming evidence of her passion. Chrissie’s voice punctured the silence, playful and a little breathless: “Are you all right, Maggie? Are you still among the living?”

Mrs. Johnson, eyes closed, head still resting bonelessly on the floor, managed a dreamy whisper, “Just barely.” Her chest rose and fell as she floated in the afterglow.

Desire pulsed in me, urgent and unresolved. The need to be inside one of them—to feel that slick, hot velvet clasping me—was almost overwhelming. But this was hardly ordinary; I was torn, teetering between them, craving both, yet knowing Chrissie was technically my date. I hesitated, resisting that primal urge, waiting for fate—or desire—to pick for me.

Chrissie crawled across the floor, a feline seductress, her gaze fixed on my mostly-erect shaft. She arched an eyebrow, grinning as she murmured, “Don't you think it’s about time that’s put to use? Let me help.” She lowered her head purposefully—and suddenly her lips enveloped me, her tongue swirling hotly around my tip. I groaned, surrendering to her skill as she coaxed me to full, throbbing life. I closed my eyes, relishing the decadent sensation, lost in her mouth, but I was still waiting—expectant for a sign, an invitation.

Through the haze, I sensed Mrs. Johnson stirring, and my eyes flicked open just as she rose up on one elbow. She leaned in close, her voice low and deliciously wicked as she whispered, “Andy, darling, which one of us do you want to fuck?” The word coming from her lips was both shocking and arousing, making my chest tighten.

I grinned, teasing her right back. “Now that’s not playing fair. If neither of you makes a move soon, I’ll have no choice but to call the police for improper loitering. You’ll both be arrested for intent to seduce.”

Laughing, the two women glided to the other end of the room. Their heads drew close, confiding in soft tones I couldn’t quite hear, sharing a conspiratorial secret. Then, hand in hand, they settled onto the sofa. In the sultry, golden glow of the lamps, they reclined with their arms behind their heads, legs opening—an open, deliberate invitation, two pairs of glistening, perfect lips parted for me. Chrissie’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as she spoke, her voice a gentle challenge, “We’ve made our choice. But can you guess which one of us it is?”

This delicate moment demanded finesse—diplomatic skills that would make any statesman proud—but truly, my mind had already made its choice. I met Chrissie's eyes and declared, "Well, my sweet Chrissie, you are officially my date. Surely, tonight belongs to you."

Yet the mischief in her smile deepened, and as I leaned in, eager to taste her silky softness, her thighs snapped tight together with a playful defiance, shutting me out.

"Wrong guess," she teased mercilessly, a wicked little grin curling her lips. "Tonight, it's Maggie's turn."

I paused, caught off guard, and curiosity flickered in my voice. "How did you two decide that?"

She brought a hand coyly to her mouth, making a show of stage-whispering, "She outranks me."

A warm rush of satisfaction sparked in me—I tried not to let it show, but secretly, I thrilled at the prospect of taking Mrs Johnson. Remaining on my knees, I shuffled over, positioning myself before her, taking in the alluring view of the woman I'd come to crave so fiercely.

She regarded me with that shy, enticing smile, her eyes dark with promise. "Andy," she murmured, her tone sinuous velvet, "I've been waiting for this—I hope you enjoy it as much as I will."

Her legs stayed primly together, and I slid my hands up her gorgeous thighs, easing them apart with care. Her pussy—still deliciously wet and swollen from earlier pleasure—was exposed beneath the gentle lamplight. My lips found her inner thigh, breathing in the heat radiating from her, and I trailed soft, adoring kisses closer and closer, savoring her trembling readiness and the sweet, intoxicating scent of her arousal.

The need in me pulsed, fierce and almost painful. I usually prided myself on my stamina, but the thought of being deep inside her—of hearing her moans as I filled her—sent heat coiling through my belly. I pressed my tongue against her silken cleft, teasing her with the barest flick, and she gasped, reaching down to part those slick, eager lips for me. Her clit stood out, bold and needy, and the moment my tongue danced over it, she shivered all over and loosed a soft, hungry sound.

But then her hands cradled my face, her touch tender but insistent, and her voice, barely above a whisper, caressed my ear. "Not yet, darling—I want us to come together this time."

I groaned softly, the weight of my need undeniable. "God, Mrs Johnson, the way you look, the way you taste—I'll probably explode the second I'm inside you."

She smiled—a slow, sultry invitation. "Relax, Andy. We've got the whole night. Chrissie can keep herself entertained."

I glanced over. Chrissie watched us from the sofa, legs folded underneath, her chin resting on her palm, the very image of lazy contentment. Something about her gaze unsettled me, making me hesitate. "Are you just going to sit there and watch?"

She shrugged, utterly unbothered. "What else should I do, darling?"

A flush crept up my neck. "I'm about to make love to her."

She arched a brow, her mouth quirked into a devilish smirk. "And? Sex isn't some secret performance. Not thirty minutes ago, you had your tongue buried in one of us while the other sucked you off, remember? You seemed fine with our lack of privacy then."

She had me there. I couldn't argue.

Mrs Johnson broke the tension with an impatient little sound, her tone dripping with tart demand, "Whenever the two of you are done with your chitchat, I'd really like to be fucked. Today would be ideal."

My attention snapped back to her—her fingers no longer holding herself open, her swollen, glistening cunt begging for my mouth, my tongue, my cock. I drank in the sight, ravenous for her, wanting nothing more than to bury myself in those hot, needy folds, to lose myself completely in her pleasure.

Mrs Johnson nestled deeper into the plush cushions, her feet drawn up as she let her thighs languidly fall apart, baring herself to me in an invitation too irresistible to ignore. I raised myself above her, bracing my hands on the back of the sofa, drinking in the sight of her glistening, needy sex.

Her touch was immediate and possessive—fingers curling around my cock, guiding me with slow authority. Her breath, hot against my skin, carried a husky whisper: “I want to feel you inside me, but not yet—not until we’ve reduced each other to trembling, desperate need. I want your cock to drive me out of my mind with want, until I’m begging you for more. Can you make me ache for you, Andy?”

I barely managed to hold back a groan, my desire raw and potent in my throat. Chrissie’s presence didn’t matter—I was lost in the dark hunger between Mrs Johnson and me. “I’m not sure I can, Mrs Johnson,” I confessed, my voice hoarse with need. “You turn me on so much, the second I’m in you, I’ll lose control. I haven’t felt this desperate since I first touched a girl.”

She grinned wickedly, a glint of challenge in her eyes. “Let’s see how long you can last with my pussy teasing you, hmm?” She pressed the head of my cock to her slick entrance and started to slide me back and forth, slow and torturously deliberate, letting my tip glide over her soaked folds. Every movement sent a surge of electric pleasure through us both, and we locked eyes—no shame, no hesitation, just a slowly intensifying dare: who would break first.

My body trembled with restraint. I distracted myself with ridiculous images—a dentist looming with his drill, anything to keep me from tumbling over the edge. It helped; her strokes grew rougher, her breath less controlled. I could hear her quickening—feel the urgency in every jerky grind against me.

Then, her self-control dissolved in a gasp. “God—okay, I can’t wait. I need you, now. Fuck me, Andy, please.”

A flush of victory warmed me. “Does that mean I’ve won?” I teased, my voice a low growl.

She gave in with a breathless, “Yes, you’ve won.” And then she guided me into her in one smooth, welcoming thrust, her legs winding around my waist to clutch me close. Her lips found my neck, her nails scoring pleasure-hot lines across my back. My good intentions crumbled—I didn’t manage slow or gentle. Overwhelmed by the velvet heat of her clenching around me, I yielded utterly. The collision of our bodies, the needy grip of her cunt, sent us both spiraling over the edge together, no rhythm, just pure, shared release.

She quaked under me, her skin fever-hot, her breaths ragged against my throat. All it took was being inside her, feeling her clutch and tremble, and I was lost, coming hard as she shuddered and bucked, nails digging into me, teeth grazing my neck.

Finally, spent and stunned, I eased her back into the cushions, stroking her trembling thighs. Her gaze was dreamy, reverent—her fingertips traced along my cheek, sending aftershocks of tenderness through me. “That was… incredible,” she breathed softly, a secret smile curving her lips.

Across the room, Chrissie hadn’t shifted from her perch, chin resting in her hand as she watched us with sly amusement. “If that wasn’t spontaneous combustion, I don’t know what is. You two looked like you enjoyed yourselves.”

I caught her gaze, putting a shaky arm around Mrs Johnson’s waist. “We really did,” I admitted, still gripped by disbelief and wonder.

By now, I’d surrendered myself utterly to the wild, mesmerizing energy of the moment. I’d just fucked her mother’s best friend with Chrissie watching—a taboo that, astonishingly, no longer felt strange or forbidden, but thrillingly natural. There was absolutely no sexual charge between the two women; they simply shared a mutual craving for the same man, indulging each other’s desires in a way that was both openly carnal and free from complications.

As my cock softened, Chrissie leaned forward, her bold fingers curling around my shaft, her touch as teasing as her words. “Is there anything left in there?” she whispered, her voice dark velvet, “Because I’m beginning to feel neglected.” Electricity flickered through her gaze, and I felt my confidence teeter under her challenge.

She took a tissue, wiped me clean with a slow, sensual stroke, then locked eyes with me and murmured, “Why don’t you take a shower and come back to fuck me? If, of course, you think you can still manage it.”

The dare hung in the air, stoking my pride and a flash of uncertainty. I narrowed my eyes at her, pretended to scoff, and carried myself from the room in silence, my desire and anxiety battling for dominance. In the rush of hot water, I looked down at my spent cock, cradled him like a secret, and whispered, “Don’t let me down now. You’ve had a demanding day, but I need you to rally—my reputation’s at stake.” My fingers curled, urging life back into my flesh, determination strengthening with every heartbeat.

When I re-entered the lounge, Mrs. Johnson lounged languid and bare in the armchair, thighs elegantly parted, surveying me with hooded, satisfied eyes. Chrissie lay sprawled across the sofa, her skin flushed and inviting. Neither of them spoke, but the silence was thick with invitation.

I perched on the edge of the sofa, gently lifting one of Chrissie’s lithe legs, spreading her open for me. I bent, breathing in the heady, sweet scent of her arousal, and pressed my mouth hungrily to her pussy, tasting the heat and need pulsing through her.

She arched at my touch, an instant, fevered response. Her breath turned to frantic gasps, hips greedily grinding against my lips. Her slickness coated my chin, streaming in luscious rivulets down to her exquisite, trembling rosebud. I circled a finger along the tight ring, then eased it inside, slow, careful, and unyielding.

“Oh God, that feels so fucking good,” she moaned, her voice trembling. Her hands found my hair, clutching me desperately, her pleasure my only focus. She didn’t hesitate, lifting her head with a savage urgency, her voice a desperate whisper, “Please—fuck me where your finger is. I want you there. Now.”

The words alone made my cock surge to full, aching hardness. Memories of times I’d suggested this to other lovers came to mind—the awkward refusals, the hesitations. But Chrissie was pleading for it, her arousal raw and unfiltered, and it was obscenely arousing. There was no hesitation in her, no shame. I wanted her with a ferocity that nearly unmade me.

I repositioned her, lifting her legs and spreading them wide so her back rested flat against the sofa. Her exposed vulnerability was wildly erotic, her eagerness irresistible. I lowered myself, my mouth tracing the delicate lines of her puckered star, teasing her with slow, torturous circles, my tongue probing gently, insistently.

Her response was immediate—her fingers plunging deep into her drenched pussy, four at once, thrusting herself in feverish rhythm as I adored her with my mouth. Each moan, each writhing movement stoked my hunger further, until her voice caught in a ragged gasp.

“Do it now,” Chrissie begged, her words trembling with urgency. “I’m begging you. Please.”

That was all the invitation I needed. With a primal hunger trembling through my limbs, I steadied myself, my hand clutching the back of the sofa for support, and guided my rigid length to her glistening, needy entrance. My cock, thick and hard, pressed against her delicate opening—her body slick and eager from her own arousal. For a fleeting second, I wondered if she’d struggle to take me—after all, I’d always been well-endowed, and not every woman craved that depth, that fullness. But Chrissie’s body welcomed me, her arse already deliciously wet, her juices easing my way.

I pressed forward, slowly, deliberately, savoring the exquisite pressure as her tight ring yielded. She gasped, wide-eyed, her little hands trembling on either side of her trembling thighs. Deeper I went, feeling the velvet grip of her muscles cocooning me, her heat drawing me in—a maddening vice of pleasure. Her sphincter clenched my cock, pulsing, and she gave a desperate, breathless plea, “Don’t move…let me…just let me come like this.”

I held completely still, every muscle strung tight, as her fingers danced furiously against her swollen clit and silky folds. The only sounds were her whimpers, the frantic rustling of flesh on flesh, until she convulsed, a guttural moan tearing from her lips. I felt her gripping me even harder, her whole body quivering around me in waves of pleasure. Her fingers dove even deeper inside herself, trembling, desperate for more.

My own need was a throbbing ache, almost unbearable, as I fought to keep still for her pleasure. She clung to me, collapsing in shuddering gasps, her body tensing and relaxing against mine. Then she twisted, a wicked smile flickering over her lips, her voice rough with desire. “Now, fuck my arse.”

I didn’t hesitate. I pulled back and thrust forward, beginning to move inside her, reveling in how impossibly tight she felt. Each stroke sent shockwaves through me, and her eager eyes never left my face, hungry to see every nuance of my pleasure. With one hand still feverishly stroking herself, she asked, her voice trembling, “Will you come?”

My words came in a strangled groan. “Oh, absolutely, yes.”

A sultry grin. “Tell me when.”

It wasn’t long—her heat, her tightness, the sight of her fingers working herself, her moans and gasps—had me hurtling toward the edge, dizzy and desperate. “Right now,” I groaned, unable to hold back.

The moment I started to spill inside her, I felt her react—her sphincter clenched around me with impossible strength, her hips rocking greedily to milk every pulse. Her fingers ground in slow, tight circles over her clit and she wailed, writhing beneath me. “I’m coming again—God, yes—”

We lost ourselves in that raw, selfish ecstasy; bodies tangled, nails clutching, breathless as we bucked and shuddered in frantic, oblivious pleasure. My head swam with vertigo and heat, a reckless snarl escaping my throat as I emptied myself deep inside her. There was nothing but sensation—exquisite, electric, all-consuming.

Slowly, that tidal wave ebbed—my orgasm rolling away, aches melting into delicious satisfaction. I withdrew, careful, reluctant to leave her heat, and a soft, needy whimper slipped from her lips at my absence.

Chrissie was panting, radiant, her cheeks flushed crimson. She grinned at me, a dark, gleeful mischief shining in her gaze. “I think you’ve bruised me, you bastard. And if you did, good—I hope you’re marked up too. Because you lost it, didn’t you?” She giggled, then cocked her head. “First time fucking a girl’s arse?”

Embarrassed but sated, I nodded, unable to hide a lopsided smile.

Her laughter purred around us. “It’s wild, isn’t it?”

No words were needed. The fact that I’d exploded—twice, in less than an hour—said it all.

It was then I remembered Mrs. Johnson. She’d been watching, silent but spellbound, her eyes dark with curiosity. Leaning forward, she confessed, voice trembling with anticipation, “That… looked incredible. I think I might like to try, but perhaps I’ll experiment with my vibrator first. You’re… rather well-equipped—I should probably test the waters before risking full immersion.”

The evening drew to a close, and I felt the familiar post-coital haze clinging to my skin as I gathered my things. One by one, we drifted into the bathroom, bodies brushing, water cascading over flushed skin, mingling with the memories of our spent pleasure. Steam curled around us, enveloping our laughter and lingering kisses. Their lips trailed gently across my cheek, a soft, warm farewell, before I finally stepped out into the night. They stood together at the threshold, figures glowing in the low porch light, watching me go. Even as my car crested the hill, I glanced back and found them still there—a pair of silhouettes savoring our shared secrets.

---

Monday dawned crisp and bright—the kind of morning that feels like a clean slate, even though the memory of their touch haunted me deliciously. At the office, I fell into step with four new colleagues, all seasoned, the sort of men who wore their experience like an expensive suit. My nerves tingled with the eagerness of fresh beginnings. As a programme and design engineer in training, I had so much to learn; I hung onto every scrap of advice they tossed my way. Their camaraderie was easy, and they invited me to join them for drinks after we clocked off.

We commandeered a corner table at the nearby pub, pints in hand, laughter quickly filling the space. Idle banter disguised quick glances, the easy rhythm of men who know the score. Then, as the conversation meandered, one of them leaned in, a half-smirk tugging at his lips. “So, I hear you’ve been seeing Chrissie?”

I shrugged, feigning nonchalance even as a hidden heat flickered inside me. “Yeah,” I replied, swirling my beer. “Met her on the night shift. She’s pretty sexy. Up till now, it’s been dinners, a few drinks… keeping it light.”

But behind my polite smile, I was biting back the truth—if only they had any inkling of what Chrissie was truly like when the lights were low and the rules didn’t matter.

It was then, with a knowing glint, that one of the guys asked, voice dropping just enough to spark an illicit thrill: “So… have you fucked her landlady yet?”


Swinging for Beginners

Fantasies of him licking her pussy sent shivers down her spine, while watching her lose control and come for someone else became his ultimate turn-on. This is the game of desire and control, where boundaries are blurred and shared fantasies become reality.

We explored each other's bodies for the very first time when we were both eighteen, inexperienced and hungry, feeling our way through a world that kept pleasure carefully hidden behind closed curtains and strict rules. Back then, there was no digital highway of desire, no streaming images or casual possibilities—only stolen moments, anticipation, and trembling hands.

I had this battered little Ford, its metal aching with rust, and I’d always hid it around the bend from her house. That rickety car became our secret haven, the place where innocence gave way to wild curiosity. By our second date, the sweaty leather back seat was already imprinted with our heat. We began clumsily—our lips greedy, hands awkward at first but eager. Her supple breasts, full in my hands, made my breath snag, my confidence falter and surge all at once. My palm inched along her thigh, careful and hesitant, feeling the electric charge pulsing beneath her skin.

The way she responded—utterly open, smiling, hungry—set my nerves on fire. When my wandering touch crept higher, she didn’t hesitate. She parted her legs for me, silent invitation shimmering in the humid confinement of the car. My cock throbbed, hard and swollen, betraying my arousal in a way I’d never known before. My eager fumbling struggled with the elastic of her knickers; she must have grown impatient, her body arching up as she shimmied them down herself, though they tangled stubbornly around her knees. Her solution was deliciously decisive—one quick tug and those knickers slid past her calves, slingshotted onto the gear stick.

In the dim twilight, I could barely make out her pale thighs spread wide, but the heady scent of her arousal engulfed me, raw and intoxicating. Her eyes met mine, wide and trusting in the shadows, giving me the confidence I needed. She wanted this every bit as much as I did. Our mouths melded again, her hands clutching my neck, her breath quickening and lips opening wider, gasping as my hand slid boldly up the inside of her thigh.

Touching her for the first time felt like crossing a forbidden threshold—my fingertips grazed the downy hair above her slick warmth and I thought my heartbeat might shatter my ribs. She was drenched, pulses of wetness drawing my fingers in easily, her hips already restless beneath my touch. Her panting broke into jagged moans, her head rolling back, lips parted, eyelids fluttering closed. I circled her, savoring every trembling shudder—then, suddenly, she squealed, her body arching, jerking beneath me.

For one stunned second, I froze, hand suspended, thinking I’d gone too far. Instead, she seized my wrist, pressing me urgently into her quivering flesh, grinding frantically—her thighs like velvet vices holding my hand tight to her. She squealed again, convulsed, and then melted, her whole body slack, chin dropping to her chest as she tumbled into molten release.

A hushed stillness fell inside that cramped car, broken only by the sound of my ragged breathing. My cock throbbed, so painfully hard that my body trembled with wanting. Every nerve ending flared, demanding more, needing release. But I was utterly unaware of what had just happened between her thighs—I hadn’t known girls could even have climaxes like that. So I just sat there, caught in a kind of frozen, aching anticipation, uncertain what to do next.

After the longest minute of my life, she lifted her head, glossy hair falling away from flushed cheeks, and met my gaze as if seeing something brand new in the dimness. Her eyes wide, almost disbelieving, she murmured, “God... that was unbelievable. I’ve never felt anything even close to that.”

My heart stumbled, lost in the deep, silken darkness of her voice. “Like what?” I managed, pulse pounding in my ears.

She drew in a shaky breath, her gaze full of bewildered wonder. “It hurt, but I didn’t want it to stop. It was—God—it was like the worst, best itch, just under skin I didn’t know I had, and no matter what it kept intensifying. It ached but it was so… so good.”

Her confession sent a hot rush through me. Slowly, realization started to uncoil itself, teasing, in the back of my mind. That sensation she described so beautifully, so breathlessly—it sounded uncannily like what I’d felt the very first time pleasure had erupted in me, unbidden, unstoppable, when I’d pressed my cock to the sheets at night and let curious fingers explore. I’d been startled by the intensity, frightened by that sharp bite of pleasure-pain, but helpless to resist its call, helpless to stop seeking it again and again once I’d learned its secret. I’d never dared to confess to anyone else—not even the close friends who later bragged and compared sticky, adolescent milestones like it was nothing. I’d kept my own late-blooming struggles painfully, privately hidden, haunted by guilt and uncertainty.

And for a girl? We boys never believed they even could—not really. Girls never joined our risky, whispered talks of wanking, not when none of us imagined how it might work or even what might make them melt. Someone once claimed, red with curiosity, that he'd caught his older sister writhing with something between her legs, but we dismissed it as boyish fantasy. The very idea seemed forbidden, impossibly erotic, a mystery none of us could decipher.

But now, here, in the shadowy cocoon of my battered Ford, my gorgeous, trusting, extraordinary girlfriend had just surrendered to the waves of her very first orgasm. Perhaps she’d never known it was possible because her world had been different—an only child, parents always abroad in the theatre, lessons delivered by strangers, no chance for whispered secrets among giggling schoolmates. Little wonder she’d never experienced anything close to this until now.

I shifted in the cramped seat, the ache in my groin sharp, unforgiving, need racing through my body. She must have sensed my discomfort instantly, her hand finding my thigh, her voice soft and worried. “Are you alright?”

God, my balls were throbbing, heavy and desperate, while my cock pulsed urgently in my pants. “It hurts... down there,” I admitted, unable to mask my helpless want.

Her brows knitted with concern. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Not wrong, just... intense. I’ve never touched anyone like that before and now—” My voice faltered, heat flushing my cheeks. “Now everything down there is... aching. My balls feel like they might burst.”

She leaned closer, curiosity and something deliciously daring in her eyes. “Does your... does your cock hurt too? Should you... do you need to, you know... let it breathe a little?”

The need between us, raw and electric, threatened to ignite the air.

Without a hint of hesitation or coyness, she chirped—with the raw innocence that only made her bolder, “Alright, let’s get him out, then.” Her fingers dove for my zipper, deft and eager, my pulse thunderous in my ears. She fumbled briefly, unfamiliar with the masculine architecture of front-opening briefs—after all, those hidden passageways were designed for men, not girls. But soon enough, after a fleeting tangle, she freed me, her hand slipping around my aching, swollen length.

I wasn’t one to boast, but I’d always thought I was rather decently endowed—strong, thick, something a man could feel proud of. Her eyes widened in that marvelously naïve, utterly captivated way, lips parted with a breathless, “Wow—he’s really stiff! Is he supposed to be this…hard?”

She didn’t wait for encouragement; her instinct took over. Her velvety hand wrapped around me and she stroked, uncertain but lushly curious, her motions sending a flashfire racing beneath my skin. The exquisite sensation was nearly too much, too soon. My hand shot to her wrist, halting her with gentle urgency. She blinked up at me, wide-eyed and worried. “Am I not meant to do that?” she whispered, brow creasing.

I cleared my throat, fighting for composure. “No, sweetheart, that’s exactly what you should do. It’s just…if you keep going like that, I’m going to feel what you did earlier.”

Excitement chased any unease from her expression. “Then let me!” she beamed, reaching for my cock again with a burst of impatient delight, the air crackling between us as we jostled for control—her inexperience reckless, my restraint waning.

I caught her wrist, pressing my lips to her knuckles to soothe. “Anne, darling, wait a second—let me explain. You just had your first orgasm, didn’t you?” Her face lit up, nodding with almost childlike enthusiasm. “Well, I’ve had…countless. Men, we—do this all the time. We even have a word for it: wanking. The formal term is masturbation. But I never realized girls could feel it like we do—until tonight.”

She giggled, sheepish, an intimacy sparking in the hush of our confessions. “Sometimes, in the shower, when I let the water spray against it, I get this kind of tingling rush. But I always stopped—felt guilty, like maybe God was peeking in.” She laughed shakily, cheeks flushed.

I grinned, tracing her wrist with my thumb. “If God zapped everyone for touching themselves, there wouldn’t be a single guy left on this earth. And now, knowing what you know, there wouldn’t be any girls either.”

My cock was steel-hard, twitching in her palm, the reality of her touch almost too delicious to bear. But there were things she needed to know. I steadied my breath. “Listen—when a man climaxes, he comes. Sperm shoots out. That’s, you know, how babies are made.”

She nodded, biting her lower lip. “Sort of. I think I get it.”

“And when I do it alone, I usually catch it in tissues. But right now, I didn’t bring any. It’s going to go everywhere if we’re not prepared—it’s, ah, pretty explosive when I’m this turned on.”

She grinned, glorious and unselfconscious, and rummaged in her bag, producing a lacy pink packet of tissues as if it were buried treasure. “Problem solved! Let’s do it.”

I laughed, the tension snapping ever so slightly. “My darling, trust me—you’re going to need the whole packet.” The air between us thrummed, thick with urgency and wicked anticipation, as her eager fingers curled again around my hard, waiting flesh.

With a glint in her eye and a determined smile, she declared, “Fine then—let’s use the whole damn pack. Where do you want them?” The words spilled from her lips breathless and eager, her hand already seeking, wrapping her fingers around my stiff shaft, her grip both tentative and tinged with anxious curiosity. “How long does it stay this hard?” The subtle tremor in her voice sent a ruthless bolt of heat through me.

“Trust me,” I said, voice low, “he’s not going anywhere for a while.”

I made quick work of my shirt buttons, tossing the fabric open to reveal my bare skin. She giggled, nerves strung tight with excitement, and together we laid a thick, makeshift cocoon of tissues across my chest, clumsy fingers brushing, sharing secret laughter in the dim glow of the car. My heart hammered as I reclined, every muscle pulled tight with anticipation. “All right,” I murmured, “I’m ready when you are.”

I hadn’t lied—the fuller I was, the further I could shoot, as if every ounce of lust was loaded into a spring. It was almost hazardous. Wouldn’t want to lose an eye.

She grinned, her mischievous courage returning. “I’m ready, too. So—just guide me?”

“Hold it firmly,” I instructed, guiding her trembling hand along my length. “Slide the skin gently, up and down. Take your time, tease me. I want to feel all of it. Then, when I say, put your thumb… here—” I pressed her thumb to that sweetly sensitive place just below the head, a fresh shudder sparking through me, “and squeeze a little tighter, then go faster. Let me lose control.”

That made her pause, wonder painting her features. “Is this what girlfriends do for their boyfriends? Do girls ever do this?”

A wry smile pulled at my lips. “Maybe this is the very first time.”

Her warm hand began stroking, tentative at first, then bolder, her grip loose but electric. Lightning crackled up my spine with each measured movement, threatening to overwhelm any scrap of restraint I’d mustered; my breath grew ragged, the urge to surrender nearly unstoppable. “Oh God,” I choked out, “I’m—” The wave built inside me, wild and dangerous. “I’m about to come.”

She instantly froze, her hand still, and whispered, “Sorry—what do you mean? Is that… the orgasm?”

It took all my control to answer her calmly, swallowing down the storm rising within me. “When a guy’s about to have an orgasm, he says ‘I’m coming.’ That’s what it means—to come.”

Relief washed over her. “Understood.”

With sudden boldness, she admitted, “My… mini… is really wet. I want to touch myself but I can’t do both. Since your hand’s free… will you do it?”

The flood of want in my veins threatened to undo me. I could hardly breathe. But language mattered, so I crooned with a gentle firmness, “Would you mind if we called it something else? There are plenty of names for a woman’s sex, but ‘mini’ isn’t quite right. Can we say ‘pussy’?”

She considered, then consented, her voice airy and unashamed, “Pussy is fine with me.”

Having settled that, I guided her again. “Thumb where I showed you—now faster.”

Her rhythm intensified—stroking, squeezing, pushing me to a fever pitch. At the same time, my fingers found her soaked pussy, slipping easily along feverish folds, then thrusting inside. She was drenched, squirming under my touch, hips rolling in abandon.

Everything dissolved into riotous pleasure.

Just as my climax crashed through me, she broke into unrestrained squeals, her cries wild and high-pitched, her fingers tightening around my cock with frantic, desperate energy. Her hand locked in place, she jerked me with reckless strength, not letting go as my orgasm burst free, my body convulsing, thick streams jetting in wild arcs, splattering every corner of the car as she clung, panting, trembling, both of us coming undone together in a tangled, beautiful wreck.

When the storm of our passion subsided, she became self-conscious, her cheeks stained with a flush of uncertainty. “That was the first time I’ve ever wanked you and I totally messed it up,” she murmured, eyes flickering with embarrassment. “When you slipped your fingers inside me, I felt that incredible spark again—only this time, it was even stronger because I was holding your cock. I just… I feel so silly. Am I still your girlfriend?”

I couldn’t help but smile softly, tracing a lingering kiss across her trembling lips. “You’ll always be my girl,” I told her, my words laced with quiet certainty—words I would believe forever.

Anticipation buzzed through me for days. The next time darkness cloaked us, we slid into the familiar privacy of the back seat, locking the world out. My desire burned, curiosity coiling with heat inside me as I pressed, “So…did you?”

She blinked, playing coy. “Did what?”

I leaned closer, voice rough with excitement. “You know what I mean. Did you touch your pussy—just like I showed you?”

She saw right through me, a playful glint in her eye—but her tone was innocent. “Oh, that? No, I didn’t bother.”

An amused scoff escaped me. “Don’t lie. One taste of that pleasure and you’ll crave more. So tell me—did you stroke yourself in bed? Think of me?” My hand found her hip, pulling her closer even as my words teased her.

She tried to look composed, a prim tilt to her chin. “That’s very personal, you know. Besides, what if God was watching?”

I raised a brow, calling her bluff. “If we’re just going to play games, maybe we should go home now.”

She gasped in protest, tumbling eagerly onto my lap, arms snaking around my neck. “No, please! I was only teasing. I’ll tell you anything you want.”

My hands roamed her body as I asked, “Tell me what happened when you slipped into bed that night.”

She hesitated, her breath shallow. “Well, I reached between my legs and touched myself a little—just dabbed at it. Nothing amazing at first, so I started to explore. There’s this tiny hard bump a bit higher up and when I grazed it, it made me jump.”

I interrupted, my voice thick with hungry knowledge. “That’s your clit—your very own little cock.” I remembered finding that word in the encyclopedia years ago, hungry for anything forbidden. “Go on.”

She squirmed a little, biting her lower lip. “If I rubbed it too hard, it hurt—it’s super sensitive. But if I brushed it softly, just barely touching, it sent these lovely little sparks through me.”

“Did you come?” I murmured, voice low, eyes locked on her.

She looked away, almost disappointed. “No.”

“Why not?”

She shrugged, vulnerability in her eyes. “It just didn’t feel as wild or naughty as when you did it… It was nice, but not overwhelming.”

I felt a pang of frustration. I thought, then asked, “Were you letting yourself think sexy things? Imagining us…together?”

She blinked, admitting, “What sexy things? I don’t even know any.”

The truth was suddenly obvious. “When I jerk off, baby, it’s all in my head. I picture something hot—like undressing you, sucking your nipples. After our first time, I closed my eyes, imagined licking your pussy, and I came instantly.”

At that, her breath caught, her body shivering against me. “Oh my God…”

I smiled wickedly. “What made you say that?”

A flush crawled down her throat. “Just imagining you licking my pussy made my whole tummy turn over. Would you do that? Could we… please?”

The realization hit me, a jolt of hunger sharpening my curiosity—I was about to taste her for the first time, yet her beautiful breasts remained a mystery to me. My voice dropped, thick with anticipation. “Can I see your tits first?”

She didn’t hesitate for a second. With a rush of energy, she tugged her sweater up and over her head, then reached deftly behind her back, fingers unclasping her bra. Suddenly, both sweater and bra tumbled onto the front seat, discarded and forgotten, leaving her gloriously bare from the waist up. God, she was so wonderfully giving—my eager, daring girl.

It was my very first sight of a woman’s naked breasts, and the thrill was dizzying. Her breasts were so perfectly shaped—rounded and pert, a natural swell curving gently into her ribs, full and yet so invitingly tender. But what stopped my breath were her nipples—rosy, almost flushed red, teasingly stiff and prominent, each about half an inch in length and tipped with sleek, delicious curves. They practically begged for my mouth.

She was still straddled across my lap, her back pressed into my arm, so I couldn’t resist any longer. I lowered my head and wrapped my lips around her left nipple, drawing her flesh softly between my teeth, flicking my tongue in slow, teasing laps. She trembled and let out a quiet, shaky sigh. “Oh, that feels amazing.” Her hand slipped under her right breast, pushing it towards me eagerly, eyes glinting in the dim light. “Don’t forget this one.”

I lost myself in her for a while, adoring the weight and warmth of her, filling my palms and mouth with her softness. I rolled her nipples with gentle pressure, teasing and caressing until I heard her breathing catch in her throat.

Then she whispered, barely able to contain her excitement, “When does the pussy licking begin?”

My pulse leapt. “Right now. So lose those knickers.”

She grinned wickedly, her eyes alight with mischief as she confessed, “They’re in my handbag. I took them off while I was waiting outside your house. It felt ridiculously naughty. When some boys walked by, I wondered—if only they knew I was already bare beneath my skirt.”

My desire surged. I trailed my hand between her thighs, electricity sparking at the shock of bare, yielding skin. There was nothing blocking my way—just hot, swollen lips, slick and soft under my searching fingers. She sucked in a trembling breath, voice whisper-thin with longing. “Are you going to make me come?”

“Not yet,” I promised, drawing it out, savoring the tension thrumming between us. “But when I taste you, you will.”

The cramped car made things a challenge, hips bumping and limbs tangling as we tried to find the right angle—both of us eager, half-laughing, half-breathless with need. The back seat was too tight for both of our bodies, but with a twist we slid the front seat forward and she lay back, legs parted and waiting, the invitation unmistakable.

The darkness was almost absolute, I could barely see her, but my other senses took over. Her scent filled my head—raw, primal, intoxicating. I ran the flat of my tongue up the silky insides of her thighs, tasting the sweat and salt of her heat. Every fantasy I’d ever entertained finally took solid, quivering form beneath my mouth. I moved slowly, tormenting us both with every gentle kiss. When I looked up I could see, in the faint, dusty light, her gorgeous body arching in anticipation, her hands squeezing her bare breasts, thumbs pressing hard against her own needy nipples. Her breath came hot and ragged, filling the little car with an electric thrum of pure arousal.

My tongue, roving blindly in the hollow darkness between her thighs, met the delicate ring of her tightest entrance first. Unintentionally, I pressed the tip against the puckered circle—soft, warm, and unexpectedly responsive. The subtle ridges tightened under my touch, and she released a sharp, startled sound—a squeak so immediate it shot straight to my core. Was it surprise or pleasure? My curiosity flared, making me vow to return to this place another time, when I could see and savor every reaction.

Intent on her growing tension, I shifted my mouth upward, drawn by the heat and the faint, slick promise glistening along her crease. My tongue discovered the first taste—her honey, sweet and salty, coating her folds. I finally traced her swollen pussy in one deliberate stroke, dragging my tongue slowly from base to bud, soaking in the heady scent and warmth. I lingered, pulling only a bare inch away to gauge her reaction.

Her eyes caught mine, desperate and wild, and her voice trembled with need. “Why have you stopped? God, please, don’t stop.” The plea in her whisper was intoxicating—a demand and a surrender all in one.

Eager to discover what unraveled her most, I let my tongue dance lightly between her folds again, circling, tasting, never rushing. She gripped her breasts so tightly, her knuckles whitened above the curves I’d so recently adored, breath coming in fast, shallow pants. When my tongue flirted with her clit—barely brushing the hard, trembling nub—her entire body jolted. Her shriek was fierce, primal, echoing inside the small car. Instantly her hands seized either side of my head, forcing me closer.

I grazed her clit again, firmer this time, and she shattered—her hips bucking, her body jerking wildly under my mouth, muscles taut as a drawn bow. In that moment, there was no air; she made not a sound, so caught between pleasure and release that the world went silent and electric. Her back arched, lifting her ass high as if desperate for more. My hand slid under her, fingers curling into soft, trembling skin, but just as I leaned in to taste her again, she pushed my head away, desperate, over-sensitive.

Her release coursed through her in utter silence, only her convulsing body betraying the wild riot of sensation. For a fleeting instant, worry pricked; had I gone too far? Was she lost in pleasure or something else? I hesitated, watching her, unwilling to break the moment.

Then—suddenly—her breath tore free, a broken gasp splitting the silence. She crumpled against the seat, trembling, tears streaking helplessly down her cheeks. I froze, utterly unprepared for this—her hungry longing just moments ago, now dissolving into breathless sobs. What the hell had I done wrong? I barely dared to move.

She lay there, chest heaving as shudders ran through her—seconds stretching taut and uncertain. At last her head lifted. Still on my knees, feeling every ache and need and confusion, I let her crawl towards me, wrapping her warm, shivering arms around my neck, her mouth finding mine in a desperate, soul-shattering kiss. Her lips lingered on mine, hot and insistent. She broke away, eyes luminous, and whispered with aching sincerity, “That was… the most incredible pleasure I could ever imagine.”

My head spun. “So—then why the tears? You scared the hell out of me. I thought I broke you.”

She smiled softly through her tears. “You really don’t understand women. Sometimes happiness just floods over, and we cry.” Her words wrapped around me, confusing and true all at once.

I huffed, still breathless. “That makes no sense. If you cry when you’re happy, how am I supposed to know when you’re actually unhappy?”

She grinned, tracing her thumb under my chin. “Oh, trust me. You’ll know.” In the years that followed, I learned the difference—oh, did I learn.

Then with a sulky groan, I muttered, “Well, five minutes ago my cock was aching for you. Now it’s gone completely soft. You’ve given it a full-blown nervous breakdown.”

A mischievous gleam flickered in her eyes as she let out a breathy laugh. “Looks like I’ve been rather greedy with all this pleasure. Now, it’s your turn.” Her words sent a ripple of heat down my spine. She leaned in conspiratorially, her fingers teasing at the waistband of my trousers. “Let’s see if we can coax your friend back to life.”

My hand drifted towards my zipper, but she swiftly intercepted with a sharp slap, her tone suddenly commanding. “No, love. Hands off—that’s my job now.” Her assertiveness stole my words and set a wicked fire in my veins. She worked me free with skilled impatience, her touch gentle but purposeful as she drew my softened cock into the cradle of her palm. She caressed it with the sort of tenderness reserved for something cherished and delicate. “Oh, poor thing,” she cooed, her lips curving with mock sympathy, “He’s completely out for the count.”

Bending closer, her breath hovered warm above my skin, anticipation flickering in her gaze. My heart thudded with a heady mix of embarrassment and arousal as I wondered, caught in that exquisite suspense—would she really? Then the flutter of her lips ghosted over the head of my cock, featherlight and reverent. She glanced up at me for permission, for reassurance maybe, but I was powerless to speak. Her gaze never wavered as she enveloped the tip in her mouth, warm and soft and wet. I shivered as her tongue traced a slow, deliberate line along my shaft. With every lazy swirl, blood surged and my cock began to stiffen in her hand.

As I grew and thickened, she wrapped her fingers around the base, her other hand free to steady me. She watched my face, searching for every tremor of pleasure that flickered across it, as she played with the rhythm—slow, teasing flicks of her tongue, the hollow of her cheeks drawing a moan from deep inside me. That sound was all the encouragement she needed.

She quickened, her lips caressing the swollen head before dragging her tongue so achingly slow along the ridge that my hips jerked involuntarily. I couldn’t help the low, guttural groan that escaped me; she drank it in with hungry satisfaction. Emboldened, she brought her hand back into play, stroking and twisting up and down—her rhythm inventive, though a bit off, and not quite matching the decadent suction of her mouth. The sensations tangled, pleasure slipping just out of reach, and I finally protested, “Anne, love, pick one—either wank me or suck me. My cock is officially baffled.”

She shot me a no-nonsense look, her tone clipped and defiant. “Patience. I’m figuring it out. What if”—her grip tightened confidently around the root, her mouth lowering over me—“I do this?” Setting a steady pace, she began sinking her wet heat around me, her head bobbing in a delicious, relentless motion that echoed pure, unfiltered desire.

My gasp was ragged, my whole body tensed as she expertly fucked me with her mouth. “Yes, God, that’s it—get the tissues,” I forced out, remembering for once to be prepared.

But she ignored my request, her focus solely on making me lose control. Her lips and tongue drove me closer and closer, my release building in a desperate crescendo. Panicked, I managed to warn her—“Anne, I’m—please, I’m going to come—” My hands tangled desperately in her hair, and I pulled her away just as ecstasy threatened to overwhelm me.

She sat back, hurt shadowing her beautiful features. “Why did you stop me? Did I do something wrong?” Her voice trembled with frustration and vulnerability.

I reached for her, searching her eyes. “Sweetheart, you were perfect. Every bit of it was incredible. It’s not you—it’s just… last time, you saw what happened. I don’t want to finish in your mouth.”

She frowned in confusion, her brow creasing. “And why not?”

For a moment, I was utterly lost—struck by how genuine the question was, how willing she seemed to please me, maybe even enjoy it herself. My mind raced, struggling for words. Eventually, I settled for the only truth I could offer. “Because… it just doesn’t feel right.”

“Not right? Not right for you, or not right for me?” Her voice was sultry, insistent, the kind of challenge that electrified the air between us.

My hesitation must’ve been obvious, because she pressed on, her gaze locked with mine. “What would actually make you feel good, Kevin? Would you rather spill into some tissues—or lose yourself in my mouth?” Her smirk was wicked, her tone teasing, but there was something raw and honest beneath it. “I’m a big girl, you know. It’s not going to poison me.”

For a moment, I lost all words. My cock, exhausted by the turmoil of pleasure and anxious restraint, had wilted—all drive replaced by a shiver of confusion and longing. I ached to gather my thoughts, to retreat somewhere private and replay the heated images until I made sense of my own tangled desires. Instead, I drew her close, pulling her into my lap, the scent of her skin almost dizzying as my lips found hers in a lingering, soulful kiss.

“I never want you to do anything just to please me if it makes you uncomfortable,” I breathed, my voice barely more than a whisper. “I can’t stand the thought of you doing something that might disgust you.”

Anne shook her head with passionate conviction, her hand boldly tracing the line of my jaw. “There’s nothing—absolutely nothing—you could ask that would disgust me. If it thrills you, if it excites you, that’s all I need to know—because making you happy gives me pleasure, too.”

A wave of emotion crashed over me—a dizzying blend of disbelief, gratitude, and lust. My eyes searched hers. “How did I get so lucky? Honestly, I must be the most fortunate man alive to have you.”

She giggled, leaning in and brushing her lips against my ear. “Let’s call it a night, then.” Her words were low, lazy, seductive. “Know what I’m going to do when I get into bed tonight? I’m going to wank my brains out, thinking about you… thinking about sucking your cock. I was really enjoying it, you know.”

I grinned, despite the ache still throbbing faintly inside me, my own arousal rekindled by her confessions. “You’re not the only one. I’m going to spend the night jerking off to the memory of your mouth—of how you made me feel. Anne, you drive me wild.”

If only our night had ended with those whispered, heated promises. But it didn’t.

By eleven, I slid between the cool sheets of my narrow bed, memories of her taste and touch overwhelming me. I was just reaching beneath my waistband when the shrill ring of the phone shattered the silence. My mother, ever the guardian of propriety, called up the stairs, her words tight with disapproval. “Kevin, it’s some girl called Anne for you. And it’s far too late for calls like this.”

I snatched up the phone, heart pounding, waiting for the click as my mother finally hung up. “Anne, what the hell?” My voice was urgent, breathless, reckless with the fear of discovery. “Are you insane, calling me at this hour?”

Anne’s laugh was silken, a little wicked. “Well, that’s a nice greeting.” She sounded deliciously unrepentant. “I just wanted you to know I’ve just had an orgasm thinking about sucking your cock, and when you came in my head, I wasn’t even a little disgusted. But it sounds like you’re not interested, so… good night.” The click in the dark was abrupt, leaving me breathless, stunned, painfully aroused.

---

Three years slid by like a fever dream and then—suddenly—we were married. Throughout our engagement, I was often away at university, but every moment home was spent tangled together, finding hidden moments to satisfy our cravings in the cramped, musty backseat of my battered car. Full, reckless penetration was rare—we clung anxiously to condoms, both of us fearful of pregnancy. Back then, an unplanned child was a shameful secret we couldn’t bear.

Later, I found work at a bustling stockbroking firm, sharpening my ambition in the city’s glittering towers, while Anne dazzled as secretary to a company chairman, her intelligence and poise impossible to ignore. We reveled in our newfound independence, our salaries more than enough to claim a cozy home in the quiet sprawl of suburbia, a place we could finally call our own.

Before we left for our honeymoon, Anne visited a birth control clinic. They fitted her for a diaphragm—the pill wasn’t so readily available, so her options were limited to either a cervical cap or condoms. But when she returned that afternoon, cheeks flushed and eyes sparkling with a peculiar mischief, she confessed something to me in a low, breathless whisper: the gentle exploration of the nurse’s fingers had left her slick and trembling. No other woman had ever touched her there before, and that unfamiliar attention, so clinical yet so intimate, had kindled a wet, secret thrill between her thighs.

At the time, neither of us dwelled on it. We laughed about her unexpectedly aroused response, blaming the novelty of another’s touch, the sheer strangeness of it. The prospect that Anne might crave more, might harbor desires neither of us had named, never even flickered into our consciousness. For now, we surrendered ourselves to the certainty of that little diaphragm, throwing ourselves into the delirious carnality of our honeymoon with utter abandon.

Once married, behind the closed doors of our modest suburban home, our sex life flourished, teeming with wild curiosity. We devoured every position our searching bodies could imagine, surrendering ourselves as much to fantasy as to flesh. The games became increasingly daring. Often, we masturbated side by side—an exquisite ritual, a shared hunger—forging new depths of intimacy through whispered confessions and lust-drenched stories. Usually, I spun the tales, painting scenes that thrilled us both: Anne seduced by a stranger, caught in the arms of a man neither of us had ever met. These stories, woven from our shared imagination, ignited us with a reckless, decadent energy.

We told ourselves it was only play, safe in the knowledge that the betrayal was only imaginary—never suspecting how easily fantasy could one day bleed into reality.

Almost every time, it began in the lounge. When Anne felt her ache building, she’d curl cat-like in her armchair, glance at me through languid lashes, and murmur, “Tell me a story.” I would watch as she slipped out of her panties, spreading her thighs wide, her soft lips already glistening with anticipation. She’d sink back, eyes closed, her body vulnerable and open.

My voice would drop to a husky whisper as I wove the night’s story. “Picture it, Anne: you’re tucked into the window seat on a midnight flight, the hum of the engine vibrating between your thighs. Beside you sits a handsome stranger, shadows flickering across his jaw. You ought to be dozing, but the moment his hand drifts onto your knee, heat courses through you. You feign sleep, breath catching, but he knows—you’re awake, and you’re hungry for him. His fingers gather your dress, smooth and insistent, creeping higher and higher until he finds the secret, silken heat where your thighs yield. Your heart races and your nerves scream, but you’re helpless, flooded with trembling arousal as you part your legs for him.”

Anne’s breaths would become ragged as I watched her touch herself, her wetness spilling over her fingers, her body arching in search of release. My own hand gripped my cock, hard and insistent, careful to match her pace. The two of us, separated only by a few feet and a world of wet, tangled desire, would cling to the edge together, waiting for the moment when fantasy and reality finally, perfectly, collided.

As her body trembled on the sharp precipice of release, she slid the fingers of her left hand deep inside her slick heat, her other hand dancing relentlessly over her swollen, needy clit. The room seemed to melt away, her breath coming short and desperate, eyes clamped shut as fantasy overtook her. Sometimes she owned the story, her words tumbling out in ragged gasps: "I'm stroking his cock—oh, it's so thick, so hard in my fist—he’s rubbing my clit just the way I like it, and I’m so close, so close. My hand’s moving faster, I can feel him tense, grabbing tissues, and now—oh God—he’s coming, hot and heavy, spilling all over my hand, and I can’t hold back—I’m coming, too, I can’t…"

Her body would arch out of the chair, thighs shuddering, her drenched, dark flesh glistening as she worked herself with frantic urgency—each wet, explicit stroke echoing in the room. For a moment, she’d be perfectly still, every muscle drawn tight; then, a long, guttural moan ripped from her lips as waves of exquisite, aching pleasure crashed through her. Only then did she melt back into the chair, boneless and quiet, the silence broken only by our mutual ragged breathing.

Watching her so utterly lost—delighting in a reckless, forbidden ride—set my own desire alight. The way she surrendered to her fantasies, shaking and spent, pushed me over the edge, and I’d spill myself with a raw, helpless need, unable to resist joining her in ecstasy.

A slow minute later, she’d blink her eyes open and let out a delicious, satisfied giggle, her cheeks flushed with afterglow. "God, did you enjoy that?" she’d tease, her laughter warm and wicked. "I certainly did—I swear, the size of that guy's cock! But none of them could ever measure up to yours." With a cheeky grin, she’d slip into my lap, her naked skin pressed to mine, and cover my face with urgent, playful kisses, always whispering, "Yours is my favorite—no one else compares. You’ve got the best cock in the world."

One evening, she came home flush with a wild, restless heat in her voice. "I’ve been so horny all day," she admitted, tracing circles on my thigh as we cooked dinner, "I actually started fingering myself at my desk—but I wanted to wait for you to finish. There’s a new boy in the mailroom—only eighteen, fresh-faced and sweet as sin. I kept picturing dragging him into the stationery cupboard and pulling out his dick. He’s short, probably not that big, but I’d love to suck it and see him fall apart. After dinner, you’ll have to make up a story for me about the mail boy. I need a really, really good wank tonight."

Every evening had its ritual—a glass of wine to start, the bottle brought to the lounge for slow, indulgent sipping. We cooked together, laughing and teasing over chopping boards; whoever arrived home first began the meal. After dinner, I’d weave the scenes she craved—her mouth teasing the young mail boy's cock, letting him taste her first, drawing out the lush tension until she fell apart all over again. She’d ride her orgasm through the fantasy, a moaning, writhing mess. When her breathing slowed, she always smiled that filthy, dazzling smile. "That naughty little devil," she’d sigh, shaking her head, "and I took him for an innocent lad. My pussy definitely wasn’t the first he's played with. Young guys are utterly depraved these days."

---

Everything changed after that.

Back then, tracking down anything remotely pornographic felt almost illicit—a whispered secret shared behind closed doors. So when a mate from work passed a few racy films my way, I wasted no time in splurging on a projector and setting up our own private cinema in the lounge. Anne and I lounged close, fingers curling around half-finished glasses of wine, the promise of naughtiness making us both a little giddy. The projector thrummed in the hush, throwing grainy images across the wall while we tried not to laugh at the clumsy stories. The men strutted around, muscles tattooed, their cocks out for whatever eager woman happened to answer the door—window cleaner, delivery boy, didn’t matter. Bare, throbbing flesh; fake, breathy moans; and the low mechanical whir looping steadily above it all.

But then—one scene jolted everything. Two girls strutted on-screen, their schoolgirl uniforms a poor disguise, their intentions clear. Within moments, hands slid up thighs, skirts bunched, lips searching out slick, swollen heat. The camera didn’t flinch: close-ups of glistening, eager cunts, tongues working hungrily, fingers sliding deep, and sudden gasps that seemed to echo in our lounge. In that era, talk of women fucking women was hushed, almost forbidden—something edgy and forbidden that made it impossible to look away.

Beside me, Anne shifted—the subtle, secret tells only I could read. She slipped one creamy thigh over the other, pressing tight; her eyes, enormous and unblinking, locked onto the writhing onscreen flesh. I watched her loose foot bounce, heel swaying—her silent rhythm of arousal, thighs squeezing together until she could ride out a secret tremble. She’d confessed it to me before: sometimes, in public, the right pressure, a well-timed squeeze, and she could come without anyone knowing.

As the film sputtered to a stop, Anne made a hungry little noise and crawled onto my lap, her legs straddling me, breath hot and urgent against my ear. “Touch me. Now.” Her thighs fell open, bare and trembling beneath her skirt, and the softest stroke of my fingers against her slick, dripping slit was all it took—she shattered in seconds, body wracking, cheek pressed hard into my neck as she moaned herself out. My hand was still slick with her when she gasped, “Don’t stop—I need more.” I could feel her pulse racing under my palm, her sex greedy and insatiable, pulsing with a hunger I’d never seen so raw.

When her spasms finally subsided, she slumped into me, breathless and pink-cheeked. A sudden self-conscious giggle bubbled past her lips, and her eyes sparkled with a bashful, wicked light. “God, I lost control. Sorry—do you want me to wank you?” Her voice was sweet, eager, desperate to please.

I smoothed her messy hair back, shaking my head with a grin. “Not just now. What I really want is to know what got you so hot, Anne.”

She tried to play it off, her lips brushing my shoulder, words muffled. I pressed her gently. “Tell me.”

Again she murmured, voice barely a whisper, hiding against my shoulder, until finally I nudged her chin up. Her cheeks flushed dark, she met my eyes, defiant now, and half-shouted, “It was when those women were licking each other’s pussies. That’s what made me want you so badly. Do you hear me now?”

My laughter erupted, bright and uncontrollable, echoing around the room, and Anne, slipping off my lap, planted herself squarely before me—legs splayed, hips cocked, hands stiffly anchored on either side. Her eyes glittered with challenge. “Stop laughing at me, you absolute bastard,” she threatened with a deliciously dangerous undertone, her voice rough and low. “If you don’t cut it out right this second, I swear I’ll crush your balls with my bare foot.”

Knowing full well she was perfectly capable and impulsive enough to do just that, I pressed my knees together in a flash. I tried to steady my voice but heat was still rising in my cheeks. “Christ, Anne, why are you so damn feisty? You just came—twice. Obviously, something set you off, and honestly, I don’t give a fuck what it was as long as you’re delirious with pleasure. You could get all worked up watching wildlife copulate for all I care.”

The air between us softened, her mask of aggression slipping away, revealing something tender and shy beneath. She melted down to her knees, gliding forward until her body pressed up against me, her arms wound tight around the backs of my legs, forehead pressed to my lap as if she were hiding from the world. Her voice was small, muffled against my jeans. “I just… got embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed?” I murmured, stroking my fingers gently through her silken hair. “Darling, there’ve been plenty of times I’ve jerked off to the thought of two women devouring each other with their mouths… Never once felt ashamed.”

Her head lifted, dark eyes bright with curiosity. “Have you?” she asked, lips parted in intrigue. “You’ve never mentioned that.”

A sly grin curled at my mouth. “Guess it must’ve slipped into the cracks somewhere. But enough about my dirty confessions—let’s talk about you. I want to know if you’ve ever made yourself come while your mind wandered to two women tangled up, mouths and tongues exploring. Or even more specifically… have you ever pleasured yourself thinking of another woman lapping at you, tasting you? No, let’s push it all the way—have you ever imagined your own tongue exploring another woman’s cunt while you touched yourself? You’ve got ten seconds, my love, before I file for irreconcilable differences.”

Her cheeks bloomed pink but her eyes sparkled wickedly. “Yes.”

“Yes to which indecency?”

Her lips curved, guilty and proud. “All of them.”

I strode to the far end of the lounge, letting my fingers lace together before me in an exaggerated gesture of solemnity. My voice dropped to a theatrical, dark purr. “Esteemed members of the courtroom—surely there’s no reason to subject the jury to further sordid details. The accused confesses to every sin and should be sentenced immediately—to a bare-bottom caning, thin and stinging until she begs for mercy.”

She leapt to her feet and slipped easily into the game, chin high, hands behind her back, all mock-serious dignity. “Your Honour, I accept my punishment, provided I decide when I’ve suffered enough. But let the record show the prosecution is equally depraved, openly admitting to graphic fantasies of sapphic delight. May I suggest his appropriate sentence? A voluptuous woman should be made to straddle his face and stay there until he repents.”

Laughter and arousal tangled deliciously between us. Eventually, the playful energy faded to a more thoughtful, simmering quiet, and as we settled back together, silent but thoroughly stirred, my mind raced with provocative images—Anne, glowing with pleasure beneath another woman’s mouth, her body tangled with silk and heat and new desire.

It was me who finally, breathless with longing, shattered the silence. “Tell me… would you really want to feel another woman’s mouth on you? Just once. For real.” My heart hammered as I waited for her answer, nerves stretched taut.

She stared into me, her gaze steady and unreadable, then said softly, each word slow, deliberate. “I think I’d like to try it… just once. Just to know. Only… where would that leave you?”

A slow grin spread across my face. “Watching every second. Stroking myself while I see you unravel.”

“Oh,” she exhaled, realization dawning. “So this is for both of us, after all.” Her tone grew confessional. “If we’re laying everything bare tonight… have you ever stroked yourself, picturing a woman’s tongue teasing my pussy?”

“Frequently,” I admitted, my voice low and certain—there was no sense denying how much I craved this, how often the fantasy had made me hard. “If it excites us both, then it can only mean we’re in sync. We’ve both played with the idea of someone else—another man joining us—so why would a woman be any different? It’s not a threat to us, not at all. It’s just... possibility.”

A deliciously tense silence followed. My pulse thrummed in my ears as I watched her bite her lip, deep in thought. I couldn’t contain myself. “Well?”

She shot me a look, her eyes half playful, half serious. “Hush, I need time to think,” she murmured. “How do people even do this? Place an ad in The Times and hope for the best?”

The corners of my mouth twitched. “Oh, darling, it’s a sordid little secret of the newsagents’ top shelf. Smutty magazines and hidden classifieds. Everyone with filthy ideas—singles, swingers, men seeking men, women after anything—advertise through little box numbers.”

She gave a huff of surprise, her shoulders lifting. “So how is it you know all this?”

I held my gaze, challenging her. “Because, my wanton love, I bought one.”

Her eyes widened with something wild—shock, or was it intrigue?—lighting up her expression. “You’re just full of surprises tonight. Honestly, I’ve learned more about my own husband in these few minutes than in years. I thought we promised no secrets, but here you are, getting yourself off to dirty magazines in your office toilet.”

I grinned, not cowed in the least. “And how many times have you gotten off behind office doors, hmm?”

She pouted, defiant. “That’s different. I don’t need cheap magazines—my mind is vivid, I have imagination, creativity. I can make myself come just thinking about you.”

A laugh broke through my lips, warm and helpless. I slipped from my chair, shuffling onto my knees until I was before her, arms cradled on her thighs, gazing up with longing. “You’re gorgeous, you know. Wickedly sexy, brilliant, insatiable... There’s no one luckier than me.” My words lingered, heavy with meaning, with praise, prayers pressed to her skin. I waited for her to absorb it all before murmuring, “So, shall we? Do you want this, for real, or shall I keep it locked away in fantasy forever?”

She smiled, breathless, desire flickering in her eyes. “Now that you’ve tempted me... God, of course we’re going to do it.”

“Oh, so the fantasy wasn’t always lurking back there?”

She blushed, her voice softening. “Before now, it was just a daydream—nothing I ever thought could actually happen. But now? I want it. I want her. So—go on, fetch your filthy little magazine. I want to see.”

---

It wasn’t long before we deciphered the strange new language: WLTM—would like to meet; GSOH—good sense of humour. Everyone was ‘honest, sincere, genuine,’ and so many ‘fun-loving, adventurous’ souls crowded the listings it almost made us laugh. We each took a magazine, a raucous, silent race to see who’d stumble on something perfect, something thrilling.

My own imagination was running wild—was there really anyone out there for us? Or was the world just a string of cross-dressers, butches and femmes searching for their own fever-dreams?

Anne suddenly broke the quiet, her voice hushed but electric. “Stop searching.”

My head snapped up—I saw her biting the edge of her lip, eyes wide with anticipation. “What’s up?”

She read aloud, “Slim, bi-curious, twenty. Wants to meet a fun, young-minded couple—expand her world. Staffordshire.”

My cock twitched at the possibilities. “Is there anything in there about her tongue, or is that just my wishful thinking?”

She shot me a look so fierce I almost flinched. “Are you taking this seriously or just being a prat?”

I felt my grin grow irrepressible. “Sorry. Just nervous, that’s all. Is there a box number?”

“No, darling, I thought smoke signals would be more discreet. Of course there’s a box number, you infuriating man.” She shot me a withering look, lips pursed, eyes glinting with challenge and nerves. “Sometimes I legitimately question how you manage your career with this level of genius.” She snatched the page, tapping the ad with a scarlet-tipped nail. “Time is of the essence. We don’t want someone else seducing our mystery girl before we get the chance, do we? Fetch those photos of us in San Sebastian—the ones where I’m topless on the beach, bronze and wicked, and you’re parading that indecent bulge in your trunks.” Her smirk was somewhere between playful and commanding.

In the days that followed, anticipation coiled between us tighter than ever. Our hands wandered constantly; sometimes to each other but often, deliciously, just to ourselves. The thrill of what we’d confessed—the sharp bite of Anne’s curiosity for a woman—transformed our sex into an intoxicating game. She demanded story after story: I would spin fantasy after fantasy of her surrendering and exploring with another woman, describing every detail, every gasp and sigh. Sometimes she’d give voice to her own cravings, her words desperate, raw, and honest. But more often, she wanted to be surprised, her breath catching as I wove together bodies and secrets that neither of us could predict.

Five days crept and pulsed by. When I finally arrived home that evening, the house was steeped in golden dusk. Anne lounged on the sofa, her legs bare, hair wild, a half-empty bottle of wine standing sentinel on the table. We never drank before dinner—at least, not until now.

“What’s got into you?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light, my heart pounding with expectation and a little fear.

She didn’t reply. Instead, she slid a glossy photograph across the cushion—an impossibly pretty blonde framed in sunlight, flashing a playful, knowing smile. My fingers shook as I turned it over. Just three handwritten words: WLTM. Will contact you.

Her voice was fragile but tinged with laughter. “You’re cooking tonight, love. I’m already half gone.” Her cheeks were flushed, her hair tousled from anxious fingers.

I barely smothered a laugh as I poured myself a generous glass and settled beside her, our thighs brushing. “Tell me honestly—why did you start on the wine so early?”

She looked straight ahead, worry straining her voice thin. “Because, honestly? I’m terrified. What if she doesn’t want me?”

I reached out, tracing her cheek, trying to inject comfort. “Then I’ll fuck her,” I teased, but the words fell so flat I felt the air cool between us. “Sorry, sorry. Joke. God, Anne, how could she not want you? Christ, even I can’t resist you—sometimes.”

She glared at me, knuckles whitening around her glass. “If you keep up with the childish jokes, I’m going to plant this wine bottle squarely on your skull. It’s bad enough to get blown off by a man—men will shag anything that moves—but to be rejected by another woman...”

I finally shut up, the heavy tangle of anxiety and anticipation settling over us. I just poured another glass and held her. “Beautiful girl, you don’t see yourself clearly. She wrote WLTM for a reason. Unless it’s my debauched body she wants?”

Her growl said more than any threat, and I let it drop.

Two days later, the air in the house was electric as we melted into post-dinner languor. The shrill ring of the phone shattered the silence. I rose, nerves fluttering up my spine, and pressed the receiver to my ear. “Hello?” Nothing but a tangled, nervous breath on the other end. My pulse spiked. I tried again, voice softer, edgier, “Hello?”

A soft, hesitant voice brushed against my ear through the phone, “Could I speak to Anne, please?”

I tried to control my curiosity, keeping my tone casual as I replied, “Of course. Who may I say is calling?”

“Penny.” There was a breathy nervousness laced with anticipation in the single word.

I repeated her name, “Penny?”—and suddenly, realization swept through me, prickling my skin. My gaze flew to Anne, and she bolted upright like she’d been jolted with a live wire. My heart rocketed in my chest as I began frantically gesturing at the receiver, my lips shaping the silent, electric message: It’s her.

Without hesitation, Anne tossed back the rest of her wine in one swift, trembling movement, her eyes pleading for me to surrender the seat. We swapped places in a flurry of anxious excitement. I watched her steel herself with a deep inhale, her lips parting just slightly as she turned away and carefully cleared her throat, then—radiant, almost girlish in her bright greeting—she purred into the phone, “Hi Penny, how are you?”

Her voice sparkled with nervous vivacity, “I’m really good, thank you. Oh, yes, that was Kevin…” She threw me a sideways glance, a sly little smile touching her lips. “I know, I’m sorry about that. He’s a bit slow—well, all the smart ones have already been taken.” I could hear the intimate lilt in her voice, the delicious tension, the playful danger at the edge of her words. “So, when do you want to meet?”

I watched her, hanging on every reaction. Her blue eyes grew luminous with surprise. “Of course, that sounds perfect. If it’s hard to talk right now, I completely understand… I’ll meet you at the station. Honestly, I’m really looking forward to this. Bye, Penny.”

The moment she hung up, she twisted toward me, her voice husky and raw, threaded with disbelief and electric anticipation. “Jesus. She’s coming Saturday.” She took a shaky breath, her cheeks burning with energy and need. “We’ve got two days to make this place look like someone actually loves living here. Find the vacuum; get fresh sheets for the middle bedroom.” January gloom pressed against the windows, making the house feel cold, so she insisted, “Check that radiator, too. I want it working.”

I blinked at her, my brow furrowing in confusion. “What are you talking about? We’ve got that super king bed—why bother with the middle room? Didn’t you say she’d be sharing our bed?”

Anne locked eyes with me, her gaze deep and unreadable. “She will be,” she murmured quietly.

My mouth fell open, shock cutting through me. “Wait—am I being thrown out? I thought this was going to be… all three of us, you know?”

She saw through my confusion, her features softening, and she pulled me into her arms, her lips warm against my cheek in a reassuring kiss. Her scent enveloped me. “My sweet, foolish man, you’re not being banished.” Her hands lingered, drawing slow circles on my back. “It’s just… a precaution. If the three of us hit it off, we’ll all be together in our bed. If there’s no chemistry, the middle room is hers alone. And if Penny isn’t partial to sharing a bed with a big, hairy man who snores and farts”—she smiled mischievously—“then you’ll have to spend the night elsewhere. And don’t even think about a third possibility.”

The hours blurred into one frenetic, aroused whirlwind as we cleansed every inch of our home, preparing every surface as if it might soon be touched, tasted, savored.

Friday evening, tension strummed through the air, charged and feverish. Anne was upstairs, and suddenly her scream tore the quiet in two. Panic slashed through me, and I pounded up the steps, skidding into the bedroom—and there she was: perched on the bed, head cradled in her shaking hands, her body spilling over with raw, hungry fear. Desperation cracked in my voice as I pleaded, “What the hell’s wrong?”

Anne’s face was twisted in distress, eyes wild as she clutched her hair and groaned, “Food, you idiot. Have you even thought about what we’re going to feed her? What if she’s vegan—no, worse—a goddamned Amish? Why is it always left to me to sort everything? Why can’t you, just once, use that gorgeous body for something besides sex? Tomorrow we’re buying every edible thing we can find—chicken, crocodile, haggis, you name it. I don’t care if it breaks the bank, I’m not letting her starve, or worse, judge us for not being prepared.”

I tried to steady her, reaching for her hand as she glared at me, exasperated and beautiful even in her panic. “Trust me,” I said, my voice gentle, hoping to soothe her trembling nerves. “If she’d been a plant-eater or allergic to anything apart from excitement, she’d have given us fair warning. She’ll expect to be fed, yes, but maybe she’ll bring some self-sufficient snacks for emergencies. Relax. If you don’t, we’ll be two anxious wrecks, and she’ll end up getting herself off while we pretend to sleep, frozen solid with worry.”

The hours slid by, and suddenly it was Saturday. Penny’s train was due at one-thirty—Anne was already fretting, wanting to leave by midday even though the station was barely fifteen minutes away on foot. I watched her pace, her nerves wound tight. “Sit down for a moment. Breathe,” I pleaded, but her mind was set. “What if she arrives early? I don’t want her shivering on the platform, thinking we’ve abandoned her.”

I snorted softly. “Since when did British trains run early? Now you’re just inventing catastrophes.”

She wore a track in the hallway, glancing down at her watch every minute, her agitation simmering so close to the surface I could almost taste it. I caught her then, gathering her against me, feeling the trembling pulse of her fear. Her voice was paper thin as she whimpered, “God, just hold me. I’m scared. I’ve been wanting this for so long, but right now I’m absolutely terrified. What if it all goes wrong?”

I brushed her hair aside, lips pressed to her forehead, letting my words wrap around her. “If you’re shaken, imagine how she feels. She’s brave—scared witless, but brave. Trust me, we’ll find our rhythm. She’ll want this as much as you.”

By one o'clock Anne had finally left, nerves driving her out the door, her need to impress Penny just as urgent as the ache between her thighs. The house was immaculate—champagne chilling, chicken slow-roasting. Shellfish was risky, but I had two bright lobsters waiting in the fridge, just in case. I’d even made lobster ravioli, my specialty, a seductive promise on a plate.

I showered, the hot water coursing over my skin as I tried desperately to calm my own nerves. Slacks and a sport shirt—the closest I could get to casual confidence. Teeth brushed until my gums tingled, breath sprayed until my tongue burned, I was a bundle of chewed-up anticipation.

A car engine hummed outside at one forty-five. My stomach clenched, heart pounding in my chest—I felt naked, exposed. The crisp, nervous jangle of keys at the door sent a shiver through me. Should I stand, appear strong and welcoming? Or sit, try to look relaxed? Jesus, what if I did it wrong?

She’d need help, I realized, suddenly practical. She’d have baggage, maybe something delicate, something secret—so I shot to my feet, rushing to the hallway, adrenaline crackling as the front door swung open. And there, in that moment, everything changed.

Anne breezed through the doorway, her tone light and teasing. “Darling, I’ve brought someone special for you to meet.” She stepped aside, her posture suggestive, almost proud, as she revealed the vision standing just behind her—a breathtaking beauty whose blue eyes darted around the hallway, not quite meeting mine yet, but luminous and shy all the same. Blonde hair was tucked beneath a bonnet rimmed in soft fur, the delicate frame of her face caught in its snowy embrace. The air was sharp with the season’s chill and her cheeks were flushed, the deep red of her coat making her seem like some rare exotic creature, with matching fur dancing around the hem. Petite, perhaps five foot three, she radiated the vulnerability of someone far braver than she realized, her uncertainty etched in every small gesture. How on earth had this lovely, trembling woman found the courage to actually come all this way?

She moved closer, hesitating, eyes flicking up to meet mine with uncertain heat. When I offered my hand, she awkwardly tried to peel off her fur-lined glove, her slender fingers fumbling until finally, skin touched skin—a shock of warmth and possibility in that brief, electric handshake. There was a heartbeat of uncomfortable silence between us, broken when Anne, always the orchestrator, chirped, “Come on, let’s get you settled upstairs. Dump your bags, sweetheart.”

Left alone, I drifted back toward the living room, nerves sparking under my skin. My mind whirled—where would Anne put her? Would she be shown to a separate room, her own little sanctuary for the night, or would Anne invite her directly into our bedroom oasis, no pretense, no separation? The possibilities wound me tight, anticipation almost unbearable.

The minutes crawled by. When Anne reappeared, she’d transformed—slipping into that unforgettable little black cocktail dress I gave her at Christmas. The square neckline plunged obscenely, a decadent display of her bare breasts, nipples barely contained behind sleek fabric, the absence of a bra making her look almost indecent for this hour of the day. The hem of the dress flirted shamelessly with her thighs, thin straps biting into her shoulders. The sharp spike of her stilettos tapped on hardwood, drawing my eyes down and tracing every inch back up. It was wildly extravagant, a flagrant invitation on a Saturday afternoon.

She leaned close and hushed her words into my ear. “Well? What do you think of her?” Her excitement was palpable, her breath warm against my skin. But before I could summon a response, she grinned impishly. “God, she’s gorgeous. I knew the moment we met. There’s just something about her, isn’t there? We clicked straight away.”

I pressed, voice low. “Did you kiss?”

She rolled her eyes, feigning impatience. “Of course we kissed, you fool. What, you imagined we did an Eskimo nose rub?”

“Tongues involved?” I teased, watching her mouth twitch, delighting in her exasperation.

“Cut it out. If you decide to be a crude bastard, I’ll just send you down to the pub to sulk,” she shot back, fire in her eyes.

My nerves betrayed me—as much as I tried to joke, the tension was almost too much. “I’m only joking, love. I can’t help it, I’m a mess with nerves. D’you think she likes me?” My words tumbled out, uncertain, needy.

“That’s for me to know,” she whispered, lips dangerously close, “and you to find out. Just stay seated, behave for once, and keep your mouth shut. Let’s see who makes a move first, hmm? It won’t be you,” she warned.

Restless, I shifted on the sofa, glancing up toward the ceiling as if it might conjure her out of thin air. “What’s she doing?” I asked, the seconds stretching endlessly.

Anne smirked, a slow, wicked smile taking over her face. “Well, she’s not exactly fresh off a spa weekend, is she? She’s showering. She’s slipping into something new. Just keep it together; we have so much time.”

The wait gnawed at me. I distracted myself, checking and rechecking my zipper, fidgeting helplessly, until finally—there she was.

She entered, no longer the fragile, uncertain girl I welcomed at the door, but a confident goddess. Her blonde hair, now free from the bonnet, framed her face—so soft, so touchable. She wore an emerald-green dress, sleeveless, hem daringly high on her thighs. The deep V of the neckline seemed to defy gravity, her breasts lifted and perfect, skin glowing, nipples pressed against silky fabric, two ripe apples begging for attention. She paused in the doorway, her posture suddenly bold, a confident smile curving her lips. She had blossomed—gone was the anxious traveler. In her place: a vision, shimmering with new-found assurance, ready to join our waiting game. My heart hammered, pulse roaring in my ears. The anticipation was exquisite.

As I rose from my seat to greet her, Penny glided gracefully into the chair opposite, each movement delicate yet assured. She drew one leg over the other in a languid motion, the hem of her emerald dress riding high to reveal the teasing shimmer of green panties—just a brief, tantalising flash that sent desire curling low in my belly. With effortless allure, she let a maroon moccasin dangle provocatively from her toes, a small, sensual rebellion that hinted at playful confidence beneath her earlier timidity.

Anne’s voice sparkled with admiration as she exclaimed, “Penny, you look absolutely drop-dead gorgeous!” Then she fixed me with a look—eyes narrowing, the silent message unmistakable: tread carefully with your words, Kevin.

I couldn’t resist, nor did I want to mask my awe. “It feels like a celestial vision has just graced our home—the room just lit up,” I murmured, letting every syllable convey my desire.

Anne let out a delighted bark of laughter. “Down, tiger. Try to keep your tongue where it belongs,” she teased, her eyes dancing with mischief.

Penny met my gaze, her lips quirking into a slow, knowing smile. “He’s such a flirt, Anne. And, might I add, quite easy on the eye himself.”

A wave of heat rippled through me at the compliment; it made my skin hum. Wanting to mark the occasion—and perhaps just to have something to do with my suddenly restless hands—I took up the chilled bottle and released the cork with a satisfying pop. “May I tempt you with champagne, Penny?”

Her eyes glinted, wicked, green as the forbidden silk beneath her dress. “Does the Pope wear a funny hat?” she shot back cheekily.

The three of us settled in a loose triangle, the mood charged with nervous anticipation and bubbling possibilities. We sipped our champagne, the silence thick with everything unsaid. I couldn’t help but break the impasse, curiosity knotting inside me. “So, Penny, do you have a boyfriend? Forgive me for being blunt, but you’re so effortlessly beautiful, I can hardly imagine you’re unattached.”

A sly smile played on her lips as she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, gifting me with another stolen glimpse—another brush of green lingerie. “I suppose I do—sort of. He’s a boy, and he’s my friend, but maybe you’d call that different.” She leaned back, the lines of her body relaxed but her eyes guarded, as if confessing a guilty secret. “The truth is, my village is tiny, positively medieval. Girls far outnumber the local boys—the only unattached males are practically still in short trousers. My father’s the vicar, and the whole house beats to a holy drum. I’m an only child, with parents so devout they’d probably invite God himself to tea. I met my boyfriend in school. He’s as obsessed with the Almighty as my parents are. Sometimes I swear he thinks he’s Christ or Cliff Richard—absolutely wedded to celibacy, for marriage or maybe forever. Sometimes I’m not sure which.” She rolled her eyes and let out a soft, pent-up laugh. “I work at the village hairdressers, and the girls there played fairy godmothers—they helped me sneak away for this weekend. Officially, I’m here for a hair coloring course. But, well… here I am.”

The frank honesty in her voice made my chest ache for her—a caged bird breaking out at last, gasping the freedom in.

Trying to steer the mood into lighter territory, I smiled. “For lunch I’m preparing roast chicken—my little secret is smoked paprika and honey. Anything I should avoid for you, culinary or otherwise?”

Her answer sang with promise: “Not at all. I’m eager to taste whatever you want to serve me.”

The implication in her voice caught Anne’s ear too—I saw it in the slow, feline curl of her lips.

Lunch itself was a sensual affair—rich aromas, laughter, stolen glances thick with anticipation. Yet, as delicious as the roast chicken was, I noticed we all picked quietly at our plates, hunger elsewhere, as if every mouthful was a prelude. Whether we were eager to finish and give in to the pleasure pulsing between us, or simply unwilling to let food dull the glimmering edge of desire, I didn’t know. But I could feel the heat building, minute by minute, between every shared look and shy brush of the hand.

After we drifted back to the lounge, I poured myself a generous brandy, the amber liquid warming my palm, but Anne and Penny demurred, exchanging mischievous smiles. Night had fully settled outside, black velvet pressed against the windows. With deliberate care, I drew the thick curtains shut, cocooning us in golden privacy. My steps carried me to the stereo; soon, a sultry, slow melody curled around the room, and as I passed the dimmer, I let my fingers dance across it—subduing the light, softening every edge.

Our silence was not awkward, but ripe, heavy, and thrumming. A delicious tension sizzled in the air, crackling and unsaid. I broke it with a smile, my voice low. “Penny, how are you on the dance floor?”

She gave a little shrug, lips quirking. “I can hold my own.”

“Anne’s quite the dancer, but I must confess—I’m hopeless with rhythm.” That wasn’t strictly true; Anne and I had tangled on plenty of dance floors, syncopated by desire. But tonight, I wanted to watch. “So, Anne, I’m afraid you’ll have to be Penny’s partner.”

Neither woman hesitated. Anne rose fluidly, Penny following, their eyes shining. There was a playful confusion—a brief negotiation about who should lead—before they simply wound their arms languidly around each other’s necks, giggling into the slipstream of nervous anticipation. They started with a cautious shuffle, holding their bodies apart by an arm’s length. Anne, with a grin, flicked off her stilettos so they stood eye-to-eye, bare to bare.

The music coaxed them; slowly their bodies brushed closer, ankles bumping, bellies barely touching. The gap shrank until they were nestled, chest to chest, pressing together, warmth seeping across silk and skin. Their cheeks slid alongside each other’s, breath mingling, their hips swaying in a hypnotic, effortless circuit. Entranced, I watched as their heads tilted, lips barely brushing at first—a hesitant caress, a taste and testing of boundaries.

Soon, shyness melted: their mouths found a rhythm apart from the music. What began as feather-light pecks became tender bites, soft nibbles, escalating until they were feeding on each other’s sighs. Their hands began to wander, exploring, cupping, kneading. The measured choreography dissolved into feverish, open-mouthed kisses and urgent grasping. Anne’s hands roamed, fingers tightening around Penny’s perfect hips, while Penny gripped Anne’s buttocks with greedy enthusiasm.

And then, astonishingly bold, Penny slid her fingers beneath the slender straps of Anne’s dress. She peeled them from Anne’s shoulders, the fabric sighing as it slithered down her body and pooled at her ankles—a precious gift abandoned in the pursuit of pleasure. Anne stood stunningly exposed, clad in nothing but tiny panties, nipples drawn tight in anticipation.

Penny fell to her knees, lips finding the delicate swell of Anne’s breast, planting a hot, reverent kiss atop each sensitive peak. Anne arched into her, head tipping back, her own hands cradling Penny’s hair. Penny’s mouth closed around a stiffened nipple, tongue flicking, teeth scraping just enough to steal a gasp.

All the while, my body thrummed with forbidden exhilaration, arousal swelling heavier with every second. Penny’s left arm wrapped around Anne’s quivering back, holding her upright, while her right hand glided lower, trailing down Anne’s slick stomach. Her fingertips hovered at the edge of Anne’s panties, pause loaded with meaning. Her voice was a breathless murmur: “May I?”

Anne’s answer came out on a ragged exhale: “Oh yes, please.” She entwined her fingers behind Penny’s neck and spread her legs wider, the invitation unmistakable. Penny’s hand slipped beneath the fabric, vanishing slowly, knuckles grazing, and after a brief heartbeat Anne’s face contorted in pure, shuddering pleasure—a sound torn from her lips that sent a sharp jolt through me. Suddenly, my cock was hard as iron, straining with need, witnessing my wife surrender so beautifully to another woman.

All at once, the energy in the room shifted yet again—suddenly Anne and Penny melted onto the sofa together, lost in their own world. In one smooth, hungry movement, Anne wriggled her feet free from her panties, kicking them aside in reckless abandon, her pale thighs parting with invitation. Penny tore away her own dress almost desperately, as if the fabric itself was a barrier both too much to bear and too slow to remove.

I remained rooted to my chair, trying to appear composed despite the raging pulse in my veins. The dimmed glow barely illuminated them, but it was enough for me to witness Anne reclining luxuriously, knees high and legs open, exposing herself to Penny’s unwavering hunger. Penny knelt between those parted thighs, her face vanishing between Anne’s legs and her own hand creeping between her thighs, fingers working with urgent self-pleasure.

My frustration flared at how the low lighting obscured the most intimate details, but instinct warned me not to move closer—if I’d even tried to join them now, Anne would have banished me with cutting words and a scathing glare. So I forced myself to stay put, gripping the arms of my chair while my erection strained against my clothes, aching for release I dared not take.

So many nights we’d both touched ourselves in bed, sharing fantasies about Anne with another woman; those games were nothing but shadows compared to this wild, breathless reality. The temptation to free my cock and stroke myself as they came together was almost impossible to resist. I squeezed myself through my slacks, struggling for control on the edge of orgasm, caught between desperate need and shameful restraint.

Penny’s mouth was busy feasting on Anne, her tongue buried hungrily inside Anne’s slick, trembling pussy, while Anne writhed and gasped, her voice a high, heady chant—“Yes, yes, oh God yes”—growing more frantic as Penny’s hand moved in rhythm with her hips. Anne’s fingers pinched and twisted at her own nipples until ecstasy overwhelmed her. She gripped either side of Penny’s head, lifting her hips off the sofa, her body taut and wild as she bucked, a string of helpless, piercing cries escaping her lips. All at once, her orgasm ripped through her, and she collapsed in a delicious, whimpering heap, her limbs limp and trembling.

Penny climbed up, kissing Anne fiercely, their lips meeting with a feverish gratitude and adoration, as if they each ached to consume the other.

I realized in that moment I was dangerously close to coming, the sensation coursing through my untouched cock so intense it stunned me—I’d never teetered on the brink like this, pleasure melting through my body without a single touch.

Then Anne’s voice floated to me, tender and playful. “Penny, you’re absolutely incredible—God, that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.” The jealous ache of hearing it was sharp, but I couldn’t look away, couldn’t let myself feel wronged when watching her was this arousing.

Anne’s hand stroked Penny’s hair. “But I’m being greedy. Darling, let’s switch—it’s your turn.”

Penny laughed, breathless. “I had a little one right with you. For now, let’s just lie together and savor it.” They tumbled together, glowing and tangled, lost in afterglow.

Then Anne turned, her gaze finding mine in the shadowy room. “Kevin, are you still with us, darling? Did you enjoy that?”

She reached for me, fingertips grazing the bulge straining against my slacks. Penny mirrored her, kneeling on the other side, playful and eager.

Anne quipped in a low murmur, half teasing, half wicked, “Look at this—he’s absolutely hard as a rock. I wonder what brought that on?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she whispered to Penny, “Shall we see what we’re dealing with and let him breathe a little?”

Penny’s voice trembled with eagerness. “Oh, yes—please. I’ve never actually seen one so close, not in real life.”

My eyebrows shot up. “You’re serious?”

She gave a shy, helpless shrug. “Absolutely. My life’s been awfully…restrained.”

Anne stared at her in disbelief, an incredulous grin on her lips. “So you’re telling me you’ve never laid eyes on a cock before—not once?”

Before Penny could answer, I interjected with a wry grin. “Don’t let Anne fool you into thinking she’s the authority. As far as I know, she’s only ever seen mine.”

Anne caught my eye, defiant and teasing. “That might be true, darling, but I fully intend to branch out the moment I get the chance.”

The exchange was playful, but desire simmered beneath our words. My patience, however, was quickly running out. I felt like my flesh would tear through my slacks from sheer need. My voice emerged as a low, desperate growl. “Well, are you two just going to gossip all day, or does one of you plan to liberate my cock?”

Anne snorted with a wicked giggle. “Someone’s getting worked up. Penny, why don’t you unveil him? But try not to be disappointed—he’s awfully bashful and tiny, aren’t you, love?”

Penny’s hand trembled as she reached for my zipper, eyes wide and sparkling in the shadowy lamplight. The thrill of her unsure fingers grazing my length sent a shudder through every nerve ending in my body. She slid her hand inside, cupping my heavy thickness, her breath hitching audibly. “God, it’s so…hard.”

Her eyes widened, innocent awe painting her face as she eased my erection out, stroking over the pulsing veins with reverence. “Wait—this is what you call small?” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “Pictures never looked anything like this.”

Anne gave a sultry laugh, fingers trailing down Penny’s bare shoulder. “Trust me, it’s more than enough. Unless, of course, you feel like trying it out.” The implication thrummed in the air. My pulse pounded in my ears as hope and want tangled together.

Penny blinked up at us, lips parted. “You mean…right now?” She started to rise, uncertainty warring with hunger in her gaze. Anne gently pressed her back down.

“Not like that, darling. I mean…like this.” Anne curled her hand and mimed a slow, deliberate stroke in the air.

My heart jerked in my chest, self-control dissolving and flooding back in an endless loop of anticipation.

Then Penny, bold where I least expected it, whispered, “Could I…maybe…give him a blow job?” Her gaze flickered between us, vulnerable and shameless all at once.

Anne’s surprise was palpable—her authority, for once, slipping through her fingers. She faltered, not quite sure how to respond, the barest waver in her voice. “A blow job? I’m amazed you even know what that means… Surely that’s a bit much for you—maybe another time.”

Penny tilted her face up, emboldened and mischievous. “I think I can handle it,” she said, calm and certain. “Unless you’d rather keep your husband’s cock entirely to yourself. But I was under the impression this was all about sharing, wasn’t it?”

My lips curled. Brilliant. Penny had Anne cornered—and she knew it.

Anne drew a sharp breath. A taut, shattered silence spun out among the three of us, laden with hunger and power. Finally, Anne conceded, her tone icy but her cheeks flushed. “Fine—if you think you’re ready.” She turned to me, her eyes smoldering. “But remember—my rules. Be a gentleman. Don’t do anything to make her uncomfortable.”

She stood up, her movements calculated and graceful, announcing, “Let me grab some Kleenex.” A delicious tension flooded the room as I hurriedly shed my trousers and boxers, tossing them carelessly aside, desperate and exposed, aching as my erection pulsed with insistent need.

Anne returned, holding the tissues like a trophy, and reclined back with a challenging smirk. “Alright, Penny. Let’s see exactly how you handle my husband’s cock all by yourself.”

Penny inched closer, the air between us almost crackling. I slid my palms over her breasts—warm, delicate, perfect—their fullness pressing into my hands, nipples hard and eager beneath my touch. Her eyes met mine, flashing with a mixture of hunger and anticipation. With a shy, fearless smile, she whispered, “You know, I’ve touched myself so many times while imagining doing this. Do you mind if I enjoy myself while I’m at it?”

My reply was ragged, desperate, “Sweetheart, do anything you want—just please, please start, or I might lose my mind. All this talking—you two could run a masterclass in torture. The Women’s Institute would’ve had me finished by now.”

Finally, her lips enveloped my aching length, her mouth warm, wet, and determined. She slid down over me, taking everything, pausing only when her nose brushed the base. It sent a shudder through me, my hands trembling as my senses drowned in her heat. She did something Anne never had—her lips pursed firm and tight around my shaft, dragging her mouth up excruciatingly slow, drawing every nerve taut, then plunging down again. The sensation was electric, like being gently wrung for every drop of pleasure, and I let out an unrestrained, guttural moan. “Jesus—”

She repeated the exquisite torment, pulling back in slow, milking motions, her cheeks hollowed with intent. When she did it a third maddening time, I barely managed to choke out, “Move back, now—” Anne, anticipating the moment, snatched the wad of tissues.

Penny clung for an extra, greedy second, but I pressed a hand to her forehead and urged her away just in time. Anne wrapped my trembling cock, catching the surge of cum that burst forth in thick, shuddering pulses, swallowing the sounds of my release in the hush of the room.

Between Penny’s legs, her thighs had parted shamelessly, her hand working herself with quick, practiced urgency as she kept her gaze locked to mine. Mouth open, chest heaving, she moved faster—then her body tensed, every muscle straining as her thighs snapped closed and her whole frame went rigid. For a long moment, she was frozen, then she melted with a slow, contented sigh.

Silence hung heavy for several seconds, filled with nothing but the heady scent of sex and satisfaction. Penny finally looked up, her lips parted, flushed with afterglow. “Wow. Sucking your cock made me come so hard.”

I noticed the strange intensity in Anne’s eyes as she watched Penny—a look full of thought and something far more complicated.

Then Anne asked it—the question nobody could ever answer correctly. “So… what did that feel like, Kevin?”

A thousand reckless answers crowded my mind: That was the best fucking blowjob of my life. You might want to watch and learn, Anne. How am I supposed to survive without ever feeling that again? But I had some instinct for self-preservation, even at my weakest. So I managed the only safe response, my voice hoarse and honest, “Incredible.” It would be up to Anne how she chose to interpret that.

What was I supposed to say to that? We’d just finished an intoxicating, utterly carnal tableau—Penny, filled with first-time hunger, had wrapped her lips around my cock and sucked me into oblivion, and now both women watched me, waiting for my verdict. I wanted her to glow with pride, to bask in the afterglow of a job exquisitely done. My orgasm had come quickly, fiercely, the thunder of pleasure still thrumming in my blood, and Penny—flushed, trembling, immensely satisfied herself—searched my face for approval. But no answer would be right. If I admitted how easily she’d undone me, it would seem I’d lost control; if I claimed restraint, it would insult her blossoming sensuality.

Even now, I’ve never learned the elusive correct reply to that question. When I venture to ask, Anne’s only answer is that maddening enigma: “If you don’t know, then I’m not going to tell you.” So I’m left wandering in the dim light of female mystery, wanting but unschooled.

Spent and spent again, we drifted back to ourselves, lounging in our individual chairs, naked bodies cooling, hearts still hammering. For a few long moments, the room was a tranquil sea, each of us adrift in our own thoughts, tracing the trembling spark that still lingered under our skin.

Then Anne shattered the spell with brisk domestic efficiency. “Would anybody like coffee?” Her tone was casual but her eyes glinted with something unreadable, a private challenge.

Penny answered softly, still dazed, “That would be nice.” I murmured my agreement, content to bask awhile longer. When Anne leveled her gaze at me and said, “Go and make some, Kevin,” I felt the rules of our universe tilt unexpectedly.

She always made the coffee. It was her ritual, her territory—always weaker than I liked, a domestic quirk made sacred by repetition. Now, as she pressed me into service, I hesitated, disoriented, her eyes boring into me. “Well don’t just sit there, go and make some coffee,” she chided, her tone playfully stern.

So I shuffled off, my nakedness cooled now beneath the kitchen’s fluorescent light. I measured out the coffee, trying to recall the ratio of spoons she preferred, feeling displaced. I understood then, with a peculiar clarity, that this entire evening—its seductions, orchestrations, confessions—had been arranged, precariously balanced, for Anne’s satisfaction. Her pleasure, her curiosity. Perhaps now she regretted conceding that Penny might pleasure me so completely, especially since Penny’s climax had rivaled, maybe surpassed, her own.

In that lonely moment between clinking spoons, I made a silent resolution to bury any longing I felt for Penny, to suppress every evidence of my raging desire for a repeat. It felt like survival, this silent pact with myself.

We spent the rest of the evening cocooned in soft, meandering conversation, the air laced with exhausted contentment and the echo of recent passion. The clock had barely nudged past ten when Anne declared, “Okay everyone, it’s time for bed.” Her voice, cool and commanding, sent a thrill down my spine. This wasn’t an invitation to sleep—I could sense the simmering anticipation beneath her velvet authority.

Naturally, I was the last to claim the shower. By the time I entered the bedroom, warm beads of water drying on my skin, they were already curled together on the covers. Penny, pressed against the far left, Anne nestled beside her in the middle—a plush barricade of limbs and surrender. I took my usual place on the right, hungry eyes tracing the sculpted line of Anne’s back, disappointment prickling as her warmth faced away from me.

Their bodies intertwined in a soft, erotic ballet—arms wrapped, lips meeting in a languid, hungry parade of kisses. Then the teasing began, the words tumbling through the dark. A scolding, “Stop it, you bad girl,” followed by hushed negotiations: “Please let me.” Anne’s gasp, ragged and needy, “How many fingers are you using?” Penny’s voice, teasing and wicked, barely a giggle: “I like teasing you.” Anne’s pleading whimpers, “Don’t keep stopping just as I’m coming,” echoing in the shadows, a serenade of pleasure drawn out, denied, and stitched into the night.

Eventually, a stuttered, guttural exhale sliced through the darkness, unmistakable in its fulfillment—I knew, deep in my bones, that one of them had just tumbled headlong into bliss. The crescendo was followed by hungry, open-mouthed kisses, secretive lips pressed close, until I heard a breathless, almost desperate, “Now do it to me.” The aching need in that whisper sent a tangible shiver down my spine, but it also said—without a word—that I was an outsider tonight, destined to remain on the periphery.

Resigned, frustration tightening in my chest, I slipped soundlessly from our bed, leaving the women entwined in their pleasure. Alone in the guest room, my body craved relief. I reached for tissues, my mind swirling with images: Penny’s flushed face, Anne’s soft mouth grazing another woman’s skin. With a sigh and a touch that was equal parts release and tenderness, I finally drifted into a restless sleep, surrendering to dreams laced with longing.

At seven the next morning, I woke—my head hazy, heart heavy with unanswered questions. After splashing cold water on my face, I peered curiously into the master bedroom, expecting to see them wrapped in each other’s arms. Instead, I paused, startled: Anne and Penny lay curled at opposite ends of the mattress, their backs turned, bodies separated by a silent distance that hadn’t existed last night.

Determined not to dwell on complexities—or my own gnawing hunger—I set about making coffee, the deep aroma curling into the air as I laid bacon in the sizzling pan. When my hands were full with two steaming mugs, I padded into the bedroom, the warm, familiar scent preceding me. “Wakey, wakey, sexy girls,” I called with teasing affection.

They both roused slowly, blinking, stretching, completely unguarded under the covers. Their bare breasts—soft, inviting, perfect—rose as they sat up, a feast for my eyes, achingly beautiful. I couldn’t help but perch on the bed, letting my gaze linger on both bodies, hungry yet somehow protective.

I turned to Penny, voice gentle. “How did you sleep?”

She met my eyes, her lips curving into a sleepy, wry smile. “Eventually.”

Anne only grimaced, her voice thick with exhaustion. “Be a darling,” she croaked, “and fetch the moisturizing cream from the cabinet. Otherwise, I’ll never sit comfortably again.”

I clucked my tongue, half-admonishing, half-amused, and said, “There are delicious things waiting for you both downstairs—assuming your brains ever unscramble themselves this morning.” My teasing masked desire. Tossing a jar of Nivea onto the bed, I turned and walked away, the pulse between my legs still smoldering from last night’s denied promise.

Downstairs, bacon crackled and coffee steamed as I tried to steady myself. Penny was the first to drift in, looking radiant—almost luminous, her bare feet whispering across the floor. She wore only a whisper-thin blue smock—so sheer it barely counted as clothing. Without hesitation, she crossed the space between us, her eyes bright with intent. She rose up, soft lips claiming mine, her mouth insistent, sensual, lingering—her gaze never leaving mine, as if demanding I acknowledge the pulse of lust thrumming in the air.

My hands settled reverently on her shoulders, the urge to pull her close clouding my reason, but I held myself in check. Penny broke the kiss with a wicked grin, her playful eyes glittering. She spun, lifting the hem of her smock with a shameless flick, exposing the curve of her naked bottom—a brazen, silent invitation. She knew exactly the effect she had. My breath caught. My need was electric.

Anne and I thrived in the sun-drenched freedom of our own desire, bound together by mutual trust and boundary-pushing pleasure. But despite our open hunger for new delights, there was an unspoken line—a single act of betrayal, and Anne’s vengeance would be unflinching. The threat was real—joked about, and yet somehow never, ever a joke.

That morning, heart pounding, I questioned—was I only supposed to support Anne’s fantasy, or was I allowed to want more for myself? Was Penny’s mouth on me supposed to be nothing more than an indulgent afterthought—a fringe benefit? Or was I wrong for needing, for wanting, for secretly praying for more? Penny’s wicked little smile promised chaos I could barely resist. And the day had only just begun.

Penny inhabited that fluid space between desires, savoring pleasure from both men and women, while I remained resolutely heterosexual—yet completely enthralled by her sapphic encounters. There was a raw, voyeuristic thrill in watching her, a secret hunger sparked by the stolen sight of her with Anne. Perhaps it's inevitable; most straight men share that same compulsion, the need to observe, the pulse of exhilaration that comes from glimpsing a lover's private abandon—even something as innocent as witnessing Anne secretly pleasuring herself was enough to leave me reeling with arousal.

That morning, we sat clustered around the breakfast table, the night’s confessions still humming between us, when an unexpected dilemma flickered beneath the surface. Unseen to all but me, Penny's bare toes pressed softly against my ankle, her foot tracing idle, teasing circles on my skin. The question burned: do I stay, welcoming her silent invitation, or withdraw and risk crushing the delicate tension between us? My muscles tightened with indecision before I simply allowed her gentle touch to remain, letting my own anticipation coil tighter.

Anne, drawn and subdued, seemed content to sink into silence; the aftermath of her indulgence played out across her features. Penny, by contrast, was all bright energy—a laugh barely stifled, her words tumbling out in a carefree litany. She chattered about how she’d usually be tucked dutifully in a pew at this hour, told tales of strict parents and church bells, and hinted without shame at the delicious scandal of her current company. Her foot still searched for mine now and then—a constant, silent reminder, like a private dare.

Our coffee migrated with us to the lounge, the three of us spaced evenly, each acutely aware of every move, every flick of the eye. I was careful in my gaze, glancing evenly between the two women, unwilling to betray favoritism. The air shimmered with unspoken agreements—Anne, cheeks returning to their usual color, resumed her role as orchestrator. “Let’s not draw the curtains on a Sunday morning,” she declared with gentle authority. “We’ll take a walk in the park, then lunch at the pub. It’s a chill out—so layer up, all of you. Kevin, don’t forget your cheque card.” The implication was clear—today, I’d pick up the tab.

I couldn’t help but notice the distinction as Anne spoke—not our cheque card, just mine. Shared accounts for bills, but when it came to our pocket money, we kept our independence. Lunch, for now, was my gift to the adventure.

We meandered through the park, tossing scraps of bread to ducks, our conversation easy but tinged with anticipation shimmering in the crisp air until the lure of the local pub tempted us inside. Smoky warmth, clinking glasses, and a tangle of curious eyes greeted us as we pushed through the crowded doorway. To stem the tide of speculation, I announced, “Cousin,” loud enough for everyone to hear, earning a volley of heckles from half-inebriated regulars. Suggestions for Penny to sit on laps or listen to stories floated our way, each one met with a burst of laughter.

Penny glowed with exhilaration, her smile infectious. “It’s the first time I’ve ever set foot in a real pub—with real people! Where I’m from, girls can barely cross the threshold unless they’re under surveillance. And if I do go in, my father—being the vicar—brings the whole place to an embarrassed halt.” Her excitement was palpable, as if she were tasting a world she’d long dreamed about, all of it colored with a hint of wickedness and delight.

We drank deeply—Penny and Anne indulging in wine, while I savored the dark comfort of a pint. Our order arrived—beef casserole, or something brazenly pretending to be it—and the drinks kept coming, each glass lacing us with a little more uninhibited warmth. The young barman delivering our meal hovered with an interest that edged into the ridiculous; he made far too many return visits, checking and re-checking, eyes flicking curiously over our trio. It was enough to draw a knowing, private smile from Anne and me. The attention, we knew, wasn’t for the food.

When we finally tumbled back through our own door just past three, our edges were blurred by alcohol and laughter. Sinking into the afterglow of a good meal and more than enough drink, I tried to ignore the surreptitious, electric attention Penny radiated. Her gaze lingered, bold and curious, tracing me whenever she thought I wouldn’t notice.

The wine had breached Anne’s usual coolness, leaving her brash, playful. She piped up, her voice loud and unfiltered: “How about some D-I-Y?” There was an unmistakable mischief in her tone.

Penny blinked, caught off guard, her confusion almost innocent. “What’s D-I-Y?”

“Do it yourself,” Anne replied, as if stating the obvious, her eyebrow arched in challenge. “Doesn’t everyone call it that?”

Penny still seemed lost, her innocence making my pulse thrum, but Anne was done with explanations. “Load the video, Kevin,” she instructed with an easy authority.

Our collection was clandestine, forbidden, a handful of worn porn cassettes, each one carefully curated. This was an age before streaming—before easy, anonymous pleasure—and every scene had cost hours of patient editing. Now, with the curtains drawn and the living room swathed in the soft, intimate dimness, Anne shifted the energy with a single, wicked gesture.

As the tape whirred, she slipped a hand beneath her skirt. Her movements were loose with wine—she wobbled slightly, then, with a comic flick, shimmied her panties down to her ankles and sent them flying toward me. I barely ducked in time as lace fluttered past my head; her musical giggle filled the room, the last of her earlier restraint melting away.

Anne turned to Penny, measuring her with a deliberate gaze. “Knickers off, my girl.” She dropped herself heavily into the armchair, hiked her dress to her waist, and sprawled open, utterly unselfconscious.

Penny, ever the contrast, pale and composed, quietly stood and looped her panties off, folding them neatly and draping them over the chair before kneeling. Her body settled demurely on her haunches, her eyes flicking from the screen to us, hunger and hesitation mingling.

Anne lifted her finger, commanding: “Roll ‘em, Maestro.”

The screen flickered; our carefully spliced, best-of selection filled the space with forbidden heat. The opening scene—a dark-skinned man and an exceedingly voluptuous brunette tangled together in urgent clandestine choreography. Their clothes peeled away with agonizing slowness, her fingers working his zipper, releasing him from fabric and pretension. His erection was a promise, bold and hungry. Penny exhaled, just a whisper: “Wow.”

Onscreen, her mouth descended, worshipful and desperate, sucking him with a need that made my throat ache. Bit by bit, their barriers fell away—shirts discarded, her breasts swinging heavy and unashamed. Then, with a carnal reversal, his tongue slicked into her, his face buried, her cries echoing through the speakers, tangled pleas for him to fuck her, to end the aching anticipation.

The heat in the room thickened, deliciously suffocating, every moan on the television deepening the hunger growing between us.

Anne was clearly in her element, her body slouched low and her legs shamelessly splayed, fingers gliding insistently over her slick folds as the scene on the screen grew more intense. She surrendered to pleasure, her moans raw and helpless—“Oh, fuck, I’m coming”—her entire frame arching and trembling in a breathless, exquisite release. For a fleeting moment, she melted into her chair, a deep, satisfied sigh escaping her lips.

Across the room, Penny’s attention was riveted to the television, still kneeling upright with a quiet poise that belied the heat glittering in her eyes. The film flickered on: now, the man’s cock pistoned vigorously into the curvaceous brunette. With a grunt, he pulled out and spilled himself across her heaving breasts—cum glistening white against her flushed skin.

Without warning, the scene cut abruptly to a convent dormitory, a clutch of lithe girls barely wrapped in wispy nightdresses. The plot, if it could be called that, was deliciously transparent. A sweet-faced newcomer shrank on her bed, knees clutched to her chest, while the others surrounded her, predatory yet playful. Demanding a glimpse of her innocence, they stripped her bare—a tangle of desperate protest and glistening tears giving way to helpless surrender as they held her wide open, exposing her trembling sex. One after another, the girls’ tongues and nimble fingers assaulted her, relentless, merciless, drawing pleasure from her body with skillful cruelty.

Her wails of resistance soon dissolved into desperate whimpers of desire, then guttural cries as pleasure overwhelmed her—her body shuddering out a spectacular climax, wetness gushing from her quivering core.

I’d seen this particular fantasy before, so instead I let my attention wander to Penny. As the predatory girls took turns with their shy captive, something inside Penny kindled—her breath quickening, eyes bright with need. I glimpsed her beginning to stroke herself, first through the thin fabric of her dress, then bolder—lifting the hem and slipping her hand beneath, fingers moving with growing urgency between her parted thighs.

Suddenly, as if unable to bear her need a second longer, she darted over and slid onto my lap, her skin fever-hot against me. Her hand seized mine, pulling it firmly between her thighs, her voice shaky and insistent: “Please… do it for me.”

Anne, startled, sat up abruptly and fixed us with an intense look. For a moment, anxiety snagged at me. But after a heartbeat, she simply rolled her eyes and let out a tired sigh. “Oh, wank her off then, if she’s that desperate. I’m going for a shower,” she muttered, pushing herself upright and disappearing with a shake of her head.

The second Anne left, Penny’s hand immediately fumbled at my zipper, desperation driving her. I caught her wrist, voice low and urgent, “Stop—remember, you’re supposed to be here for Anne’s delight, not just mine.”

Her voice trembled with desperate need as she whispered, “I just want you inside me. I ache for your cock—it's all I’ve been able to think about, all day, every hour.”

Caution warred with my craving, the sense of danger only heightening my arousal. Yet my fingers found their way between her slick folds, sinking with delicious ease, and any last restraint vanished when she frantically tugged my cock free. Her urgency was intoxicating; she vaulted onto my lap, angling herself above me, her body trembling. It dawned on me what she was about to do and, instinctively, I protested, “Wait—I need a condom.”

With a wicked little grin, she husked against my lips, “Don’t worry. My best friend stocks the pill, straight from the pharmacy. Please… I want to fuck you before Anne comes back.”

And in that stolen, reckless moment, she did exactly as she promised—she fucked me hard. I let the chair cradle me while she straddled my thighs, her knees framing my hips and her arms lacing desperately around my neck. When she slid herself down onto my stiff length, her gasp was raw and broken, her nails biting into my shoulders. She pressed her lips against my ear, her breath feathering over my skin, whispering, “Let’s come together. I want to feel you lose control with me.”

She started riding me—slow at first, as if savoring my fullness inside her, then faster, twisting her hips and grinding down as if she could never have enough. Breathless, she pressed her face into my shoulder, her whimpers muffled and urgent.

The bathroom door creaked and the soft sound of Anne’s bare feet padded behind us, adding another wild thrill to the moment. Penny bit her lip, stifling a moan. “Tell me when—tell me when you’re close,” she gasped, her entire body trembling as she tried to hold back.

With a strangled grunt, I choked out, “Now.” My orgasm hit swift and unstoppable, my cock throbbing as I spilled deep inside her. Pain and pleasure mingled sharply as her teeth sank into the curve of my shoulder, her own climax making her convulse violently in my arms. Heat spilled between us as she groaned, twisting and trembling, our bodies pressed together frantically. I could hear Anne in the bedroom, opening and closing wardrobe doors, dread and exhilaration mixing in my blood.

Penny slid from my lap, legs trembling and unsteady. I grabbed a handful of tissues, thrust them into her hand. She padded back to her chair with her thighs still glistening, tissues pressed between her legs. By the time Anne returned, we were both splayed out, feigning innocence.

Anne’s gaze was sharp with suspicion, flicking from me to Penny. “Well, did he make you come?”

Penny shrugged, voice light and offhand. “Just a little bit.”

That marked the close of a fevered, forbidden weekend. Later, we saw Penny off at the station—farewells all soft kisses and lingering hugs. When Anne apologized, “I’m sorry we’re sending you home still a virgin,” Penny’s glance flickered meaningfully to mine for the briefest heartbeat. Her goodbye kiss lingered only an instant, her tongue secretly teasing into my mouth, unseen by Anne.

That night, as Anne curled against me in bed, she admitted the toll the night before had taken on her. She confessed, a weary laugh ghosting through her words, that Penny’s hunger had been relentless—so much so that she hadn’t managed any real rest until dawn.

Falling back into our everyday rhythm, Anne and I drifted naturally into the familiar grooves of desire—our intimacy resuming its trusted choreography. Sex curled around us in reliable swells, our bodies pressed together in practiced rhythms, occasionally spiced with whispered fantasies or the delicious solitude of mutual self-indulgence. Our connection with Penny, now confined to stray memories and infrequent phone calls, seemed to melt into the background of our lives—until, over a week later, a single postcard arrived. Its message was sparse, laden with affection and abandonment: It was wonderful, love you both, penned in her flowing script and signed with rows of little kisses. And that, as silently as she had come, was her final word.

---

The days that followed unfolded quietly, our moments of leisure threaded with a gentle, thoughtful silence. Contentment wrapped around us—being near enough to touch, yet letting the unspoken linger. I trusted Anne's instincts, knowing eventually the hush would crack open and she would lead us somewhere unexpected, as she always did.

One unhurried evening, with the half-empty bottle of Sauvignon casting a lazy glow, Anne’s cheeks blushed prettily, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She wet her lips and asked, lips curling wickedly, “Tell me something filthy. A horny story.”

We had a ritual reserved for such whispered performances. Facing each other, the charged air simmered between exposed skin and hungry eyes. Anne would peel her panties down her thighs, parting them just enough to bare the lush, glistening invitation of her pussy. Sometimes she'd slip her top over her head too, leaving her breasts ripe for her own caresses. We would watch each other, relishing every flicker of arousal, every sigh and shiver, the thrill as intoxicating as the tales themselves.

This time my story unfurled in a dusky movie theatre. I began quietly, my words slipping silkily from my lips as Anne’s fingers drifted absently between her thighs. “You’re out shopping, and the sky opens up, rain hammering the pavements until you’re soaked. You duck into the nearest cinema, threading through the dark, settling alone in the middle of a deserted back row.”

“The film flickers over the screen as you sit, half-distracted, when the scrape of shoes draws your attention. A young man slips into your row, resting several seats to your left. You look over your shoulder just once—the way his gaze lingers makes your heart race before you force your eyes away, feigning disinterest.”

“A handful of minutes drift by, shadows shifting over naked arms and the swell of your breasts. Then, almost imperceptibly, he creeps closer, sliding into the seat beside you. Anxiety pulses low in your belly—he seems intent, the nearness of him electric. Reason tugs at you. You could get up, escape easily. Yet the theatre is speckled with other souls, distant but present, and you balance between excitement and unease.”

“He sits, unwavering beside you, his presence heavy, unspoken promises thrumming between you. Fear and curiosity wine through your veins—you want to see what might happen next.”

“You both sit, the tension nearly delicious, eyes locked on the glowing screen. Slowly, he leans near, his breath feathering your cheek as he whispers with nervous daring, ‘Forgive me… but please, may I touch you?’ His voice quivers, betraying his inexperience, and the trembling hope in it softens something within you. Perhaps he’s never tasted anything like this before. The thought—the flickering image of him lost in his own, urgent pleasure—draws a shiver up your spine. You press your thighs together, dampness blooming.”

“You offer no answer, just stare forward as the scene flickers over your flushed skin. Part of you aches for the bold tickle of his fingers on your bare thigh. You know your silence is encouragement—a soft, unspoken invitation. You hold your breath, waiting for him to make the next daring move.”

He’s frozen, visibly nervous, as if the very air between you is electric, charged with desire he’s not yet dared to touch. So you take the bold step. Your hand finds his and, with deliberate assurance, you place his palm firmly on your knee. The warmth of his skin burns into you, a thrill shooting up your thigh. Right now, you are the one in command, a delicious rush of power surging through you. Slowly, you let your knees part, just a little – an unspoken invitation shimmering between you.

His hand quivers against your bare skin, his fingers unsure, shivering with anticipation and raw, barely concealed longing. He’s hesitant, torn between longing and fear, and something about his trepidation heightens the heat coiling inside you—a primal, liquid ache beginning deep in your core, slickening your folds in anticipation.

Across from me, Anne lets her head roll back, her eyelids fluttering shut, her lips parted in a silent gasp. I watch her as her fingers move rhythmically, caressing the soft, swollen lips of her sex, drawing the dampness upward with each gentle stroke. I can see her chest rising and falling, her desire blooming vivid and wild in her flushed cheeks, her breath coming faster with every caress.

I press on, my voice low and teasing. “You want to show him you’re hungry for more, so you reach down and nonchalantly gather the hem of your dress, letting it ride high up your thighs until the cool air kisses your bare skin. Yet, even now, he can’t summon the courage to explore further. Something primal in you needs him to, so you delicately wrap your fingers around his wrist and guide it, slowly, higher, between the spreading heat of your thighs.

Your gaze drops, and you notice how his left hand grips the hard, obvious bulge straining beneath his jeans. Leaning in, you brush his hand aside, seizing his arousal through the fabric, feeling it throb beneath your touch. He lets out a shaky gasp – and finally, emboldened, the tips of his fingers begin their careful journey, sliding higher until they nestle at last against your panties.

Holding your breath, you reach down, pulling the soft fabric aside, exposing your eager, slick entrance. Just as his trembling fingers hover above your swollen, aching slit, you squeeze his hardness – feeling it twitch responsively in your grasp. He can barely contain himself, groaning softly with need.

His fingers slide, then press, stroking along your silky wetness, and a rush of pleasure makes you shudder against the seat. You crave him inside you, crave more than just timid touches – you want him to plunge deeper, to fill you.

Then, surprising you, he slides off the seat until he’s on his knees at your feet, kneeling reverently in the darkness. He shuffles closer, his hands seeking the edges of your panties, and you arch your hips, lifting yourself so he can peel them away, down to your ankles. You wonder, breathless, if he only wants to stare at your bare, glistening sex – but then you see the hunger in his eyes. He settles between your legs, and the sensation of his breath so close to the heart of you is almost unbearable.

You brace yourself, sinking lower, your thighs falling apart, fully exposed and waiting for his mouth. When his tongue finally finds your swollen slit and slides along your slick flesh, pleasure detonates inside you like a firecracker.

Anne’s breath is coming hard now, her fingers working frantically over her tight, gleaming flesh. She moans out, raw and urgent, “Fuck, he’s making me come,” her hips snapping up off the chair, driving her hand harder, faster, lost to herself. Each gasp and guttural groan pulses through the room as tremors of ecstasy ripple through her body, her climax crashing over her in uncontrollable, shattering waves.

Finally, as the pulsing waves of her climax slowly faded, she melted languidly into the chair, caressing her sensitive, swollen pussy with a knowing, almost absentminded touch, pleasure still shivering through her thighs. When her eyes fluttered open, she met my gaze, her lips curling into a shy, wicked smile—and then, with a breathless laugh, she exclaimed, “God, I really let myself go this time. It felt so deliciously filthy, letting him taste my pussy like that.”

Before I could answer, she was in my lap, straddling me eagerly and curling her arms around my neck, her mouth capturing mine in a long, hungry kiss, tasting of desire’s aftermath. She pulled back—her cheeks flushed and her eyes alight with mischief, brimming with a vulnerability that drew me deeper still. “The way you tell your stories—it’s like you cast a spell over me,” she confessed, her voice a low, secret whisper, “and suddenly I’m not just imagining—I’m there, trembling, craving, nearly out of my mind. Sometimes it scares me, how lost I get. But knowing you’re right here, watching, makes everything feel wild but safe. How do you do it? Where do these filthy, mind-bending fantasies come from? God, you really do have a depraved imagination—and I love you for it.”

She glanced down, her look smoldering as she noticed the rumpled tissues on my lap, her lips quirking with sly satisfaction. “Looks like you enjoyed yourself too.”

I smiled, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from her cheek, my lips grazing her brow in a lingering, gentle kiss. “It’s impossible not to, not with you. Watching you unravel, seeing you so wrecked by pleasure, even when the fantasy is with another man—it’s intoxicating, Anne. Maybe it’s only pretend, but knowing you’re surrendering to your own desire, all for me to witness… nothing turns me on more.”

She nestled closer, her voice melting sweetly, “I love you more than anything.” She paused, her tone hesitant, the question trembling in the space between us. “Does it ever make you jealous?”

I hesitated, considering my words carefully. “A little—maybe. But that jealousy is tangled up in the thrill of it all. I know it sounds strange, but feeling that possessiveness while watching you lose yourself just makes it even hotter.”

We drifted into a thoughtful silence, both of us tangled in the aftermath of our confessions, the room thick with unspoken possibilities. At last, Anne looked up at me, a slow, dangerous smile playing at her lips as she whispered, “What if it wasn’t just a story? What if it actually happened?”

Her question electrified the air. I took a breath, feeling the weight of everything unsaid pressing between us. “That depends,” I replied softly, my voice thick. “Tell me—how would you feel if you saw me with another woman? Watching me fuck her, seeing me buried inside her?”

She scrunched up her nose in playful disgust. “God, I’d claw her eyes out,” she teased, a wicked glint in her eyes. “But honestly, if you love me the way I love you… hell, I’d let you have every woman in the city—” she leaned in, nipping teasingly at my jaw, “except for that insufferable cow at number thirty-seven.”

Amused, I cocked an eyebrow. “Why not her?”

Her eyes narrowed, smirking. “You know exactly why. The way she saunters around, acting like a bargain store Marilyn Monroe with that fake blonde hair. I bet her pussy hair is black.”

“Wrong—it’s brown,” I teased, grinning.

She slapped me lightly, but her smile was tender. “If you ever fuck her, you’re dead.”

I caught her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm. “You have nothing to worry about. No one could ever mean more to me than you. And if you promise you’d still love me afterwards, I’d love nothing more than to watch you with another man—seeing your body arch around his cock, watching you come for someone else while I witness every filthy second.”

We fell quiet again, the air charged as we savored the thrill of secrets confessed. After a moment, Anne spoke, her voice softer, rougher, her imagination painting her cheeks with a delicate blush. “I’m just trying to picture how it would feel—watching you hard for someone else, your cock sinking deep into her, her moans in my ears…”

“Honestly, watching you with another woman wouldn’t turn me on—I’d only go along with it if it was something you truly wanted.”

Anne suddenly straightened, her eyes sharp and searching mine as the realization hit her. “Hang on... every scenario you invent always stars me. Even my own kinky tales revolve around what happens to me. But you—why have you never spun a fantasy about yourself with someone else?”

I couldn’t resist a little smirk. “That’s because I know what makes you fall apart. I only want to imagine things that drive both of us insane.”

She gave me an unreadable look, a hint of teasing curiosity in the way her lips parted. “Seriously? Don’t you ever jerk off thinking about some other woman spread out for you?”

“Not really—truthfully, when I do it alone, which isn’t often, I end up imagining you tangled up beneath another man, completely lost in the pleasure, screaming through your orgasm because someone else is fucking you.”

Her surprise was delicious—the way her mouth hung open slightly, disbelief dancing on her tongue. “You actually do that?” Her voice was breathy, as if she was learning a secret that made her crave me even more. I nodded, slow and deliberate, and she shook her head in amazement. “You’re full of surprises, you know that?”

Anne melted back into my lap, curling into me as if she wanted to merge with every inch of my body. The silence stretched out, heavy with thought, her skin hot against mine. Then, abruptly, she snapped up—eyes fierce, her mind obviously made up. “Fine then. I want to be fucked by another man—someone with an impressive cock, but only if you’re there, watching me lose control.”

She went on, her tone almost ceremonial, playful yet sincere. “And, for the record, you’re allowed to fuck any woman—any shape, any colour—so long as I’m watching every second.” Her grin was wild and triumphant. “Satisfied?”

I chuckled, feigning seriousness. “Could you put that in writing? My lawyer would want to see it for the divorce case.”

Her arms locked around my shoulders, her voice brazenly possessive in my ear. “Don’t even think about leaving me. If you tried, I’d kill you long before the paperwork went through.”

---

And so our adventure returned to the world of classified ads and secret desires, our matching contact magazines open and brimming with possibility. I flipped carelessly through my copy, knowing full well Anne would make the final decisions—her enthusiasm sharper, her anticipation more intense than mine. She poured over the pages, pencil marking favourites, jotting notes, her focus unwavering as she built our next escapade.

Every so often she snapped a question at me, like a playful professor. “Any colour preferences?”

“Whatever you decide. Surprise me.”

She grinned wickedly. “I’m thinking Asian. Or perhaps Indian. What do you think?”

I rolled my eyes. “If you’ve already made up your mind, why even bother asking?”

She shot back, “I’m just trying to make this amazing for both of us, but as always you’re just sitting there scratching your balls.”

I smirked, teasing, “No, you’re making sure you get to enjoy whoever you want—while I end up with his grandmother.”

That made her dissolve into laughter, the sound warm and musical between us. She pounced across the room, pulling me into her arms, lips finding my neck, her body soft and deliriously close. Nuzzling into my shoulder, she whispered, “God, I love you so much it scares me sometimes.”

My arms encircled her, holding her tight as if my embrace alone could protect her from whatever shadows chased her mind. “What’s frightening you?” I murmured gently into her hair.

She clung tighter, swallowing hard. “I don’t even know—sometimes the intensity of us just overwhelms me. Don’t let go, okay?”

I rocked her in my arms, letting her feel my strength with every movement, until I sensed the tension fading from her body. Then, with a bright spark in her eyes, she slipped out of my hold and declared with a mischievous grin, “Alright, I’m ready again. Let’s get to work.”

After what felt like endless evenings poring over those salacious personal ads, Anne’s voice cut through the quiet, triumphant. “Okay, listen to this one: ‘Young Indian couple, bi and straight, seeking likeminded English couple for friendship and fun. Staffordshire.’ What do you think?”

A slow smile pulled at my mouth. “First thing I want to know is, which of them is bent and which is meant for me?”

She rolled her eyes, brimming with that effortless, playful confidence that always made my body ache. “Oh, don’t be daft. If he’s hoping to fuck you, who do you think I’m meant to enjoy?”

She wasn’t wrong. Still, a teasing tone crept into my voice. “And what exactly does ‘fun’ mean, hmm?”

She dropped her head into her hands and groaned with dramatic patience, making me want to grab her and kiss her right there. “Oh, I don’t know, darling—Scrabble, maybe Monopoly, or perhaps a quick round of Morris dancing. Should we take a couple of decks of cards, y’know, just in case our wild orgy devolves into a raucous game of Snap?”

“Which means?” I allowed my amusement to linger. “We’re the ones doing the travelling, right?”

She straightened and shot me a look. “Are you utterly fucking deaf? They said, ‘Would welcome.’ If it was their turn to play hostages, they’d have said, ‘Would like to be welcomed.’ Sometimes I wonder if I’m planning an orgy or babysitting.”

After the laughter evaporated, there was something intoxicating in the anticipation as we gathered our courage and sent them an elegant photo from the golf club dinner—me in my crisp tux, Anne in a slinky cocktail dress that hinted at everything and concealed absolutely nothing.

Their reply, when it came, sent a jolt through both of us. The photos: Reshma and Sandeep—both impossibly young and heartbreakingly attractive. Reshma’s dark, seductive eyes smoldered beneath a cascade of glossy black hair, her sari clinging to her curves in a way that made my breath hitch. Sandeep was striking, his white embroidered jacket skimming his thighs, regal and masculine, his smile promising mischief. The opulence of their traditional dress, the effortless glamour—it was almost intimidating.

Anne stared at their picture, her expression vulnerable for a flicker. “Bloody hell—they look gorgeous. Maybe we should invent a bout of, oh I don’t know, plague? Too unwell to travel?” Her voice wavered between nerves and longing.

But I was already hardening with the possibilities. “Not a chance. Look at you—you’re devastating, and frankly, if I was into men, I’d want to fuck me too. Let’s see if they find us half as alluring.”

Their response bordered on worship. “Please honour us with your presence. We are humbled to invite you into our home. We eagerly await your company and pray time moves swiftly.”

Anne’s eyes widened with disbelief and a tremor of excitement. “Are they for real?”

I grinned, my body taut with anticipation and a wicked undertone. “He probably dashed that off the moment he saw your photo—before Reshma could remind him to tell the English to bugger off.”

When Friday was impossible, Saturday was the only option. An entire weekend away, a day and a half to explore every delicious and forbidden thrill we’d only ever spun into stories. Packing was an exercise in restraint—no need for nightwear or modesty. I threw in a couple of changes of clothes, nothing else. Anne slipped a shoulder bag over her arm, laden with lace panties and those mysterious, essential feminine secrets.

At the door, she paused, her tone suddenly gentle, “We should bring a gift, don’t you think?”

Somewhere along the line, I’d heard that whiskey was practically gold dust to Indian men—a gift reserved for the highest occasions—so I reached for the Chivas Regal I’d been saving for, well, a night just like this. Anne, ever the enigma, had bought a bottle of perfume, but she wouldn’t let slip what treasure it cost her. She only smiled her mysterious little smile.

We left home at one-thirty, nerves swirling between us in the silence. Anne barely said a word, except when I quietly reminded her that, in some cultures, kissing on the cheek was forbidden. I wasn’t even sure if that rule applied here—it just seemed wise. The hum of the motorway was punctuated by Anne’s sudden voice, slicing through my thoughts like a knife. “Pull into that service station. Now.”

With a quick flick into the inside lane and a sharp swerve, I earned a blaring horn and a hail of curses from a trailing driver. I met his outrage with a raised finger, feeling defiant and just a little bit dangerous. We glided into the forecourt, my heart thrumming with anticipation and something much darker.

“What now?” I asked, shutting off the engine, my pulse thudding in my throat.

Anne’s hands trembled as she smoothed her skirt, her eyes wide and uncertain. “Are we really doing this?” Her voice was barely more than a whisper.

I couldn’t suppress a wry smile, echoing her fear right back. “Are we really doing this? Ninety bloody miles just so the Maharaja of Bloxwich can make you scream—and now, now you’re having second thoughts?” My words were laced with dry humour, but I couldn’t help the thrum of thrill beneath them.

She shot me a look—a mixture of nerves and excitement. “But you saw them… cinematic, perfect… Like Bollywood royalty.”

I leaned back with a huff, sarcasm and lust bleeding together. “So what? We’ll snag their autographs on the way out and call it a night. Honestly, sweetheart, if anyone should be nervous, it’s them. We’re the sexy, middle-class couple here—we should be charging for the privilege, not wondering if we’re good enough for a pair of movie stars.”

I reached over, letting my voice grow tender and urgent. “We’re not turning back. This is it—the point of no return. So in the stirring words of Horatio Nelson at Trafalgar—or what I imagine he’d have said—‘Let’s fuck them senseless.’”

By the time we rolled up to their address—just after three-thirty—the sun was stretched low and golden, painting the detached house in warm, decadent light. It wasn’t quite the mansion of a billionaire, but it radiated quiet wealth; gold-tipped iron spikes curled around the perimeter, and regal white lions perched atop brick pillars, surveying us with silent judgment.

The double gates parted at our approach, gliding open with automated grace as though we belonged to some secret society. Butterflies danced low in my belly as I pulled the car to a halt. The front door swung open and there stood Reshma and Sandeep—effortlessly elegant, Western-clad but just as striking as their photographs had promised.

I hefted the overnight bag from the boot, feeling Anne’s warmth at my side. She went ahead, a picture of confidence, her stride long and sensual. At the threshold, our hosts stepped back—palms pressed together, heads lowered in a gesture that was both formal and welcoming.

Sandeep’s smooth voice broke the tension. “You are most welcome, Anne, Kevin.”

Smiling, I extended my hand—his grasp was firm and sure, as though this was only the beginning of many intimate introductions.

Reshma glided over to me, her presence radiating confidence and something even more potent—seduction. She was nearly the same height as Anne, but with a slender, feline grace accentuated by delicious, feminine curves that caught the eye and refused to let go. Black tailored trousers hugged her hips, and her crisp white blouse was just sheer enough to reveal tantalizing hints of the body beneath. Gold bangles shimmered and clinked at her wrists, lending an exotic music to her every subtle gesture. Ebony hair, lustrous and sleek, was pulled back, spotlighting her flawless skin and sculpted cheekbones that demanded to be traced with a fingertip. Her lips, painted a bold, dangerous red, were parted in a knowing smile, and those mesmerizing dark eyes—huge, searching, hypnotic—locked onto mine with a raw, magnetic intensity. She was breathtaking, and she knew it.

Reshma tipped her face up to me in a gesture that felt almost like surrender, though I knew it was anything but. I offered my hand, formal and awkward, caught up in my nerves. She tilted back, surprise flickering in her eyes, and teased, “So very proper. Are we planning to be English all weekend?”

Heat rushed to my cheeks and I stumbled over my words, suddenly shy. “I’m sorry, I thought kissing wasn’t…”

She cut me off with a smoldering laugh, her voice low and intimate: “That’s only for public—here, in private… well, the rules are ours to make. Would you prefer to kiss me, Kevin, or keep our acquaintance polite?”

My pulse spiked at her provocation. “What’s the opposite of polite?” I asked, my voice husky.

She smiled wickedly before rising on her toes, her breath hot on my ear as she breathed, “Sexual.”

I looped my arms firmly around her slender frame, determined not to let her drift away. “Then I want that. Right now.”

Our eyes met, charged and hungry, before her lips melted into mine—soft, urgent, demanding. The kiss deepened, hips pressed together; I felt her delicate hand slide boldly southward, her fingers tracing over my fly, finding me already eager for her. When her mouth slipped from mine, she fixed me with an intimate gaze layered with promise. “Since I saw your photograph, I’ve been so, so wicked. I’ve needed you. I want my secrets to become sins.”

I pulled in a ragged breath, electricity shuddering through me. We’d barely arrived and already she was inviting me into her most decadent fantasies. Out of habit, I glanced toward Anne for support or grounding—only to find her and Sandeep had vanished.

Seeing my confusion, Reshma smiled slyly. “Your beautiful Anne and my Sandeep are freshening up—together. It's only courteous for him to help her, don’t you agree? Partners ought to ensure each other’s pleasure—and cleanliness.”

I was nearly speechless. “Not… always.” In truth, Anne and I only shared the shower if we were desperate to touch.

I regained my composure for a moment, offering the bags with our carefully chosen gifts. Reshma accepted them without a glance, as if presents were trivial to the pleasure brewing here.

We remained there in the hallway, the air heavy with anticipation, until Reshma’s eyes widened, her hand flying to her lips in mock horror. “Oh, I’m a terrible host, aren’t I? Forgive me, Kevin, I got so caught up in you arriving…” Her touch was gentle but insistent as she slipped her arm through mine. “Let’s wash away the road—together.”

She pulled me forward, but I hesitated, glancing at our suitcase abandoned on the tiles. She simply smiled, setting down the bags containing whiskey and perfume with a casual shrug. “Leave them. There are much more important things to be unwrapped.”

As Reshma guided me determinedly toward the stairs, a slender, strikingly pretty Indian girl materialized—her presence so sudden it seemed magical. She couldn’t have been more than nineteen, her delicate figure clad in simple clothes, and her hair cropped short in a youthfully boyish style that somehow only made her beauty more breathtaking. Without hesitation, she seized my suitcase as though it were nothing; something in me, my old-fashioned pride, bristled at the sight of someone so petite taking on my burden. Instinctively, I reached to reclaim it, but Reshma’s voice, sharp with authority, cut through my protest: “No, you mustn’t.”

Not giving me the chance to object further, Reshma’s grip on my arm became firmer, pulling me on toward the ascending steps, urgency lacing her touch. As we climbed, I glanced back, catching one last fleeting vision of the girl, her slim body wrestling both our heavy case and the bag of presents upwards. Each step she conquered was a small, determined victory beneath the cool sweep of her short hair.

Once the door muffled our movements, curiosity got the better of me. “The girl?” I ventured quietly.

Reshma’s response was matter-of-fact, but her voice was tinged with pride. “Her family is poor, but she’s bright. We’re giving her the sort of education she’d otherwise never reach. Teaching her refinement and how to conduct herself as a lady. When you have been given much, you must share with those who have little.” Her words were idealistic, but I couldn’t help my mind wondering what sort of ‘education’ was truly emphasized behind these privileged doors—especially when desire seemed to flow so freely here.

Entering the bathroom was like stepping into a forbidden paradise. The space dwarfed the entire living room of my flat. The sheer extravagance was overwhelming: a sauna big enough to host an intimate crowd, a vast, glassed-in shower easily accommodating several entwined bodies, exercise equipment gleaming invitingly, and two broad, padded benches perfectly sized for relaxation—or perhaps pleasure. The walls were covered in bold, sensual murals: ethereal angels, utterly nude, their lithe bodies caught mid-embrace, every brushstroke dripping with eroticism. Only one bath, yet it sprawled large and deep—more imagined for decadent company than solitary use. For only two residents, the opulence was staggering, and suggestive of delights unspoken.

Anne and Sandeep were already naked, steam swirling around them in the shower. He was lean, muscled with the discipline of a runner, and though his member hung relaxed it was still impressively sized, thankfully not so imposing as to make me feel inadequate. Anne’s face was a picture of confusion and amusement as she endured Sandeep’s careful attention—he wore thick, fluffy mittens, working soapy foam into every inch of her skin with almost ceremonial precision. She caught my eye over her shoulder, her lips twitching, and suppressed a laugh with the back of her hand.

But Reshma was not one to tolerate hesitation. She regarded me with mock impatience, scolding like a mother to a stubborn child. “Kevin, why do you dally? Please, undress; every precious moment you waste is a pleasure lost,” her voice rang out, deliciously commanding.

I turned to face her and my breath hitched at the sight. Reshma’s clothes had vanished, leaving her bare and magnificent. She was every bit as slim and athletic as she’d promised—her breasts pert and high, dark nipples beckoning, her dusky skin luminous under the soft light. Her thick black pubic hair curled untamed between her thighs, wild and unruly. She was busily fixing a rubber cap over her hair, the sight oddly domestic and erotic all at once.

My embarrassment seemed pointless here—a world where clothing was a mere afterthought. I stripped, limbs trembling with anticipation as Reshma urged me towards the shower in a patient yet eager hush. In that moment, the little Indian girl reappeared like a silent wraith, deftly scooping up the discarded clothing—mine, Reshma’s, Anne’s, and Sandeep’s—and then disappearing as quickly as she’d arrived. Every boundary between us was dissolving, each inhibition stripped away as easily as our garments.

Reshma reached for the detachable hose, the warm spray cascading over my skin. She had donned the sheepskin mitts herself and began to smooth thick, fragrant gel over my body, her touch both firm and impossibly gentle, igniting my senses. Beside me Anne was being rinsed, her laughter muffled and wicked, eyes sparkling with delight and mischief. I caught her grin and couldn’t help but smile, my pulse quickening at how quickly decency had given way to pure, shameless indulgence.

Reshma’s touch was clinical, almost businesslike as she methodically ran her foam-laden mitts over my skin, diligent in her task of washing me. When her hands finally reached my limp cock, she cradled it with care in her palm—soft and unhurried, as though she was handling something both precious and fragile. With the other hand, covered in that thick, woolly mitt, she gently scrubbed and cleansed me, moving with neither urgency nor seduction, only skilled practicality. The sensation was intimate, no doubt, but not sensual—her thoughtful attention was firmly anchored in the art of hospitality rather than arousal. Despite the nudity, the unembellished nature of her actions left my body untouched by desire.

When she concluded, she gave me a once-over with eyes that took pride in her work, making sure every trace of suds vanished beneath the smooth warmth of the shower. Then she turned off the water, eased herself from the stall, and expertly wrapped a large, plush towel around me. I reached instinctively for another, hoping to reciprocate, but her hand flashed out and brushed mine aside with swift impatience. “No, don’t. You are my guest, and hospitality is my responsibility, not yours,” she chided, with an authority that brooked no contradiction.

By the time we finished, Anne and Sandeep had vanished, their departure completely unnoticed, leaving little clue as to how they’d dressed themselves. The mystery was short-lived; Reshma strode to a lacquered cupboard built neatly into the tiled wall and extracted a thick, snow-white robe, passing it to me with a satisfied little smile. She chose another for herself, the soft cotton clinging to her damp skin, cinched tight at her waist, the hint of curves tantalizing beneath the crisp fabric. “There. Now we are ready to enjoy your English presence,” she intoned, her accent wrapping around the words like silk.

She handed me soft sandals, their suede yielding under my toes, but slipped her own delicate feet bare onto the floor—a subtle act of comfort or perhaps quiet rebellion. Her fingers curled over mine, warm and confident, leading me from the steamy embrace of the bathroom into the cool, opulent hush of the lounge below.

There, magnificence awaited. The space glowed with the richness of India—deep, jewel-toned rugs so thick and sumptuous that Reshma’s steps left no trace, her small feet sunken and half-vanished in the luxurious pile. The room was peppered with carved chairs, gilded lamps, and a vast amorous sofa, ripe for whatever the evening meant to bring. Anne and Sandeep appeared now, both clad in immaculate white robes, his bare feet matching Reshma’s, the two looking impossibly serene.

A bottle of Dom Pérignon presided over the room, shimmering with promising mischief in its crystal cooler. Sandeep rose easily, his smile a silent invitation. “Finally, we’re all ready. But first—a little celebration.” His gaze was mischievous as he declared, “Since alcohol is forbidden to us, it brings even greater joy on such occasions.”

I stole a lingering glance at my surroundings, letting admiration curl through my words as I said, “Your home is extraordinary, and you both seem so very young.” The compliment was laced with curiosity, a polite prod for answers to the mystery of their evident wealth.

Sandeep answered with the casual pride of someone used to privilege. “My father is a businessman—very successful, actually,” he replied, each syllable measured and sure.

I pressed gently, “May I ask what line of business?”

“Ladies’ and gentlemen’s clothing shops. Many, all across the city. He was one of the first to come from India—a pioneer in a way. I stayed here for university, but I’ve only been in England two years,” he explained, glancing with fondness at Reshma. “We married in India before making this our new home.”

Only then did I relax, reassured that their affluence was clean, carved out in commerce rather than the shadowy vices my mind had conjured. Their world was sumptuous, earned, and all the more intriguing for it.

Slipping into deep armchairs, each of us separated by soft cushions and the promise of things to come, we let the champagne glide over our lips. Reshma sat opposite, elegance incarnate. Her robe parted just enough to tease a hint of thigh as she crossed her legs, one foot lazily swinging above the tangled threads of the carpet. With her makeup gone, she was striking in a new way—raw, unadorned, every feral detail of her beauty thrown into stark, luminous relief. She watched me with a sly smile curving her lips.

Her question came softly, seductive and mischievous in equal measure. “It is your first time, isn’t it?”

I hesitated, letting her savor my discomfort. “Not entirely.”

She tilted her head, eyes bright with secrets. “So this is your first time with another couple, perhaps?”

I nodded, my voice low. “That’s right. And for you?”

She sipped her glass, the gesture elegant, deliberate. “This is our first time answering an advertisement.” Her gaze lingered over the rim of her glass, smoky and intense.

“I’m not sure I follow,” I murmured, already heady on the charged anticipation fizzing between us.

She took another thoughtful sip of champagne, swirling the bubbles on her tongue before answering, her dark eyes steady and earnest. “Mostly, our guests before were Indian, and often not truly willing… so for us, knowing that you’re eager to share pleasure, it’s thrilling.” Her honesty sent a faint chill down my spine. The implication haunted me—if their past companions hadn’t been enthusiastic, did that mean this hadn’t always been a matter of mutual desire?

Catching my unease, Reshma leaned forward, her expression suddenly urgent. “Please, don’t mistake us. We have never forced anyone. Never stolen anyone’s body or will.” She paused, setting her glass aside as if needing both hands to shape her words. “Back home, everything is different. Layers of custom, tradition, the notion of master and servant. No matter what we wish, the difference never shrinks. If the master is seated, the servant is on the floor. If the master reclines, the servant lies lower still. There’s no way to bridge that, because it’s how they’re raised—etched into the soul from birth.”

Her explanation hung between us, heavy and strange, and the nervous tension coiled tighter in my chest. I pressed, unable to let the matter rest. “But that doesn’t really answer me. Is it all truly consensual?”

She cast a quick glance at Sandeep, who simply gave a languid shrug as if the subject barely interested him. Turning back, she met my gaze with an anxious, vulnerable lift of her eyebrows. “I am telling you because you insisted. You wished to know the truth.” She paused again, swallowing visibly. “Should we ask them to come, they will come. If Sandeep removes a woman’s clothes, her husband won’t protest—even if he secretly hates it. Some, though, take pleasure in the spectacle.” Her eyes shimmered with a hint of dangerous amusement.

“Our amusement is in watching. Watching a supposedly shy young woman tremble, trying to hide her longing when a beautiful man is inside her. Witnessing a husband struggle to keep his arousal a secret while another man thrusts into his wife. Or me tasting a woman, with her husband watching, and her fighting not to shudder with delight.” A delicate smile played on her lips, belying her seriousness. “No one hurt, no brutality—just this strange game of desire and control. It is only ever play.”

Her face softened with worry as she searched our eyes. “I wanted to be honest. If this makes you see us differently, if it damages our evening, I… I’ll regret it.”

I sought Anne’s gaze for reassurance. She rolled her eyes, the glimmer of mischief returning as she quipped, “As long as you’re not hiding bodies in the garden, I’m not concerned.” Relief broke across Reshma and Sandeep’s faces, their laughter shifting the tension back into warmth.

We lingered in that intimate comfort, conversation drifting lazily with the champagne, the air charged but unhurried. After an hour, Sandeep’s commanding yet playful voice cut through our haze of pleasure. “Come now,” he instructed, standing and reaching for us, “It’s nearly time to eat. But first—you must dress for us.”

Their hands clasped ours, urgent, warm, pulling—guiding us from the opulent lounge, up the stairs, and into a bedroom so indulgent it stole my breath. The vast bed dominated the space, its heavy four-poster frame promising decadence, anticipation thrumming in the air as if the room itself vibrated with hunger.

They parted the wardrobe doors with a flourish, revealing rows upon rows of garments swathed in rich, intoxicating color—the sort of decadent display that instantly banished any lingering nerves. Each wardrobe engulfed an entire wall, stuffed to the brim. Anne’s awe slipped out in a breathless gasp. “Good grief, did your father own a department store?”

In a single, exuberant motion, our hosts shed their robes, tossing them skyward as if shedding inhibitions. Sandeep’s bare chest rose and fell with laughter as he fixed us in his gaze. “Why so stiff? You stand like department store mannequins!” He beckoned feverishly, hands slicing through the air, commanding, “Come now—off, off!” Their contagious glee caught us in its orbit; Anne and I giggled, our laughter swirling between us as we joined their game, stripping away clothes and anxieties alike.

Once we stood in skin alone, Sandeep seized my arm and swept me to his side of the wardrobe. His eyes roamed boldly, every inch of my exposed body appraised with a lover’s appreciation and a tailor’s calculation, his thoughtful fingers grazing his jaw. But I was only exhilarated by his attention, drunk on the safety of his gaze. His voice curled around me, thick with promise. “Tonight, I am your maestro of style. When I dress you, you’ll ache for my touch every morning that follows.”

For what felt deliciously endless, he whisked about with fabrics—a parade of silks, satins, and colors so lush I felt their textures under my skin before I wore them. He finally stopped, his breath hitching with satisfaction. “Yes,” he purred.

He angled me toward the mirror, and I drank in the vision: Sandeep’s naked reflection powerful at my side, and me cloaked in a sherwani deep as midnight itself, patterns of silver and indigo curling over my body like secret symbols. Tapered black satin hugged my thighs, dark blue sandals framing my bare feet. The garments caressed as much as clothed, heavy with unspoken promise. The luxury pressed close against my skin, awakening every nerve with its decadent touch.

Sandeep watched me with shining anticipation. I cleared my throat theatrically, drawing all eyes. “Attention, everyone,” I intoned, striking a grandiose pose. “Behold! Your one true paragon of magnificence. Any dissenters will be smote by thunderbolts for their perfidy!”

He exploded with delight, applauding wildly, his cock swaying with each joyous leap—a vision at once ridiculous and unmistakably erotic. The women cheered as well, and Anne’s eyes danced with wicked humor. “You’d be the talk of Woodland Close in that getup. Almost handsome, darling.”

I spun away, channeling mock disdain, but Anne’s deliberate cough drew my attention. “Ahem. Thank you for appreciating what I’m wearing.”

I pivoted quickly, and there she was—a goddess in shimmering purple. Her gown clung lovingly to her hips and then poured away in a golden, embroidered cascade, the fabric cut to bare one elegant shoulder and reveal the secret flash of crimson silk beneath. She lifted the train delicately, unveiling a whirl of patterns woven in lustrous gold thread. Her feet peeped out in matching purple sandals. She glowed.

“It’s absolutely stunning.” My voice was low, utterly genuine. “I may have to find a way to borrow something like that next time we’re out.”

Clothed in color, anticipation, and our own laughter, we floated downstairs, drawn toward the fragrances and candlelit warmth of the dining room beyond.

The grandeur of the dining room was undeniable—a vast, glossy table glittered beneath the warm light, easily large enough to host a dozen eager guests. Its polished surface boasted an exquisite, overflowing display of both exotic and familiar fare: elaborate platters of vibrant curries, fragrant with spices we barely recognized, mingled with more customary offerings. At that time, Indian cuisine was something of a rarity in southern England, lending an intoxicating air of mystery to every steaming dish.

Reshma’s eyes sparkled mischievously as she addressed us, her voice silk-soft but dancing with laughter. “Now, before we begin, I must remember: English people, they have such gentle tongues—so sensitive! Some of these flavours, they bring tears to the eyes, even the bravest. Our chef, ever prepared, has created something for you: shepherd’s pie. He assures me only the freshest shepherds have been hunted down.” She burst into peals of laughter, the sound deliciously light, infectious, and entirely unrestrained. Her merriment rippled across the table, lingering like an affectionate touch before she gathered herself, cheeks flushed, and continued.

With a sly, seductive smile, she went on, “But there is a problem for us—one we must solve together. I have bravely sampled your shepherd’s pie,”—another irrepressible giggle escaped—“and I’m afraid it tastes… somewhat like sawdust. So, my darlings, here is our predicament: will we all nibble on English food, listening to our poor Indian stomachs growl all evening, or shall you taste the real thing—flavours that burn and make your eyes water? If so, Sandeep and I will have the pleasure of drying your tears when we once again grow intimate.”

Anne tossed her head with a fearless, teasing glare. “You’re not scaring me. Bring it on,” she challenged, though her eyes betrayed a spark of anxious intrigue. Then, softer, with a grin, she added, “But perhaps you could guide me to something below melt-your-insides level? Otherwise, I’ll have to claim the bathroom for the night.”

With an arch of her brow, Reshma took up a ladle and dipped into a particular bowl, steam curling around her delicate wrist. “This one—safe even for children. Chef nearly objected to its creation, claiming it would insult your taste. Try for yourself and judge.”

Anne accepted a generous spoonful, lips parted expectantly, and after swallowing, widened her eyes in mock outrage. “This is mild?” she panted, waving her hand, yet a glint of pleasure welled in her gaze. “Alright, I can survive this.”

There was no chance I’d surrender my pride, so I took a bold mouthful myself. Spicy heat blossomed on my tongue, pulsing in waves of sensation, and yet it was wonderfully delicious, its bite awakening every nerve. “It’s nothing,” I insisted, though a bead of sweat crept unbidden down my cheek.

Sometime during the meal, I caught Anne hunching over with shoulders trembling in barely-contained laughter. I eyed her, curious, and asked, “What’s funny?”

She glanced up, eyes glittering with mischief, and burst out between giggles, “I’m just enjoying the little rivers of sweat running down your face. So tell me, my hero, how are you truly handling it?”

We finished dinner and drifted toward the lounge, content and a little giddy. Soon, a petite Indian girl entered gracefully, bearing ornate tea pots. With a bow—palms pressed in reverence—she retreated, leaving behind a promise of warm comfort.

By now, it was only half-past seven, the room transformed by the intimate glow of candles, each one nesting in a coloured glass bowl, scattering patterns along the walls and ceiling. Incense smouldered in shallow trays, filling the air with heady, sensual fragrance—rich myrrh, jasmine, something exotic and smoky that made my skin prickle with anticipation. Indian melodies hummed softly in the background, the hypnotic rhythms weaving through the tension that had settled over us like a silken veil.

We each sank into plush chairs, the men facing the women, a tantalising six paces separating us. Reshma’s dark gaze fixed on mine from across the gap, her lips curved in anticipation. The silence hung, taut with expectation, every heartbeat an echo of unspoken desires.

Anne’s voice, unexpectedly steady, broke the spell. She looked Sandeep straight in the eye and purred, “You look nervous, Sandeep. Do I frighten you?”

I could only gape at Anne, utterly stunned by her calm boldness as her words slithered languidly into the candlelit room. Reclined like a sensual feline welcoming the night, she nestled deep in the cushions, legs luxuriously outstretched, ankles seductively entwined. Her sandals lay discarded on the floor, forgotten casualties, while her bare toes tantalizingly flexed and curled—teasing the air, drawing the eye and inviting delicious speculation. It was as though she shed convention as easily as those shoes, daring all boundaries.

Sandeep sat opposite, a flicker of nerves dancing across his face, his composure rattled but not broken. He responded, his voice respectful but quivering with something else—awe, anticipation, desire? “I am, perhaps, a little nervous,” he admitted softly, “but you’re not frightening. I must confess—I’m in awe; your English allure is captivating.”

Anne didn’t let the tension falter. Her voice remained silky, poised, tempting. “Yet when your hands were sliding over my bare, wet skin, soaping every secret curve, you showed not a trace of excitement.” Her words hung in the smoky air, baiting him—with empathy, or with challenge?

Sandeep’s eyes widened, scandalized and scandalously enchanted. “Dear lady, how could I behave otherwise? To be aroused would have been crude, a disrespect. I was honoured to serve you—nothing more. In that moment, I was only your attendant, never your lover.” His humility shone, tinged with suppressed heat.

Anne let his answer hang unanswered, then veered deliciously sideways. “So tell me—how does your culture handle the indecent? Is the word ‘fuck’ ever used, or does it offend? Are there vulgarities even you can’t bear?” Her gaze sparkled wickedly as she continued, “Let’s start with a woman’s sex… her pussy, cunt, muff, minge, twat, snatch. We English girls favor ‘pussy’—cunt only when our appetites are truly ravenous.” Her smile curved like a secret promise. “So if that word escapes my lips, you’ll know—something wild has taken over me.”

My mind reeled. I barely recognized my own wife—the enigmatic, fearless temptress who now held court before us. What spell had laced that sweet, perfumed tea? What stranger wore her skin?

Sandeep, unfazed, offered a slow, reverent smile. “There’s nothing you could say that would offend me, beautiful one. We call it ‘yoni’ or, in more playful spirits, things less sacred. But ‘pussy’… it conjures softness, warmth—a creature that begs to be stroked. Tell me, do all English pussies crave gentle hands?”

A current crackled through the air. Arousal bled into the room in heavy, pulsing waves—electric.

Before hips could shift closer, before hands could stray, Anne once again twisted the tension with, “Sandeep, do you know the secret to ridding oneself of pubic hair?” He shook his head, bemused. She leaned forward, poked out her tongue, and spat onto her palm—the oldest, cheekiest punchline. Their laughter bubbled bright and wicked around me, leaving me dazed—lost, as if I were suddenly invisible. Was I the only one struggling to keep pace with her transformation?

The laughter faded and Reshma’s eyes found mine, sparkling with mischief. “Kevin, you must be a master of wild things. So, where’s that legendary English reserve? How, pray, did you manage to tame this fierce tigress of yours?”

The answer I nursed—she isn’t tamed, she’s possessed—shivered on my tongue, but Reshma pressed on, full of impish curiosity. “Come on, Kevin—what do the English call a man’s treasure? In India, we say ‘linga’.”

I pulled myself together, fixing my mind on the game. “Cock’s probably the reigning favorite,” I admitted, heat coloring my cheekbones, “but we sprinkle in ‘rod’, ‘dick’, ‘chopper’, ‘dongler’, ‘prick’—though that last one can be a curse. And, if you’re feeling playful—a one-eyed trouser snake.” Each word tumbled from my lips soaked in the candlelit heat.

Reshma grinned, lush and wicked. “Just tell me—what should I call it?”

I let out a breathy chuckle, surrendering to the moment. “Darling, call it whatever takes your fancy—hell, call it Mister Magoo if that fires your imagination.”

The laughter spilled out of them, bright and irrepressible, but Sandeep interrupted the merriment with a swift, commanding clap of his hands. His dark eyes glittered with an intensity that cut through the haze of giggles, instantly shifting the mood. “Enough, all of you,” he declared, the weight of his words drawing us into delicious silence. “I have anticipated this moment, yearned for such sensuality for days—and yet you turn it into farce. Let’s remember why we’re here. We are sinners tonight, not comedians. Behave accordingly.”

We fell quiet, choked giggles dying in our throats—Reshma covering her mouth, her eyes bright with mischief; Anne pressing a cushion against her flushed face, the atmosphere pulsing with anticipation. Perfume hung thick and sweet, clinging to the air between us as the shadows played over naked limbs. My heart hammered in my chest while Anne’s cool, unwavering authority made me ache with both excitement and awe. Would she remain bold, in command?

Her voice, soft and exquisite, cut through the silence. “Sandeep, you’re over there and I’m here. I want you to undress as I do—deliberately and slowly, so we both savor every exposed inch. Now, what next? Do you want me to come to you, or will you meet me halfway? Or perhaps we’re destined to collide and surrender in the middle?”

Sandeep’s fingers were already moving, working the buttons of his jacket deliberately, his breathing unsteady but his smile utterly wolfish. “Dearest lady, let’s not rush what we’ve desired for so long. Let us approach each other, slow and deliberate, hungry and barely restrained. The sweetest fruit must be admired before tasting and devoured.”

Anne rose gracefully, hips swaying with practiced sensuousness. Her gown slackened at her shoulders—she teased its descent, letting silk spill slowly downward until it shivered at her ankles in a heap of lustrous fabric. She unfastened her blouse, revealing warm, naked skin that shimmered in the low, flickering light. One elegant foot, then the other, stepped free of the delicate tangles—each movement a deliberate seduction.

With feline precision, she began a careful advance, each foot gliding in front of the other, closing the distance with regal confidence. Sandeep mirrored her steps, baring himself as he approached, so that soon they stood together, vulnerable and aroused, their naked bodies only inches apart—tension crackling in the intimate space between them.

Anne, exuding pride and shameless invitation, lifted her arms, laced her fingers behind her neck, and arched her back. Her breasts drew forward, bold and offered—her body singing with self-assurance and need. Sandeep, unable to resist, lowered his head and claimed a nipple between his lips, drawing it in with exquisite slowness. Anne’s hips jerked, a shudder passing down her spine as the pointed bud hardened in his mouth. The air rang with the sound of her gasp, sharp and involuntary.

Reluctantly, Sandeep released her and turned his attention to her other breast, his tongue teasing, lips caressing—Anne’s trembling sigh the only answer, mingling with the frantic beat of my pulse.

Anne’s arms slid down to rest on his neck, fingers stroking the skin at his nape. She lifted her right leg, curling it behind his thigh, her bare foot searching for contact, rubbing deliberately along the warmth and firmness of his calf. Her eyes held his captive, dark and sparkling with promises.

Suddenly, Reshma darted across the cushions and settled into my lap. Her body pressed against mine, heat radiating through thin silk. Her lips brushed my ear, her breath sweet and urgent. “You’re watching too, aren’t you, Kevin?” she purred, fingertips trailing up my thigh. “Do you feel that thrill? Does watching them tempt you as much as it does me?”

Never before had I been presented with such an intoxicating vision—my wife, the woman whose every laugh and sigh I treasured, now surrendering herself so willingly to another man’s hands and hungry mouth. My heart thudded with confusion—a pang of possessive jealousy twisting inside me, tempered by a surge of forbidden excitement that left me trembling and helplessly aroused. I could not tear my gaze away. I watched, spellbound, as Anne—my Anne—stood adorned in nothing but moonlight, her porcelain skin aglow against the deep, lustrous hue of Sandeep’s body. The sight of their bodies so strikingly opposite felt painfully erotic.

Anne’s foot, delicately encircling Sandeep’s leg, parted her thighs, her entire posture open and exquisitely offered. Their eyes were locked, smoldering with raw anticipation. Sandeep’s hand, with a slowness that bordered on worship, trailed down her side. Barely touching her, his fingertips whispered across the tender skin of her abdomen, exploring the feathery softness of her pubic hair, teasing her, making her shiver, before slipping further, disappearing between her thighs—where no one but me had been allowed. Anne’s head rolled back, exposing the slender column of her throat. A trembling moan escaped her lips, vibrating with need.

Reshma, pressed close against me, watched everything with burning intensity. I barely had time to register her movement before she caught my hand and slipped it beneath her sari, pulling it confidently between her thighs. The heat and wetness I discovered there sent a bolt of desire through me. Her sex was open, yearning, already slick with arousal. Leaning close, her lips brushed my earlobe. “You feel it?” she murmured breathlessly. “I am intoxicated by this beautiful mischief. If you touch me as I wish, I will draw you to climax, and return the delight when the moment arrives.”

My breath hitched as I fumbled with the buttons of my sherwani, eager to be free. She tugged my pantaloons down, and I felt the cool air caress my painfully hard cock as it sprang upright into her expectant hand. Reshma wrapped her slender fingers around me, gently stroking, admiring my pulsing length. “So hard—such promise,” she whispered, her eyes gleaming. “Your manhood is no disappointment. I hope later to introduce it, most intimately, to my yoni. Should we grant each other pleasure like this—now?”

“Yes,” I growled, my voice thick with lust.

She snatched a napkin from the tray and pressed it into my palm. “Let me know when your pleasure nears,” she giggled deliciously, “This sari is exquisite and deserves respect, even if I do not.”

While Anne and Sandeep sank low onto the lush carpet, I let my focus drift helplessly back to them. He carefully eased Anne to the floor and released her, her back arched, knees drawn up, her feet pressing into the pile. Sandeep positioned himself between her trembling thighs, gently guiding them open until she was fully exposed, gloriously vulnerable. In the dappled shadows, I watched his head descend, a slow, reverent arc. There was a pause, the world hushed—and then Anne cried out, her voice ragged: “Oh God…”

My hand moved relentlessly between Reshma’s soaked folds, my fingers now slick and gliding, caught up in the desperate rhythm of Anne’s pleasure. I barely registered Reshma’s urgent grasp on my wrist, her body tensed and shuddering. “Stop—please, stop, or I’ll come too soon,” she gasped, breath hot in my ear.

The night was a tangle of limbs, desire, jealous thrill, and trembling restraint—and it was far from over.

Reshma drew in a few calming breaths, her lips brushing my ear as she murmured—a subtle but unmistakably wounded edge threading through her words—“I want all of you right now. Your focus, your fingers, your full desire. It’s not your wife’s body you’re touching, but mine.” She inhaled again, deeper this time, then continued, her tone wrapped in gentle but unwavering insistence. “I think I’m ready now, if you are. But I want you to move with intent, with the same devotion I’m offering you. We’re aiming for pleasure at the same rhythm as theirs. Do you understand—are we in this together?”

It dawned on me then: the reason my own pleasure had been simmering quietly, never cresting—she was stilling my cock in her grasp, restraining any friction. She wanted to orchestrate this, every movement precisely timed.

In a muffled voice, tinged with sheepishness, I admitted, “Forgive me. I suppose you’re used to watching your husband with other women, but for me, this is uncharted territory.”

Her lips brushed my jaw, her words delivered with a finessed firmness. “You’re forgiven, but it’s a one-time indulgence. You may look, if you must, but remember—it’s my sex you’re pleasuring, not hers.” She was exquisitely serious, yet her adorable sternness almost drew a smile from me.

She sensed it immediately, arching a brow and reprimanding softly, “There’s no laughter in lust—they are entertainments quite different for me. If you can’t re-focus, I’ll simply find a less distractible partner.” Her threat was playful, but her gaze was burning, the glint in her eyes making my already hard cock pulse.

I cupped her delicate face between my hands and pressed my mouth to hers—soft, coaxing, reverent. “You are incredible,” I whispered into her breath.

Something melted in her gaze. She reclaimed my hand, tucking it beneath the silk folds of her sari, then pointed, a desperate urgency in her expression, toward the scene unfolding nearby.

I followed her silent command, my focus intensifying as I again explored the slick heat between her thighs. Across the room, Anne was sprawled on her back, Sandeep still gloriously buried between her legs, worshiping her with his eager mouth. Suddenly, he shifted, long legs stretched in front of him, muscles flexing as he grasped Anne and—effortlessly, astonishingly—lifted her so she straddled his thighs, perched above his potent, upright cock. The strength in that single movement made my own arousal flare anew.

Anne’s face finally came into view, caught in the spell of raw, unchecked hunger. Desire burned so fiercely in her eyes, it was as though she’d become more instinct than woman. She tried to scoot forward, aching for him, but Sandeep stopped her with an upturned palm—halting her, making her ache. Their eyes locked, a silent question asked and denied, until she finally gasped, her voice breaking with need. “Please.”

He’d demanded her submission—and she gave it to him, laid bare and desperate.

Only then did he lower his hands, giving her permission. Anne surged forward, grasping his shaft—her fingers trembling—raising her hips and pressing his swollen head to the drenched lips of her sex. Slowly—achingly slow—she sank down, enveloping him, both of them lost to the blazing heat of that joining.

Anne’s body hovered above him, every muscle taut, her skin flushed as she balanced atop Sandeep’s powerful thighs. Her gaze flickered in my direction for a single, breathless second—her eyes wild, pleading, almost guilty. It was as if she was begging for a reprieve, even as her desire overwhelmed any resistance. Then, surrendering, trembling, she turned away and allowed herself to sink, achingly slow, down onto his waiting, hardened length. The moment was raw and consuming—a visible shudder ran through her as he filled her entirely.

Sandeep stayed utterly still, the curve of his mouth daring, letting her hover on the edge of desperation until she broke, letting loose a low, furious threat, her voice sharp and shaking, “Fuck me, you bastard, or I swear I’ll rip your eyes right out.” I nearly laughed, thinking of her fierce resolve—he would do well to obey, or suffer a lifetime rendered blind by her anger.

From their awkward, knotted embrace he maneuvered, rolling Anne gently to the side so her back met the soft rug, legs splayed wide, his thick cock buried deep, never breaking their electric connection. Now kneeling, he took control—his movements deliberate, slow, wonderfully torturous, as Reshma pressed close against me, our bodies locked in a parallel dance.

With every thrust, his length vanished into that slick, eager entrance, her reddened folds gleaming, parted to welcome the inexorable rhythm of his hips. Each deep, drawn-out stroke left Anne panting, tiny ragged moans spilling from her lips. I could clearly see how her body trembled with every deliberate invasion, how he hesitated at the peak—his shaft glistening with her arousal when he drew back—before plunging smoothly within, deeper each time. The sound of her whimpering rose in tempo as he picked up speed, the muscle in his thighs flexing, thrusts coming faster and shallower, her wetness coating his rigid cock.

Beside me, Reshma wriggled restlessly, her tight grip on my erection now frantic, stroking up and down with increasing urgency, her breath hot and erratic on my cheek. My fingers lost their careful rhythm, and I could feel her losing hers too, each movement jerkier, less controlled, her own climax fast approaching. “Get the cloth ready,” I managed, my whisper hoarse and shaking with anticipation.

Suddenly, Anne’s legs shot around Sandeep’s waist, dragging him even deeper. He gathered her up from the floor, holding her suspended in the air as he drove into her with punishing force, her cries wild, his body trembling. His head fell back, a primal growl tearing from his throat before he paused—a second’s tension—then slammed into her three vicious final times. Anne shrieked, “Jesus,” every muscle arched rigid as a marionette. In that instant, Reshma’s velvet heat convulsed, her body seizing, and I spilled hard into the waiting napkin, her hand catching every last pulse of my release.

For long moments, the only sound was ragged breathing, bodies limp, ruined by pleasure. Sandeep collapsed back, his knees pulled up, hands shielding his face as though spent beyond measure. Anne curled tightly on her side, all defiance gone, eyelids fluttering shut, her body drawn in on itself—utterly, beautifully undone.

Reshma curled herself against me, twisting so that her lithe body lay draped over my lap, her soft cheek nuzzled into the sensitive crook of my neck. I melted back into the plush padding of the chair, my limbs slack and my mind teetering between shock and satiation. Scenes danced behind my eyelids—my Anne, wild with need, reduced to pleading for another man's cock, her craving laid bare for all to see. The memory sent a fresh flush of confusion rushing through me. As I held Reshma close, I could still feel the aftershocks of release, the lingering guilt crawling along my skin. I had sated Sandeep’s wife, my own climax torn from me by Reshma’s frenzied grip, yet my soul felt bruised and raw.

Anne was the first to stir. She pushed herself upright, swept the back of her hand across her still-swollen lips, her eyes flicking first over me and Reshma—entwined and tangled—then down to her own spent lover on the floor. Sandeep hid his face, fingers pressed so tightly against his brow it looked as though he wanted to vanish.

But the tension fractured. Anne cleared her throat delicately as she turned, reaching out with a single finger and tapping Sandeep’s chest, drawing him back from wherever he’d retreated. He dropped his hands, his expression tight, searching hers for reassurance.

“Thank you, Sandeep. That was… extremely pleasurable,” she said, her voice low and husky, offering her hand in a gesture that tried for grace but trembled with awkward intimacy. He frowned very slightly, not understanding the cue, so she faltered, withdrawing her hand with a wry, bashful smile. “Forgive me, I forget—you aren’t English.”

Sitting up, he looked almost panicked. His accent thickened, voice nervous. “Please, dearest lady, I do not understand.”

She gave a little laugh, her cheeks glowing. “It’s just… well, in England, it’s tradition to shake hands after you’ve slept with someone for the first time. Some old, silly custom—I forget you wouldn't know.”

His face lit up with sudden comprehension, and he reached out eagerly, the tension dissolving. “Ah, madam, my most humble apologies! Please, allow me to show respect in the proper English way.” This time, she offered her hand, and together they pumped their clasped hands up and down with almost childlike solemnity, the gesture made outrageous by its formal exaggeration.

I bit back a laugh, covering my mouth as Reshma’s eyes sparkled with curiosity. Anne, official business concluded, shot to her feet and strode toward me with unmistakable possessiveness. Her gaze locked onto Reshma as she jabbed her thumb. “Move, darling—I need my husband.”

With a swift, playful hop, Reshma slid from my lap, her bare skin brushing my thighs one last time. Anne wasted no time, wriggling eagerly onto me, settling herself with her full weight. Her mouth crashed onto mine, her lips as hungry as before. When she pulled away, she lingered, her breath mingling with mine, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw. Her eyes were wide with anxious longing.

“Tell me how you feel,” she whispered, her voice trembling with concern.

I met her gaze, letting my pain flicker through. “How do you think I feel, seeing my wife taken by a stranger right in front of me?”

She gripped me tight, her words pleading, “Don’t say that—please. It’s not what you think. I need to know you’re alright. And it wasn’t forced. I wanted it—every second.”

“Oh, well that’s beautifully reassuring.” My voice cracked, torn between anger and disbelief. “Next you’ll confess you actually enjoyed it.”

She pulled back, her eyes alight with playful defiance, and raised her small, clenched fist just inches from my face. “If you don’t get serious right now, I swear I’ll punch you square on the nose.” Her voice quivered with both laughter and that urgent, intimate need for reassurance. “Please, tell me—because I need to hear it from you.”

But then her gaze drifted down to the crumpled napkin still clutched helplessly in my hand. There was a pause—a flicker of realization—and she looked up at me once more as her worry dissolved into wry amusement. “Actually, on second thought, you don’t have to say a word. I think I can work out precisely how you’re feeling. You must be just a bit exhausted, after getting yourself off while your wife was busy getting mercilessly ravished in front of your eyes.”

I spluttered, trying to defend myself. “That’s where you’re completely wrong,” I countered, wrapping my fingers tighter around the napkin, half-shamed, half-amused. “I didn’t wank at all. Reshma... well, she completely took advantage of me. I tried to stop her—honestly—but she was relentless. Too strong.”

She straightened her spine, arching away from me, her lips curling in mock outrage. “And I trusted you,” she scolded, feigning indignation. “Leave you unsupervised for one moment and you’re already unfaithful. Typical man—a cheating bastard at heart.” Her words were sharp, but her eyes softened, glimmering with gleeful mischief.

Without warning, she drew me in again, her arms clutching around my neck, her voice dipping low, thick with desire and delight. “But oh, it really made you come, didn’t it?” Her whisper tickled hot against my ear, and the admission sent a familiar ache surging through me. “I feel so much better now. And yes—I loved it. It thrilled me, because it was wrong, because it was forbidden—because you were watching. I felt safe with you right there, even as I surrendered myself. Tell me, love—tell me exactly what you felt while it was happening.”

The memory blazed within me; my arousal, jealousy, and excitement tangled into one dizzy, overwhelming haze. “It was surreal,” I admitted, my voice barely above a breath. “It almost felt like I was just... watching some fantasy play out on a screen. The hottest part was seeing you lose yourself—your eyes gone wild. All those times we’ve played our little scenes, you’d always pretend, but tonight... when you looked at me, just before he entered you, your face was possessed—utterly helpless. I couldn’t help it. Even with the jealousy, I just... exploded. I’ve never felt so completely exposed—such a raw, voyeuristic thrill. Do you understand that at all?”

She pressed into me, her hand running down to where the napkin betrayed me, her voice soft. “For me, it was part the pure physical pleasure, and part the rush of knowing I was turning you on—knowing you were watching, secretly stroking yourself for me. All our fantasies—every single illicit stranger I take in my imagination—it’s always with you watching, hidden. Seeing you lose control because of me? It just makes it all right. I never feel guilty afterwards.” Her glance flicked deliberately to the napkin in my lap, breathing the truth between us. “Just as you do now.”

She traced my jaw with her fingertips, her words suddenly pensive. “What will I feel when you take Reshma? Will I ache with jealousy, or will it excite me more? I want to be with you tonight—to feel your body, your warmth. I don’t care if we all share a bed—I need to stay close to you. I don’t want to be alone with him. Do you think they’ll understand that?”

As she murmured, I saw Reshma and Sandeep sprawled on the floor across the room, whispering together in their melodic language—so intent no one could have overheard, but not caring to hide. We rose together, holding hands, our bodies still humming from the storm of emotions. The movement caught Sandeep’s attention; he sprang upright, voice booming in his charmingly formal accent, “Come! The labors of pleasure have left us sullied. Now is the time for everyone to be made clean.”

We all meandered back into the bathroom together, stripping down unhurriedly, breaths shallow with anticipation—it was as if the previous hours had tattooed our skin with illicit energy. Anne and I exchanged a knowing glance, both hesitating, not quite certain who was meant to take the lead in this shared ritual of afterglow. But then, with a teasing smile softening her lips, Reshma stepped deliberately under a cascade of hot water. Steam began to curl, embracing her body, turning droplets into diamond points on her smooth skin. She opened her arms wide, inviting me with her gaze—intimate, magnetic, irresistible.

Curiosity flickered inside me, compelling me to glance over at Sandeep, half expecting him to mirror Reshma’s clever seduction. Instead, he stood with a small towel carefully draped across his palms, holding it aloft toward Anne, as if presenting her with an odd, secret offering.

Anne cocked her eyebrow, her voice tinged with skepticism as she asked, “What are you doing with that?”

His gaze was earnest but laced with mischief. “When a maiden cleanses her lover, she must preserve her gentleness. This is so her innocence is not troubled by her lover’s nakedness. Allow me to cover your eyes.”

She stared at him, incredulous. “You’re joking, right? Ten minutes ago, you had me on my hands and knees—and now I’m not allowed to look?”

His face fell, disappointment coloring his words. “It is but an old custom, meant only to delight and honor a maiden’s virtue. I will not force anything. We can always simply tend to ourselves.”

Anne gave a little exhale, somewhere between a scoff and a surrender. “Alright, fine,” she muttered, her glance sweeping over me—shoulders rising in a ‘what can you do?’ gesture. She acquiesced, letting him gently drape the towel over her eyes, surrendering the world to darkness. Next, he slipped woolly mittens over her delicate fingers, tipping sweetly scented gel onto their surface and guiding her under the steady jet. Her hands, now sightless, reached for him, moving tentatively across his chest. Sandeep played coy, retreating just inches from her reach, forcing her to circle blindly—mittens sliding over warm skin, then empty air, teasing both of their nerves into playful tension.

I couldn’t help but glance at Reshma—her eyes were dark with delight, her fingers half-veiling her mouth to hide her laughter. I leaned in, lips grazing her ear with hushed curiosity, “You told him?” She answered only with a tiny nod—and that swirl of secrecy made my blood beat hard and hungry.

I turned my gaze back to Anne—still groping, mittens outstretched, lips pursed with growing frustration while Sandeep eluded her touch. The sight was both comic and erotic, maddening in its tension. Finally, Anne yanked off the towel, exasperation etched across her face. “Honestly, this is ridiculous. Stand still if you want me to touch you.”

Sandeep responded, his tone mild, teasing. “And is it any more ridiculous than shaking hands after first sex?”

The words hit her, and realization dawned slowly across her face—a sly smile blooming. She slipped off first one mitten, then the other, eyes glinting dangerously. For a heartbeat I worried this might ignite a different sort of fire, but then she laughed, slinking her arms around his neck and pressing her lips lightly to his. “Alright, you win. One apiece. Shall we make it best out of three?” Her flirtatious challenge hung in the air, the room thick with steam, heat, and unspent thrill.

“No more games—we shouldn’t squander our precious moments together. Clean me up, darling,” Sandeep insisted, his voice thick with promise, “and then let’s get deliciously hot and tangled all over again.”

I exchanged a sidelong glance with Anne, both of us curious and slightly apprehensive about just what Sandeep had in mind. His next move caught us off guard—and left us utterly exposed. Neither of us had ever ventured into a sauna before; the reality of it felt like an initiation into some secret, ancient rite. The instant I stepped inside, oppressive heat wrapped around me, steamy and relentless. I’d heard rumors about sweating out impurities, but the only toxin I could feel fleeing my body was the nerve to withstand such intensity. Later I heard people sometimes die peaking in a sauna’s passion—a dangerous thrill that made my pulse stutter.

The chamber was generously sized, a wooden box large enough to seat four naked souls and wrap them in shimmering, liquid air. Without towels as protection, sitting bare on those slats should have been torture, but Reshma and Sandeep looked entirely at ease: bronze and honeyed skin shining, their bodies adapting like the sauna was their domain. Across from the men, Anne and I perched gingerly, beads of sweat dripping down our backs and pooling between thighs. Within minutes, I felt my whole body leaking, as if my core would melt away faster than any embarrassment.

Anne was flushed and glistening, sweat soaking her pale hair until it clung to her shoulders in limp curls. She seemed to be quietly suffering, while Reshma stood out, luminous and untouched by the stifling air, her brown skin slick with glimmer and vitality. She perched directly opposite me, knees only inches apart, her gaze deliciously sly.

Without a trace of shame, Reshma lifted both bare feet and drew them towards me. The sight made my breath falter—the press of her toes against my cock, at first delicate, then firmer, toes molding around sensitive flesh. I shuddered at the sensation of her warm soles sliding along my shaft, the strange newness of it. For a heartbeat I doubted I could respond, lost in this strange inferno, but Reshma’s teasing movement coaxed me back to life, desire pulsing stubbornly beneath the sweltering air.

Beside me, Sandeep was similarly bold, languidly stretching out one leg towards Anne. His toes grazed between her glistening thighs, stroking her folds with a gentle insistence that made Anne roll her eyes, too heat-dazed for seduction.

“You’re wasting your time,” she managed, her voice low and rough. “There’s no feeling left. The inside of my pussy’s been cauterized—I think I’m numb to everything.” Even so, her body arched slightly under Sandeep’s touch, sweat cascading between the tender swells of her breasts, dampening her pubic curls to a shimmering dew.

A moment later, Anne rose abruptly, unsteady on her feet, just a vision of glistening heat and exasperation. “I’m dying. I need out—I’ll be in the kitchen, ass-first inside the refrigerator if you need me.”

Under Reshma’s sultry teasing, my cock made a valiant effort against the oppressive steam, straining upwards, hungry for her—until the air burned my lungs and my own limits forced surrender. “Any other time,” I gasped, swaying with weakness, “your yoni might be made for this heat, but my linga isn’t cooperating. I’m about to pass out.”

I staggered out, desperate for relief, joining Anne under the blessedly cold jets of the shower. Soon Sandeep and Reshma emerged too, satisfied and unruffled by the ordeal, exchanging looks that hinted at private victory.

Sandeep let out a throaty laugh. “So, where is this bulldog spirit, my English friends? The famed stiff upper lip—apparently, it doesn’t extend to all other parts.” I had no answer; only steam and longing left to speak for me.

The evening crept in quietly, shadows pooling along the hallway as anticipation began to hum in my veins. I found myself wondering, not without a little thrill, how tonight would unfold; who would nestle beside whom when the lights finally dimmed. That unspoken question was answered with poised elegance by our gracious hosts. Once showers had rinsed away the last traces of our shared heat, Sandeep guided us through the softly lit corridor, his hand firm and steady on the door handle. When he opened the bedroom, his voice was warm velvet: “Please, rest deeply and let your bodies renew themselves. We want nothing more than for you to greet what tomorrow brings with fresh spirits and appetites.” His handshake held a lingering promise as his lips brushed Anne’s cheek; Reshma’s embrace glimmered with a feminine softness as she kissed us both, a gentle benediction for the night.

Then, just like that, we were alone—wrapped in polite, intimate solitude. I shut the door behind us and immediately noticed the careful preparations that awaited: our clothing, now clean and crisply pressed, was arranged with a precision that felt almost reverent. The bathroom beckoned with every essential—soaps and brushes in their places—all of it a pointed reminder of the hospitality we’d stumbled into, and the decadence of being so attentively looked after.

---

A light tap drew me from sleep, feather-soft yet insistent. Seven o’clock. The door eased open to reveal the petite Indian girl, gliding in with graceful obedience, a tray in her careful hands. Steam curled from the silver teapot and the delicate cups rattled quietly as she set them before us at the bedside. I managed a thanks, groggy but grateful, watching her slender frame incline in that pretty bow—palms pressed devoutly together, eyes lowered in deference as she retreated, closing us in with the fragrant morning air.

Anne and I stayed beneath the covers a moment longer, the warmth between us delicious, sipping at our tea in contemplative silence. The anticipation, sweet and insistent, churned in my gut—what new pleasures would today entice from us? The promise shimmered between us, unspoken. We slid from bed, showered together, letting the water awaken us—each caress hinting at mischief, but purposefully restrained—and chose fresh, casual clothes before making our way to breakfast.

Our hosts were already waiting, radiant and expectant, their smiles a sunrise in the chic dining room. Sandeep’s handshake lingered, the memory of his strong grip pulsing in my palm, while Reshma’s kisses, soft as whispered secrets, pressed upon my cheek. The table gleamed with an inviting spread; Sandeep gestured grandly. “We’re serving Idli Sambar today. Please, you may join us—or, if you prefer, our chef can tempt you with omelets. He is unrivalled in their making.” The spicy aroma wafted up, nudging my senses awake, and we accepted—choosing the unfamiliar, wanting to taste their world.

The meal—pillowy white cakes, delicate, subtly sour, paired with an impossibly vibrant chutney—set my mouth tingling and my body tingling a little more. The textures and heat mingled with a growing tension, each swallow waking another memory of the night before.

When plates were empty and hunger sated, Reshma regarded us with that mischievous gleam. “Do you exercise in the mornings?” she asked, her voice laced with suggestion.

I grinned, replying dryly, “If the occasional sprint for the departing train counts, then yes—but otherwise, no. Anne and I cling to one quaint old English ritual: actual work. Maybe you’ve heard of it?” Laughter bubbled around the table—warm, genuine, binding us together.

Sandeep lifted his hands, smiling in apology. “Forgive my wife’s confusing question. She refers only to weekend mornings. Please, believe me, I am not an idle man. I labor diligently in the family business—Indian tradition, and my father demands it. Our comfort is hard-won, not simply given.” He turned to Reshma, his eyes fond. “And my wife, when she isn’t overseeing our household with her clever hands, lends her expertise to ladies’ fashion. Do you not think we are perfectly matched?” He lowered his voice, a faint flush rising in his cheeks. “Our meeting felt accidental, but our families orchestrated it with care. That is our way. Arranged marriages may seem curious to the English, but believe me, our parents always know best.”

The intrigue in his words lingered like a caress—already, the morning felt ripe with possibility, every moment woven tighter into this intoxicating tapestry of tradition, intimacy, and expectation.

Arguing the finer points of arranged marriages seemed unnecessary—my own parents had been oblivious to my adolescent liaisons, as oblivious as if I’d been fucking the girl next door on the living room carpet and they still wouldn’t have known. It was a striking contrast, their innocence versus these open, unapologetic pleasures.

After breakfast, conversation slipped easily into a lazy rhythm, eventually giving way to the lure of the well-appointed bathroom upstairs. I felt a curious flutter of anticipation flicker through me as my gaze lingered, a little apprehensively, on the gleaming front of the sauna. Sandeep caught my look and laughed, shaking his head, his geniality putting me at ease as we began to undress. There was no awkwardness anymore; we’d spent more time tangled in nudity since we’d arrived than we had clothed—an intimacy that had become deliciously natural.

The exercise machines were waiting, all sleek lines and inviting curves. Anne and Reshma each claimed a bike—a battle of rhythm and stamina set in motion. The whir of the peddles filled the air, Anne’s cheeks already flushed as she tried valiantly to keep pace with Reshma’s untiring, almost ruthless cadence. After just a few minutes, Anne was flagging, her efforts shifting from determined to leisurely—the picture of a languorous countryside ride under a forgiving sun, while Reshma spun away beside her, an embodiment of focused frenzy.

Sandeep gravitated to the weights, the muscles of his arms flexing with smooth confidence as he began to test their limits. I lounged on the edge of a bench, legs lightly swinging—content just to watch, to feel my own energy measured in heartbeats. Sandeep eventually pushed himself, lifting a barbell overhead with effortless strength that sent a flicker of excitement coursing down my spine. When the fatigue crept into my calves, I let them still and simply indulged in the scene around me.

Reshma was mesmerizing, her skin—soft and the color of the finest coffee—now beaded with a glimmering dew that highlighted every splendid curve of her body. The room had become a humid cocoon, Anne gasping, strands of sweat sliding down the bridge of her nose, standing up on the pedals as she struggled admirably, her pace a cruel parody next to Reshma’s relentless speed.

I watched as exhaustion finally claimed Anne; she surrendered, pausing, then cautiously stretched her left foot down in tentative search of the floor’s sanctuary. For a moment, she wavered, and then her resistance simply crumbled—her legs folding beneath her, her body collapsing to the floor in a spectacular, almost slow-motion sprawl. For a heartbeat she lay there, vulnerable, utterly spent, before determinedly crawling on all fours to the safety of a nearby bench.

The three of us—caught between concern and a certain wicked amusement—watched as Anne arched her back and called upon sheer will, her arms clawing over the bench, lifting herself upward in an effort that was nothing less than heroic. But approaching from the wrong angle betrayed her, and she ended up sprawled sideways, her torso and head draped off one end, her exquisite legs dangling off the other—an erotic, haphazard display that made my breath catch.

Sandeep and I moved quickly to her, arranging her properly along the bench, smoothing her hair from her brow as she managed a drowsy, grateful nod.

Sandeep offered the dangling weights to me—his silent encouragement—but I just gestured toward my aching back. He gave an understanding smile, eyes full of warmth, slipping into a robe with elegant ease. “If you’ll excuse me, I have some meetings to tend. Leisure or not, the business must be tamed before it runs wild.” His words lingered in the air, charged with possibility, as we watched him disappear—anticipation simmering in the quiet he left behind.

The three of us lingered, the air thick with the lingering heat of exertion and something far more electric. Reshma brought her furious pedaling to a halt, her breathing settling into a slow, languid rhythm. She directed her gaze toward Anne, still sprawled awkwardly on the bench, and with a tilt of her head—half bemused, half imperious—chided, “For a people who invented sport, you, darling, are a disappointing tribute. You owe it to your country to practice—permanently, I insist.”

Anne only nodded, her lips stubbornly tight, though her eyes flashed a silent, mutinous “Bugger off, I’m perfectly happy being a wreck.” There was something so deliciously rebellious in that look, so raw, that I could taste the defiance in the air.

Without further preamble, Reshma turned her smouldering attention to me. “Now, you,” she declared, her accent curling around every word, “deserve my expertise. I promise you pleasures so vivid neither of us will forget. Prepare yourself.” Her smile was pure wickedness, bright and hungry.

Anne managed to prop herself up, curiosity mingling with skepticism in those pale blue eyes, watching us with open interest. Guilt flickered through me. Should I stop, ask, 'What about Anne?' But then, with a surge of mischief—and memory of Sandeep so brazenly fucking Anne in front of me—I tossed the notion aside. Let the moment swallow me. She’s lost her right to objection.

Reshma, ever perceptive and sharp, caught the play of hesitation across my face. “It’s only fair, no?” she teased, her lips parted in a feline smile. “Your English say, what is good for gooses is good for ganders.” The touch of pride in her voice was almost as inviting as her body.

Effortlessly, she fished sleek bottles from beneath the bench and guided me onto my stomach. The first splash of sensuous oil kissed my skin, warm and fragrant, before her powerful hands followed—her palms sliding, gliding, pressing into me. Her technique was masterful, part tender caress, part hungry knead, unravelling every knot until my bones seemed to dissolve.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could sense Anne: legs folded, propped up on her elbow, her palm cradling her head. She was transfixed, studying every movement between us, her gaze a physical thing, dark and unblinking. Her scrutiny sent a prickling thrill over my skin—could I surrender to this knowing she watched so intently? Somehow, her presence only heightened my anticipation.

Reshma coaxed me onto my back, smoothly straddling the bench above my head. Her fingers painted my chest with oil, slow and deliberate, and as she bent, her breasts—a little damp, slick with the sweet tang of sweat—pressed insistently into my face. I inhaled, greedy, the honesty of her scent driving me wild.

She wanted more; she craved closeness. In a seamless movement, she climbed astride the bench, spreading her knees so that my head was caught between her thighs. Dark curls of pubic hair brushed my brow as her heat settled just above my mouth—close enough to taste her skin, to sense her pulse.

Unable to resist, I let my tongue dart out, grazing the edge of her, tasting the salt of exercise and arousal. Instantly, my cock pulsed to full attention, straining for more.

A playful slap landed on my hip, not hard, but enough to make me ache for her approval. “Behave, you wicked thing,” she scolded, her tone full of teasing threat. “This is a massage to soften your muscles—not steel you for battle. Am I wasting my effort?”

She knew—oh, she must have known—that her touch would never go to waste with me.

Reshma and I found ourselves entwined, bodies aligned and mouths hungrily seeking each other in a fevered, mutual hunger. Her thighs enveloped my head, her scent heavy—intoxicating—and I delved into her, tongue lapping inside her slick, desperate folds. Her arousal was torrential, juices smearing across my face, thick and salty-sweet. My cock throbbed beneath her, iron-hard, offered unabashedly as she devoured me in return—her lips enveloping my swollen length, her tongue swirling with greedy determination.

When I paused, only briefly, she squirmed above me, hips restless, need radiating from every shudder. The harder I licked, the more her hips undulated, surrendering utterly to sensation. She was relentless, grinding down, her wetness generously coating my cheeks, her pussy gliding wantonly against me—insistent, unrestrained. Her moans grew animal, primal, echoing around the bench, until suddenly she reared upright, straddling my body, wild-eyed and untamed.

Her gaze was fierce, lips parted with the ragged edge of need, breasts heaving as she seized my slick cock and plunged down in a single, breathtaking thrust. Skin collided in a thunderclap, her pussy swallowing me to the hilt, pulsing with heat as she started to ride me, hips forceful, raw with urgency. She fucked me with abandon, using my body as if nothing else mattered.

Then, voice low and ragged, she growled, “Force me.” I hesitated, confused by her demand. Without warning, her palm flashed out, a sharp sting smacking my cheek. My world reeled, lust and shock mingling. “I said force me,” she snarled again, striking me harder, eyes burning with challenge.

Something primal snapped. Fury and lust mixed inside me—I gripped her waist, strong and unyielding, then pivoted, rolling her hard beneath me. The impact drove the air from her longing lips in a desperate gasp. I pinned her arms high above her head, flattening her to the bench—my weight, my possession. I rammed into her, urgent and ruthless, each thrust shuddering through both our bodies. Her cries became feverish, wordless declarations of pleasure—her legs vice-tightened around me, squeezing so mercilessly I could scarcely breathe.

Her fingers clawed my back, her cries sharpened to shrieks as my climax overwhelmed me—hot, explosive, pouring deep inside her. Still, I kept her arms trapped, relentless, as her body bucked and thrashed beneath me, hips colliding with mine, pleasure drawn out to its last trembling peak.

Her orgasm battered her, pelvis slamming up, thighs clamping my ribcage, shaking with an intensity that sent tremors through me. I feared I might break, but slowly—reluctantly—her grip eased and we both surrendered, spent and shaking.

Her breath came in ragged sighs as she draped her arms around my neck, eyes fluttering open and drunk with satisfaction. “So, I have at last known what it is to be truly fucked by an Englishman," she purred softly, stroking reverently along my jaw. "You are a tiger, Sir. Untamable.”

Awareness returned, and I glanced sideways, meeting Anne’s wide eyes. Her lips parted in silent awe, astonishment etched across her beautiful, open face. Whatever thoughts tangled behind her gaze, I couldn’t say.

Reshma, utterly unashamed, called out with a wicked grin, “Your husband is extraordinarily passionate.”

Anne’s tone dripped with awe and a touch of mischief, her lips curling around each word as she replied, “Is that so? Thank you ever so much for the feedback. I’ll be sure to keep that in mind—should I ever crave the kind of madness you’ve just described.” She flicked a side glance at Reshma, then back at me, her playful smirk hinting at something delightfully indecent. “Hopefully you haven’t broken him, darling.”

Laughter bubbled up in my chest, shaking off any lingering tension. I sauntered over to her, my body still thrumming with the aftershocks of passion, and pressed a gentle kiss to the crown of her head. Anne’s gaze met mine, thoughtful and almost appraising, as if she were uncovering an entirely new man standing before her. There was a soft, regretful sigh in her admission, “You know, you’ve never taken me quite like that.”

Her words hung in the air, thick with suggestion. I hesitated, caught off guard, then mustered a grin. “Well, love, you’ve never tried to wrestle me mid-coitus. This time I had to defend myself—like any good soldier would.”

Soon, the three of us found ourselves rinsed and restored beneath the hot, cleansing spray of the shower. Then, with Reshma’s sudden enthusiasm sparking the air, she declared, “Come on, Anne—let’s indulge in a little shopping. We’ll have our pleasure, and Kevin can find his own amusements until we return.”

Anne shot her a dubious look, brow arched in surprise, “Shopping on a Sunday? That’s not even legal, is it?”

A sly smile played on Reshma’s lips, the secretive kind that promised untold possibilities. “Perhaps not under the stiff English law,” she purred, “but we’ll be visiting Indian shops, and they follow their own ways. Our shops never close.” Her eyes glinted with conspiratorial fun. “Besides, the patrolling policemen on Sundays here are also Indian. A little gratitude, and the doors open, prices become ‘special,’ and what looks locked is anything but. You’ll see for yourself.”

Turning to me with a flourish, she declared, “My home is yours, Kevin. Sandeep will be back soon.”

The two women disappeared down the hallway, their laughter and animated chatter echoing behind them, infusing the morning with warmth and the promise of more adventure. I was left with a vague sense of letdown, a hollow ache that ownership of my recent pleasure couldn’t quite fill. Still, it was only half past eleven on a slow-burning Sunday. I refused to slip into self-pity after such an intensely satisfying romp, so I wandered down the wide, gleaming staircase, letting my body sink into the opulence of the house.

The living room was expansive, tastefully appointed—and suddenly, almost mournfully empty in the wake of passion and laughter. I wondered about the hidden spaces behind closed doors, perhaps where the staff went about their business with secret discretion. Resisting the urge to snoop, I let myself collapse onto the deep, plush couch, stretching long limbs along its length, fighting off a gentle wave of somnolence.

A good twenty minutes must have slipped by before I sensed a shift in the room. Turning toward the entrance, I spotted her: the dainty Indian girl, poised precisely in the doorway, as still as a painted figure. As soon as I looked up, she pressed her palms together in an irresistible, delicate gesture—a graceful bow that made something stir low in my belly. She wore a sky-blue smock, sleeveless and falling just above shapely knees, her feet perfectly bare against the polished floor.

“Hello,” I said, voice warm but a little rough from the remnants of lust.

She returned my greeting with a sweet, shy smile. “Hello, Sir,” she answered, her voice threading through the air like the softest silk, so intimate it brushed my skin.

Then, with an elegant composure, she continued, “Is there anything you desire, Sir? I have been told it is my duty to fulfill any wish you may have while you are guest here. It is very important that I please you.”

I thought for a heartbeat: perhaps coffee, maybe something stronger, even food—but nothing matched the sudden intensity between us. Finally, I settled on, “No, thank you, I’m well. But tell me, what’s your name?”

“My name is Mina,” she murmured, her gaze lingering on me, shimmering with something dangerous and sweet. “It means love—and desire. Would you welcome pleasure, Sir?”

My mind reeled, uncertain, heartbeat stuttering. “Pleasure? Mina, I’m not sure I understand what you mean…”

A spark danced in her eyes as she closed the distance between us, her eagerness electrifying the space. “Let me show you, Sir.”

With a fluid, deliberate motion, she reached behind her neck, delicate fingers unfastening the clasp. The blue smock yielded to gravity, whispering down her body in a silken cascade, pooling in a silent puddle at her feet. Mina stepped free of it, gloriously naked, unapologetically bare. Her figure was all tempting curves and sweet subtlety—supple and petite, with small, perfect breasts tipped with dark, taut nipples that stood at attention for me. A scarlet gem sparkled at her navel, glinting hypnotically above the wild, untouched softness of her sex. She was stunning; vulnerable and bold, an invitation I could taste in the air.

Sudden alarm seized me; adrenaline pricked my skin. I shot upright, tension ricocheting through my body. “What the hell are you doing?” My shout was unsteady, my panic exposed.

But Mina advanced, the silence of the room charged with her intent. I tried to squirm backwards off the sofa, scrambling and clumsy, but she captured my legs and tugged me down with unexpected strength. My robe fell open as my balance faltered—my cock, entirely on display. I fumbled for the robe, desperate to cover myself, but she was too close, too quick, climbing over me, limbs wrapping with surprising deftness around my protesting body.

I pushed at her shoulders, trying to hold her at bay, but her touch was relentless. She seized my cock with one hand, her voice thick with pleading urgency. “Please, Sir. Allow me to give you pleasure. My duty is to stimulate you—if I fail, I will suffer punishment.”

I caught her wrist, my pulse thrumming, trying to will sense and calm into my voice. “Mina, listen. You don’t understand. If my wife catches you… what you’re about to do to me would be nothing compared to what she’d do to my cock—with a jagged piece of glass. And besides, your mistress… she had her way with me no more than an hour ago. You’re wasting your time.” My words tumbled out in a rush—pleading, desperate. “I don’t want you to feel as though you’ve failed, but please, let go of my cock.”

But Mina shook her head with unwavering resolve. “I’m so sorry, Sir, but I must complete my task.” She pressed me sideways on the sprawling couch, her palms insistent against my shoulders. The long sofa cradled my half-prone body as she deftly lifted my legs fully onto the cushions. In a fluid, fearless movement, she mounted me—knees planted firmly, thighs caging my chest in a grip of seductively inexorable strength. She turned, positioning herself above me, and then lowered herself until her warm, silky sex was pressed to my lips.

My panic reached a fevered pitch but my hands, finding her slender hips and the roundness of her ass, trembled with involuntary excitement. Her scent overwhelmed me—musky, intoxicating, impossibly female. I tried to resist, tried to lift her off, but she held me tight, crushing my attempts with sheer determination. As her hot, inviting lips closed over my soft cock, her agile tongue swirled, coaxing and awakening something primal within me. Against my will, I felt myself thicken, hardening with every deft flick and lick, caught between alarm and the fiercely delicious taste of her cunt on my tongue.

My attempts to push her off grew feebler as her warmth dominated me; her slick, molten folds pressed hungrily against my mouth, flooding me with her arousal. My cock, once tentative and uncertain, now pulsed with undeniable hard heat as the last shreds of resistance unraveled inside me.

She rode my face with desperate, jerky urgency, her hips restless and greedy. I was lost in a whirlwind of sensation—the taste of her, heady and intoxicating, the subtle trembling of her thighs bracketing my head, and the faintest pulse of her heartbeat against my tongue. Even with her mouth wrapped around my thickening length, small needy sounds crept out, high-pitched whimpers of abandon.

My mind churned with guilt and confusion. If this wild encounter happened unseen, was it truly cheating? The weight of that question fell away as lust claimed me, overpowering caution with feverish need.

Her cunt was deliciously wet, begging for more, and so I gave in and plunged my tongue deep inside, thrusting and swirling, savoring every quiver of her body above me. She stilled, moaning, her fevered movements yielding to my attentions. One hand encircled my now-rigid cock, stroking purposefully, making me throb, her forehead pressing hot and damp to my thigh.

Suddenly, she pulled away, rising from my face, spinning around. Those wide, dark eyes burned with carnal hunger, her breath coming fast, lips parted with unspoken need. She wasted no time—she poised above me, then sank down onto my cock with desperate force, burying me completely inside her slick heat.

Her rhythm came wild and frantic. She pounded herself onto me, hard and relentless, until my cock slipped out, making her whimper with impatient petulance before she grabbed hold and thrust me back in. All I could do was surrender, watching in awe as this beautiful, wicked creature used my body to chase her pleasure.

Her cries grew shrill, piercing the air, raw and unrestrained as her climax built. I felt her gripping tight, her head tossed back in abandon, torso spasming in waves of violent ecstasy. She looked exquisite in her release—face contorted in pleasure so intense it bordered on anguish, body wracked with thrill after thrill as she convulsed atop me.

When her orgasm finally ebbed, her gasps softened and she moved her hips in slow, luscious rolls, prolonging our union. Her breathing slowed. Shyness flitted across her features, a blush coloring her cheeks as her sparkling gaze met mine. She giggled, eyes alight with mischief. “I’ve never known such breathtaking excitement. Stay hard for me—let me take what I want from you, just a little longer.”

This time, her hips moved with an unhurried confidence, each roll deliberate and achingly slow, drawing out every drop of sensation. She leaned in close, her breath hot against my cheek, her gaze luminous with desire and mischief. My hands slipped behind, cupping the lush curves of her ass, fingers feathering over her secret star. When I traced her tightened rim and gently pressed one finger inside, she instinctively pressed back, brazen and hungry. The heat of her need, the way her body welcomed my every touch, only made me harder.

Her voice was a trembling whisper, her accent lilting as she spoke into my ear, “Sir, your beautiful, hard manhood is the most exquisite fullness. I could chase this feeling—this fire—again and again, but may I have the selfish pleasure of savoring you, just a little longer?”

“Of course. Stay as long as you want. I want you to enjoy this as much as I am,” I told her, my voice hoarse with pleasure.

Her breaths grew more ragged, each sigh against my skin more urgent, until she pleaded softly, “Will you honor me with a real kiss? Men take us, use us, but a kiss—it means so much. Especially for girls like me.” She searched my eyes, and my heart clenched at her vulnerability. I drew her closer, pressing my lips to hers, tasting her hunger, her longing, her need for true affection amid this wild intimacy. She answered with a tidal heat, responding hungrily, letting her tongue seek mine as her hips undulated over my body.

The friction between us was exquisite, her body tense with anticipation. I could feel her fever building. Suddenly, she arched and whispered, “Now, please, now—” her voice nearly breaking with the intensity. My finger was still nestled inside her, the tip just barely inside her tight warmth, and when her climax ripped through her, her body clamped around both me and my finger, shuddering with the force of her release. As the waves crashed through her, she smothered my face with desperate, fluttering kisses, each one tasting of gratitude and electric joy.

Eventually she melted against me, her skin slick and heated, breath slowing. I traced gentle circles up and down her spine, letting her rest—content, sated. We lay tangled together in comfortable quiet until she murmured, “Miss Anne is a lucky woman.”

I chuckled, “Because my cock doesn’t quit?”

She smiled, dreamy, her lips brushing my jaw. “No. Because you’re a good man. Easy to love.”

Her words landed heavier than I’d expected. “But am I? I just betrayed her—and I can’t pretend I don’t feel guilty.”

She propped herself up, studying me with eyes dark and wise. “You fought temptation, didn’t you? Was it out of love or fear—I’ll never know. And it doesn’t matter now, does it? What’s done is done. Come, let me wash your body. The others will be home before long.”

Twenty minutes later, I was clean, swaddled in a fresh robe, slouched in an armchair with an air of practiced innocence. Mina had washed me gently, almost reverently, her touch soft and thorough. She laughed off my offer to return the favor, and as I left the bathroom, I caught a glimpse of her slipping something from her glistening folds. A diaphragm, perhaps? She hadn’t given me time for a condom, so her confidence in safety was either calculated—or hopeful.

The silence didn’t last. Not fifteen minutes after, Anne and Reshma burst into the room, voices buoyant with excitement, arms laden with shopping bags that rustled like secret promises. The sight of their winsome smiles made my heart skip and my bank balance ache.

Anne dropped her loot and collapsed by my side, giddy and breathless. “Oh my GOD, you wouldn’t believe the bargains. I think I’ve overhauled my whole wardrobe! I saved a fortune.”

Wariness edged my voice: “How much did you actually spend?”

She dismissed my concern with a wave. “That’s not the point. If I’d bought all this at home, it would’ve cost me everything.”

I shot her a look. “And how many times did you whip out that cheque card? You had barely any cash.”

She grinned, sly and satisfied. “Cheque card? Please. Reshma was my cheque card today. I just wrote the cheques.”

Thunder rumbled in the distance, a dark warning rolling through the heavy air, matching the growing sense of dread inside me. I tried again, forcing my voice to sound light even though anxiety twisted in my belly. "Seriously, Anne, how much did you spend out there? Is our mortgage in danger? Should I be bracing myself for a call from the bank?"

Anne tossed her hair back, exasperation etched on her face as she turned to Reshma with a droll sigh. “Do you see what utter nonsense I endure? I go out of my way saving loads—honestly, hundreds less than I'd spend at home!—yet my loving idiot of a man can’t see past the ledger. He just doesn’t get it.” She skewered me with a look, her lips curving in a faux-sweet smile as she admonished, "I'm finished discussing it. You're hopeless. Tell me, darling, what exactly have you done with yourself while we've been gone?"

Heat prickled along my spine, and my buttocks clenched involuntarily. I tried not to squirm beneath Anne’s gaze. “Me? I… nothing. Just lazed around, missing you.” There was an odd tightness in my voice. “What on earth would I get up to alone, in someone else’s home? I’ve simply been, ah, waiting for you, doing nothing important.” The lies poured out too fast, my nerves fraying with every word. Abruptly, I realised I was rambling—overcompensating—and fell silent, immediately aware both women were studying me, their faces curiously blank.

The atmosphere thickened as Mina slipped silently into the room, palms pressed together in deferential greeting.

Reshma’s tone was deceptively casual. “Mina, while we were out, did you look after our friend as I asked? Did you give Kevin the attention he required?”

Mina’s almond eyes were serene as she bowed lower. “Yes, Mistress. He did not ask for much, so we had sex together. He made me climax twice—very enjoyable, very pleasurable.”

I nearly flew off the sofa, panic lacing my yelp. “She’s making things up! I swear, I haven’t done anything—just waiting here for you. That’s the honest truth!” My voice trembled with desperation, but the accusation hovered in the space between us.

Reshma’s words dropped like stones—quietly, lethally. “You accuse Mina of lying? Should I punish her, then, because you claim she’s deceitful?” Her gaze locked with mine, implacable, and I felt trapped, checkmated, every escape route closed off.

A heavy silence filled the room. I caved, the fight draining from me. “No. She’s telling the truth,” I muttered, my surrender bare and raw.

Anne’s eyes were unreadable, her voice steady and cool. “Mina, did he force himself on you? Was there any pressure?” Her concern was real—sharp, unforgiving.

Mina shook her head gently, unwavering. “No, Miss Anne. He tried very hard to resist temptation, did not wish to betray you. But I wanted him. He’s strong—not just in body, but in will—but men become weak when sex is offered and I was determined. He felt shame afterward, but I… I enjoyed every moment. I would gladly do it again.”

My insides twisted in humiliation and anger. I’d been manipulated, expertly played, and I felt exposed—every secret unraveled. “So this was all a game? You got what you wanted—congratulations. You must be so pleased with yourself,” I snapped, my voice edged with fury I could barely contain.

The tension in the room bristled, ripe for explosion, when the door swung open and Sandeep swept in. He paused, the easy warmth in his eyes morphing into curiosity as he took in the electric standoff before him. “Please excuse my lateness, business refuses to respect schedules.” He faltered, examining the strained faces. “What has happened here? I left contented company and return to such unhappiness.”

Reshma’s confession was soft, heavy with regret. “It was my misjudgment. I asked Mina to seduce Kevin while we were gone.” She turned to me, pleading for understanding. “Anne did not know about my plan—she discovered it only while we were shopping. She was furious, and she was right to be.”

I looked to Anne, searching for blame in her eyes. “Did she really think I’d so eagerly walk into her little trap?”

Reshma’s brows lifted at my bitterness, repeating, “Take the bait?”

Anne cut through the tension with a dismissive flick of her wrist. "Let it go," she said, her voice tight with exasperation. "It’s just a stupid fishing metaphor. I told Reshma you wouldn’t deliberately sneak around behind my back. Mina said you resisted, and that works for me. Tell me, honestly, how many men could have said no to such a proposition?" She shot me a sly, knowing look, a tangle of amusement and a trace of something darker simmering beneath the surface.

My jaw was clenched, voice smoldering with resentment. "I didn’t agree to anything. I was taken advantage of," I muttered bitterly, the humiliation prickling under my skin.

Reshma stifled her gasp behind delicate fingers, while Sandeep’s broad shoulders quaked with barely-restrained laughter as he turned discreetly away—his mirth echoing in the silent space between us.

Anne glided over to me, sinking to her knees directly at my feet. Her hands on my thighs sent a shiver through me despite the situation. She gazed up, her eyes glittering teasingly. “Oh darling, what a traumatic ordeal—for such a strong, capable man to be overpowered by a petite, determined woman. How will you ever recover from such a disgrace?” Her voice was sugary-sweet but I could feel her mocking delight.

My reply snapped out, sharp and raw. “Just wait. This isn’t over.”

She tipped her head, unbothered and incorrigibly competitive, lips curving. “Maybe not, but let’s not forget—now you’re one experience ahead of me. You know how much I despise trailing behind. Taste that for a while.”

Sandeep broke the thick tension with a cheerful inquiry. “So, are peace treaties about to be signed? If so, hunger must be sated first.”

Lunch appeared—a pair of curries. Their version, deeper and more devilish, ours still breathlessly spiced enough to make me warm and restless. Anne, ever the curious, spooned some of theirs into her mouth. The effect was instant—her eyes widened and she choked, “Christ, how do you taste anything under that fire? It’s as if my tongue’s been licked by flames.” She cooled her mouth with big mouthfuls of creamy, soothing cucumber raita, her struggles a small, unintended seduction.

By mid-afternoon, exhaustion wound through my limbs. We drifted to the lounge, each claiming separate chairs. Sandeep shot me a broad, mischievous smile. “Kevin, my friend, you’ve been exceptionally industrious—first, the delight of Reshma’s magical hands and then…,” he paused for effect, voice dropping as if confiding a delicious secret, “…the passion play with little Mina.” From beside me, a quiet snicker slipped out; I spun my head around, catching Reshma and Anne in the act of quickly smoothing their faces to blankness.

Sandeep leaned back, fingertips pressed in contemplation. “Frankly, unless you are truly built of iron—and I doubt even the fabled Bionic Man could claim such stamina—I declare you a spectator for the rest of today’s games.”

I straightened, forcing a bravado I didn’t feel. “That’s merely your opinion, Sandeep. I’m not out of the running yet.” Already, though, a heavy, sated languor dragged at me—his words rang all too true.

He laughed, clapping his hands with delighted approval. “Ah, the famous English spirit that refuses defeat. It’s a shame you aren’t captain of your cricket team!” That jab stung, but I couldn’t help but smile at his cheek.

He refocused on Anne, leaning toward her with all the eager openness of a genial host. “Tell me, do you enjoy Indian cinema? My wife and I are most fond of it.”

Anne wrinkled her nose, candid but not unkind. “I’ve watched a few. No offense—they never seem to have much plot, just endless dancing, and the music all blurs together for me.”

There was a fleeting sting in Sandeep’s eyes, but he only nodded, undeterred. “Perhaps I can change your mind. Allow me to select something more captivating.” He moved to the towering television, swinging the cabinet doors wide. A hidden treasure lay inside—a stack of tapes, inviting exploration.

Right on cue, Mina flitted into the room with a secret urgency, her movements light and purposeful as she tugged at cords. The thick, sumptuous curtains glided shut with a shiver, enfolding us in a world bathed in dusk. The snap of a struck match sliced through the hush, the flare of the taper dancing over Mina’s delicate features as she glided through the parlor, igniting candles one by one. Flickering flames cast soft, mischievous shadows across every surface, and lush coils of incense smoke curled languidly into the air, wrapping the room in an exotic, narcotic haze.

Sandeep, his confidence unshaken, seized Anne’s hand as he passed. Without a chance for protest, he drew her upright and, with a gentle insistence, guided her to perch atop his sturdy lap. Anne went a little stiff, wariness flickering across her face, but he settled her easily, straddling his thighs and facing the television as if daring her to resist. The screen flickered to life; the mood shifted from playful to smouldering as expectation took root.

In the shifting, dim luminosity, I turned and caught the ghost of a sly smile playing on Reshma’s lips, a secret shared only between the two of us. The movie began: not the cheerful cacophony of Bollywood spectacle we'd anticipated, but something altogether more decadent.

The first lush scene opened inside a palatial home, its pristine whiteness glowing, almost otherworldly, in the candlelit gloom. A grand staircase coiled upwards, drawing us along as though caught in a gilded trance. The camera floated, seductive, to the second story—where a bathroom door swung open without a knock, revealing the film’s heroine lounging in a marble tub, drenched in sparkling suds.

She was arresting, a goddess in her thirties but radiating a sensual power that prickled along my skin. Soap bubbles teased her full breasts and hinted at the curves beyond, but when she rose in a languorous, languid stretch, her body glistened—every inch a testament to desire. With a single slow motion, she unwound a towel, freeing her hair to spill in a glossy onyx waterfall over her bare shoulders, tumbling elegantly down to the sway of her lower back.

As she patted herself dry, her fingers lingered with tantalizing intent. Her gaze became distant, lost in a tide of pleasure that drove her hands boldly between her parted thighs, caressing herself with an unabashed hunger. Suddenly, the camera’s perspective dove intimate, nestling between her long legs, the sultry folds of her aroused sex glistening invitingly.

This woman’s solitude was laced with heat and longing. Restless, restless, she wandered to the window, her nakedness half-veiled now by an ephemeral dress flung quickly over her shoulders. The gardens outside stretched emerald and wild, and below, a strapping young man pushed a mower across the lawn, biceps flexing beneath his plain white shirt.

She hesitated, lost for a breath or two, stroking herself idly as she watched him, desire winning its battle with decorum. With a decisive tug, she slipped from the window, descended the sweeping stairs, her every move a study in temptation and independence. She paused in the foyer, thoughtful and calculating, then tried to heave a heavy glass-topped table aside. It refused to yield—so, with a cunning tilt to her smile, she went to the front door and summoned the young man, her voice dark honey and promise.

He strode into the room, sweat slicking his brow, his eyes wide with an intoxicating mix of reverence and desire. She instructed him, voice silky and commanding, gesturing to the heavy glass table. He followed, muscles taut as he helped her shove the cumbersome piece into place. When a small, delicate ornament toppled over and skittered to the floor, she bent to retrieve it—her sheer dress riding high, parting to reveal the pillowy curve of her sex, glistening and inviting. It was impossible not to see the thickening ridge beneath his trousers, his cock straining, threatening to breach the tight fabric at any moment.

A few teasing words—banter laced with suggestion—filled the space, but they only shrugged away the remnants of restraint. In moments, she was kneeling before him, lips lush and parted, swallowing most of his impressive length, taking him deep, her cheeks hollowing as she fed greedily on his throbbing flesh.

It was just a film, even if the production oozed decadence. On any other day, I might have felt that spark ignite inside me, but tonight, after the sweet ache of two hard-won orgasms, all I felt was a satisfied languor pressing me down into my seat.

Across from me, Anne and Sandeep had become utterly absorbed. Anne’s knickers clung limply to one ankle, a token of surrendered modesty, and Sandeep’s hand was lost between her open thighs, the motion obvious and unhurried. In the candlelit shadows, I saw Anne’s pale fingers wrapped possessively around the rigid column of his cock, stroking him in shivering pulses of anticipation.

Reshma sat next to me, her attention clearly elsewhere. Reclined, her legs spread carelessly wide, her skirt bunched high, her fingers alive between her folds—her stare glued not to the screen, but to the tangled flesh of Sandeep and Anne. Watching was her confessed vice, her breath quick and shallow as she touched herself in bold, languid strokes.

In that opposite chair, everything escalated in a slow, smoldering blur. Anne tilted her head, lips parted in longing, drinking down Sandeep’s deep, lingering kisses, his hand never ceasing its intoxicating rhythm against her slick heat. A whispering jealousy pricked at me; their shared intimacy, that possessive press of lips—I could forgive the raw fucking, the exhibitionism, but watching them kiss felt more intimate, more dangerous somehow.

Without warning, Reshma rose and glided across the room—a dark, determined spark in her eyes. Sandeep seemed ready, guiding Anne effortlessly; he spun her so her back arched against his chest, lowering her gracefully to the floor. Reshma snatched away the last defense—Anne’s fluttering panties—then dropped to her knees, burrowing her mouth between Anne’s trembling thighs.

Sandeep remained perched in his chair, shaft glistening and impossibly hard, but only for a fleeting instant. Mina appeared again, small but unmistakably eager, kneeling between his legs, her tiny hand eager around his pulsing cock as she resumed Anne’s slow, torturous caresses.

If Anne was disoriented, she never let it show. She flowed from one pleasure to the next, surrendering seamlessly—the sensation of Sandeep’s firm touch melting into the feverish pressure of Reshma’s lips and tongue. All the while Sandeep looked down, entranced by the primal scene unfolding at his feet.

Anne’s head lolled, eyes shut in rapture, while Reshma’s head moved hungrily between her thighs. Anne’s fingers wound tightly in Reshma’s hair. Suddenly, Anne gasped, a choked, desperate sob, hips surging upward—her body seized in blinding pleasure.

Mina, with a fluid, practiced confidence, continued to pleasure Sandeep. One hand pumped his needy shaft, the other tucked a soft white cloth nearby like a lover keeps secrets. She anticipated his release to perfection, her gaze locked onto his face, savoring every twitch and gasp. And as he surrendered—his climax sudden and urgent—she swept the cloth around him, catching every drop effortlessly, her movements precise, almost reverential. She reached for the second cloth, her fingers tender as she gently cleaned his softening cock, her touch lingering a heartbeat too long, as if memorizing his heat.

It was all executed with such deftness, a sensual dance of attentive care, that it almost took my breath away.

Reshma rose from the decadent sprawl of carpet and came towards me, her bare feet whispering secrets across the floor. Her smile was bright, impish, the kind that stirs trouble under your skin. “Hello, Mister Lonely Man. Was the show as delightful for you as it was for me?” she teased, a purr threaded through her words.

I tried to conjure up some enthusiasm but found myself drained, only able to mutter, “It was... okay.”

She leaned in, voice sultry, “Anne’s yoni brought me so much excitement, but now my own poor lady part is feeling utterly abandoned. She is desperate for the worship she deserves. Perhaps, dear honored guest, you will show her the affection she craves?” Before I could protest, Reshma slid her supple body onto my lap, her sari riding up with wicked intent, and parted her thighs invitingly. The sultry invitation shimmered in her eyes; it would have been rude to refuse. My fingers found her slick, eager heat. She shivered as I began to stroke her—teasing, feather-light caresses designed to drive her wild.

Anne, gloriously nude and dripping with confidence, strolled towards us. She perched herself on the arm of my chair, a vision of naked temptation, her gaze unapologetically fixed on where my hand tangled between Reshma’s thighs. Modesty, it seemed, had evaporated with the night’s heat.

Reshma looked up, unashamed, her grin wicked and bright. “Hello, lady honored guest. I’m indulging in your husband’s generous kindness, strictly for my own bliss—you can see his linga isn’t joining the party. Tonight, he’s all mine for this pleasure.”

To this point, Anne and I had enjoyed an electric weekend together, a tangle of laughter and sensual delight. And yet, with this bold intimacy, she shattered the comfortable ease between us.

Anne bent closer—her hair brushing Reshma’s bare knee—her expression one of innocent curiosity. “Why are you touching her like that?” she asked, her tone soft, yet loaded.

I froze, sure I’d misheard her audacious question, and straightened, half-struck with disbelief. “What did you just say?”

She stared at my hand moving in delicate, teasing circles over Reshma’s folds. “I asked why you’re doing it that way—your fingers are just going around in silly little circles.”

Reshma let out a scandalized giggle, smothering her mouth with her palm, then shot a quip to Sandeep in her native tongue. He ambled over, curiosity gleaming in his eyes as he studied my halting movements.

Anne turned to him, her face lit with mischief. “You wouldn’t touch a woman like that, would you?” she challenged.

Sandeep shook his head in dramatic doubt and, ever so nonchalant, replied, “No, it’s the up and down—always. That’s where all the most sensitive places are.” To illustrate, his fingers traced slow, deliberate strokes in the air—demonstrating exactly how he’d do it, heat igniting behind his smile.

My hand trembled under the double gaze. I felt my confidence evaporate, anxiety prickling beneath my skin, as their scrutiny turned this simple act into something exquisitely excruciating and unbearably erotic.

That was the last straw. Fury curling hot and bright inside me, I tore my hand away and glared daggers at Anne. “Unbelievable. This isn’t your body to critique—Reshma’s pleasure isn’t for you to dissect or control. Bloody hell, Anne, can’t you ever back off? Is there nothing sacred? Even now, I can’t touch another woman without you butting in, nitpicking, finding fault in every move I make.”

Sandeep just lifted a brow and drifted away, shrugging as if it was all so ordinary. Anne, frost in her eyes, gave this tart little huff, her voice cool and biting. “Relax. Honestly, Kevin, no need for theatrics. I was curious, that’s all—you never use those bizarre little circles on me. Seems I touched a nerve. Don’t get so bloody hormonal about it.”

Reshma quivered with laughter, breathless and delighted, eyes alight with wicked glee. “You English make sex into such outrageous comedy,” she bubbled, still trembling on my lap. “Truly, this is delicious—so much amusement with so much pleasure.” Then, turning earnest, she fixed Anne with a bright, steely gaze. “Kindly, no more intervention. Kevin’s touch is wonderful in its own way. I trust his fingers to give me fireworks.”

I bristled a little at that—the public grading of my skills—but Reshma caught my hand and squeezed reassuringly, her eyes telling me she trusted me completely. Anne gave a dismissive flick of her hair and stepped back, tossing a snide, “Well, that’s just your opinion.” I shot back, “Believe me, I caught that.” She just smirked, “Excellent,” before drifting away.

After that, the scene fizzled out—tense edges mellowing with the comfort of spent desire and satisfied bodies. Eventually, I reclaimed my confidence and, with Reshma urging me on with soft sighs and greedy, writhing hips, teased her body to climax with my own flair—the way she loved, or at least the way she swore she did as she clung to my arm, breathless and shaking, assuring me in her honeyed voice that it was one of the most explosive orgasms she’d ever had. She was impossibly endearing, so eager to please and reassure, glowing afterward with languid contentment.

Dinner was light and easy, chosen for comfort on the drive home—a gentle return to reality after the wild abandon. We left shortly after, hearts warm from laughter and lingering sensation, the farewells genuinely affectionate, heartfelt and tender, as if our tangled intimacy had somehow deepened the bond. If they were faking, they were extraordinary actors—but I suspect the sincerity was real.

Mina, little sprite of the household, darted toward me, arms up, demanding to be held. She pressed a damp, enthusiastic kiss right on my lips, then shot an apologetic look at Anne, who just wagged a playful finger at her, beaming.

Our last glimpse: Reshma and Sandeep waving from the doorway, Mina nestled between them, their arms around her slender shoulders—so obviously fond of her it ached a little to see it.

---

The years rolled on, life flourishing around us. Success found me—a partnership in the firm, money cascading in, and soon we owned a sprawling house in Surrey, the very picture of grown-up triumph. Anne blossomed too, motherhood suiting her, her belly full with our son and then our daughter. Sandeep and Reshma never drifted far; they remained our closest friends, threads in the tapestry of our evolving life. Anne and I? Still madly entangled, our love more weathered and more fierce than ever.

There were dry years, as there must be with children in the house—desire banked but not extinguished, pressed aside for the sweet exhaustion of parenting. But the moment it became even remotely respectable, we found ourselves itching for adventure; with the kids safely shipped off to boarding school, we collapsed into our old, wild patterns—diving headlong back into the swing of things, hungry for freedom, for each other, for mischief and pleasure and the kind of intimacy that never really dies.


Divine Pleasure

Young man was supposed to find salvation. Instead, he found Mrs. Anderson’s soaked panties — and a dirty little secret she could only confess with her legs spread wide.

I eased the bike to a halt in front of her house, the engine's throaty rumble fading into the quiet suburban afternoon. Maria slid off behind me, her tennis racquet strapped casually over one slender shoulder. She reached back with practiced ease, sweeping the strap up and over her head, her movement so effortlessly elegant it caught for a moment in my throat. That smile—God, she wore it like a charm, an open invitation always tinged with innocence. She was forever smiling at me. Except, of course, when my hand wandered just a little too far beneath that demure little dress. That’s when the sweetness dissolved, her eyes narrowing as she said, “Please stop; I don’t want you to. Why do you always have to spoil everything by being dirty?”

But it was never about spoiling anything. It was a hunger that lived deep in my bones, a gnawing ache to slip my hand up those silky thighs and press my palm against the heat of her pussy. I ached to discover the secrets hidden beneath the cotton and innocence. Even when I’d cup her small breasts, she’d fix me with that exasperated sigh and murmur, “You’re doing it again. I told you not to touch me there.” My desires were always met with half-smiles and those gently chastising words, like a cool breeze dampening a simmering fire.

She turned, those slim hips swaying teasingly beneath her skirt, kissed the air with a playful “See you Friday,” and then darted away—long legs flashing as she sprinted for her gate, all coltish energy and untouched promise. There she was: Maria, my girlfriend. All legs, laughter, and churchyard purity—a mystery wrapped up in giggles and Sunday best.

To this day, it’s beyond me how she ever became mine. We’d been paired by chance at the tennis club, two unlikely partners in the mixed doubles. The rush of the day, a clink of Coke bottles after the match, and suddenly everyone started calling us “James and Maria” like it meant something inevitable.

Every night, I lay restless in my bed, the moonlight sharp on my skin, and my mind tangled in anxious loops. I could already hear the endless chorus—relatives, friends, strangers—each voice echoing, “So, when are you two getting engaged?” and then, inevitably, “Have you set the date yet?” It circled me, tightened around my desires until I could barely breathe.

Each time I tried to touch her—just to caress her softly, to lose myself in her body—she would push my hands away, insistent: “I've told you, not until we’re husband and wife.” I could see it all so clearly—our wedding day, the church full of knowing eyes—and I’d be the only man untouched except for Maria beside me, both of us vessels of aching frustration.

Why me, God? Why this torment? While my mates recounted their wild conquests, boasting with grins and ego, I was left alone, fisting myself night after night until I imagined I’d need prescription specs. I went through boxes of tissues with embarrassing efficiency, my single, dusty condom so antique I half-considered hawking it as memorabilia online.

Why wouldn’t she let me satisfy my craving? It wasn’t as if I’d break her or ruin her tender little treasure. I’d seen enough porn to know what a pussy looked like—oversized, swollen playthings for oversized, swollen cocks. Theirs were nothing soft or sweet, nothing like the delicate mystery I imagined belonging to Maria. Hell, I measured myself against every guy at the club and realized I was no porn king—just another average lover-in-waiting.

Did producers even care what this barrage of impossible flesh did to a man’s confidence? All those inflated bodies, glistening on screen, while I lay here—aching, wanting, and hopelessly unrewarded.

It’s no wonder, really, that freshly-married women—eyes wide from their first brush with porno—might assume that every man is supposed to be hung like those actors on the screen. No ordinary husband stands a chance beside those freakishly ‘gifted’ cocks. How could he? The pressure is just brutal. Sometimes, I think the world would be a happier place if women were outright banned from watching porn; the collective sigh of masculine relief would probably echo round the globe. It’s something I feel burning in my bones—a kind of fierce, old-fashioned jealousy over what women expect.

All I wanted, all I ever ached for in the dark of my room, was to have one living, breathing pussy to cherish—a treasure of my own, belonging to a girl whose breath would catch when I brushed her thighs with my lips. I craved a sweet, delicate little haven with its shy fur and hidden petals, a place that would bloom open for me if I pressed just the right, trembling kiss. I wanted to whisper to her, to the secret part of her body, claiming her with words as much as with touch: “Hello, gorgeous little pussy—you’re mine now, and I’ll adore you, spoil you, make you slick and desperate for more. Let’s get acquainted, you and I. And, when you’re ready, I’ll introduce you to my cock—a friend who’ll soon become your favorite visitor. He’ll stop by…oh, often, to check how you’re doing, to make you shudder and beg for everything I want to give.”

But I knew—knew in the pit of my gut—that none of those sweet promises would ever come true. My life felt like a cruel joke, a hand dealt by some sneering fate. Whoever first said, “Life’s a bitch and then you die,” must have had me in mind. It wasn’t that I disgusted girls; far from it. Most would smile, maybe even link arms or chat with me for a while…before inevitably asking about Maria. Always Maria.

Maybe, if destiny had twisted just a little differently, I could have dated one of those girls—someone who didn’t flinch away from sex like it was a dirty trick. Instead, I was shackled to a girlfriend who seemed to think that sex was some holy chore performed strictly for procreation, nothing more.

And now, staring at the end of college with nothing but my ragged ambitions for company, I wondered what hope I had.

“Do you have a degree?”—No.

“Any IT experience?”—Nothing.

“Ever been inside a woman?”—Not once.

Zero prospects. No cash, a battered moped that I’d likely still be paying off when I hit seventy, and bills stacking up so high they’d suffocate me. Drinking was a rare, guilty pleasure. My tennis club fee was already overdue by two months.

And my family? Bless them—they’d stretched themselves thin to help, but Dad was just a workhorse with little left to spare. Mum and Dad were genuinely proud of me, though, which was its own weird mystery.

Maria’s world had been upended years ago when a tragic car accident stole her parents away, leaving her adrift in a void no child should ever face. But fate, in a rare moment of kindness, delivered her into the arms of the Andersons—compassionate, deeply rooted family friends who couldn’t bear to see her swallowed by the system. Without hesitation, they opened not just their home, but their hearts, enfolding her in a love so complete it defied bloodlines.

They became her guardians in every sense that mattered. He, a sharply dressed executive in the world of insurance, commanded boardrooms with poise and calculation. She, warm and tirelessly devoted, was the pulse of every local committee, the ever-present smile at bake sales, town meetings, and charity drives. Together, they were a beacon of integrity—respected, admired, envied. Church was their sanctuary, and every Sunday their presence filled the pews, hands clasped, smiles serene, as Maria’s angelic voice soared in the choir, pure and haunting.

Childless by circumstance but never by choice, they cherished Maria with a tenderness that bordered on reverence. She was their everything. Draped in dresses picked with care and affection, guided with gentle wisdom, praised endlessly for her grace and poise, she was their radiant jewel. In their eyes, she wasn’t just a daughter. She was flawless—a living embodiment of the life they had always dreamed of but never dared hope for.

Mrs. Anderson possessed an understated allure—her attractiveness wrapped in a shroud of conservative restraint. She was likely approaching forty, the kind of woman whose curves hinted at pleasures deliberately concealed. Her fashion choices, though, always whispered mourning; she cloaked her figure in somber, shapeless garments, as if afraid that even a glimpse of bare calf or a swath of soft skin might stir forbidden thoughts. I couldn’t help but imagine what would happen if she traded those dreary knit tops for something silkier, something that flirted with danger, and hiked her skirt enough to leave mouths dry and hearts pounding.

Mr. Anderson, on the other hand, wore his authority like armor. Even at home, he marched through life encased in a suit and waistcoat, always neatly buttoned, always immaculate. Dangling from his vest was that ancestral gold watch, the chain glinting against the fabric—a constant reminder of tradition and order. He delighted in ritual, flipping open the watch with a practiced flick, eyes full of pride as he announced the time, as if bestowing the gift of order on a world that threatened to unravel at the seams.

Both he and his wife threw themselves into the fabric of the town; she was the engine behind every bake sale and charity drive, while he presided over the community as councillor, his authority extending even to the tennis club committee—despite never having set foot on a court. His fragile heart, years older than his wife’s, was his excuse but, I suspected, also his secret pleasure.

The first time Maria led me through the Andersons’ meticulously pruned garden and into their immaculate home, the cold reception was almost tangible. Suspicion hovered in the hallway, thick enough to taste. Mrs. Anderson, lips tight and eyes sharp, pulled me aside, her hand resting lightly on my arm, but her voice full of steel. “Our Maria is the world to us,” she warned, her words infused with icy threat. “We won’t have anyone corrupting her.” I bristled instantly, not from the sting of being distrusted but because it exposed the lie—her little princess wasn’t as untouchable in their eyes as they pretended. That their wariness was, in truth, entirely justified was beside the point.

But Mrs. Anderson needn’t have worried; seducing Maria was like trying to infiltrate Fort Knox. I could’ve written letters to the Queen and received a warmer reply than what awaited me inside those primly guarded knickers.

My misfortunes, though, kept piling up. I was a ship taking on water, adrift in a gray sea of dwindling hope—until, somehow, the universe heard the agony I’d never dared scream. It was as if some cosmic force finally glanced in my direction and decided to show me mercy, warning me not to overreach as it dangled a sliver of hope before my starved soul.

I remembered that first formal inquisition over Sunday dinner, Mr. and Mrs. Anderson testing me with polite but pointed questions about my faith. My reply was as shapeless as Mrs. Anderson’s sweaters; I’d mumbled about not being sure, about not subscribing to anything specific, my body restless, praying for release. Their response—a duet of disappointed tutting—sent a chill through me as they insisted I join them for church, as if salvation might be contagious.

My saving grace was football—my sole, Sunday morning sanctuary. Obligations to my team provided a credible escape, so with feigned regret, I declined their weekly invitations, all the while savoring my freedom. Yet they were relentless; after months of sidestepping their dreary social traps, their coup de grâce arrived. The church would stage a religious play, with Maria, my innocent, unyielding girlfriend, as its luminous star. This, they insisted, could not be missed; my presence was non-negotiable. I was caught, ensnared in their devotion, the only way out blocked by the iron bars of familial expectation.

I thought I’d reached the lowest point of my existence—endlessly jerking off alone, my cock aching and red-raw, desperately seeking relief from a life that seemed intent on denying me any real pleasure. With a girlfriend—Maria—who was still so virginal it was as if she’d come shrink-wrapped, my sexual frustration had become a cruel joke. Seriously, it couldn’t possibly get any worse, could it?

The church play was set to take place in the local parish hall, and I reluctantly agreed to attend, offering a fake smile as I pretended enthusiasm. There was no backing out, though; the Andersons wanted to ensure my attendance. I was instructed to park my battered scooter outside their house, then ride with them in Mr. Anderson’s pride and joy—a hulking, antiquated Mercedes with cracked leather seats and an interior that reeked of floral air freshener and something far less pleasant, like the faint, sickly scent of a funeral home.

Maria had slipped away earlier for makeup and wardrobe, so by the time I slid into the car, it was just the three of us: Mrs Anderson, glimmering in a sequined dress for once, and her husband, who’d swapped his usual stuffy suit for a starched dinner jacket, looking oddly dashing for a man who could have been my father.

But Mrs Anderson—tonight she’d made the rare effort to show off her legs, hem flirtatiously higher than usual. My eyes couldn’t help but devour the sight, her thighs set off by tiny, shimmering flecks of silver and her skin looking impossibly soft.

The Andersons chattered on up front, Mr Anderson griping about the car seat’s adjustment, a gruff apology muttered in my direction. I hunched awkwardly, knees bunched and pressed against the dash, the position so uncomfortable I thought I might never stand up straight again.

Then came the agony of the play. I watched, bored nearly to tears as Maria flitted about the makeshift stage, all theatrical sighs and dramatic flourishes—a star in her own mind. Every round of polite applause from the audience seemed to make her glow brighter; performing might have been her substitute for a proper climax.

Finally, mercifully, the curtain fell. The bar, pitifully stocked with nothing stronger than tepid lemonade and watery soda, became a graveyard of grown men and women discussing the finer points of religious theatre. My soul shriveled a little with every minute.

When the time came to go home, Maria and the other cast members boarded a mini-bus, leaving me alone again with her caretakers. Mrs Anderson, her voice playful and just the slightest bit mischievous, insisted, “Harold, you can’t possibly cram James up front again—he’ll be warped for life. He’ll sit in the back with me tonight.” I half-expected a giggle, a secret only we were in on.

Obediently, I joined her in the back seat. As Harold grumbled about the traffic ahead—roadwork bottlenecking the car park, a hypnotic red glow flickering from the signal lights—Mrs Anderson settled in beside me, the sequined hem of her dress creeping even higher. In the dim, intimate glow filtering through the car’s interior, my gaze was irresistibly drawn to her bare legs. Her knees, creamy and inviting, revealed generous inches of soft, alluring thigh, the fabric riding up with every subtle shift.

God, she looked tempting—the kind of forbidden fruit designed to torment a starving man. And there, in the quiet darkness, my pulse began to thrum with a reckless promise I could almost taste.

The darkness inside the car pressed in around us, intimate and secretive, as my restless thoughts unfurled into vivid, breathless imaginings. I watched the silky, exposed skin above Mrs Anderson’s knees, the hem of her sparkling dress coasting daringly high. My mind conjured the delicious possibility—what if I let my fingers glide between those softly parted thighs? She’d arch back gently, lashes fluttering shut in surrender, parting her legs with a silent, sultry invitation. My hand would move, slow and measured, tracing up the delicate interior of her thighs, feeling the whispering warmth of her skin. I’d find the teasing edge of her panties, the gossamer fabric waiting to be breached.

I’d let my fingers slip beneath, eager for the secret, intimate curls beneath, aching to caress her softness there. I’d graze through the lush hair, then—God—sink a finger into the damp, desperate heat of her sex, and she’d shiver around me, breath catching in wild, irrepressible pleasure.

The fantasy seized control; my cock pulsed heavily inside my trousers, an insistent ache that demanded attention. I cupped myself discreetly, my balls tightening, so ready to burst that a single, reckless squeeze might be all it’d take to spill over right there in the back of the Andersons’ Mercedes.

It was just a filthy daydream—or so I thought. But fate, it seemed, had other ideas, silencing my inhibitions and short-circuiting every last vestige of reason. My every rational thought faded, leaving nothing but the pounding urgency in my veins and a trembling, magnetic impulse in my right hand.

Those last shreds of awareness made a unanimous, lust-crazed decision. Fuck it. Just do it. And suddenly, without even realizing quite how, my hand found its daring path right between her parted knees.

The effect was instant, electric. Mrs Anderson jolted upright beside me, every muscle tensing as if she’d just received a voltage shot. Her entire body stiffened, back ramrod straight; surprise illuminated her face and her thighs clamped hard around my hand, trapping it between silken flesh. Her grip snatched at my wrist, her fingers biting down.

Shock glazed her eyes and for a moment, I had no idea what I’d done. My hand was pinned, caught exactly where my wildest fantasy had longed for it to be—nestled between the warm, defenseless softness of that gorgeous mature woman.

Pressed tightly together, her thighs radiated a feverish heat, velvet against my knuckles, just as I’d dreamed—only real, impossibly real. My cock strained with a feral need, so close to snapping.

Reality hit, heavy and cold: I’d crossed a line so bold, it was criminal. The consequences unravelled before me—disgrace, arrest, ruin. But adrenaline surged, hot and thick, and my focus narrowed to the exhilarating present. My only thought was to claim what my body had craved—to taste, to touch, to find the treasure hidden under shimmering fabric. Yet her thighs imprisoned my hand, her grip unyielding, denying me further—unless, by some blessed chance, she relented just enough to let my fumbling fingers slip closer to her core.

We were creeping toward the car park exit, Mister Anderson’s tension mounting—his anger coloring the air inside the crowded car. He slammed his palm on the steering wheel, muttering under his breath, “For God’s sake, go! What’s he waiting for? Honestly, some people shouldn’t be allowed on the road... Oh, wonderful, he’s gone and stalled it.”

Mrs. Anderson’s grip on my wrist threatened to draw blood, her nails biting down in silent warning. But beneath the sting, I noticed something else—she hadn’t made a sound. Her body might have been a battlefield, but her lips betrayed nothing, her silence electric with anticipation.

I gritted my teeth, forcing my little finger to creep forward until I discovered the silken warmth of her panties. My fingertip pressed, tentative at first, against the hidden place where I imagined she burned the hottest. Was it wishful thinking, or did I sense her body soften, the tiniest yielding of resistance beneath the delicate barrier?

All around us, the car’s windows began to fog, haze blooming across the glass as tension and heat tangled together. Mister Anderson wiped the windscreen, frustration etched into every movement. He turned, only half glancing back. “Darling, could you check one of the side pockets for a cloth? There’s nothing left in the glove box.”

Mrs. Anderson froze for a heartbeat, caught in our private struggle, then reluctantly leaned away, searching for the cloth—a simple, domestic action that pried her thighs apart just wide enough to grant me further access. Elation rushed through me as my fingers claimed that small victory, sliding farther, bolder. She retaliated with a sharp punch to my arm—her discipline for my audacity—then thrust the cloth toward her husband. Her voice, impossibly, remained steady, the very picture of calm assurance: “Here you are, love. Try not to be so upset. We’ll be home soon.”

The contradiction thrilled me. She was methodically fighting to maintain a veneer of composure, even as her body responded—her voice clear, unbroken, unfazed while she clamped my wrist between her hands as if her virtue depended on it.

My hand, still trapped and flattened between her thighs, pressed firmly against her panties now. I wriggled my little finger just enough to stroke the dampening fabric, deliberately teasing up and down against that swelling softness. This time there could be no mistake—the thin material grew wetter by the second, slick with her secret surrender.

She twisted her head to me, venom dripping from her whisper, “You bastard.”

But when arousal takes hold, reason surrenders. Her fierce grip was the only barricade left, and I was mad for her body—one sliver of cloth between me and her aching flesh. I would have torn it away without a second thought.

Then, unexpectedly, she stilled. Her muscles ceased their resistance, thighs relaxing—and suddenly my hand was liberated, fingers free to roam. Was she lulling me into carelessness? My pulse thundered, unsure—and temptation propelled me onward. Slowly, torturously, my hand slid higher, tracing over heated flesh until I brushed the edge of her panties. I hooked a finger beneath the elastic, the forbidden thrill of bare skin making me shudder. She didn’t fend me off.

Hardly daring to breathe, I let my fingers drift lower, brushing the curls at her mound, silky and inviting. I twirled a lock between finger and thumb, savoring the heat radiating from her. Another inch, and my touch wandered into her waiting softness—her secret nest finally under my hand, as wild as my hunger for her.

My fingertips traced the delicate swell of her flesh, finding her heat, slick and unmistakably eager. I lingered over her softness, relishing the molten invitation beneath my touch before slowly, deliberately, easing my middle finger inside her. The sensation drew a trembling breath from her lips—a shallow gasp escaping unwitnessed, her chest fluttering beneath lids pressed tightly shut.

She melted into the leather seat, all resistance surrendered, shoulders dipping, breath ragged and rapid as if the air itself was heavy with want. The reality of what I was doing—slipping a second finger into the velvet heat of her pulsing sex—barely seemed possible. But there we were, chaos blossoming silently between us as my digits explored the slick, clutching channel of her arousal.

With no clear plan, guided only by raw need and the unspoken language of her body, I curled my fingers, twisting them in slow, deliberate circles. She rocked her hips in response, thrusting twice, urgently, unmistakably telling me what she craved: more movement, deeper, harder. The message was as clear as the sweet tightening around me.

Obliging her, I pushed my fingers deeper, my movements growing steadier, rougher. The pace of my strokes increased, and she rewarded me with a broken whimper—a sound barely audible, but drenched in hunger. Instinctively, she parted her thighs yet wider, the cool air of the car wrapping around her, her skirt riding higher as she slid lower in the seat.

Her hands found my wrist and clamped around it, at first with such force I thought she meant to wrench me away. But instead she drove me deeper, pulling me toward her core, using me to push herself closer to the edge. She bucked frantically, a wild rhythm that was all surrender and secrecy, her hips colliding with my hand, claiming me as her own.

It was all I could do not to stare at the road ahead, at Mister Anderson droning on, none the wiser to the feverish debauchery exploding inches from him. Her urgency became a storm—her breathing quick and silent, her body rigid with desperate anticipation.

Suddenly, she went utterly still, tense as a bowstring, a single breath drawn in deep and held as her orgasm crashed through her. She quaked in slow, shuddering sighs, every muscle melting, the hold on my wrist slackening until her head finally dropped forward in an exhausted, exquisite afterglow.

Not a word had left her lips, not a single betrayal of the wildness flooding those few heated minutes.

All I could think was, Christ, she’s just come—right here, beside her husband, and I’m the reason. The hardness in my trousers was almost unbearable; my cock throbbed, desperate for any kind of release, sweat breaking along my brow. I could feel my balls ache, the tension wounding, almost savage.

Driven by need, I drew her left hand to my straining bulge and wrapped her fingers around me, guiding her in a slow, insistent rhythm. She understood instantly, her hand jerking awkwardly, eagerly, tracing the length of me through my pants.

My fingers were still nestled inside her, lost in her velvet warmth, and it took only heartbeats for the tension to shatter me completely. With my teeth clenched, struggling to keep silent, I surrendered—wave after wave of release pulsing from deep inside until I was empty, spent, slumped in the seat, the world beyond the windows blurred and unreal.

As the tremors of pleasure faded, I found myself afloat in a blissful afterglow, every nerve still humming from the intimacy we’d shared. She watched me, her gaze raw and wide, her delicate hand still wrapped around my cock, its heat and shape unmistakable through the damp fabric of my trousers. There was an innocence blooming in her expression—part amazement, part disbelief—like she’d stumbled across a hidden doorway in herself for the very first time. She must have realized the enormity of what she’d just done; the thrill of it sizzled between us.

Gently, almost reverently, I slipped my fingers from her soaked, silken depths, the sensation lingering on my skin. With careful hands, I eased her dress back down, covering those flushed, intimate places that only I had explored. Gratefulness surged through me—so full, I was speechless. Instead, I reached out, drawing her face nearer, and pressed the softest kiss to her cheek, letting my lips linger against her skin in a silent, trembling thank you. When I pulled back, her face was a mask of unreadable calm, eyes shining with secrets, and a little edge of wonder. I couldn’t help but ache to know what tangled thoughts were dancing through her mind.

Snapping back to reality, I realized the car was gliding swiftly down the familiar streets. The world outside blurred past, utterly indifferent to the heat and tangled limbs that had just graced its shadow. How long had we been lost to each other—five, ten minutes? I lifted my wrist to check, hands still shaking, the whole tempest over in less time than it took to say a prayer.

I glanced at the broad back of Mister Anderson in the front seat, listening as his steady droning filled the air with talk of traffic and weather—utterly clueless, gloriously unaware of the carnal storm that had surged behind him. I’d just made his wife come apart in my arms. And she, with such shy, daring grace, had returned the favor. The truth of it made the world spin: my first taste of a woman, and it was with a woman old enough to be my mother. Real connection—messy, breathless, sweat-slicked. Not a technical loss of virginity, not quite—but oh, how exquisitely close.

A rush of awe swept through me, profound and almost sacred. I murmured a quiet, heartfelt “Thank you, God,” uncertain whether I was grateful for luck, lust, or divine intervention. The urge to join them in church next Sunday and offer a prayer of thanks seemed, for the first time, deeply sincere.

Reality clawed back at the edges—our car pulling up the drive, my groin sticky and slick, the inside of my trousers surely bearing a conspicuous, damp patch. There was no way I could face them in the glaring light of the house. Escape was my only hope.

Before the wheels had barely stopped, I flung the door open and scrambled out into the cool air, heart pounding. Leaning back inside, I managed a half-breathless, “Thank you, Mister and Mrs Anderson, it’s been an unforgettable evening. Unfortunately, I have serious studying waiting at home.”

Mister Anderson’s voice, oblivious and genial, floated to me. “You enjoyed it? I thought you might be bored.”

I could’ve laughed—if he only knew. My voice brimmed with lingering ecstasy. “Enjoyed it? I’ve never had a better evening. I’ll remember tonight forever.” I meant every word, as breathless as it sounded.

His brows rose in surprise. “Then you must come join us for some coffee, right Jean?”

From the shadows of the back seat, her voice, soft and demure: “Let him choose, Harold. Let him do as he pleases.”

I smiled warmly, still throbbing with secret satisfaction. “Thank you again—truly. And please give my goodnight to Maria.”

Then I turned away, body trembling, heart racing—dragging my secret, messy bliss into the night.

The engine of my scooter thrummed beneath me as I tore away from their driveway, barely pausing long enough for them to even move from their seats. The wind stung my face, a dizzying blur of adrenaline and elation carrying me halfway home before I noticed my crash helmet was missing. My heart was still pounding, my cock aching in the aftermath, my thoughts spinning so fast it all felt unreal—the wild, wanton memory of what had happened thrumming through every nerve ending.

At home, I let steaming water cascade over my skin, trying to wash away the mess and the madness, but nothing could rinse out the vivid recollection. My boxers had borne the brunt, sparing my trousers, so I dealt with the stain myself—my hands shaking, laughter bubbling up from somewhere unsteady inside me. I slumped onto my bed, pulse thumping in my wrists, my whole body still tingling with disbelief.

In the silent, dark sanctuary of my room, I closed my eyes and surrendered to the memory of Mrs Anderson—her gaze, the secret urgency that had passed between us. I burned for her, hopelessly and completely, as if every cell in me was now calibrated to her presence. The rational part of me cringed at the raw selfishness curling inside my gut—all I wanted was to lose myself in her, to have her utterly, not just with frenzied hands in the backseat, but fully, deeply, the way I had fantasized since the first electric moment our worlds collided.

But there was more to it—there was this tenderness, a need to hold her close, to press my lips softly to her cheek and tell her I loved her in a voice barely above a whisper. I pictured cradling her face, weaving promises between desperate kisses, swearing that what I felt would last until the end of time. Then, after all the declarations, discarding every scrap of restraint—I wanted to fuck her, hard and wild, until words became meaningless and all that remained was the reckless proof of our longing.

Still half-lost in my imaginings, I began plotting how to see her again, prowling through the possibilities. Tuesday quickly became a beacon—a night when Maria headed to choir practice, when Mister Anderson whiled away the hours at his Masonic lodge, both of them ferried away together. I clung to that knowledge, counting minutes and hours, desperate and feverish at the thought of waiting four whole days to touch her again. Four interminable days with nothing but my fantasy to feed the hunger coiling within me.

Masturbation became my only refuge—fierce, necessary, relentless. I matched my previous personal record, twice in a single day, the scent of my own desperation clinging to my skin. By Monday, I quietly replenished my supply of tissues, cheeks flushed as if everyone could see the truth written across my face.

---

Finally, Tuesday arrived and my excitement bordered on panic as I parked my scooter on a shadowy street next to Maria’s. I chained it to a lamppost, my heart hammering as I slipped unseen behind the thick cover of bushes opposite the Andersons’ home. Each minute creaked by, every glance at their windows an agony, until at last I watched Mister Anderson and Maria climb into their car. I waited for their tail lights to vanish, then slipped across the street, my nerves strung tight as a bow.

At the side entrance, I rang the bell, breath held. I heard her footsteps, slow and uncertain, the barrier of the door between us almost unbearable.

“Who is it?” she called, her voice low, wary.

“James,” I replied, my voice tight with wanting.

Hesitation. An exhale. Then her words: “James, what do you want? Maria is not here.”

My heart pounded in my chest. “I want to see you, Mrs Anderson.”

A brittle pause. “You can’t come in; go home.”

Desperation surged inside me. “Mrs Anderson, please—just let me in. I only want to talk to you.” The lie tasted sweet on my tongue, but desire made me bold. I needed her too much to care about propriety.

Seconds stretched out, every heartbeat echoing with suspense, until the door creaked open a sliver. Without waiting, I pressed forward, pushing it wider, crossing her threshold in a rush of need.

She stood before me in a whisper-soft blue housecoat, every button fastened tight, her feet nestled in fluffy slippers. Her eyes were wide, wary, but there was something else in them—a flicker of anticipation that mirrored my own.

She recoiled, her body tensing as she raised both hands, a trembling barrier between us. Her eyes flashed—firm, determined—a plea and a warning all at once. “James, you must control yourself,” she scolded, voice low but unwavering. “There are things we need to discuss—important things.”

A slow smile teased my lips as I nodded, trying to mask the heat simmering beneath my skin. “Alright,” I conceded, my voice softer, holding back the want surging through me. “You go first.”

Without a word, she turned, her hips swaying beneath that buttoned blue housecoat as she led the way into the lounge. The scent of her lingered in the air—soap, something floral, warmth—and it fueled the longing burning inside me. She gestured briskly to an armchair with her chin. “Sit there—and stay put,” she commanded, positioning herself at the opposite end of the room, a chaste distance between us. The cool disdain on her face teased me cruelly.

She sat, regal yet tremulous, fixing me with a look that made my throat feel tight and my cock impossibly hard. “You were very, very naughty in the car,” she began, every word crisp with reproach. “Honestly, James, you ought to feel ashamed. I was just as wicked, perhaps worse… but it was only because—in that mad, desperate moment—I let the Devil take hold of me.”

Her words tumbled over themselves: anxious, almost apologetic, her hands clutching at the edges of her robe. I watched her, bemused and achingly aroused, unable to fathom the sudden swing from illicit bliss to confessional drama. “Sorry,” I murmured, brow furrowed in confusion, “but what does the Devil have to do with it?”

She straightened, drawing slow, deliberate breaths, eyes suddenly distant—a mix of shame and feverish longing. “It was the Devil, James,” she insisted, voice thick. “He slipped into my thoughts and riddled them with filthy hunger, made my body ache for things it never should. He’s always there at the edges, waiting for us to falter, waiting for me to surrender to these… sinful desires.” Her voice trembled and my pulse quickened, each confessional word twisting something inside me, hot and cold all at once.

I couldn’t help but scoff, shaking my head at the melodrama. “What on earth are you talking about? None of that nonsense—it wasn’t the Devil, it was God.” My mouth felt dry, my chest tight as I met her incredulous gaze.

She bristled, her lips tightening into a stern frown. “Don’t you dare use such vulgar language,” she snapped icily. “Of course it wasn’t God! It’s only because I strayed from Him that I became vulnerable—just for a moment—and the Devil pounced.”

I bit back a grin at her earnestness. “Alright, alright. Sorry for the swear. But honestly, Mrs Anderson, I think you’ve got it all wrong. God gave me this—gave me you. That was no accident, no trick of the Devil. In fact, I feel so grateful I’m considering coming to church with you this Sunday, just to say thank you.”

She let out a long, shuddering sigh, her posture softening just barely. “James, you’re a very lost young man. But of course you can come with us. Maybe you’ll learn to resist temptation, to recognize when sin calls your name. I’ve already begged God for forgiveness—prayed that He’ll absolve me, that His infinite mercy will take pity on me.”

I stared at her, exasperated but hopelessly smitten, unable to contain the smile twisting my lips. “Mrs Anderson, this is just… bonkers. I asked God to let me touch someone… intimately. And He gave me you. So tell me—who’s really calling the shots? God? Or the Devil?”

She stared at me, bewildered, her lips parted in silent confusion. “You prayed—asked God—to… do what you did?” she ventured, voice uncertain, mortified and fascinated all at once.

A wicked thrill buzzed through me as I nodded. “Absolutely. And He said it was alright. In fact,” I lied, pressing forward, “He said I’m allowed to do it again.”

She stared, wide-eyed, her composure trembling between outrage and surrender.

I couldn’t keep my distance any longer. Rising, I crossed the room, heart pounding. I dropped to my knees before her, hands resting lightly on her thighs, feeling their warmth beneath the cotton. “Mrs Anderson.” My voice shook, thick with desperate need and something deeper. “I’m in love with you.”

She threw her head back, an irrepressible peal of laughter escaping her lips, trying to dismiss me with a wave of her hand. “James, that’s absurd. I’m old enough to have raised you myself.”

But I could hardly resist her any longer, my voice lowering, rough with need. “Can I touch your pussy again? Please?”

She straightened, her tone suddenly prim. “If you mean my vagina, absolutely not.”

The distance between us was intolerable. I leaned forward, slipping my hands onto her knees, feeling the forbidden tense heat of her body. “Tell me honestly, Mrs Anderson—did you like it?”

Her answer came wrapped in guilt. “James, I’ve already explained—I acted as I did because the Devil took hold of me. He twisted my thoughts, inflamed my body with unclean desires. I’d shut myself off from the Lord, lost the strength to resist temptation.”

I wouldn’t let her hide behind borrowed shame. I pressed, drawing out each word, “Did. You. Enjoy. It?”

Her eyes flashed with impatient honesty. “Yes, I enjoyed it. That’s precisely how the Devil seduces us—by making wickedness feel so damn good.”

I swallowed, steadying the tremor in my voice. “But don’t you see? That’s just confusion. God gave you a vagina for two reasons—one trivial, one powerful. Anyone can pee, but making babies takes so much more. It’s meant to feel amazing, isn’t it? To draw you into it. Didn’t you feel that way when you and Mr. Anderson made Maria? Wasn’t it pleasure?”

Her face darkened. She answered quietly, as if reciting a sorrowful secret. “We prayed through the entire ordeal.”

My disbelief burst out, sharp and incredulous. “Ordeal? Sleeping with your own husband felt like a punishment?”

She fell silent, her gaze locked on mine, searching.

In that moment, everything became obvious. My mind sharpened, my purpose crystallizing with electric certainty. I softened my voice, letting a solemn gravity fill my words. “Mrs Anderson, maybe I’m here for a divine reason. All this time, you’ve denied yourself so much joy, misunderstood what God intended for you. He wants you to experience pleasures you’ve long forgotten. Perhaps I’m even his messenger, though I admit, I’m not entirely sure. But I know he sent me to you.”

Dropping my voice to a sensual whisper, I painted the promise of desire between us. “Wouldn’t you love for me to part your soft thighs and trail my lips tenderly along your skin? To press ever higher, tasting you, worshipping your most secret place with my tongue? I’d find your clit, caress and suck you softly until you shatter in my arms, trembling, lost in absolute pleasure.”

As I spoke, desire tightened my body, my cock hardening with wild anticipation. She’d closed her eyes, breathing shallow and quick. I saw her needs reflected back at me, raw and aching despite everything she’d said.

Her voice broke into the silence, desperate and confused, trembling with a mixture of longing and alarm. “Please—stop. Just stop. Who are you, James? Did God really send you, or are you the Devil’s own creation? Am I being tested right now? Is that what this is—some trial laid down by God?”

For a split second, I considered whispering, “I am one of God’s disciples,” but the thought of tempting fate—and a well-placed lightning bolt—made me hesitate. Instead, I leaned in, my voice gentle as silk. “Trust me, Mrs. Anderson. It’s all right—you have divine permission to indulge in this pleasure with me.” Even as I spoke, I cringed at the audacity, but the heavens stayed mercifully silent.

Tenderly, I coaxed her thighs apart, meeting no resistance. Yet she covered her face, as though hiding from both lust and light. “What on earth am I doing?” she groaned, her fingers trembling against flushed cheeks, caught between longing and shame.

Still on my knees, I slid her housecoat aside, baring her soft, trembling thighs to the cooled air. I pressed velvet-soft kisses inside each knee, trading delicate attention between her legs and inching higher, my lips creating a trail that made her shiver. My gaze locked on the triangle of her panties, where I watched a dark stain slowly bloom—her arousal both hesitant and helpless.

She was a beautiful mess of conflict, her words tumbling out breathlessly. “Oh God, stop him—please, stop. But I don’t want you to stop. I’m such a sinner, I should be punished, but it feels so… so good.”

The heat radiating from her skin teased my senses as my mouth hovered just above her panties, the warm inside of her thighs pulsing, damp and flushed. Her unmistakable scent drifted up, raw and intoxicating. Coarse curls peeked from the edges of cotton warped by the dampness clinging to her, her pussy so drenched that her panties almost disappeared into the sweet divide.

Carefully, I pinched the sticky fabric and drew it aside, exposing her for the first time. The sight made my breath catch—dusky-lipped, swollen and shining, her slit pulsed in a vivid shade of crimson. Moisture trickled down, bead by bead, slicking the delicate wrinkles of her entrance and slipping lower, leaving her puckered entrance below glistening and exposed.

For a moment, I just breathed her in, the musky sweetness surging through me. Then my tongue met her soaked slit, tasting the wet heat of her desire.

She cried out, clutching my hair in desperate fists. Her hips arched up, writhing, chasing each flick of my tongue. “Yes, oh yes! Don’t stop—God, don’t stop! Higher… there, right there!” Her words came ragged, tumbling from her lips in a torrent of pleasure.

Desire crashing over me, I discarded my shoes and wrestled my trousers down, my underwear following with frantic hands until I stood, bare from the waist down, my cock jutting hard and heavy, aching for her.

Her eyes flew open, pupils blown wide, and she whispered, stunned, “My God.” I almost laughed—she hadn’t seemed to notice just how thick and demanding I was when she’d gripped me earlier in the car.

I ached to run my hands and mouth over her breasts. My fingers fumbled clumsily at the closure of her bra, but she slapped my hands away, impatient and wild. “Stop fiddling,” she murmured, breathless. She reached behind in one swift movement, the clasp snapping open, and flung her bra halfway across the room.

Her breasts were gloriously heavy in my palms, supple and lush, the creamy skin yielding beneath my fingers. I circled her nipples with my tongue—first one then the other—savoring how they peaked under my attention, but her reaction was strangely subdued. Noted. Next time, I’d savor her here before losing myself between her thighs. Every woman’s language is a little different, and the anticipation only intensified my need.

I let her nipples slip from my mouth, bracing myself with both hands on the chair’s arms. The tension between us shimmered, electric—the way she immediately slid lower into the chair, lying back, her thighs spreading with bold invitation. She lifted her hips, baring herself so utterly to me. My entire body trembled at her offering, my pulse hammering relentless. She wanted me—she was aching for it.

For a wild moment, I pleaded in silence—God, don’t let me finish too soon. Not before I worship her properly.

Clutching the chair, I tried guiding myself into her, but I missed my mark, desire sabotaging my coordination. Again—I nudged, but no luck. Frustration flared in her eyes. “What the hell are you doing?” she snapped—a woman sure of what she wanted. Her hand closed around my cock, guiding me straight to her drenched, impatient opening. Her fingers were fierce, no hesitation.

She barely positioned me before surging her hips upward, and I sank into her—all the way, to the very root. That tight, hot sheath swallowed me greedily. Her eyes caught mine and, breathless, she murmured, “Oh, James… you’re deep inside me.” A shiver ran through us both—she wasn’t asking for permission. She was devouring me.

Her words tumbled out in desperate whispers as I began to move, each stroke slow and deliberate at first, pulling out until I was almost free of her, then plunging back inside. She gasped, sharp fingernails raking my back, her pleasure fueling my own. The want in her face, the hunger in her body—it was intoxicating.

She shot me a wild, reckless glance. “James, if you want… be rough with me. I’m the Devil’s slut—treat me as I deserve.”

Something primal snapped inside me. “If that’s what you want, Mrs. Anderson,” I growled.

My rhythm shattered—harder, faster, deep. Each savage thrust drove her into the chair, and still she begged for more, moaning, “Yes—harder, punish me, I need it.” It almost shattered my control, knowing she craved this wild surrender, this relentless rhythm.

Her housecoat clung, disrupting my view of her exquisite nakedness. “Take it off—wrap those gorgeous legs around me,” I demanded, voice thick with need. She wriggled free, the robe slipping away, legs sealing around my waist in a desperate embrace. One hand slid beneath her perfect bottom—lifting her, supporting her—while my other arm snaked behind her back.

With a flex of muscle, I stood, her body draped over me, clinging tight, her arms linked ferociously around my neck.

With my feet planted wide for balance, I held her suspended in my arms, her body entirely given over to me—pliant, desperate, insatiable. I wanted, right then, nothing more than to lose myself in the feral rhythm of her, her lithe form arching against me. Every downward thrust of my hips forced a deliciously helpless sound from her lips, first breathless, then a sharp, desperate squeak, rising higher, trembling in the air between us—then a gurgling, almost animalistic cry of surrender.

Tension burned fiercely in the base of my spine—climbing, threatening to overtake my control. In the swirling haze of sensation, I looked into her face, saw the ecstasy etched deep in every line. Suddenly she gasped my name, her voice ragged and wild, then bit into my shoulder, nails digging into me. That tiny, exquisite pain sent me over the edge; pleasure seized every muscle, my body shuddered violently and I felt myself spill—thick, hot pulses surging deep inside her.

My legs threatened to give out, the aftershocks intense, but she wasn’t ready to let me go. Her passion rolled on and on; hips still grinding against my cock, pulling me deeper, milking every drop with greedy desperation. She clung to my neck, moaning “Oh God, oh God” as though she was praying, but I knew this was a far holier place than any altar.

Finally, her movements waned, trembling into stillness. I could feel her hands slip from around me. Before she slipped away entirely, I staggered to a nearby chair and carefully settled her warm body down, still impaled on my cock as I collapsed atop her—both of us slick with sweat, tangled, and absolutely spent.

She gazed up at me, eyes clouded and shining, her voice an awed whisper. “James, you took me to paradise. Did I please you too?”

My mouth curled into a wicked smile as I looked down at her: “Mrs. Anderson, you’re a sensational slut. No one could deny the Devil is grinning ear to ear for you.”

She replied with a half-heard murmur, and I teased: “Pardon, Mrs. Anderson?”

Raising her voice, her tongue sharper with lust and newfound daring, she drawled, “I said, fuck him.”

My feigned outrage made her grin. I pressed a hand dramatically to my lips. “Mrs. Anderson, such language! In front of a gentleman?”

A glint of mischief shaped her mouth as she retorted, “Oh, I can’t help it. The Devil’s claimed me, and he’s chosen you as his instrument.” Her cool fingertips traced my face, lingering with sinful promise. “You can corrupt me anytime you want. I’ve hoarded wicked thoughts my whole life, secret fantasies that would shock even you. But now, I want to be shameless, to revel in my filthiness. Will you help me?”

Lighting flared in my eyes. “Nothing would give me greater pleasure. But right now, I’m completely wrecked. Next time, darling devil, perhaps you’ll try sucking my cock. Does that tempt your decadent soul?”

She shivered and sighed, hungry and eager, “God yes, I want that—it sounds so deliciously dirty.”

I wondered aloud, curiosity pricking at me, “How often do you and Mr. Anderson make love?”

A contemptuous laugh escaped her lips. “Darling, don’t be absurd. We haven’t had sex for fifteen long years. Partly my fault, I suppose—I just don’t excite him anymore. We’ve become numb, tedious people, scared of even the thought of desire. His heart is fragile, and I’m terrified to risk it.”

I stroked her cheek, smiling gently. “Let me assure you, boring is the last word I’d use for you. You’re a beautiful, insatiable sex goddess. Tell me, have you ever had to take matters into your own hands?”

She pursed her lips with enticing coyness. “Such a personal question. Maybe… once or twice. But every time, I feel so sinful, I have to beg forgiveness on my knees.”

“Did you have your little confession since last Friday?” I teased quietly, the memory of her naked honesty still lingering between us.

She grinned, a wicked glimmer in her eyes. “I managed a few prayers in the bath this afternoon, but not the repentant kind.” There was something deliciously sinful about her admission.

We reached the side entrance and I glanced at my watch—eight forty-five. In just one tumultuous hour and a quarter, my life had transformed. I’d crossed that forbidden threshold and emerged a different man.

She rose onto her tiptoes, her lips brushing over mine with a lingering kiss, heavy with satisfaction and a sweet ache for more. “I need you to be honest with me, James,” she murmured, her breath deliciously warm against my skin. “Have you ever been with Maria?”

Her question didn’t surprise me, though the yearning in her gaze did. I met her eyes, letting my fingers trace the line of her jaw. “You’re my first, in every way that counts. The only one who ever made my fantasies real. As for Maria’s so-called virtue—let’s just say I’d have an easier time breaking into Fort Knox.”

She laughed softly, her relief palpable as she squeezed my hands. “Thank you,” she whispered, her tone turning playful. “Poor Maria, she truly has no idea what she’s missing.”

Later, sprawling in the aftermath on my bed, the ceiling above fuzzy, I closed my eyes with a grin. “Divine forgiveness wouldn’t go amiss,” I murmured, almost praying. “Maybe just grant a man a little more credit—I know I’ll need it.”

I couldn’t resist glancing down, smirking at my slackened cock. “Rest up, Big Jim. You’ve certainly earned it—and we both know things won’t stay quiet for long.”

---

Striding across the campus the next day, I felt impossibly tall—a new confidence grounding every step. I wanted to shout, reckless and proud: “Who else here seduced a mature, married, church going lady last night?” The grin wouldn’t leave my face.

At lunch, Maria spotted me. She slipped in beside me with a can of coke, her pretty eyes searching. For the first time, her presence didn’t ignite frustration, just a gentle fondness. “You look different today,” she commented, giving me a suspicious smile. “Hey, are you doing anything tonight?”

“Why, what’s up?” I asked, managing to sound innocent.

She sipped her drink. “Jean and Harold were so impressed with your acting last Friday that they want you to join us at that new restaurant. Actually, it was pretty much her idea.”

Warmth surged through me, and the memory of Mrs Anderson’s mouth on me flickered hot. “I’d love that,” I replied, quietly savoring the invitation.

That evening, as I pulled on a crisp shirt, anticipation knotted my gut. How would it feel—sitting with the husband of the woman who had ridden me to oblivion not hours before? The thought was dangerously thrilling.

We rode together—the Andersons in front, Mrs Anderson and I tucked in the back, a current of awareness pulsing between us. The restaurant glimmered, promising, and when we were shown to our booth, Mrs Anderson made sure I slid in close beside her, patting the pleather seat invitingly. “Sit here, James,” she purred, eyes alive with secret mischief. “Maria, darling, you take the other side.”

Mr Anderson ordered our drinks in a friendly, oblivious manner. Small talk fluttered back and forth—a polite mask over the molten undercurrent simmering just beneath the surface. And then, without missing a conversational beat, I felt her hand settle on my thigh—a private claim, hidden from everyone except us.

My heart hammered, and I slid my hand beneath the table to cup hers, thinking she wanted simple affection, a reassuring touch. But she didn’t let go—instead, she tugged my hand lower, towards her lap. Her voice was calm as she chatted to her husband, her fingers cool and insistent.

Her thighs parted, welcoming, and she pressed my hand between them. My breath stalled as I realized what I’d found—soft curls, gloriously bare. No panties at all. My cock twitched in my jeans, and I barely managed to suppress a groan as the pleasurable shock rippled through me, wicked and exhilarating.

Her invitation was undeniable—a silent demand that electrified my every nerve. My fingers glided over her slick folds, the heat of her arousal vivid and insistent beneath my touch. Maria’s voice floated across the table, innocent and oblivious, but every word blurred into white noise. All that anchored me was the velvet silk of Mrs. Anderson’s sex, molten and pulsing beneath my teasing fingers. I lost myself for a moment in the subtle ripples of her response, fingers lingering just long enough to feel the tremor in her body before I traced the sensitive swell of her clit—firm, engorged, deliciously begging.

She brought a menu to her face, feigning nonchalance, but I saw her pulse fluttering, watched as her skin flushed with heat. I let my fingers move in slow, gentle circles, savoring the power I had over her even in this crowded restaurant. Mr. Anderson’s concerned tone sliced through the thick, stolen tension, “Are you alright, Dear? You’re looking a bit red.”

Her answer was light, convincing. “It must be this heat,” she said, voice trembling at the edges, hiding the truth behind the fan of the menu.

Under the table, I pushed her further, fingers coaxing shivers from deep inside her. She parted her thighs wider, breath quickening. I felt the first twitch and then she caught a wad of paper napkins, pressing them desperately to her mouth. For an awfully tense second, I thought she might be unwell, but then came the sharp, ragged coughs—only I knew, with aching certainty, that she was suppressing the tremors of orgasm, hiding the cracking pleasure that I sent flooding through her.

Maria fussed. Mr. Anderson called for water, worry etched on his face, but Mrs. Anderson collected herself with a shaky smile. “Oh, it’s nothing—just a funny little turn. I’m alright now, honestly.” I slid my hand from her molten center, my fingers glistening before I discreetly pulled her dress down, masking every trace of our mischief.

Needing to clean up, I fought to quell my throbbing erection before I dared to stand. The rest of the dinner passed without incident, each moment heavy with shared secret, the taste of her pleasure still slick on my skin. On the quiet ride home, she leaned close, a low giggle spilling into my ear. “I really am a bad, bad woman. Did you like that?” Breathless amusement danced in her question.

I turned to whisper, letting my need bleed into my voice. “Not nearly as much as you did… but trust me, tonight, when I’m alone in my bed, I’ll remember every second.”

---

The days crawled by, hunger sharpening into obsession as Tuesday evening finally dawned. Barely had the Mercedes disappeared before I was sprinting, heart hammering, across the street. My knuckles barely grazed the side door when it swung open—Mrs. Anderson swept me inside by my shirt, her eyes bright with need. Nothing but a simple, devastating scarlet dress clung to her body. She wasted no time on pleasantries. “Tell me,” she murmured, gaze smoking with intent, “should we take this to a spare room, or would you rather claim me right here in the lounge?”

I smirked, feigning an old-fashioned courtesy. “Good evening, Mrs. Anderson. Are you feeling well?”

For a heartbeat, she looked startled—then her lips curved, quick and eager. “Oh—yes, of course. I’m very well, thank you, James. Now, should we head upstairs, or do you want me here on the couch?”

Without a word, I slipped an arm beneath her knees and another across her back, lifting her effortlessly. She wrapped her legs around me, lips pressing frantic, wanting kisses against mine as we climbed the stairs. Her breath flushed hot across my ear, “Did you remember to bring your cock tonight?”

I teased her with a wicked grin. “Almost forgot—grabbed it just as I was leaving the house. But tell me, what are you planning to do with it?”

She trembled in my arms, voice rich with anticipation. “All I’ve been able to think about is sucking it, watching you lose control, seeing that—what do you call it again?”

“Come,” I whispered, my voice thick with promise. “I come, you come… and when you teeter right on the edge, you’re coming too.”

“Understood,” I murmured, the word trembling at the edge of my lips as I gently eased her onto the bed. She looked up at me with an impish glint in her eyes, her voice low and confessional. “You wouldn’t believe how much I’ve been praying these past few days.” I couldn’t stop a wicked smile. “I can imagine… but tell me, why so many layers? What are you hiding from me?”

With a breathless laugh, she sat upright, and in a single, lush movement, she slid the crimson dress down her body. She was gloriously naked underneath, and the sight of her laid bare—all glowing skin and unfiltered arousal—sent a thrill straight into my bones. Arms stretched invitingly, legs parted, she offered herself up like a vision from my most decadent fantasies. “Have your way with me, Sir. I belong to you—don’t hold back, even if the whip’s what it takes.”

My heart pounded with want, but I hesitated, fingers hovering just above her thigh. “Are you sure? Is that really what you want?”

A spark danced across her features. “Maybe. You never know what you might like until you taste it… but not too rough. Now, why are you still dressed?” Her urgency was delicious.

I let my own clothes fall away, hungry for her heat and softness. Sliding down beside her, I couldn’t resist the draw of her breasts—so perfect, so temptingly peaked. My tongue circled around a nipple, tugging gently, earning a gasp as she shifted under my lips. She arched, offering up even more of herself, her need palpable. I lavished the other, letting lingering kisses spark along her skin as my hand drifted lower.

Teasing her silky stomach, I hovered just above the place she so desperately wanted me. She trembled beneath my touch, hips lifting, heat radiating from her center, her voice raw with longing. “Stop tormenting me. My pussy’s been starving for you—don’t just tease.”

There was no denying her. Parting those soaked folds, I eased a finger deep inside her, feeling her grip me tight as I found a rhythm, slow at first, then deeper, insistent. Her hands roamed her own body, finding her nipples, pinching and twisting with greedy abandon.

Suddenly, she stilled—voice edged with years of untapped hunger. “Why have I gone so long denying myself? All these unsatisfied years, only to discover what I want in a young man such as yourself. God, I want to make up for lost time—I want to forget who I used to be.”

My cock strained, rock-hard under her heated confession. She reached for it, curling her fingers around me, her touch both shy and bold. Then, with a wicked little grin, she slid down the bed, my hand slipping wet from her body as she gazed at my length, eyes wide with anticipation. “It’s such a gorgeous beast. Tell me how it wants to be worshipped.”

A nervous chuckle slipped out. “Honestly, other than what I’ve seen in porn, you’ll have to follow your instincts. Try gliding your mouth over it—maybe swirl your tongue around the top. But if you stroke me too, I won’t last long.”

Her eyes glinted, hungry and mischievous. “But isn’t that exactly what I want? To taste you, to make you unravel?”

“That’s messy business… where will you put it all?” I asked, voice ragged.

A wicked promise in every word, she murmured, “Leave everything to me.”

Flattening herself against the bed, her luscious lips closed around me, suctioning with slow, reverent pulls. She drew back, teasing her tongue around my tip, then plunged down again, her mouth a slick, heated paradise. I moaned her name, desperate, writhing in pleasure. She stopped only long enough to whisper, “Don’t fret about my pussy. I can take care of that.”

And as she pleasured me with her mouth, I glimpsed her hand moving between her thighs, plunging into her own wetness, chasing her own release while her lips worked a relentless rhythm on my aching cock.

Reclining, I surrendered to the tidal wave of sensation that rippled through my body—her mouth exquisite, wet warmth enveloping my cock as she worked me with an eager, sinful hunger. My eyes fluttered shut, every nerve drawn so taut I thought I might snap. She paused, lips sealed around the sensitive tip, her grip tightening possessively, her hand sliding up and down with greedy rhythm, all while her tongue teased at the crown. I clenched the sheets in my fists, fighting the pull, but the tension mounting in my balls told its own inexorable story.

Suddenly, I sat bolt upright, desperate for self-control—needing to witness the sinful spectacle she’d created. She was lost in her own frantic pleasure: one hand pumping my length, the other buried deep between her thighs, fingers moving in fierce, determined circles around her clit, the movements visible in the trembling of her legs. The sight was so filthy, so intoxicating, I almost moaned her name aloud.

“Careful, you’re going to make me come,” I choked out, urgent, words tumbling recklessly as that electric pressure built within me, unstoppable. But Mrs. Anderson was lost in her own delicious abandon, dismissing my warning with a wicked flick of her wrist, working me faster and harder until my restraint shattered.

That hot, aching release crashed over me, unavoidable, spilling in heated pulses into her waiting mouth. She never flinched—accepting every drop with wild, fearless hunger, even as her own feet drummed frantically against the mattress, her hips arching and bucking as pleasure overtook her. She was ferocious, nearly animal in her ecstacy, and the image seared itself into my skin.

The last shudders of pleasure left me spent, dazed. I fell back onto the pillows, pulse thundering, breath ragged, mind fogged. There was no shame exactly, merely a stunned awe at her boldness—a woman who once repressed every secret longing now unleashing herself without apology.

I opened my eyes to see her—beautiful, breathless, wiping her lips with a tissue. “Mrs. Anderson,” I murmured, wonder and a challenge tangled in my tone. “You realise most women would be utterly appalled by what you’ve just done?”

Her mouth curled into a knowing, wicked little smile. “I’m well aware,” she whispered, her eyes flaming with pride and mischief. “But this—this was for me, not you. I promised you, my fantasies are filthy. Look at you, still trembling. I came hard. So did you. I’d say that’s a win for us both. Now, tell me, how long before you’re ready for another round?”

A glance at the bedside clock—it was barely ten past eight. I grinned, breathless. “How much longer do we have?”

She stretched languorously, a wicked glint in her gaze. “Two hours, maximum. I’ll put on some coffee. Rest up—you’ll need it.”

She danced from the room, leaving me to stare at the ceiling, half-amused, half-exhausted. “God,” I muttered, “if You’re watching, please know that what just happened was definitely not my idea. Try not to judge me too harshly.” But I could still taste her on my tongue; judgment was the last thing I cared about.

She returned with steaming mugs, curling beside me, intimate and open. Conversation flowed easily between sips and laughter. Curiosity gripped me and I asked about her first experience with solo pleasure, and she confided—an older cousin, a shared bed, innocent curiosity blossoming into something more. Breathlessly, she described how her cousin guided her hand, taught her body’s secret language, the memory of that awakening forever etched in her memory. She’d wet the sheets in her first, innocent climax—and after, the two had explored each other, over and over.

She offered me a wistful, almost shy look. “Sometimes I imagine being with another woman. Does that make me a lesbian?” That longing, that hunger, was so honest and raw.

I squeezed her thigh, reassuring. “Most women do. Fantasy doesn’t define you. It just means you’re human.”

She finished her coffee and excused herself, leaving the room. I barely had time to catch my breath before the door creaked open—a show designed to take my breath away.

She reappeared transformed: her body draped in a sheer, candy-pink baby-doll nighty that barely brushed the tops of her thighs, the satin clinging to her curves. Her legs were bare, inviting, and she’d playfully styled her hair into two playful, girlish puffs. Rosy circles painted her cheeks, and her lipstick was smeared, as if she’d just indulged in some wild, forbidden pleasure. I stared—utterly transfixed.

She stood awkwardly, her arms hanging limply at her sides, delicate toes angled bashfully inward. Her head was bowed low, strands of hair brushing her rouged cheeks, and the way she shrank beneath my gaze should have been pitiful, but something about it struck me as wickedly adorable—I bit back a laugh, pressing my hand over my mouth to smother the sound.

Her voice, small and trembling—a little girl’s whimper in a grown woman’s mouth—drifted toward me, “I’m here, sir. Have I been a naughty girl again?” She wouldn’t meet my eyes, as if her shame were deliciously real, blushing down her chest where pink satin shimmered. She wanted to play, to be someone else, to be held responsible for unspeakable urges. I swallowed the grin threatening at the corner of my lips and forced my tone to become hard and disciplinary.

“Yes, Jean, you’ve been very naughty indeed,” I chided, my baritone as stern as I could make it.

Her shoulders twitched slightly, as if my words sent a shiver of anticipation through her. “Are you going to spank my bottom?” she whispered, her tone laced in both trepidation and trembling hope.

“I’m afraid I have no choice. You need to be punished so you can remember how to behave,” I pronounced with mock severity. My hand beckoned her, commanding. “Come here, across my lap.”

She hesitated for only a moment—a breathless pause—before shuffling forward, the nighty drifting up her thighs as she bent over me, her glorious curves on display and every ounce of her submission reflected in the bow of her head. My fingers lifted the hem, revealing a wisp of sheer, cotton-candy pink panties stretched across the swell of her bottom. She arched her hips, silently inviting, and I peeled her panties down with careful slowness, exposing flawless skin that practically glowed in the gentle lamplight. My palm came to rest over the silken warmth of her cheeks, feeling the faintest tension as she awaited her judgment.

In my harshest voice, I declared, “I’m sorry, Jean, but I must do this. It’s for your own good.” I brought my hand down—a measured smack to each cheek, just enough to sting, not enough to truly punish.

She squirmed beneath me and murmured, “That can’t be everything, sir. You always spank me much harder when I’ve been really naughty.”

A dark thrill curled through me. This time, I didn’t hesitate. My palm struck her bare flesh twice, harder, force reverberating through my arm, provoking tiny, involuntary gasps from her as she writhed deliciously beneath my touch.

“I want to be properly punished for how wicked I’ve been. Please, sir, harder,” she pleaded, her breath hitching with every word.

There was no teasing now. My hand came down hard—two sharp cracks ringing out in the thick air. Red bloomed across her beautiful, rounded cheeks, fingers stenciled in white, and she yelped, sharp and desperate, squirming closer to the ache.

The quiver in her voice was trembling on the edge of tears as she whispered, “Why does my mini tingle when you spank me, sir?” The childish word for her pussy made me groan inside.

Sliding my hand between her thighs, I found her—slick and feverish—her “mini” soaked and swollen, pulsing with hunger. Two fingers slipped inside, slowly stroking, coaxing giddy shivers and soft whimpers as she rocked her hips into my palm. My cock surged, impossibly hard, desperate for her heat.

After a trembling hush, she whispered, “Are you going to put your truncheon inside me like you always do?” Her words were breathless—broken with want.

The only truncheon of consequence was throbbing impatiently between my thighs. “Yes, Jean. I will give you exactly what you need,” I promised, voice low with lust.

She was already climbing onto me, dainty and demanding, straddling my lap as her hands gripped my shoulders. She guided herself down, taking me inch by glorious inch, my cock vanishing into her tight heat. She gasped, shuddering, “Oh sir, it’s always so big inside me, so hard.”

Her arms tightened around my neck as she began to move—rising and falling, building a delicious friction that tightened every muscle in my body. Her rhythm grew quick and frantic, hips slamming down faster, desperate little whimpers tumbling from her lips.

“Oh sir, that naughty feeling’s coming—I’m going to—I’m—” Her body tensed, grinding down hard, voice rising to a perfect, shattering cry. “The naughty feeling is coming! Oh lord!”

That unmistakable surge built within me, urgent and inexorable, as Jean rode me—her movements wild and unrestrained, the force of her desire matching my own hunger. My hands clutched her soft, reddened cheeks, desperate for something to anchor myself against the sweet chaos of her body. I could barely hold onto her as she drove herself harder onto me, blissfully lost in her reckless rhythm. My climax came with a rush, searing and explosive, thrusting me into absolute surrender. We rocked together in the aftershocks, tangled in each other's arms, breathless and trembling as pleasure ebbed and settled in our exhausted limbs.

Finally, she slipped off my lap and, her voice still absorbed in our fantasy, murmured with a little smile, “Thank you for punishing me, sir. I promise I’ll try to behave better.” Her hips swayed with exaggerated innocence as she shuffled away, the playful spirit of our game lingering in her every step.

I fell back, sprawled across the tangled sheets, unable to do anything but burst into laughter. It felt delirious, heady—sex had never felt so rich or exhilarating. Twice in one hour, and each time had been a revelation, electric as the first. I found myself wondering, with no small thrill, what other deliciously wicked games she had waiting for me.

When she returned, she’d slipped into her housecoat and looked freshly revived, the coy twinkle in her eye unchanged. “Just look at the time, you’d better be on your way,” she said, glancing at the clock with mock seriousness.

Pulling my clothes on with lingering glances in her direction, I grinned. “You make everything so unpredictably exciting. I never know what I’m in for.”

She arched a brow. “Surprises? If you mean the depravity you just indulged in with that innocent young girl, I hope your conscience bothers you.” The tease in her tone was unmistakable—her eyes sparkled as she pressed a goodbye kiss to my lips.

“Next Tuesday?” she murmured, almost conspiratorial, her lips brushing mine again.

“You can count on it, Mrs. Anderson,” I replied, the promise delicious between us.

---

The following week moved sluggishly, each day stretching impossibly long, but I could barely contain my secret delight. An affair with someone so daring and experienced made me feel voracious and alive. Even the unspoken age difference only fueled my exhilaration. Yet every time I took Maria out—like the evening we went to the cinema—I found myself almost amused. If she only knew.

Afterwards, as we lingered at her door, she eyed me with curiosity. “There’s something different about you. You’ve changed, and you haven’t even tried to get handsy once. Don’t get me wrong, I appreciate the manners, but you’re not losing interest, are you?”

I wasn’t about to risk everything by breaking it off—not when Mrs. Anderson was the real, irresistible secret. So I replied, “I thought you’d prefer it if I treated you with respect.”

She studied me, her smile a little uncertain. “Well, I do, and I’m glad you’re showing some self-control.” Still, suspicion lingered beneath her words.

Tuesday finally arrived, the day prickling with anticipation as I rang the bell at the side entrance. Mrs. Anderson answered—her dress plunging low to reveal a hint of cleavage, delicate fabric skimming those long, shapely legs. Her diamante earrings sparked beneath the hall light, but not half as brightly as her mischievous eyes. “You look absolutely stunning, Mrs. Anderson,” I said, letting my admiration warm every word.

She practically glowed with pleasure and pressed her mouth to mine in a passionate kiss. Taking my hand, she led me upstairs, the promise of playful, decadent fun alive in her every step.

Her nimble fingers slipped beneath the fabric of my shirt, undressing me with an urgency that set my senses alight, but my curiosity burned through the haze of arousal. As I fumbled for words, I asked, “Do you still keep up with all your religious rituals? The church and everything—does that still matter to you?”

She cocked an eyebrow, her lips curving into a knowing smirk. “I do. Why? Am I giving you mixed signals?” Her hands paused just long enough for me to feel the weight of her gaze.

I swallowed, nerves fluttering in my chest. “It’s just… with us, and—"

Before I could stammer out the tangled thoughts, she shut me down with a voice edged in wicked impatience. “Are you accusing me of being a hypocrite?”

Alarmed, I blurted, “No, absolutely not, I just—”

“Then don’t say another damn word. Because right now, I want your cock in my mouth, not some confession.” The sharp edge in her eyes promised pleasure and punishment intertwined. Any urge to discuss her faith vanished as her hands slipped expertly to my waistband and I gave myself over—body and will—presenting my swollen cock as an offering, stretching out on the bed in obedient anticipation.

She wasted no time claiming me. Her mouth descended, soft and wet, enveloping me with a torturous slowness. Her tongue was relentless—teasing, swirling, then flicking along the pulsing vein. She kept pace with a rhythm all her own: licking, then swallowing me down, then gripping my length, her fist pumping tight, before starting again with feverish intent. It was orchestrated chaos—her mouth, her hand, and her brazen self-control tangling me up in heat.

But the sight of her drove me half-mad—kneeling naked above me, one hand buried between her own thighs. Her hips rolled against her fingers, every movement carnal and hungry. For a moment, she let my cock slip from her lips and sat back, flushed, her breath ragged. “James,” she gasped, apologetic but helpless. “I…I’m sorry, but I can’t hold back.”

With a desperate whimper, she drove two fingers into her slick, aching cunt while her other hand never stopped circling her clit in frantic, practiced strokes. She pumped herself shamelessly, all coordination, no hesitation—her body a living rhythm of need. The air filled with the obscene, wet sound of her arousal. Her thighs trembled, and when she could endure it no more, she choked out, “I’m coming—oh, fuck, I’m coming—” Her hands cupped her drenched sex, her entire body thrusting and locking as the orgasm ripped through her.

Her muscles tightened, stomach clenching, jaw clenched so hard the tension shuddered through her. Through teeth gritted in pleasure, she hissed, “Oh, sweet Christ—” Then she surrendered, her body wracked with silent spasms, cunt fluttering around her thrusting fingers. Wordless, she rode the waves until the electric shudders dulled. Still, her trembling hand lingered, massaging the aftershocks, reluctant to let that aching pleasure subside.

At last, trembling and spent, she collapsed onto her heels, head bowed, hair cascading around her flushed cheeks. She caught her breath, drew herself up, and looked at me with a crooked, satisfied grin. “God, that one nearly killed me. I had to let go—I didn’t want to, but it just took over. You alright?”

I squeezed her thigh reassuringly, smiling up at her, every inch of me feverish from the show. “More than alright. Watching you lose control… It was incredible.”

Her laughter was soft, a satisfied purr. She pressed her lips to mine, tasting of sex and satisfaction. “Lie back. Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

She slipped away, leaving a fevered longing in her wake. The minutes crawled by until I wondered if she’d return, but when she did—God, I almost cried out. She was transformed—poured into a tight, inky-black skirt that clung to her hips, sheer stockings gliding up her legs. Her blouse was scandalously thin; pink nipples visible beneath the white, the curves beneath a cropped jacket almost indecent. Heads would spin at the sight of her beret, cocked at a wicked angle, and those patent heels—towering, lethal, impossible.

She stood in the doorway, a living fantasy, her eyes burning for me alone.

There was no mistaking her intention as she stood there—every item of her attire chosen to ignite a fantasy, to embody a sultry Parisian courtesan escaped from a decadent night in Montmartre. In the dim light, the outfit—those scandalously revealing stockings, the barely-there blouse that made her dusky nipples almost part of the invitation, the tempting heels—left me gaping, marvelling at how thoroughly she’d committed to this wicked transformation.

She glided to the bed, hips swaying with decadent deliberation. Her voice, low and smoky and dripping with a deliciously exaggerated French accent, curled over me like a spell. “Allô, chéri… Do you crave some pleasure ce soir?” The velvet purr of her question sent a bolt of arousal straight to my core.

My lips curled in response. “And how much will this little adventure set me back?” I teased, matching her playful mood.

Her reply was instant, her tone masterfully provocative. “Quarante euros, mon amour. Leave ze payment juste là, oui?” She nodded imperiously toward the dresser.

Amused—and more than a little aroused—I calculated the extravagant cost of this particular liaison. Thirty-five pounds for this fantasy? Worth every penny, and then some. I grinned. “Deal,” I agreed, though in truth all I had in my wallet was the faintest promise of future riches and a single crumpled note. I briefly wondered if a handwritten IOU would suffice with such a dangerous femme fatale.

She leaned closer, lips tracing the shell of my ear, warm breath teasing my skin. “Et… would you like ze extras?” Her tone suggested there were secret pleasures on offer; the edge of her accent made each word decadent.

My curiosity, stoked by her performance, got the better of me. “Enlighten me.”

“Up ze ass… cinquante euros. A deep, slow cock-suck… quarante-cinq. Ze finish between les seins… only cinq euros.” Her smile was sinful, her eyes glittering with mischief.

I couldn’t help myself; laughter threatened. “Why so cheap for the—between your breasts?”

She shot me a wicked look, biting her lower lip. “Because I adore eet.”

My composure was faltering—it was all I could do not to dissolve with laughter. “Just a good, hard fuck will do,” I stammered, playing along, need thrumming through my veins.

Her striptease began, a slow, sensual ballet of hands and body. Each garment dropped to the floor with calculated drama; but the final act, the removal of her stockings, nearly undid me. She lifted her foot, slowly, deliberately, drawing the gossamer nylon free between thumb and finger, prolonging the torment as my pulse pounded.

Every second she took was a masterstroke of erotic tension—I was desperate for her touch, for the moment she would finally give in and join me. At last, clothing abandoned, she straddled me with a confidence that sent a shock of lust through my body. Her lips pressed a gentle kiss to the tip of my swollen cock, her eyes smoldering. “Mon chéri… such a big, beautiful English cock you have. Are all your countrymen so… magnificently endowed?” she crooned, her accent thick with arousal.

I grinned, breathless. “No… just the fortunate few.”

Her body hovered for a heartbeat, tantalisingly close—then she took me into her, inch by exquisite inch, her body opening to absorb my length. She pressed down until every last bit of me was enveloped inside her, a long, trembling sigh escaping her painted lips. Her gaze captured mine, dark and hungry, as she whispered, “Let me show you ze French art of making love…”

Instead of the familiar rhythm, she began to move her hips in slow, liquid circles—an undulating, washing-machine grind that drew shudders from both of us. The unfamiliar motion was shockingly pleasurable, each twist of her pelvis pulling groans from my throat. I suspected all lovers—French or otherwise—enjoyed such creativity, but in that moment, surrendered to her performance, it felt new and dangerously erotic.

Her own excitement was mounting—her breath came in ragged gasps, her words thick with pleasure. “I will come soon, chéri… so now we fuck ze English way.” With that, she switched to a familiar, urgent pace, rising and falling on my cock with hungry desperation. I felt her walls flutter, each surge drawing me closer to that sharp, exquisite edge.

Our passion spiraled, bodies a slick tangle of feverish need. Our voices mingled in the air—soft moans, rapid panting, the searing sound of skin meeting skin. The room blurred around us, senses consumed by lust, so wrapped in pleasure that the world could have ended outside the door and we wouldn’t have noticed.

But the world did not end. Instead, a shrill, piercing scream shattered the spell.

We jerked apart, jolted from our carnal haze. Mrs. Anderson twisted around in shock; I bolted upright. Standing there in the doorway was Maria, hands plastered over her mouth, her eyes enormous, pure disbelief scrawled across her beautiful face.

“Oh my God,” she whispered—her devastation heavy, her shock chilling the heat in the room.

For what felt like an eternity, the air vibrated with stunned silence—no one daring to take a breath or move a muscle. Mrs Anderson, ever so composed despite the tangled sheets and lingering flush on her skin, slid gracefully off the bed. Her voice, velvety and reassuring, sliced through the tension as she addressed my girlfriend. “Maria, darling, this must be quite a revelation. I owe you more than a simple apology, I know.” She reached out, but Maria recoiled as if the older woman’s touch might scorch her.

Horror flickered across Maria’s face—wide-eyed and trembling, her lips moving in frantic prayer. There was a wildness behind her gaze, a desperate search for a logical explanation amid chaotic desire and scandal. Suddenly, she gasped, as if divine clarity had struck. “Jean, you’re under the Devil’s wicked spell—he’s corrupted your soul! You’re not at fault for this vile sin. I’ll call Father O’Malley. Only he can save you from this—this filth!”

Maria’s desperation was a raw, electric thing as she stumbled back, clutching the cross at her throat, fumbling for her mobile. Her accusing stare found me, her voice shrill. “And James—oh, I should have known! You’re one of the Devil’s minions!” Her words hit like cold daggers sliding between my ribs.

But her outburst didn’t stop there. “Oh God, first it was Harold, now it’s you!” she wailed, the pitch cutting through me.

Mrs Anderson’s posture changed, the intrigue unmistakable in her arched brow. “First it was Harold?” she purred, dangerous and ice-smooth.

Maria seemed to shrink beneath her the older woman’s gaze, shame and confusion contorting her features. “Yes… He told me… He said he was overwhelmed by the Devil’s darkness. I caught him… Oh, the things I saw in his study. He made me promise not to tell you—he said the truth might kill you.”

Mrs Anderson, her voice suddenly sharp enough to chill the room, pressed on. “Maria. Tell me. Exactly what did you saw Harold doing?”

Maria’s lips parted but no words came; she squeezed her eyes shut, tears trembling at the corners as if the memory itself could burn her from the inside out. She forced herself to confess in hushed, broken pieces. “He… was at his computer… and…” Her throat worked as she tried to choke down the memory. “He was… touching himself.” The words hung in the air, aching with embarrassment and guilt.

Mrs Anderson turned to me, her lips curling into a smile laced with wicked satisfaction—a smile that meant trouble. “Well, isn’t that something? My dear, sweet husband, who’s claimed a frail heart for fifteen years, getting himself off to porn while I lie next to him untouched. That’s a conversation I’ll savor, face-to-face.”

Right on cue, the door flung open; Mr Anderson strode in, oblivious to the spectacle until suddenly, he froze as if an invisible barrier had slammed into him. His jaw dropped, eyes bulging as he tried to piece together the tangle of naked bodies.

Mrs Anderson greeted him with demure affection, wrapping her arms around his neck, pressing a gentle kiss to his cheek while my skin still hummed with her earlier heat. “Darling, what a delicious surprise—home so early! If you’re curious why James and I are both naked, let me make it perfectly clear: we’ve been blissfully, gloriously fucking.”

Maria’s voice sparkled with manic clarity, trying to help her stupefied husband understand. “She’s been taken by the Devil and James—he’s the architect of their wickedness!”

The absurdity was almost too much; her words, for the second time, made my blood boil with frustration and, absurdly, a twisted thrill.

Mrs. Anderson turned to Maria, her voice soft but laced with an electric undercurrent, stroking at the young woman's confusion like soothing fingers over a storm-tossed brow. "Oh, sweetheart, there is no demon in me," she murmured, her tone achingly gentle yet brimming with a fervor that bordered on reverence. "If I’m possessed, it’s by the sheer, exquisite delight—the sacred thrill—that God Himself, in all His boundless kindness, bestowed upon us to savor. As for James, well, perhaps there's a touch of devilry in him, but I can assure you, it's the deliciously tempting sort, not the kind you need a priest to cast out."

A knowing smile tugged at her lips as her gaze slid conspiratorially toward James. "You see, James dared to ask God for permission to revel in this pleasure. And in answering him, He blessed us both. Two prayers granted, one delicious reward."

Her smile cooled, sharpening into something glacially sweet as she addressed her husband. "Now, let’s discuss you, Harold." Her voice was low and dangerous; velvet wrapped around steel. "Maria informs me you’ve been spending your afternoons locked away in your study, hand in fist, lasciviously gawking at cheap porn. Care to clarify your tastes, darling?"

Sensing the storm brewing, I tried, with slow, hopeful movement, to inch toward my clothes. But Mrs. Anderson was a lioness, every nerve vigilant—her finger speared toward me, voice cracking like a whip. "Don't even think of leaving. I was barely halfway to coming before we were interrupted, and I won’t wait until kingdom come to finish."

Her attention returned to Harold, the smile on her face wolfish, predatory, yet wickedly inviting. "Come now, beloved. Tell me, why have I been condemned to fifteen years of marital celibacy, all because of this so-called fragile heart of yours, when in truth you've been getting yourself off in secret? "

Harold fidgeted, his discomfort radiating through the room. "Dearest, I promise you, it was the Devil’s temptation—"

She cut him off, her eyes flashing. "Shut up, you pitiful fool. Tonight, you’ll find out exactly the way I like my pussy adored—tongue, lips, everything. From now on, whenever I crave cock, you’ll deliver, or your precious heart be damned."

She tossed her words over her shoulder as she sauntered back toward the bed, her command absolute. "And instead of those tawdry movies, you can stay right here and witness how a real man makes me come—for James isn’t finished with me yet."

Maria stood rigid, confusion and forbidden awe warring across her features. Mrs. Anderson glided to her side, her touch tender as she guided her to the mattress, circling an arm around Maria’s trembling shoulders. Her words were silk and promise. "Darling, perhaps in raising you to be so proper, we taught you only half the truth. Tell me, do you touch yourself?"

Maria’s cheeks flushed scarlet. Hesitant, but unable to hide, she whispered, "Sometimes… but I always pray afterwards, to be forgiven."

With a loving brush of her lips against Maria's temple, Mrs. Anderson reassured her, voice honey-thick with understanding and heat. "Oh, you don’t need forgiveness for savoring what’s natural, what’s divine. That’s why we were given bodies that can feel such joy. Now, come—let me show you how breathtaking real pleasure can be."

She pivoted towards me, her eyes glimmering with wicked anticipation as my breath caught. One slow, deliberate hand slid down and curled possessively around my cock—her touch both reverent and brazen. "Maria, darling," she purred, holding me so close I could feel the warmth of her palm bleeding into my flesh, "I’d wager you’ve never had quite this view before. This—" she squeezed gently, making my erection pulse with eager need, "—is James’s pride and joy. He’s rather fond of it, so handle with care." A teasing grin tugged at her lips. "It’s still waking up, but let me show you how quickly I can remedy that."

She stroked me slowly, her fingers working magic until my cock stirred hungrily to her invitation, straining under her insistent caress. Turning to Maria, her voice grew velvet-soft, intimate. "Don’t be shy, sweetheart. If you’re curious, stay and watch how I ride James. Once you’re ready, you can try it for yourself. There’s a whole world of pleasure ahead, and your body’s aching for it even if you don’t want to admit it."

Pausing, she threw me a sly look and queried simply, "Do you have protection, James?" Mutely, I nodded, my jaw tight with anticipation. She nodded back, business-like but playful. "Good. When you take Maria, make sure you use it. I’m not quite ready to have children running around here, just yet."

Her gaze flicked back to Harold, a sardonic glint in her eye. "Ah, still lurking, my dear? I assumed you’d want a front row seat." Then, languid and utterly confident, she swung herself onto my hips, thighs straddling me, her anticipation a living electricity. Before she lowered herself, she dipped her head, her mouth hovering over my now-hard cock, every inch of me alive with want. "Watch closely, Maria," she whispered, voice trembling with the promise of ecstasy, "this is how to make a man lose himself."

But just as her lips ghosted over me, I lifted a hand to gently halt her, my voice solemn in the suddenly charged silence. "Before we begin, would anyone object to a small gesture of gratitude—a prayer for the gift we’re about to enjoy?" There was a flicker of shock in their eyes, but Maria, Mrs Anderson, and even Harold bowed their heads in a rare moment of unity.

I looked skyward, heart thudding, my words reverent yet thick with longing. "Thank you, God, for the exquisite blessing of desire and the divine pleasure our bodies can share."


The Landlady's Lesson

She craved to be touched. He couldn't stop watching her. What started with innocent teasers leads to panties dropped to her ankles, fingers tangled in slick heat, and a desperate need to be fucked properly.


Part 1

The house stood grand and aloof amidst the crescent of manicured lawns, detached and imposing like the rest of its affluent neighbors. She greeted me on the threshold—a striking woman hovering on the glamorous edge of forty, her beauty polished and effortless. Her eyes, cool blue and penetrating, studied me with a hint of frost, while honey-blonde hair gleamed in the sunlight, tumbling in soft, deliberate waves that caressed her high cheekbones. The vivid orange of her summer dress clung to her curves, bold and unapologetic, the color echoing in the glossy finish of her nails as they toyed absently with the edge of the door. Every subtle detail about her screamed meticulous self-care, and I couldn’t help but admire her poise. She was a woman who understood how to make an impression and keep it.

It was the first meeting with my prospective landlady, and the simmering tension between us was tangible from the start. Her appraisal was sharp, openly scrutinizing, and just faintly disapproving—a challenge I felt humming beneath my skin. I’d recently started at the university and, desperate for my own space, had reached further than I intended, relying on my bike to bridge the distance from town.

“I’m here about the room you advertised,” I ventured, striving for confidence. Her reply was clipped, almost dismissive. “Do you smoke?”

“No.”

Her lips tightened, unamused. “Do you drink?”

“I might grab a pint with friends on a Friday—if I’ve got the cash.” I tried for a smile, but her cool gaze didn’t budge. The silence stretched, full of hidden questions. Then, “Can you even afford the rent?”

“No.”

That clearly wasn’t the answer she expected. Her brows arched. “What do you mean, no?”

“It’s steeper than what I’m used to. I might need a part-time gig—stacking shelves, whatever. But if you need help around here—gardening, painting, electronics—I’m your guy.” I let the offer dangle between us, hoping for an opening.

She sniffed in disdain, her tone imperious. “I have a gardener. For everything else, I pay professionals.”

Her eyes skimmed my battered suitcase, a faint note of curiosity beneath her frost. “Is that all you brought?”

“All I own,” I replied lightly. “Should I tell you my name, or do you prefer surprises?”

A twitch of annoyance played on her lips. “I’ll ask for your name when—and if—I want it. You’re very big.”

I grinned despite her chill. “Probably thanks to my parents.”

She shot back, sharp as a whip, “Are you trying to be funny?”

Something inside me snapped with her constant rebuffs. I grasped my case and straightened, polite resolve in my voice. “Sorry to waste your time, Madam. I’ll look elsewhere.”

I turned, the taste of disappointment rising, but her voice cut through the air—sharp, insistent. “Come back here. I haven’t made up my mind yet.”

I paused, looked back, determined not to beg. “Honestly, I doubt we’re a good match. I’ll move on.”

She bristled, not ready to let go. “Don’t be rash. I’ll decide if we’re compatible. All right—what’s your name?”

“Chris.”

A beat. Then, as if bestowing a privilege: “Fine, Chris, you can come inside.”

I didn’t move, holding her gaze.

She regarded me, startled. “Well? What’s keeping you?”

A slow smile broke across my face. “I haven’t made up my mind yet, either.”

Confusion flickered in her eyes. “What’s there to decide?”

“I want to feel at home—wanted, at least. So far, that hasn’t been the case. I’m after a place where I’ll feel safe, even welcomed—not just tolerated.” My words lingered, quietly challenging.

Her confrontational facade faltered, and something softer glimmered in her gaze—a vulnerability, perhaps. She pressed her lips together and finally admitted, voice low, “I’m sorry. It’s just—I live alone. I’ve never had a lodger. I may be a little… guarded. Can we try again?”

So, beneath that prickly exterior, she was concealing a softness—a hesitant vulnerability that softened the lines of her face. Deciding to take a chance, I let the possibility of something… intriguing, perhaps even intimate, shimmer in the air between us.

I stepped forward, adopting a tone of playful formality, letting my gaze linger on her for just a heartbeat before I spoke. “Good afternoon, Madam. My name is Christopher Atkins; I’m answering your advert for lodgings. I’m studying Mechanical Engineering at the local university, stand just over six foot one, and tip the scales at one-eighty-nine. I don’t smoke, I steer clear of drugs, but I’ll have a beer now and then if my wallet allows—which, at the moment, it doesn’t. I’m neat, I travel light, and I confess to sleeping naked. It’s honest, if nothing else.”

There was a fleeting tension in her stance, but her lips curved ever so slightly, mischief glimmering in those ice-blue eyes. “Well, Christopher,” she replied, her voice smooth with a sultry undertone, “that was candid. I’m Emma Stevenson—a widow, since you seem to like details. I’m five-five and my weight’s a secret. As to my sleeping attire… or lack thereof, let’s keep some mystery. Would you care to come in and see what’s on offer?”

I grinned, emboldened. “I’d like that, Mrs. Stevenson. Would you mind if I wheel my bike up the drive? It’s my only worldly possession. Just in case.”

She waved a dismissive hand. “No one steals bikes here. Burglaries, maybe—the odd criminal with ambition—but petty theft hardly ever.”

I wheeled my bike beside her tidy brick garage and leaned it gently against the cool door. Stepping up to her, I couldn’t help but admire the way her slim figure moved as she led me inside. Her dress, short enough to catch the eye, displayed her long, toned legs—each step deliberate, swaying subtly, as though she was aware of the effect. She moved like she’d been trained, light on her feet, the hallway echoing with her quiet confidence.

We climbed wide stairs to a landing stretching the length of the house. Doors on either side promised secrets and privacy. At the end of the corridor, she paused, arching an eyebrow as she opened a door. “Your room,” she said, her eyes flicking between my broad shoulders and the double bed, her doubts not hidden. “Are you sure you’ll fit? There are bigger beds elsewhere, I could swap them.”

I let my eyes skate over the crisp linen, the soft comforter that begged to be tangled in. “I’ll manage just fine. The bed is more than enough.”

She laughed, color blooming in her cheeks. “It isn’t en suite, I’m afraid, but the bathroom is just across the way.”

Her uncertainty turned to hope as she asked, “What do you think?”

I met her gaze. “Mrs. Stevenson, this is a five-star palace compared to my last place.”

Her approval was rewarding—a sly smile and a playful glint in her eye. “My cleaner scrubs the room every week and changes the sheets—though you may have to cope on your own if you rise too early. Breakfast is up to you in that case.”

“Breakfast?” I let my voice dip. “I figured I’d be lucky to manage cold leftovers.”

She rolled her eyes, laughter ringing out, warm and inviting. “Dinner’s at seven. And I’ll warn you—I love to cook, but I can get a bit… creative. You’ll be my willing taster, if you’re up for the challenge.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “With offers like that, how can I say no? Maybe I’ll leave my bag and join you for that tea you keep mentioning.”

That question—would I like a cup?—would soon become deliciously familiar. And the more I said yes, the more I hungered for whatever she would offer next.

She guided me through the elegant heart of her home, sunlight streaming through broad windows, reflecting off polished fixtures and soft furnishings that whispered of careful taste and feminine appreciation. We moved from the welcoming lounge, every detail curated with quiet grace, and finally arrived at an airy conservatory—the so-called breakfast room—bathed in golden late-afternoon light, a seamless view of the secluded garden just beyond the glass. The adjacent kitchen was a vision of culinary ambition, easily twice the size of anything I'd known growing up—a space built for pleasure, not just function.

She gestured toward a deep, inviting wicker chair overflowing with plush cushions; I let myself sink in, feeling oddly at home, as she moved off to the kitchen, the gentle rhythm of her steps echoing her poise. The soft clinks and domestic murmurs followed by the faint aroma of brewing tea teased deliciously at my anticipation.

Her voice called from the kitchen, infusing the air with a mixture of warmth and poised curiosity, “Tell me about yourself, Chris.”

I leaned back, surveying how every space here radiated sophistication and care. “My father runs a local GP practice, my mother floats from one charity event to another, and my older sister’s neck-deep in law school—nothing too scandalous there.”

A playful yet appraising note slipped into her tone. “You look exceedingly fit. Is sport your thing?”

I grinned, a flicker of pride passing between us. “Played a lot of rugby. Had a quick flirt with boxing… some frustrating golf. I like to keep active.”

Before I could elaborate, a slender, black-and-white cat slinked into the room, its cool intelligence clear in its pale eyes. It made a beeline for me, brushing against my legs and seeking attention. I stroked its silken head, fingers tangling in the soft fur. Emboldened, it attempted to leap onto my lap. I gently set it back down, feeling her amused scrutiny from the kitchen doorway.

A moment later, she reappeared, balancing a perfectly arranged tray. The teapot’s aroma mingled with her scent—faint, floral, distinctly womanly. Her hands, graceful and practiced, poured with a strainer—real tea, not the tasteless bags of my student life. The sugar bowl practically gleamed, filled with chunky cubes and shining tongs, the table between us a stage for our unfolding ritual.

“How do you take it?” she inquired, handing me a delicate cup and saucer that felt almost erotic in their fragility.

“Just a splash of milk—and four lumps, please.” My request earned an arch look and a soft tut, playful disapproval warming her eyes.

“I’ve never mastered drinking from things designed with handles,” I admitted, cupping the porcelain in both hands.

The persistent cat wound back, tail flicking, as she watched us with that enigmatic smile. “That’s Banjo. He usually keeps his distance, but perhaps you smell like a mouse.”

I shot her a crooked grin. “Cats and kids—neither seem to give me any peace.”

She laughed, unabashed, her attention fixed entirely on me as she settled into the chair opposite. Crossing her long, sculptural legs, she balanced a moccasin teasingly from her bare toes. Her posture was effortless yet impossible to ignore, every movement a subtle performance asking to be watched. As she cradled her teacup, her eyes regarded me over the rim—alive, curious, commanding.

“Now it’s your turn,” she purred, her voice low, inviting yet shaped around boundaries. “You seem polite enough, so I know you’ll steer clear of questions too bold.”

I met her gaze head-on, emboldened by her candor, “I didn’t think it was my right to ask anything, but… I’m sorry you’re a widow. May I ask how?”

There was a hush—a soft exhale, almost a confession in the air between us. “He was much older—successful, yes, but he could never let go, never delegate. All work, constant smoking—his heart just kept pace until it abruptly stopped. I got the call eighteen months ago. After selling the business, I’ve started over.” Her eyes shimmered with an intensity I couldn’t look away from.

All earlier sharpness had melted, replaced by an unexpected openness. We lingered there, the world compressing into soft words and gentle sips of tea, sunlight dappling across her skin, the hidden ache in her laughter exposing something raw and real. I found out she’d once longed to act, tried her hand at modeling before marriage—too petite for bright lights and greater fame, but still possessing the aura of someone accustomed to being watched, desired.

The afternoon slipped away in languid, subtle conversation—a delicate collision of curiosity, teasing, and moments edged with promise.

When I returned, the house was thick with the mouthwatering aroma of dinner—sticky garlic glazed chicken thighs served up with a flourish. I savored every juicy morsel, unable to resist the sticky glaze clinging to my fingers, while she watched with unconcealed delight. She laughed softly when my plate was wiped clean and declared she’d need to double the usual deliveries. There was something so decadent, so effortless, about the way she lived; I doubted she’d set foot in a grocery store herself, her world curated and delivered to her door.

Afterwards, with my belly content and her smile lingering in my mind, I retreated to my room. Textbooks lay scattered across the desk, their dense words failing to compete with memories of dinner. Eventually, when exhaustion overtook me, I was nearly asleep when a soft, plaintive meow broke the hush outside my door. Opening it, I found Banjo—a slinking shadow with amber eyes—who leapt lightly onto the bed, curling into the hollow of my side. His steady purr vibrated through the dark, a soothing, sensual comfort as we drifted to sleep together beneath the cocooning quiet of the house.

Morning brought the sizzle of bacon and the rich scent of eggs wafting up from the kitchen. I padded downstairs to find her already at the stove, her hair swept up, eyes sparkling in the bright light. She moved with unconscious grace and, standing there in her sunlit kitchen, I couldn’t help but marvel at my luck. I’d always thought fortune overlooked men like me, but now I found myself in a paradise I never could’ve imagined—drawn into her gravity.

---

Money arrived from my father and some of the stress I’d carried melted away. Over the next few weeks, my life slipped into a rhythm both comforting and tantalising. Evenings were spent at my desk, the quiet of the household making it easy to focus, while she explored new recipes or disappeared into the glow of the television beyond my door. Later, I’d join her; we’d claim opposite armchairs in the dimly lit lounge, our conversation drifting from books to news, philosophies to the mundane, passions to the forbidden. Sometimes our words would burn, sparking heated debates about politics, faith, or the world beyond her garden. More often, though, we tangled over intimate confessions, her openness matching my own.

The two of us, along with the cleaner—who ghosted through the house in silence—were the only true inhabitants of her secluded world. Provisions were delivered, the outside world kept at bay as though by mutual, unspoken agreement. Even her sleek Jaguar sat unused in the garage, surrendered to the convenience of taxis when she visited her hairdresser. I sensed no close friends in her life; exchanges with others were rare, and when I finally risked the question—why she’d sought out a lodger at all—her answer was simple: “For the company.” Just two words, but they lingered between us, heavy with meaning.

Our evenings on the large, inviting sofa were reserved for shared television, bodies drawing closer in the shadows, hips and thighs brushing, the energy charged but never forced. If I suggested watching sports, she’d smile indulgently and use the opportunity to retreat for a luxurious bath, re-emerging later with that intoxicating, steamy floral scent clinging to her skin. In those moments, she favoured striking, silky gowns that skimmed her figure—bright cheongsam-inspired dresses in bold, lacquered patterns, their cut conservative but fabric clinging seductively to every curve. She never wore shoes in the evenings, her bare feet delicate and natural, nails unpolished but impossibly alluring.

She was rarely without her camera, capturing fragments of our silent domestic life—flowers trembling in the garden breeze, golden slats of sunset, Banjo curled in the doorway, and often, I’d feel her gaze linger just a moment too long before her lens found me. Yet the photos themselves remained hidden, a secret pleasure for her alone. And every night, as she padded into the lounge after her bath, perfumed and radiant, the air between us grew thick with anticipation. One evening, unable to stop myself, I inhaled deeply, the heated, fragrant air teasing my senses as she glanced at me over her shoulder, the curve of her mouth promising far more than words ever could.

She fixed me with a playful, interrogative look, suspicion glimmering in those dark eyes, and asked, “What was that supposed to mean?” Her tone was edged with a teasing sharpness that made my pulse skip.

For the briefest moment, embarrassment prickled beneath my skin—I’d overstepped, surely. But there was no way back now. Staring at my socked feet, I admitted softly, almost shyly, “You always smell incredible after your bath… it’s… distracting.” My words seemed to trail away on the heavy air between us.

A weighted pause stretched, nearly unbearable, my nerves jangling as I waited. When I dared meet her gaze again, I found her fighting a losing battle against laughter—her mouth twitching, eyes alight with mischief. “Christopher Atkins, that’s dangerously cheeky of you,” she scolded gently, her voice honeyed and full of mirth. “Just don’t go inhaling too deeply. That fragrance cost me a small fortune.”

Relief washed over me, cool and soothing. I promised myself silently to rein in my runaway tongue—at least for now.

But the next evening, she came gliding from her bath, silken gown shimmering across her curves, hair coiling damp about her neck. As she passed behind my armchair, she leaned in close, her voice a sultry, fragrant whisper that brushed my ear. “Want a little sniff, then?”

Feigning shock, I shrank away dramatically, unable to hold back my grin. “Please, Mrs. Stevenson, I’m a hopelessly innocent young man! Don’t corrupt me.”

She scoffed, amused. “Oh, I find that rather hard to believe.”

Despite the years between us, our banter was effortless, our company intimate—always respectful, always laced with a delicious undercurrent. I’d had my share of passionate, playful lovers before, but with her, I stubbornly refused to let my thoughts drift anywhere untoward. She was off-limits. At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

But then I noticed something—a flicker of crimson blooming in her cheeks some evenings, the smallest telltale flush. It wasn’t always there, but when it was, it ripened her skin just enough to make me wonder. I dismissed it at first.

Until one night, curiosity got the better of me. I’d left the lounge to retrieve a magazine from my room as she prepared her bath. As I passed by her closed door, a sound—a high, tender whimper, startlingly raw—caught me off guard. I paused, mesmerized, listening. Whimpers rose and fell, then a gasp—sharp, desperate—followed by a choked, shuddering groan. Then hush, the faint creak of her bed springs and the soft shuffle of movement behind those oak panels.

The truth dawned hot and sudden. Startled, almost winded, I dashed away, heart pounding.

I’d just managed to compose myself, half-heartedly staring at the television, when she strolled into the room, those telltale pink spots blooming brazenly on her cheeks.

She eyed the screen and quipped, “Why are you watching that? I could’ve sworn you loathe soaps.”

I struggled to find my voice, feigning distraction. “I… wasn’t really. Just lost in thought.”

“Oh?” She perched with feline grace, folding her legs. “Care to share what’s so gripping?”

“I, um… Just some engineering puzzles I need to work out. That’s all.”

She observed me, her gaze lingering a heartbeat too long. “You looked so serious… I was worried. Shall we find something to spar about instead?”

But my head was spinning, body thrumming with new awareness. “Forgive me for calling it early, but—I think I’ll head up. I need to get some reading done,” I managed, voice hoarse with something I refused to name.

“Not at all. But… are you sure everything’s alright?” Her tone held an edge of concern, so gentle it almost soothed the restless ache within me.

I mustered a bright, casual tone, trying to hide the turbulence that churned inside. “Absolutely nothing’s wrong. Goodnight, Mrs. Stevenson.”

“Sleep tight, Chris,” she replied, her words floating after me like a silk ribbon as I escaped to my bedroom.

As soon as the door clicked shut, I slumped onto the bed, my mind whirling with the intoxicating events of the evening. The vision of her lingered before my eyes—Mrs. Stevenson sprawled on her bed, her hand gliding between her thighs, trembling softly as she coaxed herself to bliss. Jesus, she was pleasuring herself—more than once, if my recent observations were correct. The thought reared up, dangerously thrilling. Why shouldn’t she? I jerk off whenever I need it; it’s only natural… and she’s in that ripe, glorious stage of her life, brimming with desire, with no man to take care of her needs.

But the image of her laid out, lost in the heat of her own touch, wouldn’t let me rest. I found myself desperate to know what she imagined in those moments—whose name she whispered, what fantasies she clung to while her body arched with pleasure. One thing was crystal clear: I could never again look at Mrs. Stevenson without the delicious secret of knowing how much she craved being touched, even if it was just her own hands doing the exploring.

Had that changed anything? If anything, she was infinitely more fascinating, charged with a sultry energy that pulsed beneath her polite veneer. I felt no shame—just an intense fascination that sent a sharp ache directly to my groin. It took only a few urgent strokes, fueled by those mental images of her flushed and gasping, to bring myself to a quick, shuddering climax, groaning quietly into my pillow. Sated, I let sleep claim me, with visions of her soft, needy whimpers still echoing in my head.

---

After that night, my mind was hopelessly entwined with images of her—alone, cheeks prettily flushed, thighs slick and parted as her fingers worked her to tremulous satisfaction. I started watching her more closely, noticing every time she rejoined me after a bath, her cheeks tinged a delicate shade of pink. Lately, it was happening more and more. Had I set something in motion? Or was I simply paying closer attention? Either way, her every movement seemed charged with crackling tension.

She’d begun acting… well, different—more familiar, occasionally letting her fingers glide over my arm, or lightly brushing past me in the kitchen, her apology laced with something feathery and dangerous. I couldn’t deny the frissons that sparked along my skin each time she deliberately invaded my orbit. And yet, the very thought of surrendering to the surging desire between us unsettled me. Sex without strings was always appealing, but my situation was too good to risk—it was a comfortable arrangement in a beautiful house, with a generous, alluring landlady. Besides, my head was meant to be buried in textbooks, not lost in the sensual quicksand of Mrs. Stevenson’s arms while I chased down my M.Eng degree.

Determined to protect the delicate balance, I hatched a subtle plan—a way to steer her desires elsewhere, without bruising her pride or, worse, my own heart.

Backgammon was our evening ritual, the click of dice and movement of tokens a familiar, soothing rhythm. Tonight, as she pondered her next move, I decided to open a new, more intimate front.

“Mrs. Stevenson… may I ask you something, perhaps a shade improper?”

She arched a brow, curiosity dancing in her eyes. “That depends,” she murmured.

“How old were you when you married—and… was it everything you wanted?”

A slow, reminiscent smile played on her lips, edged with a poignant honesty. “Eighteen. But near the end, we were like ships passing in the night. There was affection, but no fire. No one else knows that.” Her confession hung in the air, delicate and real.

I lowered my voice, dipping into riskier territory. “Can I ask something even more personal? About your marriage?”

She huffed softly, dismissing my caution. “Don’t bother. I was a virgin, and it was over as quickly as it began—slam-bam, thank you ma’am.”

So far, so good. I pressed on, emboldened by the shimmer in her gaze. “You know, you’re a very attractive woman.”

A wicked glint flirted at the corner of her mouth. “Well, thank you, but the rent’s not about to drop.”

I leaned closer, letting my interest smolder in my words. “Could I amend that and say… desirable, instead of attractive?”

She looked up, startled—surprise flickering through her expression. For the briefest of moments, our eyes locked, and the air between us pulsed with possibility. But she said nothing, letting that heady tension thrum between us, electric and unresolved.

I hurried to clarify, my words tumbling out, “I promise, I’m not trying to seduce you. It’s just—why are you hiding yourself away from the world? You never go out, I never see you with friends or lovers, and honestly, you should have crowds of admirers around you. You’re stunning—gorgeous, sensual, with such spirit—and here you are, tucked away from everyone, wasting all that allure on me. I guarantee, if you so much as crooked a finger, men would fall at your feet.”

She regarded me coolly and with a hint of mischief. “I don’t care for men.”

I stared, my curiosity piqued. “And what exactly does that mean?”

Her lips curled in a wry smile. “After my marriage, I went out a few times. Every man wanted to dip into my bank account, not my soul.”

A resigned sigh slipped from me. “So you’ve decided to just pull up the drawbridge, lock yourself away from everyone?”

She shrugged, her eyes glimmering with independence. “Why not? I tried marriage, found it tolerable. I don’t need anyone’s money, and if I want something done, I hire a professional—strictly business.”

I pressed on, desperate to breach her armor. “It sounds as if you’ve just been unlucky in love. Why not try again? Just once?”

She fixed me with a gaze that made my heart race. “You’re missing the point. I said, I don’t like men. But I do like you.”

The words sent a shiver up my spine. My voice was barely steady. “Well, that’s… surprising. Give me a minute to work out which category that puts me in.”

She smiled, serene and somehow devastating. “You’re different. You’re smart, funny, gentle. You haven’t picked my pockets or my heart. Eventually, you’ll move on, and I’ll remember the fun we had. For now, I like your company, and that’s enough.”

I had to concede—I was outmaneuvered. “I surrender.”

Suddenly, she reached across the battered backgammon board. Her fingers slid behind my head, her touch gentle yet insistent, and with a soft tug she pressed her warm lips to my forehead—a kiss so tender and unexpected it left my skin tingling. As she leaned back, her eyes teasing, she murmured, “You’re a sweetheart. That was just affection—nothing more.”

---

My plan, it seemed, had failed beautifully. Nothing changed. She continued her secret pleasures, and her warmth towards me grew ever more intimate, more charged with possibility.

It all built to a delicious tension one evening as we lounged together in the soft-lit living room. She’d promised not to distract me while I studied, sprawled comfortably with my books. The ritual was always the same—she’d sip her wine, and I’d nurse the cold beer she called my ‘food supplement.’ As the second glass found its end, her inhibitions melted, revealing a playful wickedness I’d begun to crave.

She was nearly through her second glass, thumbing idly through a glossy magazine, when suddenly she declared, “I’m bored.” Her voice lilted with mischief.

I answered, distracted but smiling, “Give me a few more minutes.”

Apparently, patience wasn’t on her menu tonight. A wadded ball of paper arced through the air and landed square in my lap, the sensation jolting me out of my notes. I looked up to find her watching me, her lips curled into a provocative grin. I brushed it off and tried to focus, but then another ball of paper thumped lightly against my shoulder.

I aimed a warning, my tone firm but teasing, letting the heat of the moment color my words. “Careful, Mrs. Stevenson. Keep acting like a naughty girl and I’ll have to spank you—just as any naughty girl deserves.”

A spark flashed in her eyes; she tossed her head and scoffed, “Oh really? I’d like to see you try.”

I tried to immerse myself in the book propped open in my lap, but another crumpled missile of paper arced through the air, landing squarely between my thighs. My patience finally snapped. I fixed her with an unamused stare, voice low but laced with playfulness, “Do that one more time and I swear, I’ll make good on my threat.”

She met my gaze head-on, brows arched with that delicious defiance, and deliberately, almost in slow motion, ripped the next sheet, balling it up with teasing precision. Her lips curved in a wicked smile as she launched it straight at my forehead. That was all the encouragement I needed.

I lunged, quick as a flash, missing on the first attempt, but the chase was on. She yelped, half-laughing, half-panicked as she tried to scramble away, but I caught her ankle mid-flight. Her body pitched forward, tumbling spectacularly onto the rug. Before she could recover, I swept an arm around her waist and, with a surge of adrenaline, hauled her squirming form to the couch. My lap claimed her, face pressed into the cushions, her hips conveniently elevated and perfectly at my mercy.

A wild, breathless protest burst from her: “Chris, don’t you dare— I mean it! If you lay a hand on me, you’ll regret it. Seriously.”

I grinned, letting my hand rest possessively on the curve of her back, feeling the heat of her body through her dress. “You had your warning. Now you’ll have your consequences.”

With perfect deliberation, I gathered her skirt and eased it over her hips, revealing a pair of delicate, lacy panties hugged tight to her firm, enticing ass. She shrieked, twisting between outrage and laughter, “Stop it—you bastard! I’ll have you arrested. I swear, I’ll—”

But her threats only spurred me on. Bracing her down with one hand, I hooked my fingers under the waistband and tugged her panties to her knees, exposing her completely. Her gasp was startled, half indignation, half a vulnerable shiver.

I murmured, the words like a sentence, “Six strokes. That’s the penalty for naughty girls. Brace yourself.”

She bucked wildly, cursing, hands reaching back to shield herself, but I caught her wrists and pinned them, my cock already straining as I admired the glow of her smooth bare skin. I drew my palm back and landed the first smack—firm, but measured, the sound echoing loudly. Another followed, each cheek stinging red beneath my touch. “One… and two.”

Her sharp little cries rang out, more indignant than hurt. “Ouch! Damn you, that—mm, stop!”

I leaned down, breathing in the scent of her arousal mingling with wine and the intimate heat blooming between her thighs. “That’s the whole point of punishment, darling.” I spanked her again, two brisk slaps—“Three… and four”—my handprint blooming bold on her skin. She writhed, curses tumbling from her lips, promises of vengeance cut off by gasping moans.

Her ass was flushed a gorgeous rose, and I could see the unmistakable shimmer of wetness glistening in that secret gap between her thighs, begging for attention. I delivered the final two smacks—“Five and six”—each drawing a sharp, delicious squeal from her.

She thrashed, body alive with outrage and something far more potent. I kept her firmly pinned as she writhed helpless in my lap, breath coming in shudders, her legs parted just enough for me to catch a glimpse of her needy, slick pussy peeking from between flushed thighs. The sight sent a pulse of raw need straight through me, heavier than guilt, far too urgent to ignore.

With my judgment clouded and inhibitions drowning in a haze of alcohol, I savored the reckless, illicit edge of the moment—fully aware of just how far I might be falling from grace. Rational thought tangled with desire, I wondered idly just how much deeper I could descend, how many more lines I could cross before there was no way back. Punishment had already burned us both, yet the thrill of escalation lured me irresistibly.

Her panties remained bunched helplessly at her knees, the ultimate token of surrender, so I coaxed them further down and off altogether, baring her completely to my gaze and my intentions. The moment I did, she tensed—a sharp, startled gasp tearing from her lips, trembling with outrage and just a hint of anticipation. “What the hell are you doing?” she blurted, her voice tight—half wounded, half wild.

I let my hand drift without hesitation, sliding between the heat of her parted thighs, exploring the slick, swollen heat I found there. “The punishment’s over,” I murmured, voice honeyed and low as my fingers delved into the needy, aching wetness at her core, “but I haven’t even begun the pleasure.” Her body didn’t lie; she was glistening, her folds drenched and yielding. My touch circled, teasing her entrance, coaxing tiny, helpless shudders as I worked her with slow, attentive strokes.

She twisted, trying to break away, but even her protest sounded brittle, cracking under the gathering wave of pleasure. “Stop it, you bastard—let me up!” Her attempts to squeeze her legs together were futile; my persistence prevailed and my insistent caress deepened, drawing liquid heat from within. Her breath caught, building to a needy whine. “Oh, Chris, please…stop,” her voice pleaded, but I felt her resistance fading, replaced by breathless need.

I watched as she changed—her struggles softening, her body melting into my hold. I lifted my arm from her back, giving her the illusion of freedom, yet she made no move to escape. Her face was turned to the side, flushed and beautiful, lips parted as she tried to catch her breath. Her eyelids fluttered, lost in sensation, fragile vulnerability mingling with reluctant desire. With delicate, teasing pressure, I circled her pearl-smooth clitoris, savoring the shiver that ran through her. Her moans were ragged, seeping through clenched teeth—frustrated curses turning to pleading, frantic noises.

Turning her flushed face into the cushions, she clawed at the sofa, her knuckles white. I felt her drenched heat pulse open for me, my finger building speed across her swollen bud until little desperate cries bubbled from her throat. The room filled with her keening whimpers, each one higher, sharper, until her entire body strained and trembled atop my lap, a rigid arc as pleasure broke through her.

She was still for a moment—a trembling hush between us—then a long, shuddering groan spilled from her lips as she fluttered apart, the aftershocks making her press deeper into me before she went limp and boneless.

For long seconds she lay there, unmoving, abandoned to the aftermath. But suddenly, as if waking from a fever dream, she slipped off my lap and spun, eyes blazing. One hand whipped across my cheek with startling force, the sting echoing inside my head. “Get out of my house, you bastard,” she hissed, voice raw with fury and humiliation.

A cold, bitter bloom of regret settled over me. What had I done? All the hope and anticipation of the evening was shattered—the air sharp with loss. Jaw tense, throat tight, I gathered my pitiful few belongings in a battered holdall, knowing I had just destroyed something fragile and precious. With a heavy heart, I crept back to the lounge.

She sat alone, a picture of icy control. I couldn’t meet her eyes as I forced out the only words I had left to give. “Mrs Stevenson, I am so sorry for my unforgivable behavior. The drink is no excuse…I don’t expect forgiveness, but I want to thank you for everything. I won’t blame you if you decide to pursue this further.” My voice was thick with contrition. “Goodbye, and thank you for your kindness.”

Tears shimmered in her eyes as she looked up at me, her voice thick with conflicted emotion. “I don’t want you to leave. You’re an absolute pig, and I can’t stand you right now, but... I still don’t want you to go.” Her confession hung between us: wounded, raw, needful.

My bag slipped from my hand to the floor with a heavy thud. I found myself drawn to her, unable to resist—sinking to my knees before her, folding my arms across her lap, just needing to make contact, to anchor myself to her warmth. My voice was soft but unruly with emotion as I met her wary gaze. “In all fairness, Mrs. Stevenson,” I murmured, “I didn’t force myself on you. The pleasure was all yours, though I won’t pretend I didn’t find my own satisfaction in your desire. If you’re really honest with yourself, you can admit you’ve been feeling turned on lately. Desired. By me.”

Her eyes flashed as she snapped, “Fine—I’ll admit it. But only because you keep radiating those bloody pheromones every time you come near me. It’s not right, not fair.” Her cheeks blushed with resentment and unwilling hunger.

I barely stopped a cocky grin from twisting my lips. “If it makes any difference, I think you knocked a couple of my teeth loose just now.”

“Well, good,” she spat with barely-restrained amusement, “and I hope it hurts as badly as my arse does.”

Bold, suddenly playful, I leaned closer, lowering my voice to a tease. “I could kiss it better for you.”

She shot back, sharp as ever, “Or I could just kick you square in the balls.”

A reckless smile caught me, and I reached for her, drawing her out of the chair and into my lap, feeling the shift of her body as she settled gingerly onto me. My hand found her face—stormy and stubborn—and I gently tilted her chin upward. Our eyes locked for a breathless moment, her resistance faltering. I touched my lips to hers, soft and lingering, testing the boundaries she’d just redrawn. She yielded, if only a little, eyes still serious when we parted.

“I still don’t like you,” she whispered, her tone thick with the lie of it.

---

The days that followed crawled by beneath a tension that hovered like perfume—faint, inescapable, unspoken. We drifted through our routines, exchanging only the bare politeness required to coexist. I retreated upstairs to my books, pretending not to hear her footsteps in the hall or the way her gaze lingered at dinner. Conversation was stilted, restrained—until that evening, as I sprawled on the sofa, half-watching the blur of an international soccer match.

She hovered nearby, the glass of wine in her hand nearly empty. Normally, she’d have left long before, hiding in the kitchen, but tonight she lingered, pale and uncertain, letting the silence stretch. When the match finished and the crowd’s roar died away, she finally spoke.

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend?” Her question sliced through the awkward quiet—a challenge, edged with curiosity.

I shrugged, glancing up at her. “Some of my friends happen to be girls, but no, there’s no one waiting for me.”

She eyed me, her words laced with acid. “I bet you don’t have any trouble getting them into bed, do you?”

I chuckled softly, not denying a thing. “No. I don’t.”

She scoffed. “You arrogant bastard. Don’t you ever miss it? Sex?”

My mouth twitched as the air between us thickened with possibility. “No.”

I could sense her patience thinning, the danger in her tone. “You realize, Mrs. Stevenson, that tomorrow you’ll wish you could erase this whole conversation.”

She didn’t flinch, her voice biting. “You’re under my roof, which means I get to say exactly what I want. Now answer the question: why don’t you miss sex? Do you take something to curb your appetite?”

She wasn’t going to let this go, not tonight. I sighed, giving her what she wanted. “There are other ways to find satisfaction. Physical ways.”

She let out a breathless giggle, eyes lighting up with wicked delight. “You don’t mean—you do that? You actually touch yourself?”

A slow, wolfish grin spread across my lips. “Yes.”

“Naughty boy,” she purred, her laughter trembling with the faintest trace of longing.

Masturbation. The word hung between us, charged and shameless. I met her gaze, steady and unflinching, my voice velvet and unwavering. “Despite all those moral hand-wringings and religious sermons, self-pleasure is blissfully guilt-free—deliciously necessary, even. It’s not only safe, it’s a damn good way to stay sane. The world’s populated by people who do it; it’s practically universal, and you can’t blame a single broken heart or natural disaster on it.” I paused just long enough to see the color rise in her cheeks. “Let’s not pretend, Mrs Stevenson—we all do it. You, me, the champagne set in these fancy houses. It’s the only way to guarantee satisfaction without a shred of risk.”

Her indignant huff was little more than a provocation. “Are you insinuating that I do it too?”

“I know you do.” My eyes wandered lazily over her, savoring the tension. “Especially after you’ve taken a bath. And no—I’m not some pervert lurking at the keyhole. I just happen to know. You’re a vision afterwards—soft and flushed, all dewy-eyed and glowing with this irresistible beauty. Completely gives you away. And I love that about you.”

Suspicion narrowed her gaze, her lips tightening. “And how could you possibly know unless you’ve been spying on me?”

I suppressed the wicked smile threatening to break free, keeping her nerves taut as violin strings. “It’s not some lurid secret, darling. No secret passageways, no peep holes necessary. The way your skin glows, the softness in your eyes, the trace of a secret smile playing on your lips… it’s obvious enough if someone’s paying attention.”

She studied me, as if weighing my honesty. “You sure you haven’t been peeping?”

“Unless you’ve begun parading around with your bedroom door wide open, I haven’t had the opportunity.” I let my words linger, the suggestion teasing. “Besides, I’d like to think you’d notice me if I were lurking in the shadows with x-ray vision.”

She leaned back, her expression shifting—amusement layered with challenge. “All right, fine. We both do it. I’m not ashamed. I like the way it feels.”

“See? Exactly.” The heat radiating between us was more intoxicating than the wine warming her cheeks.

But her curiosity was far from sated. She licked her lips, her tone turning wickedly playful. “So, tell me—what do you think about when you do it?”

My insides jolted, warning bells ringing, but the hunger in her eyes muddled my sense. “Mrs Stevenson, we really shouldn’t be having this conversation. You’re blaming it on the wine, but it’s clearly not the only intoxicant here.”

She shot me a sly smile. “Why should I stop? I’m enjoying this. I want to know. Besides, I can always go to my room and indulge in that so-called healthy, liberating act on my own.”

I caved to temptation. “If you insist on the truth, sometimes my mind wanders… to you.”

Her pupils dilated, eyes widening—hunger, delight, and disbelief swirling together. “Me? You fantasize about me? I want details. Every sinful one.”

I hesitated. “Are you sure? Once you hear it, there’s no going back.”

She pressed on, voice husky. “I want it, and I want it graphic.”

Slow breath. No turning back. “You asked for it. Sometimes I imagine you—your bedroom door left open just enough for me to catch the barest glimpse. You’re spread out on the linens, impossibly gorgeous, your fingers working yourself with abandon. And I step in… you’re startled, flushed, and achingly vulnerable—”

“Understandably,” she murmured, eyes ablaze.

“Would you let me finish?” I growled, already drunk on the tension dancing between us.

A sheepish but wicked smile. “Sorry.”

With a deep breath, I leaned into the fantasy, letting my voice drop to a sultry whisper. “I imagine myself sitting on the edge of your bed, the sheets still carrying the warmth of your skin. When you squirm, trying to escape, I don’t let you go—I keep you there, pinned beneath my gaze and my touch. My palm finds the heat between your thighs, fingers trailing over delicate lace and then slipping underneath, finding your slick, needy center. At first you resist, your thighs reflexively clamping shut, but then you start trembling—your hips rolling, your breath catching, surrendering to the pleasure, to me...”

She broke the spell with a breathless, “God, stop there a second.”

I couldn’t help but grin. “Something wrong?”

She glared, flustered and flushed, her voice just a little hoarse. “Wrong? Are you joking? I’m here with a handsome man young enough to be my son, and he’s spinning filthy dreams about touching me—about making me wild. I’m so turned on, I can barely even sit still. All I want is to escape and take care of this ache, but I... I need to hear more. That’s the bloody problem.”

I watched her, my own desire simmering. “You don’t need to leave.”

She raised her brow, incredulous. “You can’t be serious.”

“I mean every word.”

She scoffed, half-amused, half-scandalized. “You really think I’d touch myself in front of you? Right here, right now? That’s madness.”

I leaned closer, voice thick with intent. “If I’m honest, Mrs. Stevenson, I’d love to have you—feel you, taste you. But I know it’s risky, I don’t want to destroy what we’ve got. I have rules, ambitions. But if we just kept it to watching, to pleasuring ourselves—separately, together—I’d find it unbearably exciting. No touching, just eyes and hands on ourselves. What do you say?”

She covered her face, shoulders shaking with laughter and nerves. After a moment’s struggle, she spoke with fortitude. “No—I can’t. Not with you watching me so blatantly.”

“Fair enough,” I shrugged.

But she wasn’t finished. Her eyes flashed. “Don’t be so quick. Maybe... if the light was off.”

I shook my head, unyielding. “No. I want to see you. Every flush, every shiver. Otherwise, we stop here.”

“Oh, for God’s sake,” she groaned, “let a woman keep a shred of her modesty.”

“No deals, Mrs. Stevenson. The light stays on, and you’ll sit where I can see all of you.”

She hid behind her hands as she warred with herself. After a tortuous minute, her voice emerged, small but resolute. “No, I can’t. There’s just no way I can do this in full view.”

I stood, ready to walk away. “That’s it, then.”

Suddenly she snapped, “Oh, for fuck’s sake—sit down, you bastard.” Another pause, another silent argument with herself, then she burst out, “I must be out of my mind. Fine. But I’m keeping my panties on.”

“No. You’re not,” I said softly. “I want to see all of you.”

She groaned, exasperated and desperate. “God, this is torture. I’ll die of humiliation—especially if Banjo gawps.”

“I’m not shy,” I promised. With that, I gently removed Banjo, carrying him from the room to the kitchen. While there, I grabbed a couple sheets of paper towel, anticipation mounting as I walked back. I dropped into my chair, met her gaze, and in one motion, unzipped, releasing my already-thickening cock into my hand. “I’m ready for you.”

Her eyes widened as she took me in—a slow, greedy onceover. She whispered, awe coloring her words, “Oh. Wow.”

We teetered on the brink, nerves and desire coiled tight between us, the taste of wine and reckless possibility thick in the air. She shook her head, still in disbelief. “I can’t believe I’m about to do this. I must be absolutely shit-faced.”

She gripped the neck of the crimson-stained bottle, pouring herself another hefty glass, her hand trembling slightly as she brought it to her lips. One long swallow, another, the flush in her cheeks deepening, her chest lifting with anxiety—or excitement, it was deliciously difficult to tell. She drew in a ragged breath, let out a shaky exhale, then fixed me with a nervous, electrified gaze. “All right. I’m doing this.”

Her panties slipped down, catching at one ankle, leaving her exposed and hesitant. Her knees pressed firmly together, protective, denying me a fuller view. My voice dipped, a husky, velvet-soft command. “Pull up your dress for me. I need to see your thighs.” There was a heartbeat’s pause, her bottom lifting barely above the chair, her dress shuffling higher in trembling hands until it bunched at her waist. Her movements radiated tension—she was on a high wire strung between fear and desire—her knuckles paling as she smoothed her palms down naked thighs, knees still clenched with stubborn modesty.

“Relax,” I murmured, my tone sultry and coaxing. “Trust me, you’re going to savor every second.” My own hand moved, slow but deliberate, my flesh thickening as anticipation coiled in my belly.

I drew her deeper into my fantasy with low, measured words. “Picture me—alone, needing you. I’m stroking myself, thinking of you naked, stretched out on your bed. You’re done resisting; you want this. My fingers stroke your wetness, but I’m careful, teasing your pussy, just grazing that soft, swollen entrance—because I want to watch you writhe with need before I let you tip over the edge. I lean in now and close my mouth around your nipple, my tongue swirling, my lips sucking you to a peak until you can’t hold still.”

Her eyelids fluttered shut, lashes damp against flushed cheeks, her breath coming in quick, uneven puffs. Her hands, tentative at first, began to explore—fingertips drifting upward, seeking, teasing, until they slipped between her parted thighs. It was as if my words alone pried her open—a slow, reluctant bloom. Her thighs parted wider, bit by bit, until she revealed herself completely. Her pale skin framed the neatly-manicured triangle of tawny hair, and between her legs, her slick, pink flesh pulsed, glistening with her own need. She hovered on the edge, one finger tracing lazy, experimental circles around her clit; but the longer I spoke, the more urgent those strokes became.

Her nostrils flared. A whimper escaped—soft, raw, almost helpless.

I continued, voice pitched low and intimate, “I’m crawling between your legs, kissing the inside of your thighs, letting my lips whisper closer to your dripping pussy. My tongue is there now, stroking your clit gently, tasting you, making you tremble—”

She broke with a startled cry, voice straining. “Oh God, I’m coming—” Her whole body tensed, muscles locking, breath shuddering to a halt. Then she gasped, her hand working frantically at her sodden slit, pleasure contorting her features into something wild, almost anguished. Her hips jerked, fingers plunging deep, her moan rough and guttural as she shattered, slamming through orgasm after orgasm, her release wet and uncontrolled. After a long moment, her thrashing softened, her touch growing languid as she melted, muscles unwinding with blissful exhaustion.

All the while my cock had grown thick and purple in my fist—a slick, pulsing ache. Watching her come undone sent heat lancing through my own body, so I gripped myself harder, stroking faster, eyes glued to her slick, trembling cunt until I reached the brink and exploded in my hand, spurting thick and hot into the paper towel, every muscle taut with the force of release.

For what felt like a small eternity, the room hung suspended in absolute silence, thick with the electric aftertaste of her release. Her eyelids remained heavy, the dark lashes trembling against flushed cheeks, and her slender hand lingered between her thighs, as if unwilling—perhaps unable—to let go of the remnant sensations pulsing there. When she at last withdrew her hand, it slipped limply to her side, fingers glistening and sated, disconnected from will or strength. With a halfhearted motion, she tried to tug her dress down, her other hand fumbling against the hem, but defeat claimed her and her thighs, warm and marked by desire, stayed deliciously bare.

Heat shimmered across her skin, the afterglow painting her features rosy and vulnerable. Finally, her eyes fluttered open, shining with the confusion of discovery and the rawness of need. Our gazes collided and tangled, the loaded silence amplified by the impossible intimacy we’d just shared.

Her words broke through, trembling, almost desperate. “What are you doing to me, Chris? My world used to make sense—I knew where I stood, who I was. Now, you’ve utterly upended everything. I just touched myself for you—let you watch, and I haven’t even felt your lips on mine. It was... unbearably erotic, but I don’t recognize myself anymore. I feel completely lost.”

My mind reeled with temptation and restraint, my body aching with the memory of her surrender. God, I wanted her—aching to claim her, right here, right now—but deep down, I knew yielding would be a selfish, irrevocable choice. It would devour us both. I wasn’t that man, not anymore; I was fighting for something different, something bigger than a stolen moment of pleasure.

Still, I drew her into my embrace, surrendering to what I could give. “Come here, Mrs. Stevenson,” I whispered, spreading my arms in invitation.

She came to me as if pulled by invisible strings, flinging herself across my lap, body fitting against mine with the inevitability of destiny. My hands framed her beautiful, bewildered face, thumbs tracing the edges of her blush. When I pressed my mouth to hers—soft, then hungry, then claiming—she met me with a passion that left us both breathless and trembling.

I withdrew at last, looking into the wildness behind her eyes. “So,” I murmured, teasingly, “now you’ve kissed the man you just undressed yourself for. Is your life any less chaotic?”

A wry, broken laugh bubbled from her lips. “No. Of course it isn’t.”

I leaned in, letting a wicked grin curl my mouth. “If I fucked you, would it help?”

She drew back slightly, stunned, her cheeks deepening to a more furious red. “Chris! That’s so crude. It’s... not you.”

I shrugged, cupping her jaw gently. “Maybe it isn’t, but I’m making a point. You told me your only lover was a man who never really saw you—never made you feel wanted or alive. You’ve never abandoned yourself to love, never let go, because you imagine every man just hungers for your wealth, for what your money or status can buy.”

She stared at me, eyelashes still damp with the last flickers of vulnerability. “I already know all this.”

“I’m not finished.” My hand caught hers, squeezing tight so she’d feel the truth in my words. “What you need is passion, Mrs. Stevenson—a real lover. Someone who takes pride in your pleasure, who worships you for you. Not me. That road leads nowhere for us. But you deserve unforgettable sex. You deserve to be properly adored. Don’t settle for less, ever. Even if you stumble, even if it hurts—never compromise. Wait for the surge, the trembling, the certainty.”

For a moment, she studied me, all seriousness, as though memorizing my face. “All right,” she whispered. “But tell me, Chris—how will I know when it’s real? When sex is truly... good?”

I watched her, certain, my voice low and intimate. “Oh, you’ll know.”

"You could spare me all the experimenting, you know." Her voice held a tantalizing edge, thick with both challenge and invitation.

I couldn’t help but grin, savoring her frustration. “But that would spoil the entire adventure. If I satisfied you like that, you’d spend forever chasing a repeat. I don't think you'd ever find it.”

She shot me a heated glare, her tone deliciously mocking. “God, you are such an arrogant bastard. Sure, your cock looked promising, but I haven’t seen you at your best.”

I raised an eyebrow, my lips flickering with amusement. “Nothing stopped you from looking.”

She flashed me a wicked smile. “Next time, I won’t miss a thing.”

Heat built in my veins at her words. “Next time?” I asked, wary but intrigued, as if the future was an unexplored playground and she had just handed me the key.

A playful yet determined glint sparkled in her eyes. “You didn’t think I’d be satisfied with one taste, did you? You really only have yourself to blame, for fanning the flames in the first place.” Her voice softened into something sincere, almost vulnerable as she searched my face. “Chris, I do love you, but let’s be honest—I’m not in love with you. I’ll admit it, I get soaked just standing close to you, and I blame your maddening pheromones.”

She drew a breath, steeling herself. “So here’s my offer: teach me everything about sex. No strings, no mess, just lessons in pleasure. I promise, your studies will never suffer for it. Hell, I’ll even help with exam prep if you want.”

The temptation throbbed through me. I fought a shiver and managed, “That’s dangerously tempting.”

She smirked and folded her arms. “Oh—and you can forget about the rent. Otherwise, we’ll both be living in a brothel, and that’s not my style.”

I laughed. “So you’re bribing me now?”

“Or I could just poison your dinner.” Her mouth curved up, daring me.

“I think you’re swaying my answer.” I tried to hide how much she was getting to me.

It was insane—here I was, a flesh-and-blood man being seduced into bed by a stunning woman, and somehow putting up resistance. I groaned, surrendering to the absurdity. “This is nuts. Any guy would kill for this, but I’m the one wavering. Fine, I accept. But my degree still comes first—you play by my rules.”

She offered her hand, her gaze sincere and hungry. “Deal. Shake on it?”

Our fingers tangled, electricity sparking at the contact, and I stole a gentle kiss, savoring her lips. “Some lucky bastard out there—someone honest, gorgeous, and seriously hung—he’s going to treasure you. Pity it won’t be me.”

Her grip strengthened and her eyes turned fierce. “One thing—stop with the Mrs Stevenson crap. My name is Emma. Make it sound less like an illicit schoolboy fantasy.”

“Emma,” I promised, letting her name linger on my tongue.

Alone later, anxiety crept into the quiet darkness as questions gnawed at me. What did I just agree to? Was I signing away my focus, my ambitions, just for a taste of her and her wild, demanding hunger? Would she conquer my world with possessiveness or let me keep my freedom? My perfect little bubble had begun to fissure. The wanting was always there, but would giving in to her upend everything I’d worked for? Banjo, ever loyal, was curled at the foot of the bed, purring obliviously as I whispered, “What on earth have I done, pussycat?”

---

Warm sunlight spilled over the kitchen floor the next morning, mingling with the mouthwatering sizzle and scent of bacon. Emma stood by the stove, immaculate and radiant, as if nothing between us had changed except everything.

She turned, her voice light and teasing. “Sleep well, Chris?”

I leaned against the doorway, still groggy. “Yeah… and you?”

“Like a baby. And before you ask, I packed you a Cornish pasty for lunch.”

I blinked in surprise. “You’ve never made me lunch before.”

She kept her back to me as she spoke, her voice softer than usual. “That’s because, up until now, your stamina was none of my concern.” When she finally turned to face me, her eyes were clear and guileless, surprisingly earnest. “But if I’m going to get involved in your education, I need to consider how exhausting it must be for you.” There was no sly smile, no hidden glint of innuendo—just open, domestic practicality, and for a moment, it was almost disarming.

When it was time to go, I hesitated—should I give her a goodbye kiss? It crossed my mind, but the gesture felt misplaced; she wasn’t my mother, and she certainly wasn’t my wife. I left without touching her, the omission making me feel uncharitable, even guilty, as I rode my bike toward campus.

I dawdled after my last class, filling the time with idle conversation, keeping the encroaching anxiety at bay. By the time I finally pedaled home, I was a full half hour later than normal, my nerves wire-tight at the thought of what might have shifted between us. Would the rules suddenly change? Would there be invisible demands now tethered to every interaction?

The house greeted me with quiet normalcy. She was curled up in the lounge, completely absorbed in a paperback, nothing seductive about her posture or clothes—just a simple housecoat, cinched at the waist. There were no tendrils of her usual perfume, nothing exotic lingering in the air, no ambience thick with promise or tension. It was all so gloriously ordinary.

She smiled up at me, her voice easy and bright. “Hi Chris, was your day a good one?”

I stumbled over her name, correcting myself. “Yeah. It was good, thank you, Em—Emma. How about you?”

“Perfectly dull.” She grinned. “Venison sausages for dinner—will that do?”

My answer was too enthusiastic, tumbling out before I could stop it. “Absolutely—I love your cooking."

Her eyes danced with amusement. “Grilling sausages isn’t exactly cordon bleu, you know.”

I felt my tongue trip over any sensible reply. “But I’m sure you’ll make them perfect as always.”

She fixed me with a bemused stare, her head cocked. “You’re awfully jumpy. Something on your mind? Want some tea?”

“No, I’m good,” I lied, straining for nonchalance. “Just going to take a shower.”

In the privacy of my room, I dropped onto the bed, head in my hands. Tension coiled through me—ravenous, relentless. What game had I agreed to? This wasn’t a thrilling, one-off encounter; it was an open-ended arrangement, full of expectation and risk. My bravado was withering in the heat of my own fantasies—what if I wasn't enough? After all that talk, what if I couldn’t satisfy her, couldn’t meet her hunger, couldn’t even get hard when it counted? One careless deal, and I’d risked everything—my studies, my pride, my very sense of self—all for the sake of sex I’d bragged about, but never had to deliver on. My hands were shaking.

Dinner was mercifully simple. She was already at the table, still swaddled in her housecoat, as if deliberately resisting any flirtation. Sausages were hearty and delicious, the treacle suet pudding so dense and sweet it stole every rational thought. She watched me eat with an odd sort of satisfaction—quiet, almost maternal—which only heightened the strange, simmering intimacy between us.

Later, in the lounge, we lounged together in gentle silence, the closeness peaceful instead of sexual. She didn’t reach for wine, didn’t make any sly suggestions. Instead, she stood with a stretch. “I’m going for a bath. If you need help with your studying later, let me know—give me something to do.”

I remembered the weighty textbook waiting for me. “Actually, you could help me get the Periodic Table memorised tonight.”

Her eyes flashed with approval. “Deal. When I’m back, you’re all mine—for chemistry, at least.” Her smile left a lingering trace—a promise, heavy with possibilities.

She grinned—a flash of mischief in her eyes—and purred, “Oh, the periodic table of wotsits? You’ve come to the right woman. Give me a few minutes.” Her voice was bright, a note too high, almost as if she was eager to impress or distract us both from the slow-blooming tension threading the air.

I wandered back to my room to find the battered textbook, my hands already clammy. The anticipation crawled up my spine—equal parts dread and anticipation, exquisite agony. When I heard her soft footsteps returning, my heart thudded wild and uncertain in my chest.

There she was: no gossamer lingerie to haunt my nerves, but a silk cheongsam slinking over her curves, shimmering, hugging her hips just so. Steam still curled from her recent bath, swirling together with the intoxicating scent of her perfume—jasmine, sandalwood, soft citrus hovering on warm skin. Her hair was pinned carelessly, pale throat bared—a promise, or a taunt. Her small, bare feet padded soundlessly on the carpet, ruby lacquer glowing on her toenails like forbidden fruit.

I handed her the book, fingers brushing hers, an electric current surging between us. “Pick anything,” I said, my voice hoarse, mouth suddenly dry.

She slid open the book, her eyes a wicked tease. “Let’s start easy, hmm? Tell me, what’s number seventy-six?”

My cheeks burned; my brain scrambled to keep up. “Tantalum?” I offered, my voice cracking with doubt.

She gave a dramatic, theatrical raspberry. “Eeehh—wrong!” Her laughter trilled, light and teasing, before she sang, “It’s Osmium. Everyone knows that, darling.” The word lingered, sweet and dangerous.

She peered back into the pages. “Okay, number forty?”

I tried to sound confident. “Niobium?”

Another buzzer sound—and another glittering, delighted laugh. “Nope!” she crowed, her voice playful, drawing out each syllable with exaggerated innocence. “Zir... con... ium.” She made a face, eyes wide, lips pursed. “You are simply terrible at this, aren’t you?”

With a flare of mock outrage, I snatched the book away, snapping, “Fine. Forget it. You’re fired.”

Her mouth fell open, trembling, her eyes wide and shining, lower lip trembling—it was almost impossible not to melt. “Please don’t fire me,” she whispered, voice small and trembling, “I just wanted to make it more fun. Can’t we have a little fun?”

There was something so real, so vulnerable about her pout, my resistance melted—stirring a hunger inside me that had nothing to do with elements. In truth, a woman’s tears could undo me faster than anything—my sister’s trick, weaponized, long before I knew desire as keen as this.

I softened, sighing, “All right, just don’t cry.” I steadied my tone, determined to draw a line. “Remember, you promised—my studies take priority. If we do this, we do it properly. No more games.”

She nodded, eyes still bright with those unshed tears, lips trembling with the effort to keep from pouting further. I couldn’t help but growl, “And no more puppy faces. Just… let’s get on with it, no sound effects this time.”

She steadied. For the next hour, we worked—her voice guiding, correcting, gentle, sometimes warm, sometimes playfully stern, but never mocking again. When, at last, I let the book fall closed, stress melting from my shoulders, she collapsed backward in a dramatic sprawl. “Mercy! Go fetch me wine, you brute—you’ve drained me utterly.”

She startled herself, sitting up, expression suddenly earnest. “Sorry—that ‘darling’ just slipped out…” A blush crept over her cheeks, both shy and sweetly erotic.

I said nothing, but our eyes met—silent crackle, charged and knowing. I brought her wine as requested, pouring slowly, her gaze never breaking from mine. I snagged myself a cold beer, settling in across from her—the air between us thick with anticipation.

For a moment, the world was nothing but the gentle clink of glass and our unspoken thoughts. Finally, I murmured, breathless with desire, “Tell me… beneath that, are you wearing anything at all?”

“Nothing.” She didn’t flinch, her eyes pure heat.

I crossed the room and twisted the dimmer, plunging us into a soft, sultry half-darkness. Returning, watching her as she glowed in the gentle light, I commanded, low and certain, “Show me.”

She paused for a heartbeat, then stood up in one slow, fluid motion, her back to me. Her slender fingers reached for the zipper nestled at her nape and, with agonizing patience, she slid it downward. The sound—soft, metallic—was a tease in itself. The delicate cheongsam pooled silently at her feet, revealing her bare skin inch by inch. Even as she stepped out from the silken puddle, she kept her back to me—a tantalizing, unfinished gift.

“Turn around,” I murmured, my voice raw.

Emma obeyed, pivoting until she faced me completely. She shifted her weight, rising gracefully on her toes, one leg slightly bent, the bright flash of her crimson nail polish catching the dimmed light. Her arms relaxed at her sides, her shoulders bare, her lips parted in anticipation. She looked at me, seeking affirmation—vulnerable, yet achingly provocative.

She was ageless in that moment, her figure slender and tight, her breasts small and perfect, nipples already peaking. Her taut stomach led my gaze to the gentle curve of her hipbones. Time retreated; she was innocence teased into wickedness, youth and womanhood fused together. A gentle, erotic mystery stood before me—invitation shimmering in her eyes.

I exhaled, my desire a living thing. “Emma, you look like a nymph torn from a midnight forest—something mischievous and unattainable. You’re every wild fantasy I’ve ever had, and tonight, I intend on savoring every beguiling inch of you.”

She shut her eyes tight, her voice trembling, hot with need. “I’m shaking inside. If you don’t catch me now, I’m going to fall.”

I crossed the room in a single heartbeat, wrapping her quivering body in my arms. Her skin was feverish, her breath quick against my neck. With barely a pause, I laid her facedown on the sofa, her hands folded under her cheek, trusting, waiting. I shed my own clothes, the anticipation crackling electric between us.

Tracing the line of her spine, I pressed my lips to her warm skin, starting at her neck and lingering on every vertebra. Her scent—soft, soapy, and a trace of perfume—made my pulse stutter. I let my kisses travel lower, down to the firm perfection of her backside—smooth, tight, irresistible. Tenderly, I parted her cheeks, and let my tongue brush her secret, tight rosebud. She let slip a high, breathless noise, raw with surprise.

I kissed my way down the backs of her thighs, savoring the shiver that wracked her as I reached her calves, her heels, and then gently turned her over. Her face, flushed, her lips wet—every inch of her demanding more. My mouth found hers, deep and languid, trailing down her throat, then to her delicate breasts where I paused, sucking each nipple, feeling her heartbeat quicken.

When I reached the delicate triangle of soft hair just above the swollen, needy flesh between her thighs, her breath was ragged, her hands fisting the fabric beneath her. She whimpered—a sound of longing, of surrender—shifting as I spread her legs, exposing the glistening heat at her center. Sliding between her thighs, the taste of her arousal—salty, sweet—coated my tongue. I licked, slow and deliberate, savoring the way her body writhed in my hands.

Her palms framed my cheeks as I flicked my tongue inside her velvet slit, drawing from her helpless mewling gasps, more desperate with each sultry stroke. When I circled her hard, pulsing clit with my tongue, she began to plead, her voice ragged and anguished, “Chris, please… stop—I can’t, not yet, don’t—”

But I refused to relent, driving her higher and higher, until her hips jerked helplessly, her orgasm crashing through her with a guttural cry. Still, I lavished her, teasing her spasming nerves, until with a trembling hand she pushed me away, spent and shuddering.

I rose from my knees, the velvety air around us humming with her need and my raw anticipation. Sliding onto the plush sofa, I coaxed her closer, guiding her trembling body into my embrace until her face nuzzled into the hollow between my neck and shoulder. Her voice, bruised with longing and a hint of frustration, fluttered against my skin: “Why did you make me come when I begged you not to? God, it was wonderful—but I thought you were going to make love to me for real.”

I smoothed her hair back, feigning composure yet savoring the exquisite tension smoldering between us. “Darling,” I murmured, indulging a wicked smile she couldn’t see, “a proper lady deserves to shatter first, before she’s truly made love to—a woman’s pleasure should always lead the way. It heightens everything.”

She huffed, her lips brushing heat along my neck. “God, you’re insufferably cocky. Maybe I’ll tell you later if you’re right.”

I let my hand trail down her bare spine. “Besides, weren’t you desperate to see me—hard, fully?” I watched her gaze, dark with apprehension and intrigue, drift down to the thick line of my arousal jutting towards her. Her eyes widened deliciously as she whispered, half in awe and half in alarm, “Good grief, where’s it supposed to fit?”

My patience stretched tantalizingly thin. “Are you just going to stare at it?” I demanded, craving her touch, my cock twitching under her scrutinizing gaze.

She hesitated, worry written across every line of her beautiful face. “What exactly do you want me to do?”

I bit back a laugh, letting incredulity color my words. “You honestly never used your hand on your husband?”

Her cheeks flushed. “Never. And even if I had…” She trailed off, glancing at me conspiratorially. “Tweezers might have been more appropriate.”

A rush of exasperation—and desire—compelled me to sweep her from my lap, tumbling her onto the carpet at my feet. I sprawled out luxuriously along the sofa, my cock standing tall and needy. “Improvise for me,” I commanded, low and firm. “And hurry—this isn’t going to last forever.” I closed my eyes, forcing myself to wait, letting anticipation hum across my skin.

For long seconds: nothing, just the sound of her nervous breathing. Cracking open one eye, I caught her tentative hand reaching for me, hesitation warring with curiosity, her fingers dancing along my shaft before drawing back as if she might be singed. Her gaze was so wary, so captivated, it almost made me want to tease her further.

At last, her hand wrapped around the middle of my cock—awkward, gentle, exploring me with wide-eyed uncertainty. She started a clumsy rhythm, sliding her palm over me without confidence, her movements making my arousal ache with longing. This was going to take all night, I realized with an inward groan, so I drew her back up onto the sofa, positioning her astride my legs so our eyes could finally meet.

Her chin was set defiantly, the flicker of challenge sparking in her eyes. “Before you say anything, just don’t criticize me. I’ve honestly never done this. Ever.”

My annoyance softened—I could see genuine vulnerability shadowing her features. “Tell me what you want,” I offered, tempering my command with gentleness. “This is for you as much as for me.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, her expression fierce and conflicted. “Let me think. And stop looking so smug.” I closed my own eyes, surrendering to the suspense.

Eventually, her hand found my cock again, this time with brave resolve. I fought to keep perfectly still—would she dare? Driven by nervous instinct, she finally brought her lips to me, enveloping me in uncertain, searing heat. The first tentative suck was followed by a licking exploration, as if trying to decipher some secret. She experimented: licking, sucking, massaging in bold and then tender strokes—my cock pulsed, confused and eager beneath her novice attention.

When she paused for breath, cheeks flushed and hair tousled, she met my gaze questioningly. “Well?” she whispered, as if desperate for approval, her voice ragged and shy.

“How was what?” My voice was low, simmering with mischief.

Her exasperated glare could’ve melted glass. “What do you think? What I was just doing.”

I feigned innocent detachment, an impish smile tugging at my lips. “Forgive me, but I wasn’t keeping track. Remind me—what was it you were doing?”

She bristled, indignation sharpening her words. “I was sucking your bloody cock,” she snapped, eyes dark with challenge. “Just tell me the truth if it was horrible. I can take it.”

With a shrug, I forced honesty. “Honestly, darling—it could use some work.”

“Oh, get stuffed,” she spat, sitting up and crossing her arms, wounded pride tinging her voice. “Do it your bloody self, then.”

I couldn’t suppress a sly grin. “Believe me, I’ve tried.” But a pang of guilt seeped in; I’d pushed her too far. I softened my tone, gathering her indignant form closer. “For your first attempt, you did just fine. Tell me—did you enjoy it?”

She lifted her chin defiantly, composed and brazen. “Quite a bit, actually. Even if it was apparently the worst blowjob you’ve ever had.”

A chuckle crept into my voice. “We call it a blowjob, Emma.”

She rolled her eyes, sarcasm dripping like honey. “Is that where I went wrong? I should’ve blown instead of sucked? Perhaps if I’d really inflated you, I’d have to tie you down—or watch you float up to the ceiling like some obscene party balloon.”

I collapsed backwards, laughter shaking through me until my stomach ached. She watched me, eyes narrowed, mouth set in a fierce line. Her withering glare only twisted my laughter deeper.

Eventually, I gasped, “This—all of this—was meant to be an explosive, sensual adventure. Yet here we are, fumbling about like the world’s dirtiest comedians.” Still fighting back tears of laughter, I reached for her. “Let’s drop the jokes and get back to fucking.”

Her lips curled, scorned and icy. “No. It’s too late. You ruined the mood. I don’t feel the least bit romantic now.”

A growl rumbled in my chest, low and primal. “Forget romance. Tonight, I’m going to make you scream for me.” My hands were impatient, capturing her. “Open your legs for me—you filthy little tease.”

She shrank back a fraction, uncertainty flickering behind her bravado. “Don’t talk like that,” she whispered, a trace of real fear threading her words. “It’s not nice.”

This was the moment—my gamble. Was she on fire with anticipation? Or about to send me packing once and for all? I lifted her easily, settling her bare form upright against the cool leather sofa, her thighs trembling just beneath my grip. “Spread your legs for me. Now.”

I hovered, looming over her, my erection heavy and insistent, fierce hunger distorting my gentleness into dominance. I forced her thighs wider, my fingers digging into silken skin, and she whimpered, teetering on the knife-edge of fear and heat. “Chris, please… don’t. You’re scaring me.”

I couldn’t stop, wouldn’t stop. My cock throbbed against her, throbbing with animal urgency. “Put me inside you. Now. I want to feel you around my cock, you desperate, aching slut.”

Her protests sounded weak, almost playful beneath the pretense of anxiety. “Please, don’t force me. Don’t be such a beast…” But her body betrayed her, the exquisite wetness between her thighs slick and eager for me.

When I pressed my hand to her core, her desire was unmistakable—dripping, ravenous.

I ignored her half-hearted pleas, voice rough and commanding. “If you don’t guide me in, I’ll shove it deep myself.”

She relented instantly, anger melting into hunger. “All right, you savage,” she gasped, griping me with both trembling hands and aiming my shaft towards her pulsing heat. She tugged insistently, urgency threatening to bend me in half.

I groaned, barely in control, lowering myself so she could guide me properly. And as my tip nudged at her slick, impossibly tight entrance, she exhaled in disbelief, “God, Chris, I don’t think I can possibly take all of you…”

My cock, rigid and aching, pressed insistently against the glistening heat of her slit. I held perfectly still, every nerve on fire, savoring the electric anticipation. With trembling hands, she tried to guide me inside, lifting her hips in desperate invitation, but I teased her mercilessly, pulling my hips back just as she tried to take me in. She let out a frustrated cry, her breathless voice sharp with impatience. “What the hell are you doing? Stop playing games—just fuck me already!”

That was all the confirmation I needed. My tone dropped to a guttural growl. “You want it that badly, do you, you filthy girl? Then take it.” With a hard, relentless thrust, I buried myself to the hilt in her swollen, slick heat. She was so achingly tight, her cunt grasping hungrily at every inch, slick and ready for me. Her eyes flew open in shock, lips parted in a wordless moan as I filled her completely.

Without giving her a moment to adjust, I hauled her up, locking my hands beneath her ass, lifting and holding her effortlessly, her legs wrapped wide about my hips. Her arms clung to my neck while I pounded up into her, using her gorgeous, writhing body like the most exquisite fucktoy. The sofa vanished beneath us—this was just her, my hands, my flesh claiming hers, over and over. Each deep, punishing thrust made her cry out, raw and loud, her nails digging into my shoulders. My balls slapped noisily against her sopping pussy, the wet sounds echoing her ragged pleas.

She shrieked with every savage thrust, and I fought to hold back, desperate not to lose myself too soon. But suddenly she clamped down hard around my cock, her whole body tensing as she yelped, “Oh fuck, yes!” Her teeth found my shoulder, biting down hard, pain mixing sweetly with the pleasure. I shattered, coming hard, my cock pulsing deep inside her as every muscle locked with the force of our shared climax.

She slumped weakly against me, breathless and limp, and I gently let her down onto the sofa, my cock still buried deep within her, trembling from the aftershocks. Gasping for air, I managed, “Had enough yet, you insatiable little slut?”

She looked up at me, cheeks flushed, eyes glittering with satisfaction and challenge. “Not even close, you wicked brute,” she murmured, reaching to pull me down for a long, hungry kiss, her lips tasting like sex and daring. “If you need to catch your breath, fine, but stay inside me—I want to feel you there. God, how are you still hard after all that? Didn’t you just come?”

“Oh, I did—and you’re going to need a towel, gorgeous. You’re just so damn sexy, I could fuck you again all night.”

She shivered, her body writhing beneath me, a shudder of pure delight. “Best compliment I’ve ever had,” she whispered. She flung her arms wide, eyes sparkling with newfound mischief, and laughed breathlessly, “Finally—finally! I’ve been fucked properly, fucked like I always needed, and it was worth every damn second of waiting.”

A proud grin spread on her lips as she shifted to her most imperious tone. “Congratulations, you’ve got the job. Hours are 8 to 5 Monday through Friday—overtime possible on weekends. Welcome aboard, darling.”

I must have looked comically bewildered, because she shook her head in mock exasperation and laughed. “Relax! I’m kidding. You can start at nine. Just don’t ever stop making me feel like this.”

My face must have looked stuck somewhere between shock and delight, because she looped her arms around my neck, her delicious, bare skin flush against mine. Her lips brushed my ear as she teased, her tone soft but playfully scolding, “Really, Chris. Did you leave your sense of humor in your other trousers? Don’t make that face—I promise, I’m not out to smother you. Though I do quite fancy you making love to me again, maybe with a touch less... savagery next time?”

The tension slid from my body, replaced by a lazy, wicked smile. I met her gaze with a glimmer of promise. “With immense pleasure, Ma’am. We’ll just have to discover all the wicked little things that get you off.” My hand traced the elegant curve of her spine, slow, deliberate. “But if you’re playing at being a seductress, you’ll need to master the art of cocksucking. Tomorrow, we’re watching some porn—consider this part of your training.”

Her giggle raced over my skin, featherlight and intoxicating. “Porn? Do you have a secret stash you’re hiding from me?”

“Not yet, but it’s hardly hard to find. I’ll get an appetizing selection for us—tomorrow night, it’s you, me, and the best smut money can borrow.” I reached down, faking a sternness I didn’t quite possess, “Right now I need sleep. Big day tomorrow, so hands off your pussy, Miss Temptation.”

She gave a melodramatic little pout, her bottom lip pushed out just enough to make my cock twitch. “That’s going to be nearly impossible after tonight.”

“Then wear your gardening gloves to bed,” I smirked.

---

She was radiant the next morning at breakfast, ethereal in her lightness, not a single reference to our wild midnight escapades. I kissed her—a soft, private thing—and set off, legs light as I pedaled into the morning, anticipation thrumming through me.

Getting my hands on porn was a breeze; swapping dirty tapes was almost a campus sport. When I floated the request for a loaner, offers came thick and fast, sometimes slyly, sometimes in good humor. Even a couple of the rugby girls dropped me their naughtiest cassettes—a blonde whispered as she handed over a brightly-labeled case, “Not many cocks, but plenty of dildos. I know you boys like a little variety.” Sometimes being the rugby captain had its perks; I cycled home with a saddlebag brimming with filth.

We skirted the topic of porn over dinner, tension humming beneath our polite conversation. By the time I’d barely put my utensils down, Emma was clearing up at lightning speed—no languorous chatting, no drawn-out laughs. After ten brisk minutes in the lounge, she threw an offhand announcement about taking a bath and vanished. I took my time in the shower, letting the anticipation build. And when I wandered back, she was already waiting—gone was her usual tailored cheongsam; she wore a gauzy summer dress that hinted at nakedness beneath.

Time to tease. I pitched my voice casual, almost innocent, “Fancy a game of Backgammon tonight?”

She went adorably wide-eyed, uncertainty painted across her features. “I thought we were going to...” Her voice tapered off, thick with hope and mischief.

I feigned confusion, “Going to what, exactly?” Then realization—pretend—dawned on me. “Oh, the porn! Why didn’t you remind me before I left?”

Her face crumpled into the perfect, sulky pout—pure heartbreak in a slip of a dress. “So you didn’t get any?”

To keep her from dissolving—God, she looked so edible when she pouted—I cut in quickly, “Relax, minx. Not only did I get some, I’ve probably got enough depravity for both of us to last a year.”

As always, I steered my bicycle quietly into the garage, sliding it to rest next to the Jaguar—an elegant relic, gleaming but untouched, gathering more dust than stories. My heart thrummed with discreet anticipation as I unclipped the saddlebag, brimming with secrets for tonight. With a flourish, I let the stack of CDs tumble to the floor in a cascade of forbidden promise. Emma’s hand darted forward, but I intercepted her, a mischievous grin curving my lips. “Ah-ah, darling. This is strictly men’s business. I’ll do the honors and pick our poison for tonight.”

She rolled her eyes and shot back, impatience radiating off her. “For God’s sake, would you get on with it? You’ve been teasing ever since you got home, torturing me with that look of yours.”

I thumbed through the cases with exaggerated care, murmuring possibilities under my breath—“Vanilla on vanilla, ebony on ebony, chocolate on vanilla, ladies only…” My voice drew out each option like silk being slowly unspooled.

At the mention of “ladies only,” she snapped—her tone sharp, but edged with uncertainty. “Women with women? Absolutely not. I don’t want to see that.”

I glanced over my shoulder, eyebrow arched. “And why is that, love?”

She recoiled as if I’d suggested the world was flat. “Why? Because it’s unnatural. I’m not interested in seeing women all over each other. Would you enjoy watching men?”

Her challenge was impossible to answer without inviting more fire, so I let her question settle as I displaced it with my own reverie. I kept my voice soft and low, temptation curling in each word. “Two beautiful women together, their bodies gliding and exploring, is the purest sensuality. They know each other in ways men never can. They caress and tease—only women can truly unlock one another’s pleasure. Men, for all their effort, simply can’t compare.”

She dismissed my explanation with a contemptuous scoff. “Fine, then. I’ll just trust your infinite wisdom, shall I?” Sensing the line wasn’t ready to be crossed, I set aside the thought of coaxing her into the intrigue of sapphic imagery—at least for tonight.

Most of these CDs bore the marks of many hands, scrawled endorsements, and cryptic codes. I scanned the covers, searching for one that promised the heat we both craved. Spotting a case labeled “VH” with a parade of enthusiastic check marks, I plucked it out, letting my fingers linger at the spine. Hot must be an understatement.

Before cueing up the disc, I let my eyes roam over her, the light summer dress skimming her thighs, hinting at secrets beneath. “Are you wearing anything under that?” I asked, my tone casual, but weighted with implication.

She shot back, her cheeks tinged pink. “Naturally. Thick flannel knickers and a sturdy chastity belt.” Her sarcasm felt like an invitation rather than a denial.

I grinned, picturing her bare underneath—the dress ready to be discarded. “Come here, then. Sit with me on the sofa, and let’s see that gorgeous dress pushed all the way up, or off, if you dare.”

Her eyes glimmered as she countered, “I think I’d rather be right on top of you.”

My response was measured but resolute—I intended to tease, not relent. “Not tonight, love. This is a solo act.” I gave her a meaningful smirk. “Do it yourself. I keep my hands away. You keep yours off me.”

She pouted, folding her arms across her chest, her pout both annoyance and arousal. “Well, that just sounds absolutely thrilling,” she shot back, pure sarcasm—yet I saw the uncertainty flicker in her eyes.

I lowered the lights, shrouding the room in intimacy, leaving only enough glow to catch the rise and fall of her breath, the tremor of anticipation tightening the air between us. Sliding the disc into the player, I took my seat beside her, remote in hand, every sense sharpened with anticipation.

I turned, voice barely above a whisper. “What will it be, Emma? Dress up, or dress off?”

Her gaze held me, defiant and trembling. “Neither.”

I shrugged, savoring the tension. “Suit yourself.” My finger found the play button—and the room held its breath as the screen flickered to life, peppered expectation lingering like the first stirrings of a coming storm.

The screen flickered to life, illuminating the room with the sultry promise of anticipation. On the bed, two strangers—a compelling contrast of honeyed skin and porcelain flesh—faced each other, their bodies entirely clothed, yet the heat between them radiated with an unspoken urgency. Lips met in a slow-burning kiss, every movement deliberate, their desire unfolding at a tantalizing pace designed to drive a watcher wild. Gradually, his large hands explored her curves, skillfully teasing and tracing over the swell of her breasts still concealed beneath her top. With practiced patience, he eased open her buttons, the fabric parting like the petals of a forbidden bloom, until her lithe torso was exposed to his hungry gaze.

He dipped his head, capturing one budding nipple between his lips, eliciting a shudder that arched her back. In a silent invitation, she reached down, her slender fingers caressing the thick tension swelling against his jeans—the intimate outline of his arousal. When he deftly slipped open the button of her jeans and let his hand glide down, her gasp pierced the air, her face tipped back in surrender, flushed and hungry. Piece by delicious piece, he peeled away her clothing, and she lifted her hips to help, wriggling free until nothing but a minuscule thong separated her aching core from his touch.

His fingers slid her panties aside, baring her glistening folds to the merciless attention of both his hand and the camera’s gaze. Deliberate and lingering, he massaged her slick slit, each intimate movement drawing out keening moans from her throat. That raw display opened something in Emma—she uncrossed her arms, pulse fluttering beneath her skin.

With mounting urgency, the girl on screen reached for his zipper. Her eyes, wide and sparkling with mischief, searched his as she revealed his surging cock—thick, dark, impressively rigid. Emma couldn’t suppress a gasp. “Holy smoke." The words left her soft lips almost reverently, and I realized my choice—this towering beacon of lust—might have struck a nerve.

Still, the dance continued, the woman’s mouth descending slowly, her tongue swirling around the glistening head as she watched his reaction, hungry for every flicker of pleasure she drew from him. Clothing gradually and sensually vanished, leaving both beautifully naked, bodies curled on their sides, hands exploring, her slick heat meeting his insistent length. The slow caresses and mutual fondling unraveled them, the room’s tension rising until Emma’s own composure seemed close to breaking. She wriggled restlessly, crossing and uncrossing her ankles, her breath hitching with every sigh from the screen.

I leaned in, my voice barely more than a growl, “Is your pussy wet?”

She shot me an icy glare. “Mind your own business. My pussy’s none of your concern.”

Emboldened, I unzipped my own trousers and drew out my stiff shaft, stroking slowly, savoring every lust-soaked second. Emma’s gaze flicked from me to the screen, her lips pressed tight, but she said nothing—no need, her arousal broadcasted with every subtle movement of her thighs.

On screen, the man pressed the swollen, glossy head of his cock against her drenched opening, teasing, not yet plunging inside. The girl whimpered, legs tangled around his hips, grasping his ass with desperate fingers to pull him closer, an electrified plea for deep, hard connection.

Rising to the mounting challenge in the room, my own erection pulsed steady in my hand. “Alright," Emma said at last, her voice shaky but defiant. "I’ll pull up my dress.” She wriggled, hips lifted, then slid off her panties with a swift, practiced flick, launching them toward the edge of the room.

I grinned. “Try to resist touching yourself now—I want to see just how much control you really have.”

She shot me daggers, her words sharp and breathless. “You really are a sadistic bastard.”

“Press your knees together,” I murmured, voice thick with lust. “Drawing it out will make it so much sweeter when you finally let go.”

“Just shut up and take care of yourself,” she answered, every word laced with exasperation and aching need. “I don’t need your advice.”

The camera lingered with voyeuristic intimacy on the girl, now surrendered on her back, bronzed thighs encircling him, her body bared and welcoming. Every slow, deep thrust of his obsidian shaft made her writhe, her pussy hungrily parting for him, glistening, velvet and needy. She couldn’t restrain her gasps, each one breaking through her parted lips in pleading desperation, breathless as she urged him on, begged for more—faster, harder. It was intoxicating to watch: two impossibly beautiful, insatiable bodies joined, completely lost in the electric heat of sex that was real, relentless, and achingly gorgeous.

I leaned over to Emma, my own need breaking through in my voice. “How are you holding up?”

Her response was ice-edged, her restraint stretched to its limit. “I think I’ve shown quite enough self-control.” In one shameless, shattered motion, her hand dove urgently between her parted thighs, fingers greedily seeking the wet heat of her own sex. She pressed her palm flat over her swollen, slippery clit, hips arching, back taut as a drawn bow. Her fingers plunged inside her, relentless, fucking herself with a violent, primal hunger; feet flexed, legs straining, her head thrown back as agony and pleasure spiked through her in sharp, dizzying waves.

Every uncontrolled groan cracked the air, echoing with the raw edge of release. I gripped my own throbbing cock so tightly it hurt, halting my movements—waiting, not wanting to tumble over the edge while she still writhed and bucked toward her climax.

At last, with a ragged, shattered moan, Emma’s entire body trembled violently, limbs flung wide, her sex bared and drenched and spent. Shudders rippled through her and she finally slumped, wrecked and boneless, into the cushions. It was moments before she could gather herself, eventually tugging her dress back into place, cheeks still flushed.

When she turned to me, her voice was a fragile, trembling whisper. “God, I thought it would never end. I’ve never come like that in my life.”

But recovery was brief. Her eyes flickered with their usual sharpness, lips quirking with that bitter edge. “Is there anything else you can do to make sure I lose the last scrap of my dignity?”

Couldn’t resist her vulnerability, I drew her into my embrace, settling her on my lap, feeling her warmth press deliciously close. “But did you enjoy it?”

She grinned, a low, sultry chuckle. “Oh, yes. More than I ever imagined.”

“Had enough?”

She shook her head, voice husky, but tinged with apprehension. “No. God help me, I think I’m addicted.”

I teased gently, glancing down at the erection I’d valiantly restrained. “See how considerate I am? All this, waiting just for you.”

Her tone lashed out, intimate and raw. “You really are the most patronising bastard.” She straddled me, eyes stormy with want and defiance, and hissed, “If I didn’t want your cock inside me right this second, I’d rather bury myself in a book. Just shut up. Stay hard. Let me take control for once.”

She hovered above me, fingers curling around my aching shaft as she lowered herself down, inch by slow inch. Her arms looped around my neck, her nipples grazing my chest in delicious friction. Her pace was exquisite torment—lifting so only the swollen head remained within her, then gliding down in a hot, torturously slow rhythm, her pussy squeezing me tight with every measured thrust, every delicious grind, until she was completely, absolutely filled.

Her cheek nuzzled against mine, her lips brushing the shell of my ear—a rough whisper slipping into my mind, deliciously intimate. “Feel how wet I am, gripping every inch of you inside me?” Her hot, ragged breath fluttered over my skin, and the provocative tease in her voice coaxed a moan from my lips I could hardly contain. She stilled above me, rolling her hips with torturous patience, her body slick and yielding, my cock encased so tightly it sent crackles of electric pleasure through every nerve ending. I wanted to lose control, to urge her on, but she held the reins—her words, her body, orchestrating each exquisite moment.

“You’re throbbing for me, aren’t you?” she murmured, her voice husky and raw. Heat bloomed in my gut as she rocked languidly, making sure I felt every slow descent. “You want to come, but you’ll hold back until I say so. That’s how I want it, and you’ll wait for me.”

Her naked body pressed against me, skin flushed and burning, and the friction felt unbearable. I tried to move, to thrust upwards into her, but she tightened her hold, holding me in place, denying me. The filthy words she used—so unexpected, so intoxicating—made me ache for her even more. “Is it good, my tight cunt wrapped all over your cock? I bet you’re dying for me to speed up. But not yet. Not until I’m ready for you.”

That explicit boldness made my restraint all the more fragile. I couldn’t help myself—my fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass, desperate for release. She immediately lifted herself, pausing with just the swollen head poised at her entrance, leaving my needy cock exposed to cool air while my balls pulsed painfully. “No, not yet. You wait,” she ordered with a wicked glint in her eye.

She was in total control, and there was something unbearably hot about her confidence, the way her earlier orgasm had empowered her, giving her the upper hand. I gritted my teeth, breathing through the surges of pleasure she so expertly prolonged. Slowly, teasingly, she lowered herself again, reveling in my torment, stopping when only the very tip was pressed inside her. “Doing it slow is such a turn on for me. Does it drive you as wild as it does me, or are you craving the frenzy, the rush?” Her voice was all sin and silk, her body clamped tight around me.

The wait became impossible. Broken, I admitted through clenched teeth and a desperate growl, “I want you to go faster. Please.”

She hovered, triumphant, her body radiating satisfaction. “Say it. Beg me for it.”

“Please, you fucking sexy bitch.” My voice was strained, needy, barely human.

Her hips started to move faster, her pace quickening, her body slamming into mine, merciless now. I tried once more to grab her butt, but she caught my wrists—her command sharp, absolute. “Hands off. You’re all mine right now.”

Powerless, trembling, I let my body surrender to her rhythm. The orgasm ripped through me, fierce and savage, my hips bucking uncontrollably, gasps and growls tearing from my chest as my climax hit with blinding intensity. When the waves finally subsided, I collapsed back, spent, dazed, utterly wrecked.

Emma rested boneless against my chest, but when she lifted her flushed face, her eyes sparkled with mischief. In a tone of mock gentility, she asked, “Well, darling, was that satisfying enough for you?”

Breathless, I managed, “God, yes, I don’t think anyone’s ever made me come harder. And your filthy mouth, Christ, Emma.”

She grinned, her smile sly, unapologetic. “It just seemed like the right thing to do.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, shaking my head in amazement. “You’re incredible.”

She gazed at me, searching, her voice low—half serious, half playful. “So, am I your fucking sexy bitch or not?”

“You’re the only one who’s ever destroyed me like that.”

With an exaggerated sigh, she let herself fall back onto the cushions and announced with gleeful satisfaction, “I can die happy now—I have officially given Mister Wonderful the orgasm of a lifetime.”

I smirked, “So I’m Mister Wonderful now?”

She shot me a look, teasing but fond. “Well, that’s what you like to think, isn’t it?”

We lounged together, sipping our drinks—a generous glass of wine for her, a cold beer for me—letting the glow of satisfaction and mutual amusement wash over us. The evening took on a languid, sated quality, our bodies near but apart, silently reaffirming one unspoken rule: I would never share my bed, not truly, not all night, and nothing she could say or do would make me change my mind. She seemed to accept it intuitively, meeting my silent decree with her own quiet nod to boundaries. There was never a moment of awkwardness or pleading; the arrangement suited us, each craving a freedom that was understood rather than declared.

---

After skipping my usual private study, I shut myself away the next evening, immersed in books and solitude. The following night a European cup game on TV became my singular focus—lust and longing set momentarily aside for a different kind of passion. We were apart for two days, and though Emma didn’t comment, I sensed her watchful silence, a sultry energy simmering just beneath the surface. A third night of neglect, I knew, and she might let loose a storm I wasn’t ready to weather.

With anticipation, I planned our next encounter. That evening, as the steam of her bath seemed to linger behind her, softening her hair and skin, I greeted her with a question edged in promise. “How about we watch a little more porn?” My tone was casual, but my gaze intent.

She hesitated, suspicion flickering behind her dark lashes. “Alright… but don’t let this always be your idea of foreplay. Sometimes I’d really like something a bit more—gentle. Romantic even.”

I grinned, cued up a film that, from its cover, promised beauty and intimacy—two stunning women posed enticingly side by side. Settled together on the sofa, lights low and the world outside forgotten, I pressed play.

The film began: two young women, all denim and flannel, standing at the edge of a neatly made bed. In an instant, Emma’s eyes narrowed, lips pursed. “What in the hell is this?” she shot at me, her skepticism razor-sharp.

“Just watch,” I coaxed, unruffled.

She crossed her legs, her voice sharpened with warning. “If this is supposed to get me off, think again. I’m not interested in watching girls fumble with each other, so turn it off.”

I leaned closer, lowering my voice and letting just enough steel into it to unsettle her. “You’re going to watch. Unless you’d prefer I tie you up and make you. I want you to learn, to feel what sensuality can be. Don’t tempt me—I will do it.”

She shot me a withering look, lips curling into a wicked, amused sneer. “God, you’re such an obstinate bastard. If this makes me sick, I’ll do it right on you.”

On screen, the tension blossomed—two women’s mouths finding each other, tongues tangled and searching, lips parting in hungry, affectionate smiles. The heat built slowly, kisses deepening, hands trailing over bodies with reverence and delight. Their movements were a dance—tender, exploratory. I glanced sideways; Emma’s steely posture had softened. Her eyes were fixed, her focus unwavering from the slow, sensual build unfolding before her.

“Is this crossing any lines for you?” I murmured, curious.

She shook her head, her tone a cocktail of frustration and arousal. “Not yet.”

The film escalated, as one woman slid her hand beneath the other’s shirt, fingers finding the warm, soft swell of her breasts and caressing their hidden curves. Clothes slipped away piece by piece until both women lay in nothing but their panties, skin pressed together atop the rumpled sheets.

The kisses grew bolder, one mouth tracing the arch of her lover’s breast, tongue flicking out to tease each nipple until they stood hard beneath her attention. Five slow, deliberate minutes of teasing exploration—a pace both maddening and intoxicating. I checked Emma’s reaction again. She was utterly absorbed, eyes wide in the flickering light.

“Still with me?” I whispered, the question more promise than concern.

She shot me an exasperated, fiery glance. “I’m watching this bloody thing because you told me to—and don’t think I’ve forgotten your threat. Say another word, and I just might tell you exactly when I’m offended.”

At last, the woman who commanded the scene let her fingers slip beneath the delicate lace of her lover’s panties—just a whisper of fabric separating skin from longing. I watched the gentle, deliberate movements, her touch hidden yet achingly explicit in its intent, as the kisses between them deepened, their mouths greedy for more, tongues tangling with mounting passion. When the woman lying back lifted her gaze to the camera, her eyes were wild, flooded with need, her entire face alive with exquisite desire.

Clothes were surrendered, slowly, until the submissive girl was bared, vulnerable and open, and the kisses grew consuming, almost desperate—the kind of kissing that makes the world vanish. When the dominant beauty pressed her fingertips into that open, aching center, I saw a shiver electrify the other’s body. She didn’t pause; her hand stroked, circled, then plunged two fingers deep, twisting with perfect, relentless rhythm. The reaction was instant: gasps building to helpless moans, then sharp cries with every undulating thrust, the pleasure a bright, uncontrollable crescendo.

It was Emma’s reaction that captured me most. Quiet at first, she tensed beside me, her knees pulled tightly together, hands knotted white in her lap and mouth parted in raw disbelief. All at once, she climbed into my lap, her energy wild, silent orders burning in her eyes as she seized my wrist and dragged my hand between her thighs. No words were needed; her body’s needy vibration spoke everything. The moment my fingers slid against her heat, she detonated—her orgasm tearing through her, shrieks mingling with those from the film, the noise thunderous in the cloistered room. She lost herself in it, grinding against my palm, every muscle tensed until she finally collapsed against me, limp, her head buried in my neck, breath shuddering.

For the longest time, neither of us moved. When she finally looked up, the dazzle in her eyes was chased by a rare, serious calm, her gaze searching mine, still speechless. I broke the hush, softly, “Did you learn anything?”

She exhaled, a shaky smile twisting her lips. “Yes.”

“What did you discover?”

She glared, half-playful, half-accusing. “Apparently, you’ve made me into a flaming lesbian.”

I burst out laughing, unable to resist, but she wasn’t finished. Her voice crackled with confusion and wonder. “It’s not funny! Why did that turn me on so much? I’ve never thought about women together like that. But it was… beautiful—intimate and unbelievably arousing. I don’t even recognize myself.”

I gentled my tone, cupping her face. “You’re not a lesbian, Emma. It’s so much more complicated than that. Most women are far more fluid than anyone admits. So many are drawn to the idea of other women, even if just in fantasy. Two women know how to touch and tease—what feels good, what builds pleasure. There’s a tenderness, a certain empathy a man can only guess at unless a woman guides him. We have to communicate if we ever want real chemistry—really good sex, the kind that leaves you trembling. You need to trust each other enough to say, ‘This is my fantasy. This is what I crave. Will you do it for me?’”

I paused, searching her face, inviting her to challenge me, but she stayed silent, breath steadying against my skin. I pressed on, my words soft and certain. “That’s the secret. Amazing sex is about honesty—sharing your desires without shame or fear, saying, ‘If you love me, show me. Touch me the way I want. Let’s discover what makes us both unravel.’”

I traced my fingertips along her arm, my voice low and coaxing, “Did you ever ask your husband to slow down, or to touch you just the way you craved?” She shook her head, a silent confession tinged with regret. “Then maybe he truly believed you enjoyed it. Perhaps if he’d known you weren’t, if he’d heard it from your lips, that lost fire might have ignited between you.”

A fragile acknowledgment passed her lips as she nodded, slow and tentative. “So it was me,” she murmured, resignation weighing down her voice.

I leaned in, intimacy tightening the air. “Was he the kind of man you could actually talk to about sex, about your desires?”

“No,” she whispered, her eyes averted.

“Then, darling, that’s not on you. He should have wanted to explore you, to understand the woman he shared his bed with. Instead, he wrestled with deals and deadlines all day, then came home to a warm meal and a perfunctory fuck before surrendering to sleep. He left you wrapped in comfort, yes, but also in yearning—a sensual emptiness I’m trying my best to fill. But you deserve more than just a stand-in. You need a man who stands with you, who matches you desire for desire. That’s what I want for you. We’ll find him … together.”

She looked up at me, a spark of defiance mingling with exhaustion. “I don’t want another bloody man,” she said, her lips curling into the ghost of a wry smile.

I brushed her hair back, gentle but insistent. “And when you find yourself alone, aching for touch? Who will worship your body when I’m gone?”

With an exasperated breath, she slumped back. “Alright, fine. What would you have me do—hang a sign in the bakery? ‘Lonely lady, well-off and looking for a man with stamina and a spectacular cock’?”

A grin tugged at my lips—her mischief impossible to resist. “No, sweetheart. You’ll join the local health club. For starters. You’ll find men there who care about their bodies; fitness is the first ingredient of a passionate lover. As you bring them into your life, I’ll help you judge if any are worthy of you.”

She laughed, a husky, wicked sound. “With you lurking in the corner, tape measure in hand, demanding a peek at their goods?”

I rolled my eyes, fighting my own smile. “Oh, be serious for once. We’re hunting for a man who can satisfy you—not just physically, but in every way.”

“Pimp,” she teased, dark amusement glinting in her gaze.

---

She started frequenting the health club, though she demanded I provide her with erotic inspiration for ‘research purposes.’ Later, one night, as we lounged together, the air thick with the heady blur of alcohol, she turned to me out of the blue, her eyes holding a familiar mischief.

“Get it out,” she commanded.

I blinked, momentarily thrown. “Excuse me? Get what out?”

She shot me an exasperated look, the corners of her mouth twitching. “Are you really that dense? How many things do you think you have that I might want to see right now?”

Other than the teasing edge of my tongue, only one thing leapt to mind. “You mean my cock?”

A slow, triumphant smile curved her lips. “Bravo, Einstein. You’ll blitz those finals.” I fumbled with my zipper, easing my cock free from my jeans, its heaviness cool and soft in my hand. Without ceremony, she slid out of her seat, knelt between my legs, and lowered her mouth to the length of me. The heat of her lips was electric as she drew me deeper, inch by inch, teasing my senses until I was halfway lost already.

I gasped, barely able to hold on. “I can’t … not with the light on.”

Her laugh vibrated around me, wicked and muffled. “Don’t ruin it. I’m not joking. I want you to watch me—tell me if you think I’ve learned anything.”

Within moments, my cock swelled impossibly hard, aching for her touch. She worked her magic with eager confidence—her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, tracing slow, sultry circles before plunging me deep into the slick, silken heat of her mouth. She alternated, fucking me with her mouth—sometimes rough, sometimes tender, drawing me close to the edge before backing away, stroking me with her fist, meeting my gaze with a fierce, questioning look that blurred lust and need. Then she’d slide me in again, taking me deep until my back arched helplessly, lost to her mouth’s intoxicating rhythm.

Her mouth had been wicked and relentless, and I was right on the knife-edge—closer to coming than I’d been in ages. But that greedy glint in her eye told me she had other plans. My release would serve no one but her tonight. While waves of throaty pleasure spilled from me, Emma nearly tore her panties in her rush to throw them aside, fingers desperate and urgent. She wanted me, all of me, now. With a lust-soaked growl, she climbed astride, guiding my swollen cock inside her with decisive, hungry insistence.

“Slow down if you want to make this last,” I mumbled, fighting to string words together as her heat enveloped me.

She bared her teeth in a grin both dangerous and delicious, her voice sharp as she thrust down, “You’re about to get properly fucked, mister.”

I tried for a feeble protest, “Be gentle, please—”

But she silenced me with a glare so searing I felt my self-control dissolving, “Hush. Don’t you dare come ‘til I say so.”

Her wetness was unreal, slick and needy as she slammed her hips with ferocious intent, forcing every last inch of me deeper on each bounce. The sofa squeaked and shuddered beneath us, barely holding together beneath the raw energy of her delicious violence. Emma rode me with a wild, irrepressible hunger—a woman transformed, brutal and beautiful.

I didn’t stand a chance. I clung to her thighs, desperate, unable to hold back as I gasped, “Emma, I can’t—fuck, I’m coming—ready or not.”

“Me too!” she panted, and then any words were lost—our bodies locking together, trembling, moaning, riding the crest of simultaneous release. Spent and shivering, we collapsed into a sweaty, sated heap. Our breathing mingled; the world shrank to the heat of our bodies and the racing of our hearts.

Finally, when the haze cleared, I managed a bewildered laugh. “What the hell has gotten into you? If there’s more of that wherever it came from, I want a lifetime supply.”

She looked at me, all cool confidence and mischief, her hair plastered to her forehead. “This is the new me—No more demure Emma. I’m going to fuck every man in sight absolutely senseless. What do you think?”

My eyes widened in mock horror, pulse still thundering. “Whoa, let’s not traumatize the local male population, okay? The plan is seduction, a little mystery—not scaring them witless. Lure one in, enchant him, then, if he’s worth it, fuck his brains out.”

She rolled her eyes, huffing, “You just don’t want me to become a brazen man-eater.”

I grinned. “I’m only protecting mankind. Maybe stick to practicing on me for now. And honestly, back off the porn or you’ll turn into a sex-crazed lunatic.”

She groaned in mock disappointment, nuzzling against me, “Fine, but just know I was ready to leave some lucky bastard breathless.”

---

After her first session at the health club, I asked, “Any prospects?”

She snorted. “Men with flabby guts, red sweaty faces, gasping for breath on the treadmills. That’s all.”

“Try going on another day.”

But the days slipped by unchanged; bellies jiggled, faces purpled, and none caught her eye. Still, we kept up our own private exercise regime in my bed, as regularly as she pleased. After a few weeks, I pressed again, “Has anyone caught your attention?”

She paused, hesitant, then admitted, “There’s one guy. About my age. Keeps making eyes at me. Smiles a lot.”

My interest piqued, I sat up. “Now that sounds promising. What happened?”

She huffed, exasperated. “What do you think? Absolutely nothing, you arse.”

I laughed. “Since when do you use language like that?”

With a shrug, she deadpanned, “I learned it from all the porn.”

I rolled my eyes, determined to stay patient. “Then let’s focus. Did you give him a look—something to let him know you’re interested?”

I shot him a sly, teasing smile. “What do you want me to do? March over and whip out my boobs for him?” I snapped, only half joking, feeling a delicious defiance.

Chris narrowed his gaze, his voice stern but affectionate. “That’s it, Emma. You seriously need to chill out with all that porn—it’s twisting your brain.” He paused, then prompted, “Now, tell me more about this bloke.”

I exhaled, feigning indifference. “He looks alright, I suppose. Tall, decent build, not hard on the eyes… but that’s really all I’ve got.” My voice trembled with a reluctant honesty. “Honestly, Chris, I’m not eager for any of this. Before you turned my life delightfully upside down, I was happy hiding away from the world.”

He leaned in, voice hushed and wicked. “And who will fuck you when I’m not here, hmm?”

Pain flickered across her face; her lips pressed together to ward off a tremor. “I… I don’t want to think about that. I know you’ll leave, eventually, but I’m not ready to face it.” In a small, aching voice, she added, “Just hold me, Chris.”

I cradled her, pressing her against my chest and rocking her gently, almost protectively. Her body melted into mine, needing comfort, needing reassurance, not sex—not yet. Minutes passed, one heartbeat after another, before she finally spoke again, a soft sigh of surrender. “Alright then. Let’s get this pimping over and done with.”

---

A few weeks later, the sun hung low as I wheeled my bike into our drive, weaving around a sleek, showy Mercedes that seemed so out of place by our humble house. The front door creaked open, voices drifting from the lounge, light with laughter.

Halfway up the stairs, I heard Emma’s voice cut through the air, playful and triumphant: “Chris? Is that you?”

I couldn’t hide a smirk. “Who else would it be?”

She emerged, hair wild and eyes bright, curling her finger in a come-hither gesture that made my blood rush. “Come here,” she whispered, an impish gleam in her gaze. “I’ve caught a live one—a proper specimen. Come ogle him before I toss him back.”

I let her lead me into the lounge. There, a sharp-looking bloke in his forties, tailored suit and all, shot to his feet with a fidgety energy. He looked good, healthy, and his handshake was firm enough to make me take proper notice. Emma grinned as she made the introductions. “Chris, meet Rod—short for Rodney. Rod, this is Chris—curiously, also short for Christopher. Rody-poo here gave me a lift home so I didn’t have to waste cash on a cab.” Rod barked out a laugh, too loud, a little forced.

“Fancy a cup of tea?” Emma asked, already headed for the kitchen, her hips swaying temptingly. I nodded, took a seat—a little too aware of Rod’s gaze burning after her as she disappeared.

Rod caught my eye, snapping out of his trance. “So, Emma tells me you dabble in engineering at the university. Bet that’s wild.”

“Yeah, something like that,” I replied, unsmiling. “And you? What’s your gig?”

He blinked, caught off guard by my bluntness, then gathered himself and said smoothly, “Motor trade. The fancy stuff. It’s a narrow field, big ticket sales. Sometimes some fool—sorry, some client—treats himself.”

At least the sod had a sense of humour. We rambled politely about cars until Emma returned, putting the tea tray down with a clatter that made me flinch. The moment thickened, the conversation stilted and laced with undercurrents.

I drained my cup and stood, voice polite but pointed. “Right, time for me to hit the books upstairs.” I offered a hand—deliberately strong, a warning and a farewell. “Nice meeting you, Rod.” Then I slipped away, the sound of laughter haunting the stairs behind me.

Soon after, I caught the muffled sound of the front door closing, followed by the low growl of his Mercedes slipping away into the evening. The scent of something savory drifting up from the kitchen pulled me out of my room and down the stairs. I found Emma lounging in the living room, wearing an expectant look that was impossible to miss. I didn’t give her the chance to open her mouth.

“So—he appears to be alive and kicking, got his own hair, and isn’t shy about flaunting a Rolex. Assuming it’s real, I’d wager he’s not short on cash, but as for the size of his cock? No clue. What’s his status with women—single, married, divorced, a grieving widower?”

“Divorced,” she answered easily. “And he claims you’re unusually blunt, Chris. He wondered if rooming with you was too much of a distraction.”

I cocked an eyebrow, grinning. “And what did you say to that?”

She offered a wicked, teasing smile. “Only when he’s fucking me.”

The laugh that broke from me was deep and dark as I pulled her into my arms, pressing my lips hungrily to hers. I murmured against her cheek, “Who’d have thought—just over a year ago you were all frost and daggers when I turned up at your door. You’re a completely different woman now… But let’s not get distracted—let’s get back to Rodney. Judging by the way he gawks at you, you'd think the sun was shining right out of your pretty arse. Does he set you on fire even a little?”

She hesitated, careful, her gaze flickering over me. “At the risk of bumping your ego even higher, honestly… not really. There’s just no comparison.”

I smiled at that—a smug rush of relief sliding through me. “Good. Because if he ever tries to put his hands on you in any way you don’t want, I swear I’d end him.” I squeezed her a little tighter, then added quickly, “Not serious. But give him a shot… and don’t be too eager to make the first move. Most men who know what they’re doing in bed are complete bastards—but maybe this one could be taught. Maybe he’d be a decent student.”

I paused, brushing my lips along her hairline. “There is one problem, though.”

Her eyes lit up with curiosity. “What's that?”

“If, by some wild chance, you decide to have a man over for the night, honestly, I couldn't bear to be here. I’d have to crash at a mate’s place or something.”

She sounded almost amused. “And why, exactly, would you run off?”

“Because I’d be utterly, painfully surplus to requirements.” My voice was low, needy, almost raw.

And then she let the real bomb drop, her words coming soft but sharp as a blade. “You won’t have to worry—because you’ll have the whole house to yourself.”

A cold surge of dread washed through me. “Why the hell would I need the house to myself?”

She smiled—a secret, dangerous smile. “He owns a boat. He’s invited me to spend the whole weekend with him.”

My chest constricted; I could feel the panic rising. “What—? Emma, you barely know the man and you’re spending a weekend with him? Have you lost your mind? Come on, think—why do you think he wants you trapped with him on his boat?”

She put on a show—eyes narrowed in mock seriousness, her finger pressing thoughtfully against her chin. Her voice was slow, dripping with false innocence. “I really couldn’t say…” Then, widening her eyes dramatically, she feigned shock. “My God, Chris, do you imagine he might want to have sex with me?”

The ache of jealousy was so sharp it stole the breath from my lungs. I found myself begging, my voice barely more than a rough whisper. “Emma, please… don’t do this.”

She regarded me with an exquisite, almost unnerving serenity, her voice steady as satin. “Why shouldn’t I?” she purred, her eyes glittering with equal parts amusement and accusation. “You’ve cracked open everything I thought I knew about myself—you’ve set my world ablaze and made my body crave every forbidden thing. I used to believe I was only drawn to men, but now? Now, I can’t help but touch myself at night, picturing some beautiful woman devouring me with her tongue. It’s your fault, you know. You awakened something wild in me, sent me scavenging for a man simply because I thought I ought to. Now, when I’ve actually found one whose every glance screams desire, you stand there and dare to tell me I’m being reckless? God, Chris, what a deliciously twisted hypocrite you are.”

My heart ached with a helpless, raw ache, and the words came tumbling out in a shaky whisper, “Jealous. That’s what I am—aching and jealous.”

With a tenderness that undid me, she wrapped herself around me, her lips finding mine in a kiss full of longing and bittersweet gratitude. As her breath tickled my cheek, she murmured, “My darling Chris, this all happened for a reason. You walked into my drab existence and shook me awake, tore the haze from my eyes and the numbness from my skin. You made me hunger and burn and rediscover every thrill life had to offer. Maybe Rodney isn’t what I need, but I’ll never know unless I let myself taste what’s out there. I have to chase that spark, for once.”

Her fingers traced over my jaw, trembling but resolute. “You and I, we love each other, yes—but our paths fork too widely. You’re standing at the beginning of your journey, impatient to devour the world, to become someone new. Me? I’ve got to start actually living before it's too late. Maybe I’ll give a few men the ride of their lives—or let myself be used, thrill in a careless blowjob or two. But you showed me that sex is a playground, not a prison. How many women can say they’ve cried laughing in the throes of climax as many times as I have since you came along?”

There it was—her confession and her goodbye, a liberation and a knife in my heart. I knew, in that trembling moment, that it was time for me to let her go. I couldn’t bear the notion of sharing her, watching another man stoke the fire I’d lit. Maybe it was fate giving me a gentle shove toward the life I should have been living anyway: crowded flats crammed with youth and laughter, clumsy pasta dinners and the chaos of student bliss, not this borrowed luxury I’d grown far too used to.

---

When the time came, we held each other with bruising desperation, neither willing to loosen the grip that had carried us through so much pleasure and pain. We sobbed openly, clutching each other with shaking hands, kisses turning salty with tears as we admitted, wordlessly, that our story would never truly leave us. Her final breath ghosted against my ear, soft as a secret: “I will always love you.”


Part 2

Eight years unfurled since my MEng—first-class and gleaming with accolades—had set me on a path through a parade of employers, until finally I bound myself to the vast embrace of a Dutch conglomerate. By then, I’d carved out a formidable reputation as a flow mechanics savant, and, evidently, my talents were prized; my account was lavishly padded in response. My domain was wherever water or gas refused submission—dams, oil rigs, industrial veins—I went where control was needed, leaving technical mastery (and restless appetites) in my wake.

My life became a restless drift, continents passing beneath me, foreign beds and unfamiliar bodies tangling around me with every new city. No home anchored me, no relationship tethered my heart. Evenings found me cloaked in the soft, anonymous gloom of hotel bars, a glass cradled in one hand, solitary yet seeking connection in the shimmer of ice and amber liquid. Morning after morning, I surfaced in a haze, the dull ache behind my eyes a familiar companion. I told myself the drinking was social, even as solitude pressed close. I only reined myself in when professional caution dictated restraint.

Sometimes, alone with night’s silence, uneasy questions crept in. Would I die a stranger in some remote guesthouse, unwept by anyone who spoke my tongue? Or fade into old age, a solitary figure discreetly contracting sophisticated escorts because women of youth no longer looked twice? I had no confidantes—acquaintances vanished as soon as I moved on, roots never taking hold.

Occasionally, as I toyed with a Pisco Sour in Lima or let the bitter fire of Black Balsam slide down my throat in Riga, my thoughts slipped back to Emma. I never reached out to her, never returned to those places where her laughter lingered. Memories of her—doubled over in giggles at my offhand remarks, slyly stacking the odds in backgammon when she thought me distracted—flickered through me, unbidden and bittersweet. Did she find a man to delight her? I hoped Rodney had failed her, that none could compare, though I despised the jealousy that shimmered under the wish; ultimately, I wanted her happiness, whether or not I played any part in it.

---

Now, I was clinging awkwardly to a cold, unyielding metal ladder raking the unfinished side of a water tower in Scotland’s unforgiving heart. The wind drove nails into my skin, the air so wicked with cold it threatened to saw through bone. I was the imported expert—called in to argue that physics, not wishful thinking, would dictate whether water would ever reach the reservoir without the right pump. Beneath my hard hat, a hangover pulsed, the taste of last night’s woman—some flirtatious barmaid, melting into my arms after closing—lingering on my lips like a fading sin.

A shrill chime from my phone jerked me from my daze. Fingers stiff with chill, I fumbled, pried it out, stared at the illuminated words until their meaning sank through the fog.

"Do you fancy a cup of tea?"

Later, thawing out in the dull glow of the hotel bar, a generous Scotch burning a path down my throat, I set the phone before me, the question vibrating between us, tempting a thousand possibilities. I ordered another, my mind spinning, heat unfurling low in my belly as I wondered how—if—I should answer.

My mind spun, utterly perplexed by the out-of-the-blue message. Why, after all these years, had she decided to reach out to me? Did she have a hidden motive, or was it simply nostalgia tugging at her? Was she speaking from a place of illness, perhaps needing closure before the end? Had time been as unkind to her as it had been to me, each of us carrying the lines of our experiences? Or could it be that she simply wanted some harmless company—a safe catch-up with an “old friend”? The prospect of being paraded past a husband as a fond relic of her past filled me with unease. I turned the options over and over, but not one made any real sense. What did she want from me?

My anxiety fermented as I slouched into a battered armchair later, half a bottle of whisky dulling my nerves. There was no escaping it; I couldn’t say no, and I didn’t want to. Memories, both sweet and exquisitely sharp, washed over me—the scent of her, that infectious laugh, the ache in my gut. There was no logic to this, just a gravitational pull I couldn’t refuse. Finally, nerves raw and fingers trembling, I messaged, “Okay, Saturday afternoon.” A pause, the ghost of a smile on my lips. Just before I sent it, I added, “Looking forward to it,” letting the words hang there with far more meaning than I could ever voice.

---

Friday evening found me checking into a nondescript hotel, anticipation coiling in my belly and setting my nerves on edge. I sought the only comfort I knew—numb heat in a double scotch, fire licking down my throat. I spun slowly on my barstool, surveying the crowd over the rim of my glass. The room pulsed with laughter and overlapping conversations—the hum of strangers going about their desires. My gaze drifted to three women: a platinum blonde with earrings that brushed her neck, her smile sharp and lingering, a practiced invitation. Hooker, almost certainly. The other two, bored and distracted, cast no glances in my direction—waiting for lovers, or perhaps just names in their phones.

I turned away, suddenly disgusted at myself for prowling the crowd for sex when Emma's memory was already winding itself through my thoughts, rekindling parts of me I'd tried to numb into silence. Guilt settled heavy and thick, yet beneath it all, a thrum of expectation pulsed. Emma would not be a quick fix, a nameless body in my bed—she was history and hope all burned together.

---

The next afternoon, I parked two streets from her house, nerves fluttering in my veins. I hated stepping off-script; every day of my life had been built on preparation and control, the threat of flooding disaster always looming. Now, I was about to plunge into uncertainty, every instinct in me screaming for a way out. Desire for a drink almost overwhelmed me, the silver flask in my hand a familiar comfort. I unscrewed it, the tang of whisky teasing my senses—but a sharper urge surfaced: if she welcomed me with the brush of her lips, did I want our first kiss tainted by alcohol? I capped the flask, both relieved and trembling.

After a bracing spray of mint, breaths deep and deliberate, I started the car and inched along her street, memories thickening with every turn of the wheel. I recalled my very first visit—how wary and irresistible she’d been, soft and suspicious, unforgettable. My heartbeat doubled as I pulled up to the closed garage. Was the pristine Jaguar still there, gathering dust beneath her careful hands?

With my mind humming, I fished instinctively for the key I’d long ago surrendered, then resigned myself to the doorbell. Waiting on that familiar stoop, a mixture of longing and dread clawed at my chest.

She opened the door, and in a flash she was there again—Emma, older but radiant, her face curved into that knowing smile, blue eyes gleaming, hair tidy but wild at the edges, her body as impossibly alluring as I remembered. Time had polished her, not dulled.

“Hello Chris, it’s lovely to see you again.” Her voice was honey and laughter, light but deep, stirring things that had never really faded.

“Hello Emma,” I managed, the word thick with everything unsaid.

She leaned in close, her lips grazing first one cheek, then the other—soft, electric points of contact, impossibly intimate. She took my hand in hers, fingers twining warm and sure, and led me inside. “The tea is brewing,” she murmured, gesturing for me to settle in. “Make yourself comfortable.”

The promise in the air was almost tangible—old bonds stretched taut, a world of possibility trembling at the threshold.

I sank into the armchair where I’d always curled up, toes arching from my shoes and nestling deep into the familiar embrace of plush carpet. The scent of Emma’s home—warm, floral, a touch of something exotic beneath—wrapped around me, stirring up memories and a gentle ache of nostalgia. Everything looked so untouched, so perfectly preserved that I half-expected a younger version of myself to walk through the door.

There was a gentle patter across the floorboards and Banjo, round and regal with age, padded in. His eyes widened when he recognized me, a flicker of confusion melting into delight as he hurried over, head butting insistently against my shin. His fur was dense and warm beneath my palm, a reassuring anchor.

Emma glided back in, carrying the comfort of the past in a single question. “Still four lumps, darling?”

“Yes, please. I can hardly believe that teapot survived.” I smiled, eyeing the old, familiar vessel.

“It hasn’t left the cupboard since you walked out of this place.” Her voice softened but held a note of something rarer, more vulnerable.

I cradled the cup, sipping in the taste of memories and her gaze, unable to keep the truth from spilling across my tongue. “You’re more ravishing than ever, Emma. How do you stay so infuriatingly stunning?”

She regarded me with a seriousness that pierced deeper than any playful banter. “Hard work…” Her eyes flickered over my face. “I wish I could say the same for you, but honestly, Chris, you look terrible. Grey. Hollow. And what’s this?” She gestured teasingly at my belly, brows arched in mock horror. “What have you done to yourself?”

A heavy breath escaped me, weighted with more than regret. “Life’s smaller now. Airports. Hotels. My world fits into a suitcase, and sometimes a whiskey is the only company I can find. Not my best choice, Emma, but there it is.”

Her eyes latched onto mine, seeking and searching for the man I had been, but she said nothing. I could taste the questions thickening the air so I plunged ahead, tossing my own across the coffee table like a gauntlet. “Eight years, Emma. What’s become of you—have you found someone to share this house with?”

“No,” she replied, enigmatic as ever.

“So you’re on your own again?”

“No.”

The pause thrummed, hanging between us, and suddenly the memory of her blush after that forbidden film—her curiosity, the burning in her cheeks—surfaced. Dread prickled along the back of my neck as my mind assembled the only solution. My voice trembled. “God, Emma… please tell me you’re not living with a woman.”

A smile twisted her lips—knowing, mischievous. “I am. Would you like to meet her?”

My face flared, blood roaring in my ears as panic took over—imagining being paraded as some relic of her heterosexual past. “No, Emma. No. I’m here for you, not… not that.”

Her laughter bubbled soft and teasing, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Relax, you silly man. Trust me, just this once. She wants to meet you. Stay put.”

With the door closing behind her, a wave of nausea rose, the aftertaste of last night’s scotch lingering on my tongue. Banjo looked up at me with solemn brown eyes, and I buried my hand in his fur, waiting for whatever heartbreak or humiliation Emma was about to inflict.

When she returned, her fingers entwined with someone smaller, my fear evaporated in a breathless rush. She crossed the room and reclaimed her seat, leaving a little girl—delicate, poised, impossibly sweet—standing before me. Her blonde hair was perfectly brushed, falling to the collar of a sunshine-yellow dress that flared beneath her waist like a bellflower. Her knees peeked beneath pleated fabric, encased in yellow socks, and her shoes—polished, chestnut brown—glimmered in the lamplight. She offered her hand with a gravity I struggled to match, her blue eyes steady and measuring.

My relief felt like laughter I could barely contain. I took her small, soft hand, feeling the gentle squeeze as we shared a slow, thoughtful handshake. “Well, hello, young lady. What’s your name?”

“Chrissy. Short for Christine,” she replied, voice sweet and solemn—the very picture of innocent curiosity.

My lips curled into a knowing smile as I answered in a low, warm voice, “So we’re practically namesakes—Chris for Christopher, Chrissy for Christine. Seems almost too perfect, doesn’t it?” My gaze lingered on her, searching for any hint of play beneath her solemn mask.

“I know,” she replied quietly, her words precise, certain.

Chrissy slipped back from me with three graceful steps, then folded herself onto the carpet. She crossed her slim legs beneath the pleats of her yellow dress—her posture poised, composed, so utterly self-possessed for someone so small. Her large blue eyes fixed onto mine, unwavering. A stillness settled in the room, tense and charged, the unspoken heavy in the air between us.

I glanced toward Emma, silently questioning, but I kept the words locked inside. Both she and Chrissy returned my look, their faces unreadable, emotion hidden just out of reach. The hush was nearly unbearable; each second ticked by, thickening the air. Goosebumps crawled over my arms. My throat ached for moisture, my tongue heavy and useless, and I felt the relentless throb in my temple, hammering against my skull.

Something was off—deeply, disturbingly off. I was suddenly desperate, craving a drink to anchor myself. My voice rasped out, rough and needy. “Chrissy, would you mind getting me a glass of water, please?”

She nodded with a gravity that seemed ancient and slipped from the room. The moment she vanished, I turned to Emma, searching. She watched me with that faint, secretive trace of a smile etched into her lips. It made my insides twist.

My mouth barely formed words, so parched and tight was my throat. “How old is she?” I managed, the syllables scraping out of my chest.

“Eight,” she replied, her tone gentle but absolute. The word landed like a blow. I felt everything inside me contract—dread and disbelief mingling like poison.

Chrissy returned, so careful, so focused, carrying a glass filled to the very brim. Her eyes never left the trembling rim, her tiny hands steady. She placed it in my shaking grip; water sloshed over my jeans in trembling ribbons. I drank, fast, icy rivulets soothing the burn in my throat before I set the glass aside, my pulse still wild.

Emma’s voice sliced through my haze. “Would you leave us for a short while, please, Chrissy?”

The child slipped away without a word. My body was suddenly all nerves—heart beating so hard I wondered if Emma could hear it, sweat prickling in my armpits, every breath sharpened to a knife edge.

Then, unabashed, her voice broke through the silence, calm as still water: “You were certainly not firing blanks.”

Shock detonated in my brain, numbing every thought and leaving me staring at her. The world seemed to narrow and ring with the echo of her words. Blood roared in my ears, metallic and hot. My chest constricted—tight, terrifying—and I tasted the tang of panic on my tongue.

My thoughts collided, battling for sense. I forced out a strangled sentence: “How can you be sure? What about Rodney, or… anyone else?”

“There never was anyone else,” she answered, as steady as ever.

“But the weekend on his boat...” I protested, the confusion too much to bear.

Her lips quirked in a half-smile—wry and unapologetic. “I lied. There was no boat.”

I felt darkness tangle with disappointment, anger boiling up from the center of my chest. “Why would you say something like that—to push me away?”

Emma held my gaze, deadly serious. “Because I already knew.”

Her words fanned the flames. My anger spilled over, fierce and helpless, “You already knew?” My voice was rough, impatient—half accusation, half plea. “Then why the hell didn’t you tell me?”

She let out a slow, weighted exhale, her patience stretched thin, and fixed me with a gaze both affectionate and exasperated. “Chris, be serious for once,” she murmured, her voice laced with a weary tenderness that cut through me. “If I’d told you then, it would have shattered you. How could you have achieved all those accolades, the star student dazzling your professors, if I’d been dragging you down? Could you really have endured me vomiting every morning, watching me waddle around, wallowing in discomfort, and still blazed your way through those punishing exams?”

Her words found their mark—my guilt pressed heavy in my chest. I let my voice falter, quiet and remorseful. “But you did it all alone. I wasn’t there for you.”

She threw her head back in a soft laugh, teasing and strong all at once. “Oh, come on, Chris. I had help every single day, and the best gynaecologist money can buy. Honestly, it was almost easy. Chrissy made her entrance into the world without a fight, and every day since has been a joy. You needed to find out, and I couldn’t risk you learning any other way. You gave me a gift I never really expected, and not a day has gone by that I haven’t felt it.” Her eyes softened; the pride in her voice was palpable, intimate. “She’s wonderful, Chris. You should be proud—she’s the best of both of us. We did something good, something beautiful. Whether you want to share in that or not… that’s your choice.”

The shock hadn’t quite released me, but in spite of it, my mind demanded clarity. “There’s never—never been anyone else?”

She smirked, her lips quirking with a sly, unapologetic smile. “I never promised to stay untouched. After all, you invested in my education—I wasn’t about to let it go to waste. I passed the time, had a bit of fun: some blowjobs here and there, a little indulgence, until it was time to sack the babysitters and give my whole self to Chrissy. She became my world.”

I felt the exhaustion radiating through my body, bone-deep. My voice was a sigh, limp and empty. “Do you have anything to drink? Something stronger?”

She arched a brow, mischief flickering in her eyes. “And reek of booze when Chrissy comes running to you? She’s probably dying to wrap her arms around you. Come.” She stood gracefully and offered her hand. “There’s something I want to show you.”

We climbed the stairs together, our footsteps muted, the tension between us fragile and electric. Through the window, I glimpsed Chrissy on the swing, sunlight tangled in her hair as she glided through the garden. Emma led me down the corridor to the threshold of my old bedroom, and when I stepped inside, an unexpected wave of nostalgia caught me off-guard—it had been transformed into every little girl’s sanctuary. Fluffy plush toys spilled everywhere, a teddy bear perched regally on the neatly made bed, a computer with a pink, serpentine keyboard glowing softly in the corner, and the walls adorned with pin-ups.

I lingered, taking in the details—boy bands in earnest poses, smiling pop stars. But when I looked again, my breath caught. Mixed in with the glossy posters were snapshots of me: sunbathing in the backyard, covered in flour at the kitchen counter, arms wrapped around Banjo, laughter frozen in time.

Emotion surged through me, powerful and strange, leaving me raw and exposed. I didn’t dare meet Emma’s eyes. But her arm slid around my waist, anchoring me, her touch reassuring and gentle. My voice quivered, thick with feeling. “How long has she known?”

“Ever since she was old enough to put the pieces together. I left it to her—she could decide when to tell you.” Emma’s lips brushed against my ear, her whisper intimate. “You were never far from our thoughts. Not once.”

A sharp ache knotted in my chest. “I’ve ended up in some lonely, godforsaken places,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I never lost sight of you, not for a second. I always knew exactly where you drifted, and it took some hefty investments for those little breadcrumbs. But oh, Christopher—so many women. You’ve certainly left a trail of broken beds and hearts.”

A wry smile tugged at my lips, yet I mumbled, “Well, you know what they say: never went to bed with an ugly woman, but dawn’s light can be a brutal judge.”

We moved back downstairs, tension sparking and snapping between us, and Emma called softly for Chrissy. My daughter walked in, folding herself gracefully onto the rug, legs tucked up, all wise eyes and solemn little face. She pierced me with that unwavering, searching gaze, and I wanted so desperately to speak—to say something real, something fatherly. But the words stuck, thick and useless. I took another swig, heart thumping, lungs squeezing tightly with anticipation and dread.

I forced the question out, voice as ragged and thin as paper. “Chrissy, do you know who I am?”

She didn’t hesitate: “Yes, you’re my Daddy.”

Everything inside me split wide open, her answer crashing over me, tearing away years of distance, denial, and fear in one, colossal surge. I was utterly defenceless, swept under by the weight of what I was—what I had always been to her. The pressure inside me, wound tight with secrets and guilt, broke at last. I buried my face in my hands and let the sobbing take control. There was nothing but the ache—I couldn’t even be ashamed.

She came to me, climbing gently onto my lap, her arms, so small and warm, winding around my neck, her breath tender against my cheek. “Mummy told me everything… and sometimes, when she spoke about you, there were tears in her eyes. Every night I wished for you—prayed for you to come back so you could be my Daddy and hold me, but you always felt so far away. It’s enough that you’re here now.” Her voice shimmered with longing and hope, and something inside me thawed, threatening to shatter me all over again.

Gradually, my breathing slowed and my heart steadied, though I felt raw and shaky, destroyed by truths I couldn’t escape. “Chrissy,” I managed, barely more than a whisper, “you might not want me as your daddy—I’ve no idea what I’m doing. I’m hopeless.”

She cupped my cheeks with both hands, her gaze unwavering and luminous. “Then let me show you.” I looked helplessly at Emma, searching for some anchor, but she just gave a little shrug—this was mine, and mine alone, to navigate.

Chrissy’s voice was so small, so earnest. “Please, don’t be angry because you didn’t know. If you have to leave, I get it. But… will you hug me first?”

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close; the soft press of her body was unfamiliar, but not unwelcome. She settled into the hollow of my embrace, as if she’d always belonged there.

She glanced down, her tone sweet. “Banjo wants you to stay too. Mummy says he didn’t eat for days when you left.”

Then, with a sly little smile, she added, “And Mummy says you like kids.”

I huffed softly. “Well, that’s true, but I’m not sure I could make a meal out of a whole one.”

She dissolved into laughter, bright and pure, and suddenly it felt as if the whole room was lit by summer sunshine.

Dinner was a symphony of flavors, the air fragrant with the sweet-spicy promise of sticky garlic swirled over tender chicken thighs—my absolute weakness. We all served ourselves generous helpings, etiquette compelling us to share in Emma’s careful creation. Even Banjo was indulged, savouring his plain portion, free of sauce, while we lingered together around the table, wine pooling ruby-rich in our glasses and frosted beer sweating in my palm. Chrissy, all innocence, sipped her fizzy drink, eyes sparkling as she chatted about her foray into Spanish and the pointed toes of her blossoming ballet life. Emma, with quiet hope, revealed her attempts to nudge Chrissy toward piano—though the girl’s heart held fast to the clarinet’s reedy call.

As the evening matured, the beer trickling warmth through my veins, I loosened up—my wit tumbling out in messy, half-remembered anecdotes that had Emma and Chrissy giggling, their laughter wrapping around me like a balm. Time slipped by, and at ten, Chrissy padded over in her night things, pressing a kiss—soft and damp—onto my cheek, a surprising jolt of tenderness that lingered on my skin long after she’d disappeared upstairs. The mood softened, silences stretching languid and heavy between Emma and me, our conversation dwindling into thoughtful quiet.

Before long, fatigue swept in, coaxing us toward our separate rooms. As I settled alone beneath the covers, my mind churned with uncertainty, restless and unresolved. No answers revealed themselves; just the ache of not knowing, the weight of all that had shifted. I flicked off the lamp, the silence swelling—then, almost on reflex, I clicked it back on to open the door and allow Banjo to slip in, his comforting bulk a quiet reassurance at my side.


Part 3

The first rays of Sunday morning drifted through the curtains, bathing the room in a pale glow that did nothing to ease the bewildering tangle inside me. I sprawled across the rumpled sheets, body strangely rested, mind wide-awake and tumultuous—a strange limbo I rarely experienced, especially since sobriety last night deprived me of the numbing fuzz of a hangover. My thoughts whirled, wrestling with the monumental revelation that somewhere in this very house, my eight-year-old daughter lay sleeping. Adrenaline still buzzed at the edges of my nerves.

Banjo, alert and eager, hopped from the warmth of the comforter and padded over to the door. I pushed myself upright, limbs reluctant, and cracked the door open, sending him down the hall. The house slumbered in perfect quiet—I glanced at the clock; seven-thirty. Too early for chaos, too late to hide from it.

The steam and heat of the shower did little to chase away the surreal sensation nesting in my chest. I lingered longer than necessary, fingers trailing over my skin as if reacquainting myself with my own body—and its unexpected new role. Maybe, just maybe, the gentle pressure of water could cleanse the shock away. It didn’t. My overnight bag, a calculated gamble, yielded fresh clothes and a toothbrush; it felt oddly intimate to have planned for possibility.

Every careful footstep down the hallway brought me closer to the scent of cooking—rich, buttery, familiar—and farther from the safety of retreat. I was nearly out the door, heartbeat thudding as if escaping a crime scene, when her cheerful, chirping voice rang out: “Good morning Daddy, where are you going? Breakfast is ready!” My spine snapped straight, heat rushing to my cheeks. Chrissy, bright-eyed, vivid in a bubblegum pink jumpsuit, beamed at me with the kind of early-morning optimism that was equal parts adorable and excruciating.

I summoned a half-baked excuse. “Just need something from the car,” I muttered, the words catching on my tongue. Damn.

Outside, freedom was fleeting. Chrissy, silhouetted in the doorway, watched me with hawk-like intensity. I crouched low, shielded by the doorframe, and took a furtive gulp from my flask—bitter comfort sliding down my throat. When I dared glance up, she was gone. Relief—temporary. One final, greedy mouthful, and I hid the flask away, fingers scrabbling for my mouth spray, only to find the canister, traitorous, empty. I tasted regret at the back of my throat.

The jolt of liquid fortitude began to work its magic as I reentered the house, but Chrissy was waiting for me. She stood perfectly still in the foyer, arms outstretched, eyes squeezed shut—a strange, trustful little supplicant. “Back in a minute,” I blurted, sidestepping her, pulse racing, and bolted up the stairs to attack my mouth with toothpaste, scrubbing away guilt and sharp whiskey alike. Breath fresher, courage steadier, I descended with a more calculated calm and paused, watching her—still as a statue, arms trembling, eyelashes shadowing her cheeks. My face cracked into a smile, genuine and unstoppable. She was gloriously, endearingly eccentric—just like her mother.

At last, her arms found their reward. I gathered her in, pressing kisses to her cheeks; she sighed, delight and impatience mingling in her voice. “Phew! My arms were getting really tired,” she confessed. God, she was captivating.

I hoisted her up, cradling her small, squirming body as I carried her into the kitchen where Emma waited. The sight of her—hips hugged by black slacks, skin aglow beneath a vivid orange tank top—tugged at some deep, hungry place inside me. Her presence lit up the sunlit kitchen as she cracked eggs, utterly at ease. “Morning, Chris. Did you sleep well?” Her voice sparkled with mischief and something warmer.

With practiced dishonesty I replied, “Not bad, given everything.” My eyes lingered on her arms, the flex of muscle and grace.

For the first time in years, I sat in the cozy chaos of a real home. No impersonal buffets, no scanning for an empty seat, no perfunctory waiters—just Emma’s satisfied gaze, Chrissy’s bubbling requests, and the sizzle of eggs in the pan. Chrissy demanded I cut her toast into neat little soldiers, insisting my hands —big, steady, and new to this kind of tenderness—could do what hers could not. I gladly obliged, slicing perfection while she watched with open-mouthed admiration. My own hunger surged; eggs, bacon, and golden waffles vanished while Emma looked on, her eyes glittering as if she, too, were feasting on this new family, this strange, intoxicating morning.

Breakfast felt quietly surreal, as though I’d wandered into someone else’s perfectly curated domestic fantasy—her, him, and this clever, wide-eyed girl who looked at me with an unsettling blend of curiosity and expectation. I took in Emma—Emma, who still managed to devastate me with just the smallest, secret look over her coffee mug. Her lips curved, but the smile didn't quite reach her eyes. For a brief eternity, we shared a look. The air between us vibrated, dense with all the things we'd never said, all the heat and regret jammed into one fragile moment, until I was the one to look away, heart thumping a nervous staccato.

Chrissy’s voice, bright and bursting with hope, slipped between us. “Can we go to the park and feed the ducks, Daddy?”

She was so young, so eager, and there was a tenderness in her eyes that left me astonishingly weak. “Sure,” I answered, my voice softer than I intended—vulnerable, willing, hers.

Her excitement seemed to grow, like she was lighting up from within. “I like the Goldeneyes and the Mandarins best! Do you have a favourite?” Her face was all innocence, waiting for me to share.

I grinned, mischief curling my lips, trying to nudge the mood with humor. “Yeah, the one that goes best with orange sauce.” A playful, wicked little line. I waited for her to laugh, to delight in my irreverence. Instead, silence crashed down between us. Emma’s jaw set tight; her eyes squeezed shut as though bracing herself against a storm.

Chrissy glared at me, small and devastatingly disappointed, and the weight of her silent judgment made me shrink, once again that kid desperate to win a smile. Words fumbled from my lips, lame and apologetic. “I…meant it as a joke. It didn’t really land, huh?” My voice practically begged forgiveness.

She shook her head, unwavering. “No, Daddy, it didn’t. You let the ducks down. I don’t think they’ll feel safe with you.” Her honesty was harder and cleaner than any adult’s could ever be.

I tried to claw back the moment, to be better—different. “Well, don’t tell the ducks. Let’s just pretend I never said it.” I offered Chrissy a sheepish smile. Her sternness melted, just a little, something soft crept in.

“Fine,” she relented, kindness breaking through. “But you’d better keep smiling at them, so they know you’re safe.”

I allowed myself a breath, then assumed we’d grab a loaf and go. Oh, no. Chrissy launched into a mission. “Bread’s no good for ducks; you could hurt them. We have to make special food.” Suddenly she was directing operations, assigning jobs like a pint-sized general. Emma set peas to defrost, her movements purposeful and efficient, looking devastatingly good in those slacks, curves swaying in that orange top every time she bent over. My hands found work, rolling damp oats into perfect little balls, sticky and cool between my fingers, aware of Emma just a few feet away—a heat that made my skin itch with wanting.

Chrissy took charge of the rice, inspecting our efforts, her exacting standards leaving little room for error. I snuck a questioning look at Emma, and she replied only with a weary shrug and a secret smile—resignation and affection dancing on her lips.

When the food passed Chrissy’s inspection, we bundled up—hats, scarves, gloves, the winter air fresh against our skin—and strolled toward the park, Emma on one side, Chrissy on the other, their voices and laughter tangling around me. Chrissy delivered a running commentary about duck migration, her words clever and crisp, making me wonder just how much I had to learn from this utterly astonishing girl. When I asked if she fancied herself an ornithologist, she shut me down with a knowing smile. “Not really. I just do.”

On the walk back, my old appetites coaxed their way out. “Pub lunch?” I suggested, tossing Emma a playful, hungry look—even as something else lingered there, a desire for old times, or maybe just escape.

Emma frowned, her answer swift and gentle. “No need. Lunch is waiting at home.” Unwilling to let go, I tried once more. “Or maybe just a drink?” The two of them exchanged a wordless glance—female intuition working like telepathy.

After a moment, Emma’s gaze found mine, warm and complicated, a challenge hidden in her tone. “I haven’t set foot in a pub since I was Chrissy’s age. And her?” She gestured to our daughter, the three of us suspended, our hunger—of every kind—shimmering just beneath the surface.

Before I could even open my mouth, Chrissy piped up with an assured, “It’s fine as long as I’m with an adult and there’s food and soft drinks served.” Her confidence was endearing, and whether she was right or not, I wanted a drink fiercely enough to let her lead. “Just what I was about to say,” I agreed, feigning parental authority, my craving barely concealed. “Let’s go familiarize ourselves with the local brews.”

Emma’s reluctance wove through her silence, but she surrendered with a small shake of her head, following as though drawn along by an invisible thread. The first pub we found beckoned with a bold sign—Families Welcome—and for a moment I savored the rare satisfaction of chance being on my side.

Inside, the early hour had kept most patrons at bay, leaving emptiness to muffle our footsteps as I guided them to a shadowed booth, tucked away from the bar’s scrutiny. My order was brisk and well-practiced: a pint, a glass of wine, a soft drink to keep up appearances. My eyes lingered on the barman as I palmed a tenner and murmured, “Make it a large vodka before the pint, will you?” The exchange was effortlessly covert, his compliance silent but knowing, as the crystal clarity of vodka appeared in front of me with quiet efficiency.

When I returned, I found Emma’s reserve beginning to melt as the pub gradually filled, the air vibrating with rising laughter, the heat from surrounding bodies saturating the space. I let the alcohol soothe my edges, cooling the nerves that had been strung tight all day. My tongue loosened, words and foolishness tumbling out easily, and against all odds, I convinced them into another round. More cash for the barman, more fortification for me.

Emma, glossy-eyed and laughing, confessed on the walk home that she was grateful lunch would tend itself—a nod to the wine, which had clearly left her a little less pristine than when we’d entered. We were greeted by the tempting aroma of a steaming steak and kidney pudding as soon as we walked through the door. I devoured every bite, and polished off the apple crumble too, scraping up every last crumb as if I hadn't eaten in months. If anyone was watching, it must have looked like the dinner bell at the zoo.

Afterwards, lounging in the living room as the caffeine of strong coffee seeped into my veins, Chrissy announced her intentions to retreat to her room and chat with school friends online. I barely caught the exchange of glances—something charged, conspiratorial—between mother and daughter as Chrissy slipped away, leaving Emma and me bathed in the warm hush of possibility.

We lingered in the silent space, tension pulsing in the air, until she spoke, her voice soft but crystalline. “Well, what are you going to do?”

“What do you mean?” I deflected, conscious of her gaze.

“Are you staying, or are you leaving?” she pressed.

I shifted, discomfort flaring inside me, and tried to put words to the swirling chaos inside. “Em… yesterday everything was familiar—just me. Now, it’s like I’ve stepped into someone else’s life. Can’t you see how surreal this all feels? I need time to breathe, to figure any of it out.”

“So this is about not being able to handle having a new daughter?” Her tone, quiet but pointed, made my pulse skip.

I sat up, desperate to make her understand. “No, you’ve got it wrong. She’s not a new daughter. She’s… she’s my daughter, but she’s not just some fresh addition—she’s yours, loved, well cared for, for eight years. She’s not new. She’s precious because you’ve made her that way.”

Undeterred, Emma’s eyes locked onto mine, the concern in them burning. “So is that it? You’ll just disappoint her like that? She’s waited her whole life—ever since she knew about you. And all you’ll give her is a single, fleeting day?”

I hesitated, swallowing back the raw truth, then let it slip between us, “I’m not the man you used to know, Emma. These days, I drink too much, and I’ve let myself go—way out of shape. Sure, I still get the job done, but my life is a blur of airports, the anonymous rooms of shoddy hotels, and soul-sapping nights. I’m in one country today and gone tomorrow.”

She met my words with uncommon steadiness, her eyes soft but fierce. “Chrissy understands you have to travel. All she wants is you—your presence, not your perfection. This could still be your home, somewhere you always return, a place to put roots down again. You’re not old, even if it looks like you could use a complete overhaul. You could watch her blossom—you’ll have all the years with her that I don’t.”

My heart gave a hesitant flutter, hope clawing up from all the grime. But still, I craved something more. “What about us?” My voice was low, uncertain.

She shrugged, lips curving downward into something like vulnerability. “Us doesn’t matter now. We’ll let it unfold, slow and real. What I need to know is—is it yes or no?”

I grimaced, still unsettled, needing it spelled out. “What would that even make me? Am I just a lodger here, or half a father?”

She gave a little laugh, something steel-edged and warm nestling in her tone. “Maybe both. If you’re desperate to pay rent, put it towards Chrissy. She won’t let you spoil her, don’t worry. Now come on—man up and fetch your things.”

The walk back to the hotel was a strange blend of dread and pride gnawing at my gut. Was I really ready for this? I’d spent my whole life running, leaving nothing behind but empty bottles and the sweat of anonymous sex. But Chrissy—she was beautiful, clever, so achingly full of promise. Maybe by staying, I’d finally matter.

Old habits urged me towards the bar, but when the bartender looked up, I forced a smile and shook my head. “Actually, I’m good,” I said, pushing away temptation for once—and feeling oddly light, almost exhilarated.

By the time I trekked back to the house, doubts wormed their way in. Could I change, really change, after years of drifting and indulging? The truth gnawed at me as I slipped the house key into the lock, feeling both outsider and welcomed trespasser.

I went straight to my room, tossed my bag down, then headed with purpose to the lounge. With a pointed glare at Emma, I fired, “Did the bathroom scales migrate into my room on their own, or is this some kind of intervention?”

She gave me a look of feigned innocence, her lips quirking. “Bathroom scales? What are you talking about?”

With a rough laugh, I pressed on. “The ones that magically appeared out of nowhere.”

Emma arched a brow, feigning contemplation. “Maybe the cleaner picked them up to wipe them down, then left them in your room, I don’t know…”

“It’s Sunday, Emma.”

She let the act drop, tone sharp. “Fine. I left them there. You used to have a body that drove me wild…but lately, well, let’s just say your belly is winning the battle with your waistband.” Her eyes twinkled with both challenge and memory. “If it pisses you off, throw them out the window for all I care.”

I inhaled deeply, taking her in with a renewed seriousness. “You’re not a fool, Emma. But don’t push me too hard, not now. I need to change—really change—and that isn’t going to happen overnight.”

The next time I stripped off and stepped beneath the hot rush of the shower, the sight of those damned bathroom scales taunted me from the corner. For a moment I glared at them, droplets running down my chest, the memory of Emma’s pointed comment echoing in my mind. Heart thumping, I drew in a slow, bracing breath, letting the steam curl around my skin, and finally surrendered. I stepped out, water glistening along my flesh, and climbed onto the scales. The numbers rose, merciless and bold, glowing up at me—mocking. “Jesus Christ,” I muttered, breathless as though the truth had struck me heavier than my own weight. I stepped back, swallowing disappointment, equally aware of the hard chill against my damp body and the heavy thrum of old shame and emerging resolve.

---

Time was something I’d always taken for granted, but with a sudden fire beneath me, I realized I had plenty of leave in hand and the rare chance to claim my life back. So, I treated myself one morning: a new pair of trainers, a private declaration of war on my own neglect. The first walk was brisk, shoes tight around my feet, muscles protesting. Each inhalation burned in my chest, yet I pressed further, forced my body into a clumsy jog—awkward, out of rhythm, heart pounding brutal cadences until, defeated, I leaned against a cold stone wall, lungs heaving, sweat sliding in salty rivulets down my spine. The flask in my car was no longer a siren; the urge to unscrew its cap seemed to diminish bit by bit, almost as if my thirst had changed.

Chrissy began each day early, vanishing before the sun really chased the mist from the streets. A cab would arrive, whisking her away like she was off on some secret mission rather than just school. I found it odd, but when I’d asked, Emma merely shrugged and explained the school was far. I didn’t press; part of me trusted her choices, another part too weary to object.

Emma and I drifted through the days without the spark or threat of sex hovering in the air, hovering instead in a curious, charged limbo. Our truce was unspoken—civil, tentative—and electrified with an undercurrent of past intimacy. Sometimes I’d catch her glance grazing my body with something unreadable, but we kept our distance, conversing about little things, always polite but dancing on brittle eggshells of memory.

Evenings belonged to the three of us. We’d find ourselves sprawled across the sofa, swapping remote controls for board games, a gentle closeness replacing the urge to escape into a glass. Chrissy surprised me with her sharp attention each time the news flickered across the television; her focus so intense, beyond her years. After she’d brushed a kiss to my cheek and been tucked into bed, Emma and I would linger downstairs, wordless but not uncomfortable. Occasionally, backgammon or cards would surface and with them, a teasing spark of rivalry; our fingers brushing briefly, a remembered challenge in every dice roll.

But the unspoken rules of our fragile little world veered one Saturday night. Chrissy, needing her nightly tuck-in, demanded my ritual—a kiss pressed to her soft hair, my large, callused hand smoothing the duvet over her slight frame. It was innocence and trust, and despite everything I’d screwed up, it melted something inside me.

That night, she caught me off-guard with her question: “Do you love Mummy?” Her eyes were steady, knowing, and I hesitated—wading through years of chaos, Emma’s wild, infuriating humor, the memory of her mouth yielding under mine, the way our bodies had once tangled in sweat and laughter.

“Love is... complicated,” I told her quietly, words thick in my throat. “It isn’t as simple as it looks—sometimes people fight, get angry, put up walls. But beneath it all, there’s something constant. Someday, you’ll know.”

She watched me, unwavering. “I get it. You and Mummy like arguing because neither of you ever wants to lose.”

I almost laughed. “True. We’re both utterly, impossibly stubborn.”

But she wouldn’t let it go. “But you never answered. Do you love Mummy?”

Her persistence tugged a reluctant honesty from me. My mind reeled back—Emma’s sharp tongue, her clever hands, the scent of her skin pressed against me in the dark, her voice whispering daring confessions in moments we pretended would last forever. “I’ve never loved anyone else,” I whispered, voice raw, “but don’t you go telling her that.”

Chrissy nodded, as if sealing a secret. “Good, because she loves you too—always has.”

I tried to play it cool. “If you say so.”

She looked thoughtful, and then—as if she could smell the tension in the air—her next question opened another wound. “So why don’t you sleep in the same room?”

An ache of discomfort gripped me, and I stroked her hair. “Sweetheart, that’s a grown-up thing, and you’re not quite ready to understand it yet.” I pressed a kiss to her forehead, my heart both lighter and impossibly heavier than before.

Then she looked me right in the eye, her small face a mask of determination that utterly blindsided me. “I’m talking about sex,” she declared with startling boldness.

I felt everything grind to a halt—a wave of confusion and utter, visceral panic crashing over me. My mouth hung open for a moment, helpless, my usual composure unraveling. Trying desperately to recover, my voice emerged as a strangled squeak, embarrassingly high and uneven. “Chrissy, that’s not... You can’t... That’s not a word you should be throwing around. Where are you even hearing this?” I was floundering, grasping for some solid ground. “I’m going to have to talk to your mother about this.”

But she wouldn’t let me off the hook. “Relax, Daddy. Let’s just talk about it like grown-ups, okay? Sex is just one way people show love, right? But you and Mum, you can’t exactly do that from separate beds.” Her tone was so matter-of-fact, so frustratingly mature, and I was utterly lost, drowning in unfamiliar territory. My skin prickled with embarrassment—I was desperate to be anywhere but inside this conversation.

“I’m really sorry—I just can’t… This is too much for me, Chrissy. Can we please talk about it later?” The words crawled out of me, timid and pleading.

Chrissy remained unruffled and rational, her voice oddly gentle, as if she were the adult here. “Daddy, I know this makes you uncomfortable, but I just want to help—get things moving, you know? I’m not old enough to want any of that stuff myself. I’m only telling you what I understand. You’re the man, the one who’s supposed to take the first step. Mum won’t come to you—you have to go to her.”

I was utterly floored, knocked out by the sheer force of her logic and candor. I just wanted to disappear, vanish from the room, my dignity limp and battered. “Thank you, sweetheart. I’ll try. Can I go now?” I barely recognized my own voice.

She simply leaned forward and pressed a soft, innocent kiss to my cheek. Numb, I stumbled out into the hallway, barely able to stand, and collapsed against the cool, hard wall, needing its support as I tried to gather the shards of my composure. Slowly, stern resolve crept back into my bones—enough to propel me storming down the stairs, my heart still pounding, heat coiling low in my stomach from the strange electricity in the air.

Bursting into the lounge, I found Emma, languid and composed, flipping idly through a magazine as if nothing in the world could disturb her.

“Put that down right now,” I snapped, frustration coloring my voice. “You need to listen to me. I don’t know what you’ve been telling Chrissy, but she’s just ambushed me with a full-blown talk about sex. From an eight-year-old. Do you have any idea how surreal that is?”

Emma barely looked up, her expression unreadable, the corner of her lips quirking into something that was almost a smile. “Did you happen to learn anything?” she asked.

The tension in me snapped tight. “This isn’t funny, Emma. She’s a sweet girl, yes, but I’m sorry—this… this isn’t normal.”

Emma’s gaze found mine at last, cool and assessing as she set the magazine aside with measured calm. “You’ve spent all this time with us, and you’re only just now figuring out that she’s not normal?”

Was I missing something fundamental? I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling pressing into my chest. “Isn’t… isn’t she?”

A weary sigh escaped her lips. Emma leaned forward, scrutiny in her dark eyes. “Let me ask you this: Why do you think she’s so obsessed with things like bird species, the intricacies of drinking laws, or the mechanics of sex? And school—she’s driven halfway across the county every day when there’s a perfectly good one just down the road. Doesn’t that strike you as unusual?”

Her intent gaze rooted me to the spot. The puzzle pieces seemed so obvious, and yet I just couldn’t fit them together. “She’s… she’s clever. Bright. Is that it?”

Emma shook her head, barely concealing her impatience. “Think about it some more. Do you know what a gifted child really is?”

“Of course I do,” I replied, a nervous edge tipping my words. But Emma’s eyes flashed with knowing intensity.

“She makes most so-called ‘gifted’ children look distinctly average. Chrissy’s taken adult IQ tests—tests designed to stretch even the sharpest minds—and shattered their limitations. Her scores are off the charts. You know that elite academy she attends? There are only a handful of students there. Some parents have uprooted their entire lives just to be nearer, desperate for their own children to learn alongside her.”

Emma leaned in, her voice firm and unwavering. “Chrissy isn’t just clever, she’s extraordinary. One in a million, truly.”

A strange blend of awe and confusion tangled inside me, twisting through my chest. “You mean she’s… a genius?” I asked, my voice a raw whisper, reverence mixed with disbelief.

Emma smirked, an arch of mischief fluttering on her lips. “If you want to box it up with a word—yes. Though how that happened with you as her father? Pure mystery,” she taunted, her tone biting and playful.

I felt indignation spark bright and hot. “I am intelligent!” I snapped, squaring my shoulders.

She regarded me with teasing skepticism, the corners of her lips curling. “You were, once—before you started stewing your brain in alcohol.”

I bit back a response, unwilling to let her rattle me. Instead, curiosity won out. “Why are you so wound up about this? Isn’t it good news?”

Emma drew a slow, deep breath, her chest rising and falling beneath her soft sweater. “Good? In some ways, yes. But you haven’t lived through the not-so-good bits.” Her voice grew softer, shadows lingering behind every gentle word. “Imagine living with a six-year-old who prefers documentaries about evolution instead of Teletubbies. Imagine your seven-year-old flipping through an encyclopedia while her peers dream about fairy tales. By eight, she’s working through The Times crossword with ease—and I’m left stumbling behind.”

Emma shook her head, her gaze distant. “But it’s not just isolation at home. She couldn’t go to a regular kindergarten, so she’s never learned to play with kids her own age. She has no friends in the neighborhood—her companions are online, probably across oceans. Now she’s almost nine. In a few years, she’ll want to date. But how do you find a boy her age who understands—really understands—her?”

The weight of her words pressed in on me, heavy and intimate. I couldn’t manage to speak, stunned silent as Emma searched my face.

With a half-smile, she softened. “Still, you’re forgiven for not realizing. She hides most of it on purpose—blends in as much as she can.”

Emma’s mood brightened subtly, relief threading through her next words. “The miracle is, despite all of that, she hasn’t become sullen or prickly. Chrissy is… astonishingly sweet. She’s easy, affectionate, full of light. Her mind is a sponge, soaking up everything faster than I can keep her busy.”

Struggling to keep up, I managed, “Maybe I could teach her about flow mechanics. I’d love to share something with her.”

She laughed, rich and throaty. “Save yourself the humiliation. Chrissy knows what you do, and probably understands it as well as you.”

The truth in her words stung, but I pushed through. “Languages. What about Spanish? You told me she was learning.”

“Learned, darling. And then some. And don’t even try beating her at any game of skill. She taught herself chess. I brought her to the club down the street and she trounced their champion without breaking a sweat.”

A ripple of pride and anxiety coursed through me. I took a steadying breath and confessed, “I think she’s found a new project to work on.”

Emma’s eyes glinted with amusement, a knowing smile spreading. “Three, actually.”

My brows knit together in honest surprise. “Three?”

“Your waistline, your drinking—and,” she paused, her voice dropping to a teasing murmur, “us.”

A nervous laugh escaped before I could help it. “I’m working on the weight, but how does she know about my drinking?”

“Probably because every time you kiss her, your breath reeks of mouth spray.”

I couldn’t exactly deny it, but I chose to ignore the jab and pressed on, bracing myself. “What about us, then?”

She shot me a look so sharp I felt it strip me bare. “What do you mean, ‘what about us’?”

I swallowed hard. “I mean… do you want us to try again?”

My proposal came out awkwardly, clumsy as a first tumble, and her reaction was instant—a volcanic flash of rage, icy and scalding all at once. Her eyes narrowed to devastating slits, voice dripping acid. “Try again? Is that your big seduction, you unromantic swine? That’s your grand gesture? Do you think I’m some desperate wallflower in need of your charity, or is this just your version of a bloody invitation to dance?” She leaned in, her words like claws. “No, I do not want to ‘give it a go.’ Not unless you can muster the decency to approach me like an actual gentleman, not some caveman grunting for a favor.”

Stung, I slunk out, tail firmly between my legs, retreating to the cold shelter of my room. I brooded there, licking imaginary wounds, ego smarting like a raw nerve. I considered, rather desperately, sneaking out to my car for a nip of liquid courage, but forced myself to stay put, my resolve shaky at best.

Later, haunting the corridor and hearing her door close, I decided to try again—this time, determined to do better. I peeled off the day’s mistakes in a hot shower, scrubbing away the sting of humiliation before splashing aftershave on—everywhere, including places it had no business going. The sting in my eyes matched the burn in my gut; I was nervous, reckless, suddenly aware of my own scent and skin.

Gathering the nerve, I drifted—almost silently—to her bedroom. I rehearsed words, desperate to be poetic, romantic. Heart hammering, I knocked lightly, holding my breath as though summoning something sacred.

“What?” Her voice cut through the wood, impatient and formidable.

Cracking the door open, I ventured, “Would you mind if I came in?”

She didn’t look up from her book. “Did you bring flowers? Champagne? Chocolates?”

“No.”

She didn’t even blink. “Then fuck off.”

I closed the door with a sigh, the sound ringing with finality. Defeated, I slunk back to my bed, alone with my regret.

---

Sunday morning arrived like fresh linen—brisk, bright, and unforgiving. I stepped into the hall and there was Chrissy, hovering with intent, those too-wise eyes peeking up at me.

She caught me before I could make it to the stairs, her voice a confidential whisper. “So? How did it go? Did you try with her?”

I felt shame crawl up my neck, hot and undeniable. “Sorry, sweetheart. I really made a mess of it. She kicked me out before I’d even begun.”

Chrissy didn’t hesitate—she wrapped me in this strange, fierce comfort that tugged fiercely at my heart. “Don’t give up. Males are often rejected, you know. But you keep trying, and eventually she’ll choose you.”

I was suddenly desperate to talk—truly talk—to her. I lowered my voice, asking, “Can we have a word?” She nodded, solemn and composed.

We retreated into her room, and I braced myself, determined to finally tell her I understood.

“Your mother told me all about you,” I began gently, my tone sincere, “and I was foolish not to see how extraordinary you are.”

Her face fell. “But I don’t want to be different. I want to be just like everyone else. I want friends, Dad.” The ache in her voice undid me.

My heart warred with itself as I tried to offer hope. “Don’t say that, darling. You have an amazing gift. I believe everything happens for a reason.”

She sighed, her voice soft and far too wise. “Like Phoenixmasonry?”

I blinked. “What’s that?”

She turned her face away, a flash of misery across her features. “It’s a kind of Freemasonry where they believe everything... oh, never mind.” She trailed off, voice threadbare. “That’s my curse, Dad. This stuff just keeps popping up in my head and I can’t seem to shut it off.”

For a brief moment, I questioned whether this strange brilliance really was a gift, but I pushed the doubt aside—she needed me to believe in her. Drawing her into my arms, I pressed her tightly against my chest and spoke with conviction, “Chrissy, you’re unique in the most wonderful way. One day, you could revolutionize the world as a scientist, maybe a physicist—imagine if you were the woman who solved the energy crisis?” My words were hopeful, laced with earnest admiration. “Do you ever dream about your future, sweetheart?”

She answered without hesitation and with a mischievous glint in her eye, “Yes, a pole dancer.”

Her honesty nearly floored me. She had her mother’s playful lunacy. Our laughter collided, a sweet moment of absurdity binding us together. When the giggles faded, I leaned in, the mood shifting as I became gently serious. “Now, about all this animal mating talk. I think we should clear up a few things. The way you explain it, Honey, you’re describing animals—but your mum and I, we’re human. We’re different, aren’t we?”

Her gaze never wavered, firm as stone. “No, Daddy. You’re still an animal—just one with extra brainpower. You get to choose, but those primal instincts still burn inside you all the same. I’ve been doing research.” A note of pride colored her voice as she handed me a crisp sheet of paper. “I found instructions online, Daddy. There were lots, but don’t worry—this one doesn’t have any dirty bits.”

The heading leapt up at me, bold and ridiculous: “How to Seduce Your Wife.” It was all I could do not to dissolve into laughter. My lips pressed tight as I clamped down on the hysteria bubbling up inside—she would be crushed if she thought I didn’t take her seriously. Summoning a straight face, I kissed her lightly on the forehead and murmured, “Thank you, darling. I promise I’ll read it later.” Then, heart lighter, I slipped from her room.

Downstairs, Emma dominated the breakfast table, a vision of effortless allure in a slinky yellow jumpsuit that clung to her curves and made her glow like morning sunlight. She looked at me, teasing and cool. “Good morning, Romeo.”

Refusing to take her bait, I let my gaze linger over her, appreciating her beauty, the careless sensuality in every breath. “Good morning, Emma. You look absolutely gorgeous—irresistibly sexy, as always.”

My compliment pierced her armor, and she answered—gruff, but her defenses slipping—“Thank you.”

When she offered nothing in return, I couldn’t resist. “And how do I look this fine morning?”

She didn’t miss a beat. “Fat.”

Her iciness was a challenge, but I refused to stoop to childish games. My voice was steady, though annoyance simmered just below the surface. “I know I’m carrying a few too many pounds, but I’m working on it—and I have no doubt you and Chrissy will keep reminding me, even if it’s hardly fair, two against one.”

Emma smirked. “Banjo will back you—he’s plenty chubby, too.”

I smothered a laugh. “He won’t be of any help; he’s gay.”

Her eyes flashed, indignant. “Don’t be ridiculous—there’s nothing effeminate about Banjo. He’s a real tom.”

I shrugged, wickedly amused. “He’s been neutered.”

“That’s not what makes him gay!”

“He meows with a lisp.”

She tried to cling to her righteous anger but laughter broke free, softening her. Turning away, she tried to hide her smile, but it was too late—the ice had melted. Once she’d mastered herself, she wheeled around, her tone fierce but playful. “Never, ever say things like that about Banjo. He’s all man—he adores you.”

I grinned, letting the victory settle between us. “Thank you; I rest my case.”

Chrissy sailed into the kitchen, her steps light and confident as she made a beeline for the fridge. With an easy, teasing lilt, she tossed over her shoulder, “Please, don’t let me interrupt—feel free to keep yelling if shouting’s how you two express your undying love.” Her sass hung in the air, snapping us both into silence.

She rummaged, found what she wanted, then paused in the doorway—planting her feet sternly apart, hands clenched on her hips, a pint-sized force of feminine drama. Her eyes flicked between us, the barest hint of disappointment flickering in their depths, punctuated by a theatrical sigh. With a monumental shake of her head, she vanished from the room, leaving an echo of her exasperation behind.

I turned to Emma, my voice lowered, rich with concern. “We should probably dial it back—Chrissy’s picking up on the tension.” Emma’s rare, silent nod was all the agreement I needed.

After breakfast, I retreated upstairs in need of escape—or perhaps distraction. Alone, I eyed the taunting bathroom scales. Shoes off, I stepped on and was pleasantly surprised: five pounds vanished from the relentless number, even fully clothed. The small victory sent a ripple of satisfaction through me; maybe things were turning around, if even in the smallest ways.

A spark of memory flickered—Chrissy’s earnest advice, her printed guide on “how to seduce your wife.” Thinking she’d surely quiz me later, I resolved to give it more than a cursory look. I sank into the chair, letting my eyes wander down the page. Before I knew it, I was absorbed. The tips, the reminders—I felt a growing awareness of how mechanical, hollow even, so many of my past encounters had been. Nights lost to anonymous passion, urgent bodies but absent intimacy; it had been all carnal impulse, none of the sweet, artful teasing that made true love-making unforgettable. The realisation, sharp and sobering, kindled something bold inside me—a promise to rediscover the slow-burn seduction, one carefully explored touch at a time.

Back downstairs, the kitchen was transformed into an impromptu food assembly line—duck treats carefully parcelled for later. I tried to melt away unnoticed, but Chrissy’s voice rang out, no-nonsense and bossy. “Not so fast, Daddy. You’re on rice duty today.” Surrendering, I rolled up my sleeves, the three of us elbow-to-elbow, hands buried in bags and grains, laughter and small betrayals of intimacy glancing like sunlight in the chilly morning.

Soon after, we strolled into the crisp embrace of the park, every breath sharp, invigorating. Layered in coats, each of us clutching our bag of duck offerings, we performed the ritual with smiles and playful nudges. Time slipped by; the warmth after was more between us than over us.

With the smallest resistance from Emma, our walk continued to the pub. The air between us was alive with possibility, mischief simmering underneath the easy conversation. I slipped an arm around each of them, Chrissy giggling into her scarf while Emma tried, and failed, to hide the glimmer in her eye.

Seizing the moment—spurred by both resolve and mischief—I stopped in my tracks, fixing Emma with a longing so raw she nearly faltered. Without warning, I cupped her face in my hands, holding her still for a heartbeat. Her breath stuttered. “What the hell are you doing?” she managed to squeak, her cheeks blazing.

“I intend to kiss you,” I murmured, my voice dark and promising. My lips found hers, insistent and hungry, every ounce of pent-up need poured into the embrace. Chrissy’s peals of laughter soared behind us. Startlingly, an elderly couple nearby began to applaud, the sound mingling with the rush of blood in my ears.

But Emma—her body stiffened, every muscle bristling with embarrassment. She shoved me—hard—her breath ragged as she stared at me in outrage. “Have you completely lost your mind?” Disbelief, mortification, and a flicker of something wild warred in her gaze.

I couldn’t resist pushing, teasing. “Don’t you enjoy it when I kiss you?” My voice was indulgent, threaded with challenge.

She shuffled backward, cheeks flushed, her hands fidgeting. “Not in front of the entire high street, you utter fool,” she hissed, mortified but unable to look away.

I straightened, feigning noble indignation. “When a man craves a beautiful woman, the where hardly matters.” My words floated between us, heavy with suggestion.

Bristling with nerves, Emma tried to rope Chrissy in—an innocent referee. “Chrissy, talk some sense into your crazy father, will you?”

But our daughter, never one to miss a spark of romance, practically danced with excitement. “Go for it, Daddy!” Her laughter rippled through the morning, stripping every moment bare—leaving only anticipation, laughter, and the reckless, burning promise of more.

Emma stared at Chrissy, scandalized, her voice cracking with mock outrage. “Et tu, Chrissy? Traitor! Aren’t we supposed to look out for each other—girl power and all that?” But Chrissy only giggled, slipping her small hand into mine, the two of us united as Emma trudged behind, feigning reluctance but unable to conceal the curve of a smile tugging at her lips.

The pub felt familiar—our breaths mingling in the low-lit, woody warmth. I nudged them toward our previous table. Emma eyed us suspiciously, asking Chrissy to act as a barrier between us, but my clever daughter refused with a knowing shake of her head. Emma fixed me with a menacing glare, threatening to march out if I dared misbehave. I winked at her, loving her spark.

As I approached the bar, the barman’s expectant face fell when I ordered only a pint, a glass of wine, and a juice—no marathon sessions today. One round was all we needed before the three of us drifted home, the air charged with laughter and anticipation that felt almost electric.

After lunch, the house was languid and sun-dappled. We lounged together, limbs intertwined until Chrissy stood, voice suddenly too breezy, “I think I’ll disappear to my room—and I’ll be up there for ages, headphones on. If you two need me, you’ll have to break the door down.” The meaning in her gaze was unmistakable. She darted away, leaving in her wake a heady sense of possibility.

I grinned, stretching lazily. “I doubt we’ll have any interruptions.”

Emma arched a brow, her lips pursed in mock suspicion, “Oh? And why’s that?”

I closed the space between us, teasing, “I’ve been considering all sorts of depraved things I’d like to do to you.”

She let out a low laugh, eyes glinting with challenge. “No one’s manhandled me in ages, you know.”

Drawing her off the sofa into my lap, I enveloped her, running my palm over her silky thigh, tilting her face so her eyes met mine. With a hunger I’d forgotten, I pressed my lips to hers—slow and deep, taking my time to savor her taste. The kiss unravelled something in us both, softening her posture as she melted against me, smiling in quiet confusion.

“Why the sudden sentimental side?” she whispered, touching my cheek. “You weren’t always this… affectionate.”

I longed to confess the restless ache inside me, the need to cherish every inch of her, but I couldn’t quite bare my soul. “I’m making an effort,” I said instead, voice thick. “The new me—romantic. Any objections?”

She laughed softly, remembering our audience on the high street. “It’s just a shock, especially when you maul me in public, you maniac.”

My answer was silent. I bunched the hem of her dress up her thighs, slow and deliberate, and felt the humid heat radiate from between her legs, barely contained by lace. My voice dropped, rough and reverent, “You’re already aching for me, aren’t you?”

She shuddered, one hand pressing into my chest for balance. “I’ve been soaked since you moved in. You and your damn pheromones—I swear they infect the air.”

With a gasp, she raised her hips, making it effortless for me to slip her panties down her thighs. The scent of her arousal—ripe and tangy, all woman—washed over me, dizzying. I breathed her in, murmuring, “Your scent drives me insane. You’re perfection when you’re desperate like this.”

She wriggled impatiently, her hips arching up in a blatant invitation. “Less chatter,” she groaned, “and more… abuse, please.”

Obedient, I slid two fingers into her slick folds, relishing her immediate, helpless gasp as her thighs fell open for me. My lips hovered over hers as I stroked her, slow and deliberate, hungry for her response.

She bucked, eyes wild. “I’m going to come so fast, I can’t help it.”

I kept my gaze locked on her, urging, “Look at me when you lose control—I want to see you unravel. Watching you fall apart for me is the sweetest sin.”

My touch circled her clit, coaxing a wild need from her. I pressed faster, insistent, feeling her thighs tauten and then tremble. Her voice turned into urgent, breathless sounds, sweet little cries that broke against my jaw and set my skin on fire. Suddenly she clung to me, her face inches from mine, eyes wide and desperate; then, as her release tore through her, her lashes fluttered shut and her mouth fell open in a ragged moan that sent shivers right down my spine.

The intensity of her orgasm rolled through her, leaving her boneless and trembling, collapsed against me like silk. I kissed her, tender and slow, but for a blissful moment she didn’t seem to notice—lost in her aftermath. Eventually, she blinked herself back into the room and looked up at me, her cheeks flushed with leftover pleasure. A slow, bashful smile tugged at her lips as she whispered, “God, I haven’t come like that in ages.”

The words slipped out before I could stop them. “So, do you still touch yourself?” I asked, only realizing how foolish it sounded after it was too late to take it back.

She shot upright, her stare sharp and cool. “Do you think I’m over the hill or something? I’m not ninety, you know—I’m in my forties. Perfectly capable.” Her tone was fierce, but it just made me want her more.

I tried to dig myself out, my cheeks burning with regret. “Oh, don’t—don’t get offended. Age has never made a difference. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever known. It’s just—well, I guess I never pictured it…” My words faded, feeling childish and uncertain.

For a second, I worried I’d broken the spell, ruined our afternoon. But then, with a loaded look, she let herself slide off my lap and knelt gracefully between my legs. Her fingers found my zipper without hesitation, freeing my cock, already rigid with anticipation for her. Her lips enveloped me—hot, soft, adoring—drawing all the blood from my head straight down into that throbbing ache.

She didn’t just tease me—she devoured me at first, plunging deep and then quick, shallow strokes, her hand tight and steady, sliding in rhythm with her mouth. Pausing, she pressed her lips against my thick shaft and murmured, “You have no idea how much I’ve missed you.”

I tried to say, “I’ve missed you too,” but she cut me off, a sly twinkle in her gaze. “I wasn’t talking to you.”

Her tongue worked a delicious magic and just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, I gasped, “Careful—or you’re going to waste a perfectly good hard-on.”

She shot me a wicked smile. “Quiet, you insensitive pig. This is private—just me and him.” I took the hint. Silent, breath held, I wondered whether other lovers sparred and surrendered with such delicious brazenness.

In one fluid, fearless motion, she stripped off her dress. My eyes drank her in—her body bare and beautiful, still as stunning as for the first time. Her breasts were small and proud, her waist all smooth curves, her whole form radiating a lithe confidence untouched by time.

I shoved down my jeans and boxers and she wasted no time straddling me, knees braced on either side, her gaze fiercely locked to mine as if daring me to say a single word. Deliberate and slow, she hovered over me, her wet heat hovering at the tip, until finally, gloriously, she sank down, inch by quivering inch, until she’d taken all of me inside her.

All friction and fire, she leaned in, her lips grazing my ear, breath warm and trembling. “Oh Chris… it’s heaven, feeling you fill me again. I’ve needed this—needed you—far too long.”

My reply was brisk, laden with want. "Less talking, more... misbehaving."

She shot me a wry look, lips curling into a mischievous grin. "You unromantic bastard," she muttered, but her body had already claimed me—her hips undulating slowly at first, drawing me deeper inside her with each deliberate roll, the rhythm deliciously lazy, teasing. Soon, though, the pace became insistent, her breath uneven as friction and desire devoured us. She braced herself, movements growing frantic and wild, until her little squeaks rose into desperate pleas, her body trembling. "Oh, fuck—I'm coming."

Her mouth was hot and soft beside my jaw, moans slipping over my skin. She drove herself down onto me—again, again—her climax rough and shuddering, echoing through her entire body. I swore beneath my breath, surrendering to my own jagged release, consumed by the primal heat pooling between us.

Still she lingered, greedily wringing every last aftershock, slow spirals of her hips milking the final jolts of sensation from my sensitive shaft, until at last she collapsed on top of me—boneless, glowing, utterly spent.

For a while, neither of us spoke. Peace settled over us, warm and intimate, as our breathing softened in harmony. Minutes passed, languid and sweet, her limbs draped across me, my hands tracing the line of her back. Then she broke the quiet with a drowsy chuckle. "Fancy a cup of tea?"

I grinned, stroking her hair. "That sounds perfect. But first—I should really let Chrissy out of her cage."

After a quick, invigorating wash, I made my way to Chrissy’s room, rapping firmly on the door. No answer, so I knocked again, harder. The door swung open; her face appeared, all youthful expectation and mischief.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" I asked, feigning innocence.

She practically bounced. "Well? Did you get lucky?"

That broke me. I doubled over, laughter tumbling out, while she waited with that implacable patience all daughters possess, eyes twinkling with knowledge.

Eventually, I choked out, "Chrissy, you can’t just ask things like that! Really—not fair."

She grinned, undeterred. "Dad, come on—I’m not a little kid anymore. Alright, if you want it less direct: Are you guys any closer to sharing a bed?"

With genuine affection swelling in my chest, I bent and kissed her forehead. "A giant step closer, sweetheart."

She grinned, fist shooting into the air. "Yes!" she crowed, victory in her eyes.

Soon we all sat in the lounge, sipping tea—Chrissy darting glances between me and Emma, pride and plotting alive in her grin. For all her innocence, she was pure female, subtly orchestrating the dance between us until she got what she wanted.

We played Monopoly, and Emma shamelessly cleaned the board with us—her laughter loose and rich. Later, when Chrissy went to bed, Emma and I stole a private hour together, sipping cheap red wine and beer while we accused each other of cheating at backgammon, our banter alternately heated and sensual.

At last the night drew to a close. I hesitated at the bedroom doors, wondering who would make the first move, the tension delicious. I decided to give nothing away. Alone in my room, I let Banjo in, slid beneath cool sheets, and waited—heartbeat skittering, senses alive, ready for anything.

The minutes dragged torturously, anticipation and uncertainty knotting inside me, but just as I surrendered hope, the door exploded open. Emma—gorgeous and fierce—filled the doorway, hips defiantly cocked, wearing nothing but a sheer, powder-blue baby doll nightie and a smoldering scowl. “Enough of your game, you infuriating bastard,” she growled, her voice thick with both impatience and longing. “Get out of that bed and into mine. Now.” She spun dramatically, then, pausing with a petulant glance, tossed over her shoulder, “And Banjo is absolutely not invited.”

I pressed a fond kiss to Banjo’s loyal head, stroking his silky fur, and whispered, “Sorry, mate. Duty calls—you’d understand, if nature had equipped you the same.” His eyes followed me as I slipped out, leaving the door ajar to soften the betrayal.

My heart beat faster with every cautious step towards Emma’s room. She sat propped in bed, arms crossed, gaze loaded with challenge and sultry expectancy, the shadows and warm lamplight painting her figure in gold. I’d wrapped a towel around my hips—a last shred of modesty—before with deliberate slowness, I let it slither from my waist and puddle at my feet, baring myself with as much confidence as a man carrying a few extra pounds can muster.

Emma recoiled, clapping a hand over her face, snorting with laughter. “For God’s sake—turn off the light! Sexy as a hippo, Chris!” Her words were sharp, but her eyes danced with wild affection beneath her playful scowl.

Undeterred, I crawled up the bed on hands and knees, rumbling low, animalistic growls. She shrieked—a little shrill, a lot delighted—and burrowed beneath the duvet. Play was all I meant, but when I lifted the cover, I found her gazing up at me, mischief gleaming in those liquid eyes, lips parted in a soft, wicked smile that pulled me irresistibly down.

I cupped her face, lowered my mouth to trace her lips—tender at first, then hungrily as the taste and heat of her unravelled me. Her tongue weaved urgently against mine, tangled and possessive, as we locked together in a feverish kiss. Breathless, she murmured, “Oh Chris… it feels so good, being with you again.” Her voice trembled with emotion, sending a flood of longing surging through me.

My mind brimmed with confessions, dripped with sentiments I couldn’t quite shape into words. All I managed was a feeble, honest, “It’s so good to be home.”

We slipped beneath the sheets—together, finally—side by side in bed for the very first time. Our love had always ignited in stolen, makeshift corners: lounges, kitchens, against walls and on floors; never parted by warmth and cotton. Now, the intimacy of this moment curled around us—heavy, unfamiliar, exhilarating.

I whispered against her ear, “We’ve never done this—shared a bed.”

“It feels… strange,” she admitted sweetly, her hand trailing over my chest. “I don’t even know if you snore.”

My desire swelled. I traced the satin hem of her nightie up her thighs, exposing the firm curves of her breasts, nipples pink and eager, begging for my lips. I caught each between my teeth and tongue, drawing slow, lingering circles until she moaned breathlessly. My hand wandered down her taut belly, slipping between velvety thighs, softly parting them as my fingertips grazed her slick entrance. She inhaled sharply, hips arching up, wordlessly desperate, thighs falling wider with invitation.

My lips worshipped a slow path downward, pausing to swirl my tongue against her delicate navel, then tugging teasingly at the golden down lower. She writhed beneath me, each shiver a gift. Settling between her quivering legs, I lowered my head and—deliberate, reverent—let my tongue taste the glistening heat of her most secret place. She gasped, a high, trembling squeak, surrendering utterly to me.

My tongue delved into her slick folds, circling and teasing, savoring the heat of her arousal as I explored every quivering inch. When I reached that taut, sensitive pearl at her centre, I traced the tip of my tongue over it, slow, deliberate, then enclosed it with my lips, gently sucking. The instant I did, her breath caught, and she clutched my head with desperate, trembling hands, pressing me to her soft, parted flesh as a shuddering moan tore from her throat. Her entire body arched with exquisite tension; her hips bucked, and she cried out—raw, glazed with pleasure—"I’m coming," her voice ragged and high. My hands slid up her thighs and held her as she convulsed, every muscle straining with ecstasy before she sank bonelessly into the mattress, her body flushed and glistening.

I lingered, letting her heartbeat slow, drinking in the triumphant, sated softness of her breathing. Then I crawled upward, my body moving between her thighs, knees braced on either side of her, looking down into her eyes—still dark with post-orgasmic haze. My cock, swollen and impatient, throbbed with anticipation.

I couldn’t help teasing, my tone low and playful, “You never used to come so fast, darling.”

She smirked up at me, cheeks flushed with a wicked light. “Well, maybe it’s just that my pussy’s been neglected for so long that now, any real touch is like a live wire. You can thank your absence for my little hair-trigger.”

I laughed, letting my need surge between us. “As long as you don’t mind, because I have one very eager piece of equipment that’s in desperate need of attention.”

Eyes sparkling wickedly, she ran her fingers along my shaft with a feather-light touch, drawing a groan from me. “Shall I take the lead? Or are you going to show me what you’ve learned in my absence?”

I arched a brow. “Planning to get on top?”

She grinned mischievously. “Well, considering your... increased gravitational pull, I thought it might help.” Her voice faded as she trailed her fingers over my stomach, letting the suggestion linger and bloom.

I shot her a look, jaw tense. “Do you want to be fucked—or spanked for that cheek?”

Her eyes flickered, sultry and teasing. “Fucked, please. Though we can save the spanking for next time, handsome.”

Her hands guided my hard length to the slick, aching entrance of her soaked heat. I pressed in, slow, deliberate, savoring every sensation as her muscles stretched around me, hot and welcoming. Our eyes met, breaths mingling as I sank inside her, claiming her inch by agonizing inch, finally seated deep within. I bent to kiss her, pulling her lips to mine, slow and searching—a silent promise.

When we parted, she looked up at me, surprised, her voice softer. “So much kissing. You used to just take me, hardly a word. I like this... new, tender you.”

I smiled against her mouth, then began to move, long, deliberate strokes that set her gasping anew. My hands slipped beneath her, lifting her hips as she wrapped her legs around my torso, drawing me deeper, surrendering—her arms clinging to my neck, her body arching to meet me thrust for thrust.

With my lips grazing her ear, she demanded, voice hoarse with need, “Harder, Chris. Use me. I want you to fuck me like a whore. Fuck my brains out. Please.”

Something fierce and primal snapped in me. Holding her tight, I drove into her, hard and fast, our bodies slamming together as the world narrowed to skin, heat, and the glorious friction of her slick, desperate cunt clasping me. She gasped, “Yes—god, yes—harder,” her nails digging into my back, her words driving me over the edge.

Released by her cries, I lost myself in her, roaring as my climax exploded, body shuddering, straining with the final savage thrusts as waves of pleasure tore through me.

Spent, I slumped beside her, chests heaving, skin damp with sweat. She lay back, arms thrown over her chest, gazing up at the ceiling with a blissful smile. I drifted next to her, both of us silent, too sated for words.

After a while, I propped myself up and looked down at her, curiosity mixing with admiration. Her eyes fluttered open as she sensed my gaze.

In awe, I murmured, “You used to be so shy, so innocent. Suddenly you want to be fucked like a whore? Where did that come from?”

She turned to me, unabashed, a sultry smirk curving her lips. “I’ve always fantasized about it. I just never dared to say it out loud before. Now I want everything.”

I grinned, excitement pulsing anew. “That’s definitely something we need to explore—deeply. But for now... what comes next? Sleep?”

She curled against me, her voice lazy and contented. “Maybe a little cuddle first. We’ll pretend we actually like each other, just for tonight.”

I entwined my arms around her slender, silken body, feeling the heat that lingered between us, her curves soft beneath my hands as she nuzzled her face into the hollow of my neck. I’d shared beds, bodies, fleeting moments of pleasure with women across continents—strangers whose names I hardly remembered. But not once had I experienced this: lying tangled in another’s arms after the rush of sex, resisting the compulsion to pull away, my body craving her warmth. The sensation was unexpectedly tender, a sensation at once unfamiliar and deeply, dangerously intoxicating. I didn’t want to let go.

We must have melted together in that intimate cocoon until dawn crept through the curtains, because the next thing I sensed was her careful retreat from my embrace. She eased from my hold, her hair brushing my skin. In a voice that stirred something soft and hesitant inside me, she whispered, “I’m sorry, I was trying not to wake you. But since you’re up, good morning, darling.” Her lips brushed mine and I tasted her sweetness again. “Go back to sleep, it’s barely six. I’ve got to get Chrissy ready for school.”

She glided from the bed, gathering clothes with practiced grace, and disappeared into the bathroom. The sound of the shower sent little erotic pulses flickering through my half-awake mind, visions of her naked and slick under the hot spray teasing me. Moments later, she emerged—dressed, collected, seemingly unfazed by the night’s wildness—looking as though she had slept a full, innocent night.

I couldn’t help but stare, lost in admiration. “How do you do it?” I breathed, still marveling at the effortless shimmer of her skin, her composure.

She shot me a devilish grin. “Do what?”

“Looking this dazzling at the crack of dawn, as if you simply slipped out of a fairytale. Most women would kill to look like you, especially after a night like… last night.” My voice was heavy with appreciation.

She winked, eyes sparkling with secrets. “I sold my soul to the Devil, that’s how. Now eat your heart out. I’ll see you later.” With that, she vanished beyond the door, leaving echoes of mischief and satisfaction curling in the air behind her.

Left in our crumpled, passion-scented bed, I wondered whether I owed her some token effort in the morning routine. Hauling myself up, I staggered toward the bathroom, the memory of her body pressed under mine thrumming in every limb.

The hot water did little to disguise the ache of last night’s ferocity and desire. As I finished, hair damp, I realized—with a groan—that my clothes were stranded in the other bedroom. Wrapping a towel low on my hips, I crept into the hall, trying to evade the world just a little longer. But fate intervened—Chrissy emerged from her room, all youthful coolness and conspiratorial glances. I froze, feeling utterly transparent.

She barely paused. “Good morning, Daddy,” she offered, her eyes twinkling as she passed—then, just loud enough for me to hear, she muttered, “And here I thought Moby-Dick was a work of fiction.”

Dressed, eventually, I slunk downstairs to join them at the breakfast table. I was still shaking off the fog of the early hour, but mother and daughter were already immersed in a lively, electric conversation, their laughter filling the kitchen.

Lately, the absence of my usual hangover had left me sharper, more vulnerable, and—as my mind tried to keep up with their animated chatter—I attempted to insert myself into their rhythm, asking, “So, what exactly are you two conspiring about?”

A silence, then Chrissy fixed me with an impish grin and deadpan seriousness. “A girl in my class just started to menstruate, and Mum and I were debating the emotional and physical havoc it might wreak on me. Any sage insights?”

My mind scrambled, embarrassment blooming across my cheeks. All I understood about periods was their unpredictable arrival and the quiet sighs of inconvenience. I’d never been expected to wax poetic about feminine mysteries.

Under their twin gazes, I fumbled, “Well… uh… I suppose it’s…” My face was on fire.

Before I could further humiliate myself, they both dissolved into peals of laughter. Chrissy giggled, “Relax, Daddy, we were actually dissecting Friday’s EastEnders. You can go back to being brain-dead—it’s all right.” Outclassed and outnumbered, I surrendered, smirking at the easy comfort of their bond. Competing with either of them was impossible—and more thrilling than anything I’d ever bargained for.

The moment Chrissy disappeared out the door for school, the house seemed to hush—in that after-glow quiet, Emma and I lingered over steaming mugs of coffee, our bare ankles brushing under the kitchen table. My phone’s buzz shattered the moment. I checked the screen and let out a low, frustrated groan. “Fuck. No.”

Emma’s blue eyes widened with concern, her knuckles whitening around her cup. “What’s happened?” Her voice, soft and caring, brushed over me.

I exhaled, trying to not sound as defeated as I felt. “I’ve got to get back to Scotland. Something I specifically warned them about—this water tower project, they placed it right at the top of a bloody hill, and I told them there’s no way in hell that pump would make it. Did they listen to me, the so-called expert? Of course not.”

She moved beside me, tucking a stray lock behind her ear and laying a gentle hand on my forearm. “How long will you be gone?”

Her touch sparked warmth flowing back into me, making me reluctant to leave. “Just ‘til the end of the week, I hope,” I said, forcing a smile for her sake. “Don’t worry… I’ll be back to drive you both mad. Please, give Chrissy my apologies—and the biggest kiss you can manage.”

---

The cab ride from the airport to the hotel should have been a numbing slog—another city, another impersonal bed. But this time, as I checked in, something felt irreversibly changed; this detour was only an interruption, a temporary exile. For the first time, my destination was no longer vague or empty but tangible, pulsing with laughter and warmth—two women turning a house into a genuine home.

My feet led me, more out of habit than desire, to the bar’s dim familiarity. I perched on a stool, expecting the usual dull ache of loneliness but craving nothing but something to clear the lingering travel dust. The barman grinned, already reaching for my regular. “Evening, sir. Your usual double on the rocks?”

I grinned back, unable to keep the playfulness out of my tone. “Not tonight, mate. Give me your best pint instead. I’ve come through hell and back—just want to rinse the journey from my throat, not drown in it.” The look of confusion I left on his face amused me more than it should.

Emma had already texted back—just three words, “Landed safe, love,” but they lingered on my tongue like the promise of coming home. Later, after a lonely dinner, I called her. Chrissy’s shouts ricocheted from the handset, all youthful exuberance and missed affection. Emma’s voice, low and breathy, comforted me—even through static, their presence filled the sterile hotel air, teasing out smiles I never knew I could give.

The week dragged on by the water tower site, the wind stinging my cheeks as I watched the men swap out the useless pump, cursing the cold and stubbornness of it all. But each morning and each night, I caught myself picturing Emma’s slender body curled beside me, her soft laughter, the heat in her gaze.

After days of exhaustion and grey sky, I sprawled out atop the creased hotel duvet and stared at the ceiling. Thoughts churning, I realized I missed them with an ache so fierce it made my chest tighten. The only remedy—a little retail therapy. My stride was purposeful as I left the room, a plan forming as I shopped for something special.

---

Saturday morning unfolded with golden promise. I slid behind the wheel, heart thrumming with anticipation—it’d been years since I’d felt this unmistakable pull of belonging, a home waiting just for me. When I finally crossed the threshold, the overwhelming energy and excitement that met me—Emma’s embrace, Chrissy’s delighted squeal—sparked something deep, a hunger beyond physical satisfaction, something more profound.

After lunch, the three of us snuggled up in the lounge, our limbs entwined in the sort of casual intimacy I’d always craved but never found. My pulse quickened, nerves and anticipation dancing together as I disappeared to the bedroom. When I came back, my bag clutched to my lap, both of them eyed me with such love and curiosity, it nearly knocked the words from my tongue.

I slipped my hand inside, dragging the moment out, letting tension crackle. With theatrical flair, I produced the gift box—Chrissy’s name scrawled across it. Her shriek of joy when she saw inside—the sleek, newest tablet—filled the room. Her hugs, wild and impulsive, pressed between us, and Emma’s grateful, mischievous glance set my nerves alight. For the first time, I realized giving could be almost as intoxicating as taking.

My hand trembled as I reached for my second carefully chosen gift, and suddenly, an inexplicable wave of vertigo crashed over me. The heartbeat thrumming against my ribs quickened, spiking in uneven surges. My vision shimmered at the edges; my left arm, obedient enough a moment ago, stiffened and grew heavy, a dull, chilling numbness stealing up my sleeve. Fingers clenched tight around the small box, I found myself unable to lift it free—caught, it seemed, between gravity’s ruthless hold and my own spinning fear.

Across from me, both Emma and Chrissy waited, eyes shining with anticipation. I forced myself to try again, but my arm remained rooted, unresponsive. Swallowing any lingering pride, I used my other hand to shove the bag out of the way, exposing the hand still clutching the box. Summoning all my will, I fumbled the lid open with my trembling thumb. Emma’s lips parted, her gaze caught by what nestled inside, her breath hitched with amazement. Wide, questioning eyes locked to mine.

“Is that for me?” she breathed, her voice barely more than a secret slipping into the room.

My throat felt impossibly tight, every word trapped and strangled before it could rise. Heat prickled my skin, my shirt sticking damply to my back. Unable to speak, I could only nod, slow and desperate—a silent confession. My heart battered against my chest so furiously it ached; dread flooded my veins, sudden and dark. Was this death? The thought knifed through my panic, cold and surreal.

She tore her eyes from the box, vulnerable and uncertain. “What is it for?”

I’d imagined this moment over and over, rehearsed every syllable in thin airplane air and in the dark hush of my car. None of it mattered now. My tongue stuck, useless, my voice no more than a fantasy. She leaned forward, sensing the tension roiling beneath my skin, urgency sharpening her tone.

“Chris, tell me. What is it for?” Her insistence cut through the noise in my head, slicing the distance between us to nothing.

Again I tried, desperate and flailing, but only a faint rasp escaped: “Will…you…?” The words faltered, convulsed, then faded away as my mouth rebelled, leaving my confession unfinished and my body gripped in terror.

By now I was slick with sweat, struggling for breath like a man being crushed from inside out. The air turned thick and suffocating; something deeply unnatural pressed down on me—dark, wrong, inescapable. Ruin hovered at the edge of my mind, and I was utterly, viscerally terrified.

Somehow, Emma’s voice tore through the suffocating buzz of panic, sharper and louder as she nearly shouted, “Damn you, Chris, just tell me what it’s for!”

A smaller, softer presence appeared so close that I could smell the scent of strawberry shampoo clinging to Chrissy’s hair. She peered intently at my pale, clammy face, her voice urgent and steady. “Mummy, be quiet. Daddy is experiencing fight or flight syndrome.”

Emma’s retort was sharp and impatient. “What the hell is that?”

Chrissy answered, measured but concerned, “He’s having a panic attack.”

Emma’s dark edge didn’t soften: “He’ll have a strangle attack if he doesn’t finish that bloody question. Since you’re the expert, slap him or something!”

Chrissy shook her head, commanding as any small queen. “Mummy, this is serious. Go and sit down.”

Her tone gentled as she turned back to me, crouching until our gazes tangled. “Daddy, can you understand me? Nod your head if you can.”

Chest heaving, lungs burning, I managed a shaky nod. Chrissy’s voice grew more soothing with each word, anchoring me to the present. “I know you’re scared, but I promise, no one is going to hurt you.”

Emma, her words still barbed, snapped from the loveseat, “Don’t bet on that.”

Chrissy, unfazed by Emma’s agitation, slid her fingers around mine—her touch both grounding and gentle, an anchor in my storm. Her eyes, warm and endlessly patient, captured mine as she murmured, "There’s nothing to fear, I promise, Daddy. I’m here. You’re safe. Let’s steady your breathing together, all right? In and out, with me."

Meanwhile, Emma stalked the edges of the room, her heels clicking like castanets against the floor, voice sharp and wild. “For God’s sake, all he had to do was ask a question, not request a kidney!” She tossed her hands up, exasperation radiating from every pore.

Chrissy’s composure never faltered. She snapped over her shoulder, “Mother, enough with the dramatics. I can't manage both you and Daddy teetering on the edge. Give me one moment of peace.” She returned to me, her tone soft but unwavering. “Now, Daddy, listen to my voice, just mine. Can you do this—just focus on the sound of your breathing with me?”

I nodded, breath still ragged, the chaos in the room muffled by the cocoon of Chrissy’s care.

Chrissy’s voice was silk. “Breathe in, slowly. Hold it. And now… out. Good. Once more, slow and deep. Let it go, Daddy. Again. In… and out. Let the fear drain away with each exhale. It’s just us here; nothing can hurt you."

Gradually, the world righted itself. The frantic beating of my heart faded to a dull roar and my lungs found their rhythm again—laced with trembling relief. I felt my muscles unclench; the icy panic dissolved by Chrissy’s measured words and tender grip.

The need to express my gratitude, raw and urgent, overwhelmed me. I drew her to me, clutching her close, lips moving against her hair as a hoarse whisper escaped, "Thank you, sweetheart. I was sure… I was certain I was dying. It was terrifying.”

Emma, having spun her frustration out, finally halted, hands planted on her hips, gaze fierce and bright. “So, he’s alive? Has he regained the sacred gift of speech, or should I fetch a translator?”

Chrissy faced her with a level, chastising stare. “Mum, really. Give him a second. He nearly lost consciousness.” Her voice held a daughter’s exasperation, but also a hint of amusement at the ridiculousness of her parents’ war.

Emma, tone dripping with false innocence, crooned, “And me? You’ve no idea how it feels to have your lover dangle half a question and then nearly collapse. I demand compensation!” Her sultry inflection chased lingering tension from the air.

She leaned in, lips curved in a honeyed smile, eyes searching mine, “Now, Chris, darling. Just before your little episode, you tried to ask me something—something important. Do you remember, my love? You trailed off at the best part.”

Back in control, my defiance flared. I snapped the box shut with a decisive click. "Seems the adrenaline wiped my memory clean. Bit tragic, really—I can’t recall what I was about to say," I declared, my voice edged with mockery.

For an electric heartbeat, we faced each other—a standoff crackling with unsaid words, the air thick with unspent heat and wounded pride. Anything might have exploded between us, if not for Chrissy’s shrill, exasperated intervention.

She threw her hands up, voice ringing out, “As if my own life isn’t complicated enough, I’m saddled with two utterly hopeless parents, throwing tantrums like hormonal teenagers and dodging the truth with insults. Would it kill either of you to just admit, like actual adults, that you’re madly in love?”

Her raw honesty stripped us bare. Embarrassment prickled across our skin, and—mortified—we shrank beneath the bluntness of her words.

She shot me a searing glare, her patience clearly running thin. “Why am I even wasting my breath on you two?” she muttered, but determination radiated from her fierce little frame—she wasn’t giving up, not when it mattered most.

Relief cascaded through me as she climbed into my lap, her boldness diffusing the anxiety hanging in the air. She pressed her soft lips to my ear, the heat of her whisper curling intimately against my skin. “Listen to me, Daddy. This matters. I love you. Do you love me?” Her voice trembled with urgency, her warmth sinking deep into my chest.

I cupped her cheek in my palm, letting the ache and longing I’d carried for too long pour into my whispered reply. “I love you more than anything. More than I ever realized I could.”

Her next words left no room for my indecision. “Then please say it, for me. Ask the question.” The intensity in her small voice burned away all the fears I’d hoarded for years. My heart swelled, the hollow places inside me vanquished by this open, raw sweetness. I’d lost myself in empty sex, in bottles drained late at night—yet in this moment, love pierced through all that numbness, leaving me exposed and irrevocably changed.

Slowly, reverently, I slid her off my lap and reached for the small velvet box—my intent crystallizing into certainty. Flipping open the lid, I presented it to Emma, my pulse thrumming with anticipation.

Steeling my voice with every shred of desire and defiance that was in me, I laid it bare. “Emma—you are infuriating, impossible, utterly maddening. And I love every wild, beautiful part of you. I always have. Will you marry me? Will you let this ring be proof we belong together?”

Emma’s eyes widened, glistening with unshed tears that made my breath catch. Silently, she sank into a chair, her hand trembling as it covered her lips. She just looked at me—silent, awash with emotion.

Impatience edged my words, heat simmering between us. “Well? I’m still waiting.”

Chrissy’s warning was barely a whisper. “Easy, Daddy.”

Slowly, Emma roused herself, her mask of control dissolving as she hurried to me. She buried herself in my lap, her mouth finding mine in a desperate, hungry kiss that took the air right from my lungs. When she finally drew back, her gaze burned straight through me. “You mean it—every word?”

“I do. Every bloody syllable.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks as she let herself exhale. “Then, yes. I want to be Mrs. Atkins.”

Chrissy let out a delighted huff, clapping her hands decisively. “Finally! Congratulations or whatever. Now, you two, move over. I’m shattered. And I get to be bridesmaid, right?”

As I embraced them both—two hearts tangled with mine—I grinned and pressed my lips to Chrissy’s hair. “You, my love, are absolutely at the top of our list.”


Part 4

Having carved out a real home, a space pulsing with warmth and laughter, I ached every time duty pulled me away. My work was stubborn—demanding I vanish into the far-off corners of the map, leaving behind the comfort and sensual rhythm of my domestic life. Most trips were short—a handful of days, though sometimes they stretched into weeks that felt endless. Time dulled to a torturous crawl while I drifted through sterile airports, aimless in their bright anonymity, or tossed restlessly in the stiff sterility of yet another foreign hotel. I longed endlessly for homemade meals, for the smell of our own kitchen and the soft hush of Emma’s presence. It was only when I finally turned the familiar bend leading to home, my headlights slicing through the dusk toward our front door, that happiness settled deep inside my chest again.

Two years had slipped by since our wedding, and the wild, reckless man I’d been felt like a distant echo. Domesticity had tamed some of my edges: the bottles of hard liquor had faded into memory and I found myself transformed, healthy and lean, able to pound out miles on the pavement alongside Emma without fear my heart would betray me. Even with the months rolling by, she remained breathtaking—her beauty undimmed, her sexuality smoldering just beneath the surface. The disparity of years between us had become irrelevant; pride flared in me every time her slim fingers curled around my arm in public, every glance we drew.

We’d woven ourselves into a social circle, and evenings out had become delicious in their own way. Watching other men try—and fail—to appear discreet as they slid their gazes hungrily over Emma was a secret thrill. I relished the sly tension, the way she leaned into me, magnetic in a slinky dress, knowing exactly the power she wielded. Sometimes, on the rare occasion we danced, she’d press her enticing curves firmly against my thigh, barely suppressing a wicked little smile as she purposely sought a reaction—knowing full well the effect she had. Later, in whispered, breathless moments, she confessed her triumphs, giving me private details meant for my ears alone—wicked and intimate, a mischievous tally only I was privy to.

Life with Chrissie had changed too. At ten, she now stayed away during the week in immaculate school dormitories—palatial, considering the small fortune we paid. Emma was spared the early-morning ritual of rising in the dark for the long drive, and our dawns took on new pleasures. There was something decadently tender about waking together, our bodies warm and tangled, the luxury of slow, sleepy lovemaking brightening the day before it had even begun.

Chrissie’s return on weekends always filled the house with energy. She was endlessly endearing, her laughter lighting up every room, and beneath her youthful sweetness was a subtle, remarkable intellect—one she tried to keep hidden, though it surfaced in clever quirks and moments of dry humor that made us smile. Whether she was settling a debate or explaining some puzzle with charming seriousness, she made our little unit feel full and alive.

We became creatures of habit—duck feeding by the riverbank, our regular table at the village pub every Sunday, the gentle routines of life colored with love, connection, and that constant undercurrent of desire simmering just below the surface.

The days I spent away from home bore no resemblance to my reckless past—those restless years where morning light stung my eyes, a throbbing hangover my only companion, and I’d turn on tangled sheets to find a nameless woman sharing my bed. Looking back now, it was clear those nights numbed an emptiness I barely acknowledged, vodka-blurred sex with strangers merely a clumsy distraction from the yawning void inside me. All that had faded. I’d surrendered so willingly to the contentment of domestic life—a devoted husband who flicked away the subtle invitations of curious women with nothing but a polite smile, content with a solitary drink before slipping between familiar sheets, heart tethered to home.

I believed Emma was equally devoted. She wore faithfulness in the way she touched me with certainty. Still, that nagging murmur in my brain—what if I was wrong?

---

Our sex, far from waning, had only deepened in intensity. Emma, gloriously womanly and assured, seemed ever more ravenous for pleasure, as though desire pooled endlessly within her. She confessed, with a wicked twinkle in her eyes, that whenever the bed was cold and I was away on some work trip, she took urgent matters into her own hands, chasing release with fingers that knew every trembling secret of her own body.

Before we ever tangled as lovers, back when I was just the man renting her spare room, I’d discovered a silent intimacy: after her evening bath, she would slip into the sanctuary of her bed, and soon afterward, those delicate, unmistakable pink patches would bloom across her cheeks. They would fade within minutes, and she never suspected I noticed—the flush of climax, silent and secret. I kept that knowledge locked away, a private, delicious intimacy before our love took shape.

Now, together in that same house, our nights were laced with invention and playful risk. Sex had become a playground for our imaginations; fantasies weren’t mere whispers but vital foreplay. We would sit opposite each other, naked and unabashed, sharing erotic confessionals. I would let my voice weave filthy stories, watching her eyes cloud with urgent need as her hands drifted over her skin—masturbating for me, wild and unrepentant. She would shudder, gasping, trembling under my gaze, and nothing thrilled me more than knowing I’d orchestrated her pleasure.

But Emma grew bolder; my influence fanned a daring flame inside her. She would invent stories of her own, dirty and tantalizing, fingers working furiously as she narrated, never breaking eye contact, daring me to watch her unravel.

Our wicked games grew more intense over time—our shared fantasies sometimes strayed into forbidden territories, dark and taboo to outsiders, but for us just fuel for our burning hunger. Temptations like swinging, fleeting dreams of extramarital decadence, arose only in talk, never suggestion—both of us wary, aware that fantasy could be sweeter and safer than reality, particularly mindful of the age gap that might complicate any real-life adventures.

One languid afternoon, stripped bare and tangled together on the living room rug, Emma caught me off-guard. Lust glimmered in her eyes as she purred, “If you were single and prowling, which one of our gorgeous female friends would you want to fuck?”

For a moment, heat and caution warred inside me. Emma was devious, so clever, and I could sense her laying a trap. No matter which woman I named, would it reveal some secret longing I’d never confessed? I chose to sidestep carefully, my voice low and teasing: “None of them—there’s only you I ever want in my bed.”

Quicker than lightning, she fired back, lips curling in a knowing smirk, “Don’t chicken out. It’s only pretend—I’m not jealous. Just say who you’d pick if I wasn’t yours.”

My mind twirled with cautious deliberation as I weighed my response, the glimmer of suspicion sharp and persistent in the back of my thoughts. Was this just a playful game or another one of Emma’s cunning little traps? I mentally surveyed the roster of women in our circle—each of them dancing through my mind in quick flashes of memory. There was one in particular, the vivacious wife who never missed a chance to flirt, always draping herself in plunging necklines and skirts that barely grazed her thighs. She was, without question, the predictable choice—the most obvious and therefore the most dangerous.

So I steeled myself, opting for the path of least peril, and replied smoothly, "If I absolutely had to choose, under duress... it would probably be Elizabeth."

Emma’s eyebrows shot up, her blue eyes widening with disbelief and a glint of mischief that made my belly twist. "Elizabeth? Seriously? Why her?" she demanded, her voice tinged with an incredulous laugh.

Confidence emboldened me as I explained, drawing the words out in a languid tease, "She’s hardly the most attractive, and with a husband as dull as hers, I doubt their sex life is anything but perfunctory—quick, forgettable, the sheets barely wrinkled. Maybe, beneath that bland exterior, she hides desires as deep and dark as anyone. Wouldn’t it be fascinating to discover something unexpected about her?"

Emma studied me, her gaze lingering, calculating. The game was far from over—I could see her weighing her options, trying to outmaneuver me in this intimate chess match. Then, with a sly tilt to her lips, she challenged, "Liar. You picked her because she’s safe. No risk, no danger—just a comfortable answer."

Any attempt to deceive her was hopeless; she could pick apart my intentions with infuriating ease. Silence stretched between us, taut and simmering, as I waited for her next move. The atmosphere pulsed with anticipation and a touch of dread. Then she struck with a boldness that made my pulse stutter.

"Fine then," she murmured, her tone deliberately nonchalant, but her eyes glittered wickedly. "Fuck her."

I blinked, the words punching the air from my lungs. "What?"

Emma leaned forward, her voice low and sultry. "I said, go on—fuck Elizabeth. Spin a fantasy for me. Describe—in breathless detail—what you’d do to her. Right now."

I felt myself cornered, every avenue blocked, her words dragging me deeper into her delicious trap. This was Emma’s true skill—creating scenarios where my resistance only fueled her excitement. For most, fantasies are private—a secret, forbidden world glimpsed only in the blackout of solitude. Ours, however, had always danced with anonymity; the lovers in our stories had no faces, no names. But now, she was forcing me to strip that away, to weave a confession far more intimate.

Her cleverness thrilled and unnerved me in equal measure. Caught in her snare, I attempted a final protest, "But I don’t even find Elizabeth attractive. There’s nothing about her I want."

Emma’s laugh was soft and mocking, a sensual purr. "Of course you do. You’re a man. If given the chance, men will fuck almost any woman, just for the thrill of it." Her resolve was relentless; escape was impossible.

So we sat across from each other, naked, exposed in more ways than one—the simmering energy in the room charged with expectation. Our ritual was simple: we’d recline in opposing chairs, basking in each other’s nakedness, as I spun vivid erotic tales of her entangled with strangers—sometimes wild, sometimes taboo, touching on every unrestrained desire: bondage, forbidden trysts, even the sinful allure of another woman’s touch. Watching Emma brought to shuddering release by my words was often enough to send me crashing over the edge myself.

It was rare for me to weave myself into the leading role of any erotic scenario—unless we drifted into fantasies dripping with group desire, my place usually remained in the shadows. Emma, however, when she spun her own fevered imaginings, cast herself as the star, slipping between clandestine liaisons with men, women, sometimes even both, her hunger always at the center. Occasionally she’d throw me in as a shadow at the edge of her exploits—her silent, watchful admirer—heightening her pleasure with the knowledge that I was out there, hidden, drinking in every forbidden detail. But a tale that offered merely myself as the hero seldom stoked any true fire in her.

After a measured pause, with only the faintest flicker of anticipation, I began. “Her husband has to leave our dinner party early, some excuse about picking someone up—leaving me tasked with escorting Elizabeth home. By the time we park in front of her house…”

Emma cut in, her voice sharp and impatient. “You sound like you’re reading from a script. I want to hear it with the ache of it—let me feel what she does to you. Make it sexy.”

Naked already, the pressure of her demand and the electric nearness of her gaze had me painfully aware that any arousal would give me away. Unsure if I could keep my own lust under control, I continued, lowering my voice into a velvet hush.

“We pull up outside, and I expect nothing—maybe a chaste goodbye. But instead, she leans in, her lips colliding with mine in a kiss that lingers, far longer than I anticipate. When we break apart, her fingers trace down my chest. She invites me in for coffee, her meaning obvious; her husband won’t be home for hours.

Stepping into her hallway, her scent—warm, sweet, tinged with the possibility of sin—wraps around me. I press her against the wall, my hand sliding the curve of her dress up. Her thighs part for me without resistance, an unspoken plea. My hand glides higher, finding the heat between her legs. Even through her panties, she’s soaking for me, soft and quivering. I tug them down, letting the delicate fabric fall to her ankles, and run my fingers through her slick folds, each feathery touch making her gasp, her hips rolling into my palm.”

Heat surged through me, cock thickening with every word. I didn’t try to disguise the effect; my hand stole over my erection, stroking with slow purpose as I watched Emma from beneath hooded lashes, hungry for any flicker of reaction. Her playful, superior expression was gone, replaced by something wary—almost threatened by the intensity between us.

Emma’s tone sharpened. “That’s enough. Stop it—right now.”

But the need was too sharp, too insistent. I tightened my grip around my cock, voice ragged as the fantasy spilled from my lips, the pleasure twining illicitly with the confession. “She’s trembling under my touch, pleading for me not to let her come—she needs to feel me inside her. We’re frantic, like reckless teenagers—she hitches up her dress, straddling my lap, facing away, her back arching as her hand guides me to her aching, dripping core.”

Emma’s voice rose, taut with command. “I said stop!”

But I couldn’t—didn’t want to—my fist worked my swollen length faster as I choked out, “She sinks onto my cock, taking all of me, her hands braced on the wheel, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass as I thrust up, claiming her over and over…”

Emma shot up from her chair, her eyes blazing as she snatched my hand away with a force that stunned me. "Stop it, you filthy bastard! I don't want her making you come," she hissed, her voice trembling with a blend of anger and jealousy that sent a shiver straight to my core.

I stared at her, wounded. "Why are you ruining this for me? I was honestly enjoying myself," I said, my voice thick with disappointment, every nerve in my body still humming from the tension.

She sneered, her lips curling with contempt. "That sanctimonious, holier-than-thou slut. I've always suspected there was more to her than that sweet act. She reeks of duplicity—pretending to be so damn virtuous, yet desperate to ride you the second your guard is down." Her words, deliciously cruel and biting, vibrated in the charged air between us.

I couldn't help myself—I burst out laughing, the absurdity of her venomous jealousy tickling me. "Oh, come off it, darling. Don’t be ridiculous. It was just a story—pure make-believe. Elizabeth’s the kindest soul you know, and she adores you. She’d probably sprint out of the county if I ever so much as brushed her knee."

Emma's emotions flickered across her face—confusion, then something softer, almost sheepish. Finally, she let out a reluctant laugh and shook her head, curling her lips into a crooked smile. "Alright, alright. You got me. You really did. It felt so real, and I was actually jealous. You totally won this round—but don’t get cocky, because I hate when I lose."

I tugged her close, letting the heat of our bodies mingle and the zing of her jealousy spark in the air between us. "Ever let your imagination slip towards any of the husbands?" I whispered, my breath warm on her ear.

Emma didn't miss a beat; her tone was teasing, casual—too casual. "Obviously. I’ve fucked all of them in my fantasies—blowjobs, the whole package."

My jaw dropped in mock outrage as I pushed her away—just enough to study her face. "Are you serious? You’ve never said a word about this."

She leveled me with a bold, mischievous stare. "Well, you never asked, did you?"

I pressed, my curiosity piqued and my body tight with a mix of surprise and arousal. "Anyone else in your mental menagerie I ought to know about?"

She shrugged, nipples taut, eyes dancing with mischief. "Plenty. The pizza delivery boy—he’s bent me over the kitchen table more than once. And that tattooed guy who polishes his car every Sunday—he’s fucked me against the laundry machine. He’s got stamina."

I pushed her off me, my jaw slack with dramatic indignation. She hit the floor with a soft thud and an unrepentant smile, looking absolutely delectable, legs sprawled and hair mussed. "This is scandalous," I protested, my gaze fixated on her bare form. "Here I am, miles away suppressing every urge, while you’re tossing yourself at our friends and half the bloody neighborhood!"

Sprawled across the carpet, she looked up at me, her eyes glinting. "So who do you screw when you’re on these oh-so noble trips?"

I answered, my tone firm, relishing the game between us. "No one you know; I wouldn’t dare cross that line."

She climbed back into my lap, all heat and mischief, her soft mouth grazing my neck as she melted into me. "Curious who’s the star among the husbands? Want all the filthy details?"

"Not until I recover from your stunning confessions," I murmured, my mind reeling and want simmering. "But I do want the story about the pizza boy. Every last detail."

---

Bolivia shimmered before me: humid nights and the relentless pulse of heavy machinery, the air humming with tension and opportunity. I was there for work—a dam, absurd amounts of money, international players circling with predatory intent. The whole project was a pressure cooker, deadlines shifting and money men snarling. My Dutch boss counted on me to keep everything together, to ensure the billion-dollar deal ticked along with ruthless precision. Six weeks, I’d estimated; six weeks far from Emma’s confessions, our tangled bedsheets, and the sultry promise of home.

The hotel wasn’t half bad, honestly; sleek enough for business, and the local dishes—rich with spice and smoky heat—tempted my palate in ways I hadn’t expected. Still, none of it filled that raw, gnawing ache for Emma, for Chrissie, for the easy comfort and familiar scent of home-cooked food. Nights stretched beneath foreign sheets, and I found myself craving their touch, the taste of their skin, so fiercely my body ached.

Bolivian women—God, when they're gorgeous, they’re breathtaking. Cocoa skin glistening in the humid dusk, jet-black hair tumbling over slender shoulders, and eyes dark as midnight, smouldering with secrets. As an Englishman, I drew their glances, too; to them, I was a tantalizing curiosity—exotic, tempting. My manners and accent lit their curiosity, their attention lingered a shade too long. I kept my distance, telling myself I was strong, resisting the sweet burn of too much alcohol—anything to avoid softening my resolve. Still, late at night, desire gnawed at my willpower; more than once, I nearly stumbled, barely holding myself back as temptation whispered in my ear and slipped silken hands across my lap.

I rang home whenever I could steal a reliable line, Emma’s voice a warm caress through the crackling static. But clinging to a patchy connection halfway up a mountain, whole days would pass in silence, leaving me restless, strung out—hard and alone under rough hotel sheets. I convinced myself Emma felt it too—the gnawing emptiness of an untouched body, the restless hunger simmering beneath her skin. Surely, she missed me just as achingly.

---

Returning home, easing my car into that familiar old street, the world finally felt right again. My pulse settled; anticipation tingled beneath my skin. A small scarlet car sat in the driveway, new and unfamiliar—it wasn’t our cleaner’s old blue thing, but maybe she’d upgraded since I’d left.

Keys at the ready, I let myself into the hallway, voice echoing with practiced mischief. “I’m home—so get ‘em off, love!” The words hung in the air, a challenge and a promise, heavy with longing. I expected Emma to come flying, breathless, but instead, a pause—a flutter of suspense—before she appeared at the top of the stairs. Her eyes sparked as she rushed down, nearly tumbling into my arms. Her lips, hungry and sweet, met mine; the taste of her was intoxicating, and I slid my hand up, beneath the hem of her dress, fingers searching hungrily. My voice rumbled, husky with need, “I’m going to fuck your brains out—God, nearly two months, and my right hand’s bloody worn out.”

She batted me away, urgency sharp in her tone—“Not in the hallway, you randy bugger”—but it was too late; my greedy fingers had already met bare, hot skin instead of cotton. Surprise flickered in me, delight mixing with intrigue. “They’re already off? Since when do you go commando, is this some new thing?”

With a sultry, wicked little arch of her brow, she tossed, “Sometimes I like to feel the air on my hot pussy. Feels good. Don’t worry, I always slip them on before shopping.” She disappeared into the kitchen, bare thighs flashing as she went. “Go drop your bag—I’ll put the kettle on.”

With Emma, nothing shocked me anymore. It felt achingly right, electrifying; my anticipation sharpened. Hauling my bag upstairs, I called out, “Did Mrs Fitzgerald get herself a new car, then?” Her reply—half-lost in the clatter of teacups—floated back. “No, love. We’ve got a new cleaner.”

A strange pang curled in my chest. Our Irish Mrs Fitzgerald had been a marvel—nothing too much, everything shipshape, her laugh echoing through the house. If age had finally caught her, it was a sweet ending, but still—it hurt a little, the quiet end of an era.

Upstairs, the chaos struck me like a rogue wave. The bed—tousled, pillows dented, sheets bunched. Mrs Fitzgerald would’ve tutted; her touch was always tidy, disciplined. The bathroom fair overflowed with Emma’s lotions and enigmatic bottles; her territory, wild and fragrant and chaotic, claimed every available inch around the twin basins. My meagre things—razor, toothbrush—looked lost in the mess. I swept her arsenal to the side, carving out a corner just for myself, marking my return—however small—with order and purpose.

I undressed slowly, yearning for the soothing embrace of hot water as I stepped beneath the spray. Instantly, the dull gleam of the chrome fixtures affronted me—nowhere near the lustrous perfection Mrs. F had insisted on for years. Water stains streaked the handles, and a filmy residue danced in the corners of the glass door, the kind that made my skin prickle in silent judgment. I ran a finger through the dried soap crust, shaking my head in disappointment. Our new cleaner clearly didn’t measure up, and I couldn’t suppress the small, dissatisfied frown creasing my brow.

Refreshed but slightly agitated, I wrapped a towel low around my hips and padded downstairs. Movement flashed in the hall—just the silhouette of a young woman slipping out the front door, her steps light and a hint of perfume lingering in her wake. Before I could call out or get so much as a look at her face, the heavy thud of the closing door signaled she was already gone, leaving only questions in her wake.

Emma was waiting in the kitchen, luminous in the soft light, her fingers curled around the handle of my favorite mug. Steam rose from the cups between us, swirling in the air like a secret invitation. I settled across from her, the taste of strong, sweet tea on my tongue, warmth blooming across my chest.

“Was that our new cleaner who just left?” I asked, my tone deliberately casual as I watched the shadows flicker across Emma’s face.

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Is she any good?” I pressed, arching a brow as I measured her expression.

Emma’s answer was delayed by an abrupt, careful cough, her gaze sidestepping mine. “There’s a tiny language barrier. She’s foreign, struggling with English, but she’s learning.” She offered the words lightly, but there was a tightness to her jaw.

“Learning what, exactly?” I couldn’t resist the playful tease, enjoying the low hum of friction building between us.

Another delicate cough. “Getting used to how things run here, you know. The routine.”

I leaned back, lips curling. “Does that routine include cleaning, by any chance?” My voice dripped with mischief, every syllable a deliberate caress of sarcasm.

Emma’s tone sharpened, delivering her scold like a whip crack. “Chris, darling, you’re being terribly picky. Let me manage our home—wasn’t that part of the deal? You take care of the technical bits, and I’ll oversee everything else. It’s worked beautifully so far.”

Matching her sarcasm with dry amusement, I replied, “Perhaps you should reconsider your priorities, sweetheart. The state of the bedroom—crumpled sheets and all—tells a story, and the bathroom is such a travesty Mrs. F would have fainted dead away. Tell me, why did she leave?”

Emma’s features softened at the memory. “Her health. The rheumatism. I sent her off with a lovely gift, and, yes, there were a few tears. Fifteen years, Chris. She kept this house together—she was a lifesaver, especially when I was pregnant with Chrissie.”

“Let me guess—the new girl isn’t from an agency?” My words were more challenge than question.

She confirmed with a clipped, “No.”

So I pressed further, playfulness giving way to simmering curiosity. “So, where on earth did you find her?”

Emma bristled, annoyance flaring in her eyes. “Does it even matter, Chris? I hired her. That’s the end of it.”

I smirked, undeterred. “It absolutely matters. I’d prefer to know where to direct my legal wrath when we all end up on our backs with food poisoning or some exotic bathroom-born disease.”

Her temper flashed, a fireworks display behind her words. “You’re impossible,” she snapped, voice taut. “Fine. We were talking at the hairdressers and she said she was searching for work. She’s from Poland, she’s thirty-two, married. Her name’s Ewa—pronounced Eva. Want her blood type?”

I feigned solemn concern. “What about her schedule?”

Emma replied, her tone frosty, “She works Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Three days? Mrs. F did everything in two.”

Emma’s mouth twisted in annoyance. “Well, we’re living in every corner of this house now—Chrissie takes over as she grows.”

I gave a dry chuckle. “Emma, Chrissie’s not even here most of the week. So when is Ewa supposed to finish?”

“By two o’clock,” Emma answered, jaw tightening.

I glanced at my watch, letting the seconds linger. “Funny, because it’s not even half past one and she’s long gone.”

Emma leaned forward, her voice a low growl, shadowed by a risqué promise. “She had to get her bloody car serviced. I said she could leave early. Happy now?”

“You mentioned her English isn’t up to scratch—so how on earth did you navigate the terms of employment with her? Did you manage to convey all those delicious little details—hoovering the carpets, dusting away the endless parade of ornaments, and, most crucially, actually banishing the soap scum in the shower?” My voice was silky, but laced with unmistakable irritation.

Emma, spine straightening with steel, shut me down fast. “Enough. I don’t want to talk about it anymore. Just keep your nose out of it and trust me to handle things,” she snapped, her eyes flashing.

Something twisted deep inside me—a niggling anxiety that scraped at my insides. Emma rarely let things devolve into chaos. She was uncompromising and—let’s be honest—could be an absolute tyrant about the house. Those who crossed her sacred threshold, be they bin men, blushing posties, or the trembling newspaper boy, had learned quickly to tiptoe around her kingdom, careful not to test her fury. Traditions in our home—the unyielding standards, the pristine edges—were the threads binding us. And suddenly, they’d started to fray.

Still, I forced myself to let it drop. After all, it was Friday—Chrissie’s homecoming day. The anticipation curled through me like the fizz of champagne. Soon, there’d be laughter echoing through the hallways, unruly joy, a spark of something wild returning to our neatly arranged life.

---

Peals of Chrissie’s laughter burst into the air as she launched herself into my arms. She smothered my face in effervescent kisses, arms and legs spiraling around me in a tangled, affectionate trap. She felt more like a small typhoon than a little girl, breathless and giggling as I staggered, bearing her into the lounge, still hopelessly entangled.

Emma glided back in from the doorway, cheeks flushed from wrangling taxi fare. Instantly, the room crackled with chatter—stories tumbling over each other, voices competing in sweet, chaotic disarray.

With Chrissie, direct questions were pointless. She was too shrewd, too quick—her sharp mind always skirting straight answers, making games of conversation with that intoxicating hint of rebellion. I tried to catch her out with a sly grin. “Fallen in love yet, then?”

She rolled her eyes, an exasperated little gesture far too old for her years. “Please—I’m far too young for that mess. But I am corresponding with a twelve-year-old in Taiwan. He’s got a view of the universe that’s wild enough to make your head spin. Quantum mechanics, Daddy. Fascinating chaos.”

I laughed, surrendering as she cut me off with, “Do you even know what that is?” My bemused “No” earned me an affectionate, pitying look. “In that case, no point in telling you more.”

When Chrissie finally flitted away to unpack, I watched her go—her presence leaving a wake of energy. Moments later, she returned, slouching languidly at Emma’s side, her tone more earnest. “Is Mrs Fitzgerald sick?”

Emma released an impatient sigh, fighting a smile. “Not you too! Mrs F has retired. There’s a new cleaner now.”

“Does she start soon?” Chrissie asked, all innocence, and I had to smother my own laughter.

After dinner, family tradition took hold—Monopoly in the lounge, wine and beer flowing as freely as the accusations of cheating hurled across the board. Chrissie and I swapped conspiratorial glances, both watching Emma like hawks when her piece seemed to glide a little too smoothly toward Mayfair.

Eventually, Chrissie yawned and surrendered to bedtime, bestowing a final, soaking barrage of kisses on my cheeks. As she disappeared up the stairs, she tossed her parting shot over her shoulder, wicked grin in place: “I hope I get some sleep tonight—maybe you two could keep it down? Last time Daddy came home, the house nearly came off its foundations.”

Emma lifted her eyes, shooting me a mock glare. “Oh for heaven’s sake, since when did you get promoted to household etiquette officer? We do know how to behave, you know. Responsible parenting—don't forget.”

Chrissie, never missing a beat, flashed a knowing grin. “Technically, yes, you’re parents. But it’s the ‘responsible’ bit I’m politely requesting. Just a gentle reminder, Mum. Nothing more.”

With a daughter like Chrissie, conventional family life was a wild fantasy. Amusement curled around us like smoke, her words painting vivid possibilities. I reached over, teasing, “From her room, there’s no way she can hear exactly what we're up to, right?”

Emma’s eyes glittered wickedly. “Oh? Is that your not-so-subtle way of telling me you’ve got plans tonight?”

“That depends on whether you’ll cooperate,” I murmured, the tone low and tempting. “Because otherwise, you’ll leave me with no choice—blame it on animal instincts.”

She slid to her knees with delicious slowness, eyes fixed on mine, her lips parting in an exaggerated sigh. “You are incorrigible. Always talking me out of good sense. You know exactly how to sweep me away.” Her fingers moved with practiced skill—a mastery born from shared years of intimate exploration—undoing my zipper faster than a heartbeat.

The sensation of her mouth enveloping me was electric. Warmth and wetness surrounded my cock, the sudden shock of pleasure making my breath catch. Her lips, impossibly soft, moved in dizzying rhythm, dragging me from dull heaviness to urgent, pulsing need. My head fell back, a groan shaking from my chest as she milked me with slow, relentless precision.

Suddenly the hunger was too much for either of us. She cast aside her clothes, urgent and wild, her skin glowing in the soft light. I tore mine off, unable to waste another second. Emma flung herself backwards onto the couch, her legs falling open in reckless invitation. “Fuck me. Now.”

I was halfway to kneeling, eager to tease her with my tongue, but she fixed me with blazing eyes. “Did you not hear me? I want you in me—right now. No games. I need to feel a real cock.”

I scooped her up, hands gripping the sweet curve of her ass, holding her aloft as she guided me to her slick, desperate entrance. Standing tall, I drove into her in brutal strokes that made us both snarl and cry out, tangled together like wild things intoxicated by each other’s need. Her arms locked around my neck, nails biting, her cries spiraling with every thrust. We were past beauty, past gentleness—this was pure, unvarnished lust, messy and raw.

My climax tore through me, fireworks of sensation erupting in my core, and Emma’s wild pleas for divinity had nothing to do with prayer. Spent, trembling, I tried to lower her gently, but she clung tightly, ragged and urgent. “Don’t you dare stop—I’m not finished!”

I forced movement back into my muscles, slamming into her again, until her release finally shattered her. Sprawled together, breathing hard, we lay in an untidy sprawl on the carpet. She crawled up to me, eyes still hazy, and pressed her mouth to mine with a sigh of contentment.

“That, darling, was a fucking masterpiece,” she whispered against my lips, voice husky. “Let the house shake down to the foundations for all I care.”

Later, wrapped in each other beneath the covers, I let my mind drift—a slow smile touching my lips at Chrissie’s earlier words. Her polite warning, the way Emma had commanded me to forgo every hint of tenderness and simply fuck her, both of us reduced to addicts for each other’s bodies.

A real cock, she’d said, with a wildness I couldn’t ignore. But what exactly had she meant? The words repeated in my mind—real cock—in contrast to what, exactly?

She owned an assortment of toys, though she usually favored her own deft touch over silicone or plastic—so what, exactly, had she been craving so hungrily last night? As Emma lay sleeping in the crook of my arm, her breath warm and sweet against my chest, the puzzle circled lazily in my mind. But I was too spent, too sated—the question melted into the haze of our shared heat as sleep overtook me.

---

The morning light crept softly into the kitchen, casting a sleepy golden glow over everything. Emma and I sat wordless across from each other—her fingers curled loosely around her mug, hair still mussed, lips twitching with the effort of holding back laughter. When Chrissie padded in, perfectly composed, a sly smile played on her lips. "Good morning Mother, Father. I trust you both enjoyed a restful night. I certainly did, once that terrifying film you chose finally ended… and the screams quieted down."

Emma tried to keep her composure, but her attempt at a stifled giggle escaped in a full-bellied snort. I winced, feeling the flush creep up my cheeks. When I risked a glance at Chrissie, I saw no hint of anger, no judgment at all—just affection, sparkling behind her knowing eyes, as if she understood far more than any teenager should. She radiated mischief and love in equal measure.

Saturday mornings unfurled lazily in our household. We drifted through the day at a gentle pace—idly sprinkling fish food over the garden pond, watching the colorful flashes as the koi darted for their breakfast, and laughing at Banjo, our grizzled old dog, who gamely tried and failed to dip a paw in and catch one. He was all silver now, his belly thick and his eyelids heavy, craving warmth and affection more than the chase. I scooped him into my lap, rubbing his silky ears, savoring his sleepy sighs.

Later, the house emptied of feminine laughter as the ladies swept off towards the shopping center. Some ritual of caprice and beauty—drowning in departments, comparing shoes and swirling dresses, their hands loaded with glossy bags and unidentifiable bottles of shimmering liquid lust. I'd been banned from this sacred tradition—my opinions apparently bland, my patience too thin. My sentence: the monthly shock of credit card balances creeping inexorably higher, and the resigned knowledge that women and fashion would always speak a language I’d never understand.

Home alone, I drifted through the afternoon—a cold beer, the drone of forgettable sports, my mind slipping back to the night before. That phrase—her craving for a "real cock." What, exactly, did she mean by that? When we shared our darkest desires and pleasured ourselves side by side, we seldom brought toys into play, though Emma had confessed to indulging when I was gone.

Curiosity pricked at me, growing bolder with every sip. I wandered to the sanctuary of our bedroom. She trusted me completely—there were no secrets between us. Her toys lived in a supposedly clandestine drawer, but I'd always known where she kept the key. My hands trembled with anticipation as I let myself in, feeling a delicious, guilty tingle.

Inside, a small jungle of kink awaited—sleek vibrators, strings of shimmering anal beads, glossy, jewel-toned cases of porn DVDs, and a mysterious little box marked with foreign, swirling Japanese letters. I rummaged through the tangle, searching for something new or forbidden, until the box caught my eye.

When I lifted the lid, my heart quickened. Nestled inside lay an unfamiliar contraption—a strange dual-ended device, a lifelike seven-inch dildo jutting proudly in one direction, a stubby, provocative shaft pointing the other way. Slim wires snaked from the base, attaching the whole thing to a discreet, smooth control box, gleaming with cryptic buttons and teasing possibilities. My fingers itched to flick the settings, to imagine Emma’s sounds and shivers. My mind raced, wondering what secret, forbidden pleasure she’d chased when I wasn’t there to fill her.

What piqued my curiosity most was the harness crafted for it—undeniably designed to be worn, the intent unmistakable. The control box, sleek and compact, sported a Velcro strip, inviting it to be affixed right there on the waistband, hands-free and commanding. I thumbed the switch, barely able to suppress a shiver as both dildos began to pulse with a synchronized, insistent vibration—a low, throbbing hum that sent a tide of questions swirling through my mind. As methodically as before, I arranged everything back in its original, supposedly secret place, relocked the drawer, and steadied my breath.

Returning to the living room, I poured myself another beer, the amber liquid cool and comforting, my thoughts anything but. My mind replayed the details of the device on an endless loop. Pegging—the contemporary, deliciously taboo reversal, Emma wielding the harnessed cock, the idea of her taking me. But that door, hidden and forbidden, remained firmly locked for me. If Emma harbored fantasies of dominating me that way, she’d have to find her satisfaction elsewhere. I wondered if she simply enjoyed the variety of sensations, alternating between the two ends—yet the harness still gnawed at my curiosity.

The women returned, arms tangled with bags bearing glossy logos, laughter echoing down the hallway. My wallet winced in anticipation, shadowed by the fresh carnage of retail therapy, but I softened at the sight of their bright, conspiratorial faces. Emma spun in a blur of hats, her lips glossed, her eyes alight, Chrissie teetering on mismatched shoes like a catwalk queen gone rogue. I was quietly relieved to overhear their debate about the items to be returned—each unwanted top or over-ambitious heel was a merciful reprieve for my bank statement.

With Chrissie home, every minute brimmed with the fierce, noisy joy only a reunited family brings. After dinner, we surrendered to our familiar ritual—Monopoly, the unspoken battleground where Chrissie could outplay us, her laughter infectious as she pretended not to tip the dice in her favor. Her cleverness, even when mixed with a little cheating, was impossible not to secretly admire.

Bedtime came, hallowed by cuddles and kisses lavished until Chrissie was sufficiently satisfied, then her poised glance over her shoulder as though she were granting us an official decree. “What’s the point? Just try not to injure yourselves,” she pronounced with world-weary resignation, delivering her benediction.

The door clicked shut behind her. Emma, eyebrows raised in sweet disbelief, murmured, “Did she really just give us permission to fuck ourselves senseless?”

I grinned, the heat bubbling beneath my skin. “I’d say so.”

But my discovery of the mysterious double-ended toy lingered in my mind, unresolved and simmering. How could I uncover its secret without confessing my snooping? Toys rarely tempted me—only in our favorite ritual, Frustration, that delicious torment I devised. I could already hear her half-pleading, half-laughing protest: “Darling, you’re infuriating! You know it’ll drive me out of my mind…” Yet always, on the edge of madness, she surrendered, knowing the climax promised would eclipse everything, leaving her undone and utterly satisfied.

I loved the ritual of binding her wrists behind her back—how it shifted the power, how her breath quickened in anticipation, her pupils blown wide. My hands would drift over her trembling skin, teasing her nipples until they were hard and flushed, each delicate flick of the vibrator making her writhe. Slowly, relentlessly, I would let that pulsing toy circle her tight entrance, feeling her clench in anticipation, but always denying her what she truly craved.

Then—oh, the exquisite torment—I would hover at her slick, aching core. My entire intention was to wind her tighter and tighter, to balance her on the knife-edge of release. Each time she shuddered, her breath catching, so close to falling over, I would pull away. Cruel, yes, but only because the pleasure that waited for her at the end was so devastating that neither of us could resist. She would groan, guttural noises forced from her chest, whole body straining towards a climax I ruthlessly withheld.

There was never a pattern. Sometimes I would let her linger at the edge only a handful of times. Sometimes I denied her again and again—eight desperate, maddening waves of near-orgasm before finally relenting, only when the desperation in her voice bordered on delirium. The sight of her—knees flung wide, thighs trembling, her pussy glistening and open—was intoxicating. I would gentle the throbbing head of the vibrator so close to her needy clit that she would arch off the bed, a scream bursting from her lips as I retreated once more.

Each time, I whispered a promise: “Next time, love, I’ll let you fall…” but each time I lied, delighting in the growing wildness in her eyes. She would throw her head back, cursing me—her threats deliciously unconvincing, or sometimes she would beg, her voice thin with need, “Please, I can’t take anymore—let me come, please.” I knew the line—if tears hovered, then I’d show mercy.

When I finally pressed the toy full and relentless against her swollen, throbbing clit, her entire body convulsed. The orgasm ripped through her, shattering, uncontrollable—her screams resonated in my bones, making my own release inevitable. She would collapse, boneless, breathless, and as I untied her trembling hands, she never failed to glare at me, trembling lips curled into a weak smile. “One day, you’ll totally send me over the edge, you sadistic bastard,” she’d pant, and the affection in her eyes always softened her curse.

I could never hurt her; Emma knew it. The pleasure was always lurking, sweeter for the suspense, the delay, the not-knowing. Watching her come apart, seeing her helpless under my control, while my own hand moved on my aching cock—that was the ultimate high, my orgasm a perfect echo of hers.

I had hoped she’d play tonight, so I suggested it a little too eagerly: “Feeling like a little Frustration, Emma?”

She shot me a look as if I’d lost my mind. “Are you mad? She complained about the noise last night, and that was just plain old sex. If I start screaming because you’re teasing the life out of me, she’ll call the police.”

I grinned. “Can’t you scream... quietly?”

Emma let out a huff of disbelief. “Seriously? Silent screaming? That’s not a thing. If you want a mute partner, get yourself a blow-up doll. I hear they don’t complain—much less make a sound.”

With the game out of reach, we settled for sex—ordinary, but still charged. But as I thrust inside her, my mind kept drifting, desire tangled with frustration, until finally Emma accused me of holding back, her gaze sharp with knowing disappointment.

When we came together, sometimes Emma took a commanding role, her voice low and insistent, telling me exactly where she wanted to feel me. Foreplay had a language all its own between us—her hips shifting with urgent signals that I usually understood without words. But that night, my mind wandered, and I missed her need, oblivious until her sharp tone sliced through my distraction. “Are you actually paying attention? I told you—put your finger in my ass. If you’re this bored screwing me, maybe we should just switch on the TV instead." The frustration in her eyes was unmistakable, her body tense beneath my hands. Jolted, I tried to gather the focus and hunger that she craved, thrusting myself wholeheartedly into pleasuring her, but the whole encounter tasted of disappointment—my plan had fizzled and neither of us was truly sated.

---

Sunday morning’s sunlight spilled across the breakfast table as Chrissie breezed in, shrugging off her coat with theatrical concern. “Thank heavens you’re both still breathing. It was so freakishly quiet last night I thought you’d killed each other.”

Emma shot her an ice-cold glare. “That silence? Blame your father. Insensitive, self-absorbed, and inconsiderate to a fault. But then, he’s just par for the course—men are all the same, you’ll see for yourself one day.”

Chrissie bubbled with laughter, looking between us, delighted at the tangle of adult drama. “Oh, Daddy, I bet you really dropped the ball. Losing your edge, are you? Statistically, you’re clearly past your prime.”

Indignity spiked through me. “My libido has never let me down. Even record-breaking athletes hit the occasional slump, you know.”

She grinned wickedly. “Guess I shouldn’t expect much when I’m older. My future boyfriends are bound to find quantum physics more seductive than, say, nipples.”

Emma cut her off sharply, cheeks flushed. “That’s enough out of you. Neither of us should be having this conversation with you, young lady. If you’re not careful, you’ll get your clever little bottom smacked.” Her glare flicked to me. “And you ought to know better than to play along with her.”

Suitably chastened but quietly amused, Chrissie and I exchanged a secret, conspiratorial smile before turning our attention back to the meal.

Breakfast gave way to our usual Sunday rituals—the duck-feeding pilgrimage to the park, Chrissie organizing the line and assigning me the simplest duty: defrosting frozen peas. Clearly, I’d earned myself a spot in her good graces today. Afterwards, we wound our way to the pub for a couple of early drinks, laughter and family friction smoothed over by the easy routine.

The house greeted us on return with the heavenly scent of roasting pork, fat crackling in the oven—a symphony of flavor Emma orchestrated every week. I flung myself into my chair, surrendering to the comfort of lazy Sunday tradition, while the girls chatted and prepared vegetables, their easy rapport filling the kitchen.

Sundays had their own rhythm—rest, indulgence, restraint. With Monday’s early taxi looming for Chrissie’s return to school, any potential for sex came mid-afternoon or not at all. Chrissie escaped tactfully to her room, headphones clamped over her ears for a long virtual gossip session, promising not to emerge unless the house was on fire.

Left alone, our desire simmered beneath full bellies and sleepy contentment. We didn’t always need acrobatics to burn for each other. Sometimes Emma would settle warm and languid on my lap, her weight a tantalizing heaviness, and we’d caress ourselves to sweet release, soaked in the kind of shared heat that was lazy, shameless, and gloriously intimate.

With her eyes closed and breath turning ragged, Emma sprawled across my lap, her fingers gliding slowly, insistently over her slick folds as she surrendered herself wholly to the vivid scene I wove for her. I spoke softly, letting the words curl like smoke between us, spinning the fantasy she craved most. I described her, alone in a shadow-drenched cinema, velvet seats cushioning her thighs as anticipation danced over her skin. She sits in the hush of the empty theatre, and when a young man slides silently into the seat beside her, his presence ignites a pulse low in her belly. He’s barely more than a boy, cheekbones sharp, curiosity burning in his eyes—eager and uncertain, yet emboldened by desire.

He lets his hand drift, feather-light, along her silk-stockinged leg—a careful, questioning touch. She sits impossibly still, heart pounding, and with the faintest tilt of her knee encourages his exploration. The stranger’s hand moves, boldness blooming as he gathers her skirt in his fist, drawing it up her thighs until she’s bared, exposed to the darkness around them. The heady scent of her arousal hangs between us as I watch Emma’s hips tremble beneath her roaming touch, her breath quickening in time with my words.

The youth’s hand slips beneath lace and silk, his fingers brushing against the slick heat of her cunt. She sighs—Emma sighs too, a desperate little sound—I can almost feel her pulse leaping beneath her skin. In the story, she opens wider, inviting the boy deeper. He slides down, kneeling before her as though worshipping, pushing her panties aside, his fingers sinking into her wetness. He buries his face between her spread thighs, his tongue finding her swollen clit, circling, teasing, lapping at her until she’s barely aware of the movie flickering on the distant screen.

Emma can never hold out beyond this moment; even now, her hand moves faster, her hips rocking in my lap, shuddering with need. I fist myself, matching her frantic rhythm as she moans, voice thick and broken, “I’m coming, I’m coming, yes…” The words tear from her in a trembling rush, her whole body tightening, bucking, dissolving into pleasure as heat floods through me and I come with her, lost in the story and in her clutching arms.

Afterwards we tumble together in a blissful, sticky heap. Emma’s cheeks flush with satisfaction, her mouth crooking in a lazy smile as she whispers, “That was perfect. When I touch myself with that fantasy in my mind, it’s never this good. You telling it—God, it’s so much more intense.” Languor drapes across us as we melt into each other, half-lost to the hazy afterglow until a noisy bout of coughing erupts just outside the lounge door.

Emma calls out, voice still breathy but composed, “Come in, it’s fine.”

Chrissie pokes her head around the door, assessing us with cheeky caution before padding inside and yanking open the fridge. She cracks open a soda, pausing between mouthfuls to ask, “Everyone okay?”

I grin, adjusting my rumpled clothes. “We’re good. Rough morning?”

She flops onto a barstool, rolling her eyes. “I’ve just been chatting with a genius in Venezuela who’s this close to cracking cold fusion. Too bad that kind of intelligence usually comes matched with a face full of pimples.”

Emma cackles. “That’s why your dad’s skin is so smooth—brains aren’t taking up any space.” I reach for her, but with a mischievous squirm she slips away, out of my grasp.

Chrissie shakes her head, a smile twitching at her lips. “You two are unbelievable. But don’t stop on my account.”

Later, our Monopoly game spirals into an all-out battle—Emma pocketing cash from anyone careless enough to look away, Chrissie plotting sabotage. By ten, we call an uneasy truce, cards and play money strewn and the real world blissfully far away.

The woman standing before me was nothing like the dowdy, utilitarian image of a domestic—she was statuesque and stunning, her long blonde hair catching the sunlight as it poured through the entryway. Her dress hugged her body to the knee, the fabric whispering over her curves, while her shoes, though not alarmingly high, lifted her just enough to accentuate the slender lines of her legs. There was no cleaning bag slung over her shoulder, nothing to hint at mops or dusters—just an air of effortless, poised allure that seemed more suited to a social gathering than to scrubbing floors. Flustered by time and barely able to process the incongruity, I managed only a tight smile and a nod before slipping into my car, the image of her elegant form filling my mind as I pulled away.

The drive and the flight afterwards offered little relief. My thoughts churned restlessly—an itch under the skin that I couldn’t quite scratch. Something about the encounter nagged at me: a faint, electric tension that refused to dissipate. My business in Holland was mechanical, routine, but even that predictability failed to anchor me. I couldn’t shake the sensation that something at home was unfolding without me, and the gnawing unease only grew.

Without reason I could explain, I called Emma and fibbed without hesitation, telling her my return was delayed until the weekend. The words left my lips before I’d even registered the lie, a guilty thrill racing through me. The pretense felt dangerously exhilarating—completely opposed to my usual habits—and after I hung up, I instantly arranged an earlier flight home. Wednesday morning found me stepping off the plane, nerves frayed and anticipation thrumming beneath my skin.

As my car turned into our quiet street, the red vehicle sprayed with sunlight in the driveway made my pulse quicken. I slipped inside the house as silently as a thief—guilt prickling up my spine—and stood still, holding my breath. From above, the faintest sounds drifted down: soft voices, rhythmic movement, whispers of secrets being shared.

My shame for sneaking, for lying, welled up inside me, so I called out, my voice loud and forced: “Emma, I’m home.”

Footsteps raced across the landing—Emma herself, appearing at the top of the stairs, cheeks flushed a riotous scarlet, breath shallow, dress askew. Her eyes widened with something like alarm, lips parted as she gasped, “Darling, you startled me! I thought you’d be gone until the weekend. Why are you here?”

But words deserted me—shock numbing my tongue. Those searing red patches on her cheeks gave everything away. Realization detonated inside me; I surged up the stairs three at a time, a wild blend of fear and anticipation rocketing me forward.

I flung open the bedroom door. There, frozen like prey, was the blonde woman: still dressed but barefoot on one side, her remaining shoe discarded in haste, blue eyes huge with fear and a raw, guilty beauty. The air in the room shimmered with the heat of recent pleasure. My attention snapped toward Emma’s secret drawer, the one that held her most intimate treasures. Its lock hung open; the wooden box adorned with Japanese characters was gaping, conspicuously empty.

Fixating on the only thing that mattered at that moment, I rounded on the cleaner and demanded, “Where is it?”

A mask of blank confusion slid over her face, a feeble smile trailing broken English. “Sorry, my English very bad…”

I cut her off, voice hard with disbelief and a bite of menace. “Don’t play games with me. You and Emma spoke plenty at the hairdresser—what was that, charades? Where’s the fucking dildo?”

She faltered, her gaze flickering to a pillow on the bed. I pulled it aside, finding the toy tucked beneath, still glistening—warm and slick from recent, frantic use. I dangled it between two fingers, still buzzing inside from adrenaline, abruptly aware of an odd calm washing over me. There was no rage—just the satisfaction, smoky and cool, of unraveling a delicious secret.

The cleaner stared at me, motionless and quivering, the room thick with tension and unspoken questions as I held the slick apparatus aloft. My voice dropped to a low, dangerous lilt. “Just curiosity, darling—who was fucking whom?”

She tried to retreat again into that practiced incomprehension, but I leaned closer, voice hard as I made my threat clear. “Try that no-English act again, and I’ll make sure you become much better acquainted with this toy. Now, who had the short end?”

Face bright with embarrassment and excitement, she slowly raised a trembling hand and pointed to her own chest.

I let a sly smile curl on my lips. “Do you ever switch?”

In a thick, breathy accent laced with nerves, Eva’s words tumbled out, “We… we share, Sir. Take turns. Please, punish me if you must, but I’m terrified. My husband can never know and—I beg you—please don’t let them take away my citizenship.”

Before the air could clear, Emma rushed to the doorway, cheeks still stained with vibrant color, her breath shivering with panic. Her voice, frail and aching for forgiveness, barely rose above a whisper as she pleaded from behind me, “Oh, Chris… I—please, I don’t know how you could ever forgive me. This is all my fault, but sometimes, when you’re gone, I just… I need it. I get so terribly desperate for you. I’m sorry.”

But Eva’s tone shifted, suddenly steady and mature, spurred by shame and conviction. “Mr Atkins, it is both our faults,” she insisted, her accent wrapping around each word. “My husband, he’s never hungry for sex. I think sometimes, maybe he prefers men. Your Emma, she loves you so much.”

The words hung between us, fragile and trembling. I looked from one stricken, beautiful woman to the other, searching for any trace of rage. But anger refused me. Instead, the scene before me felt almost comical—two guilty schoolgirls, caught kissing in the shadows, their bodies tense with shame and vulnerability. They were so exposed, almost adorable in their fear.

Fixing my attention on Eva, I pressed, “So—how much are we paying you, then?”

Eva’s lips parted in confusion, but before she could speak, Emma blurted out, desperate and earnest, “Chris, there’s something I need to explain—about that, about everything—”

I held up a hand to cut her off, not yet ready to accept any explanations, and repeated with slow deliberation, “How much are we paying you?”

Eva’s face was a mask of disbelief. Her brow creased as she stammered, “Pay? Why pay me? For what?”

Emma tried again, her voice quivering with urgency. “Chris, really, please—let me explain—”

Again, my raised hand silenced her. Turning to Eva with pointed calm, I demanded, “Are you, or are you not, our cleaner?”

Her brows knitted further, as she shook her head in bewilderment. “Cleaner? No, not cleaner. I work at supermarket. Three until ten, every day.”

And then it broke inside me—the tension, disbelief, the bizarre humor of it all—I collapsed onto the disheveled bed, helpless with laughter, the absurdity of the grim little bedroom drama overwhelming. There stood the two thieves of pleasure, dumbstruck with blank faces.

Still catching my breath, I finally managed through another fit of laughter, “Oh, Emma. You devious, gorgeous liar. Now the mess makes sense—we don’t even have a bloody cleaner!”

Embarrassed, head bowed, her hands trembling at her sides, Emma muttered, “I couldn’t hire a cleaner, not after telling you we already had one.”

“So… nobody has actually been cleaning the place at all?”

Her voice tiny, she replied, “No…”

I let an amused, incredulous sigh escape me. “Then for Christ’s sake, hire one.”

I rose from the bed, smoothing a hand over my face to compose myself, and in a firm, low tone commanded, “I want both of you downstairs. Tidy up this mess, and change that sticky pillowcase.”

In the lounge, my nerves humming, I poured myself two generous fingers of scotch and waited, heartbeat rising with every second. When the pair finally entered, still hand-in-hand, their faces laced with apprehension, I gestured to the sofa. “Sit,” I ordered, tone measured but insistent.

Emma’s eyes shimmered with tears; Eva’s skin glowed faintly pale, her fear transparent. They perched rigidly together, still clutching each other’s trembling hands, as if bracing themselves against the judgment that might fall.

Turning inward, I probed my own heart, surprised to find neither fury nor jealous lust. There was nothing left but empathy—a gentle amusement even—knowing that Emma’s escapade had merely made real the dangerous little fantasy I’d whispered so many times in the dark. She hadn’t betrayed me with another man. There was no threat here, nothing fatal to us. And somehow, through the ache and confusion, I couldn’t help but feel responsible.

My mind lingered on Eva for a lingering moment—her willingness to absorb the blame, her earnest assurances about Emma’s love for me. The look in her eyes spoke of a hunger that went far deeper than Emma’s mere longing during my absences. Here was a woman chronically famished for touch, intimacy denied to her by her indifferent husband, and something about the frail honesty of her confession made me believe every word.

I took in the sight of the two women sitting before me, their fingers threaded tightly together, the nervous energy vibrating between them. Something gentle and unexpectedly indulgent welled up inside me—not anger, not possessiveness, but an odd sense of release. My voice softened. “Relax, both of you. No one is about to be punished, and Eva, your citizenship is absolutely safe. I just want to understand how all of this began.”

The fog of concern melted from their faces, replaced by hesitant relief. But when they both tried to speak at once, tumbling into a chaotic confession, I stopped them with a measured raise of my hand. My gaze settled on Emma, and with quiet authority, I said, “You first. I want your version.”

She was clearly dying to confess, words tumbling out in breathless fragments—her cheeks flushed, her eyes darting back to Eva for reassurance as she confessed. “We were at the salon, under the dryers. I said I got so horny when you were out of town and Eva told me she was always desperate for it, her husband barely touches her. I told her…I was planning to touch myself after I got home.” A nervous giggle slipped out as she rushed to continue, “Well, then I invited her over to watch a little porn… one thing led to another, and we ended up playing with ourselves together. It just happened. She wondered what it would feel like if I did it to her—and then we both did and, well, we just let go and melted into it.” Her voice wavered, ending in a soft, regretful sigh. “But…I suppose it all went a bit too far.”

Eva nodded fiercely throughout, her cheeks pink, lips pressed tight in timid agreement. As their story trailed away, both women watched me for the reckoning, shame mingling with longing in their eyes.

A wild, irrepressible amusement began to bubble in my chest. I couldn’t help myself—my words were sharp, but my smirk betrayed the pleasure I was now taking in unraveling their secret. “A bit too far?” I repeated, letting the accusation hang between us. “You call it ‘a bit too far’ when you’ve been here, deceiving me, writhing in each other’s arms, while I’ve been earning a living in a country that’s not my own? Deceitfully fucking each other into exhaustion while I was away? Honestly, Emma, I never thought you had it in you.”

Emma’s lower lip trembled, her apology breathy. “I’ve been really, really naughty. I’m so sorry…”

But I was riding the wave now, feigning outrage even as I tasted the delicious undertones of the situation. “Our bed, Emma—the very place where we have loved each other, you bring her there—”

Eva blurted out, voice small, “Sometimes the main lounge…” She caught a swift elbow in the ribs from Emma, who hissed, “You don’t need to say every little thing.”

But I was far from finished. Now, mischief twined with anticipation in my tone as I delivered my last gambit, my secret card. With a cool, dangerous edge I asked, “So, are you going to promise me you’ll never do it again?”

Exactly as I’d hoped, panic bloomed in their features. Emma’s voice was tentative, soft as silk trailing along skin as she looked to me pleadingly. “Is that really… necessary, darling? Now that you know, it wouldn’t be a secret anymore, not a betrayal. And think of Eva—it’s so cruel to deprive her entirely. I was thinking only of her…”

Only Emma—utterly disarming, utterly impossible.

I let my hand cradle my chin, feigning deep, weighty thought while their breaths hitched in the silence. Their glances skittered between my face and each other’s trembling fingers, waiting for the word that would decide everything.

With measured composure, I delivered my final stroke, allowing my words to curl through the air like silk sheets slipping across bare skin. "You’re absolutely right, darling—denying Eva any sort of pleasure would border on cruel. So, rather than leaving her to muddle through with pale imitations, I shall personally see to her needs. Whenever she wants, she’ll have the real thing—my undivided attention, my body, every bit of me she requires."

The transformation in the room was electrifying. Emma’s eyes widened, panic flickering behind those lashes, while Eva’s whole posture came alive—her spine straightened, lips parted, curiosity alight. All that tension, all that secret want, was laid bare between us, humming like an exposed nerve.

I fixed my gaze on Emma, hungry for her reply—she was never one to let herself be outmaneuvered for long. I knew that beneath her trembling was a calculating, deliciously cunning mind. I braced for her counter—ready to spar, hands itched for the sweet tension of it.

She did not disappoint; her voice came slow, honeyed, and laced with implication. "My darling, that is... well, it’s awfully considerate of you," she purred, every word edged with a challenge. "But under the rules of our marriage, I’m afraid it simply isn’t possible."

I smiled, feigning a sigh, relishing the sparring as the flirtatious combat between us intensified. "And why can’t it be, my love?"

She exhaled with careful grace, her tone dangerously composed. "Because, my sweet, it would be adultery."

"Adultery, darling?" I returned, cradling the endearment as a weapon. "Then tell me—what exactly were you and Eva up to, if not that?"

Her lips curved in the hint of a satisfied smirk, having rehearsed her defense. "Darling, by strict definition, adultery is intercourse between a man and a woman, you see. Eva and I, being the same sex, can indulge each other without quite crossing that legal threshold. But if you and Eva were to indulge," she met my gaze head-on, "suddenly, the definition fits perfectly."

She was dazzling—unblushing in her cleverness, already savoring her perceived victory. Unyielding, I pressed on, my fingers tracing lazy circles along my chin, searching for the next move. "My clever girl, you’re quite the scholar on these delicate matters of matrimony. But humor me—surely the concept of infidelity expands beyond such technicalities?"

Her brow arched, wary and beguiling. "Adultery, infidelity—does it make any difference, really?"

Then Eva’s soft accent slipped daringly between us. "But—Google says different, in case of divorce. Adultery and infidelity not always same."

Emma snapped, irritation breaking through the mask, "Eva, this is not your conversation."

But I was eager—her interruption only served my game. "Quite the contrary—it concerns Eva intimately. Please, Eva, go on. Enlighten us."

Eva gathered herself, eyes flicking from Emma to me. "Wikipedia say cheating is infidelity, and cheating is if you have sex with someone but not tell your partner. No mention about sex of people. So, Emma, I think—we were cheating."

I couldn’t help letting satisfaction animate my grin. "Excellent, Eva. I’m genuinely impressed, sweetheart."

Turning to Emma, I let my tone deepen, teasing but firm, "Well, love, by such a broad, modern understanding, you’ve clearly breached the trust we once held sacred. Yet, if I offer Eva the release she’s been so starved of—with your full knowledge and heartfelt permission—surely, that would be more an act of compassion than any sort of betrayal."

Eva’s eyes gleamed, nodding with eager anticipation, the lines of loyalty and desire now blurred deliciously between all of us.

Emma seethed, her whole body tight with rage, her lips pressed in a thin line as venom burned behind her eyes. The air around her felt electrified, a storm gathering, and I watched, bracing for the tempest I knew was coming. I could almost taste the bitterness she was barely keeping at bay as her composure threatened to crack.

Then, with a voice laced sharp and furious, she spat, “You arrogant bastard. Congratulations, you’ve maneuvered your way to a free lay. Revel in your little triumph, but don’t think for a second you’ve won the war. My revenge will be sweeter than you can imagine—there’ll be potions and curses and when my moment comes, don’t be surprised if you wake up cockless.”

I flicked my gaze to Eva—poor, wide-eyed Eva. She looked aghast, her lips parted as if she might gasp, utterly stunned by this raw, fierce side of Emma she’d never witnessed before. Quickly, wanting to soothe her, I said, “Don’t fret, love. She’s not about to kill me. It’s just Emma being Emma when she hates losing. She loves me, that’s all.”

Eva’s brow was furrowed, her doubt obvious, so Emma’s voice softened, shifting from poison to honey. “Eva, darling, please, don’t let our sparring upset you. This battle is between me and that slippery devil over there. He’s bested me this time, and if that means anyone gets to enjoy him tonight, I’d rather it were you. Believe me—he’ll take care of you; he’s rather skilled.” She shot me a look, mischievous and smoldering, even in defeat.

Eva’s cheeks bloomed with shock. “He... he can sleep with me, and it’s all right for you?”

Emma shrugged, her defiance melting for a moment into resignation. “I’m out of moves, sweetheart. I broke the rules, so now he gets his recompense. But you’re not keeping him—he’s on loan, understand?”

Still uncertain, Eva’s voice held a tremble of hope. “Real sex? With your husband?”

Emma tilted her head, sly amusement returning. “What, don’t you want him?”

Eva’s reply was a ragged whisper of longing. “I do… very much. And afterwards, we’ll still be friends?”

Emma’s laughter was smoky, teasing. “Of course, honey. It’s just sex. I want you to enjoy every exquisite moment with him—but not him. I’ll have to scheme up some wicked way to deny him the full pleasure of you, without stealing a drop from your own delight. That’s only fair, and he wouldn’t expect any less from me. Just because love binds us doesn’t mean I have to be sweet to him—and tonight, darling, I have no sweetness left for your borrowed lover.”

Eva burst into delicious giggles, her relief visible, her body nearly trembling with anticipation. “God, I can’t believe I’m going to be properly fucked at last. Not tonight, though—I have to work. When can we?”

Emma pursed her lips, calculating. “What about tomorrow? Can you trade your shift, join us for dinner? You can stay if it gets late.”

Eva beamed, biting her lip. “Tomorrow, yes. I’ll swap with a friend.”

---

Later, after dusk and supper, we lingered across from each other—just Emma and me—our bodies held taut with unresolved tension. For a long while, neither spoke, the heat between us simmering; then Emma finally broke the quiet with a single, weighted sigh.

“So, we’re actually going to do this,” she murmured, her gaze locked on mine. Her words shimmered with a mix of fear, curiosity, and something darker.

“We are?” I countered, softly.

“Well… you, then,” she said, a wistful edge threading through her voice.

Bitterness twisted in me, my tone cool and unwavering. “Let’s not forget—you’ve already crossed that bridge.”

A defiant flicker danced in her eyes. “Not with a man.”

“And whose decision was that?”

Without warning, she slipped from her seat and settled onto my lap, her weight intoxicating, the faintest scent of her hair surrounding me. She searched my eyes, her own filled with worry and some fragile plea for understanding. “I know it sounds unbelievable, but it never once felt like cheating. I swear—I couldn’t even imagine myself with another man. Not ever.”

A small smile played on my lips as I stroked a finger down the curve of her jaw. “Then how did it feel to you?”

“It was just two insatiable women letting loose, exploring craving and temptation together. Yes, we made each other come—our bodies tangled, lips seeking, fingers daring—but it wasn’t love. There was no strong man’s arms afterwards to cradle me, no deep, resonant heartbeat under my cheek, no intoxicating scent of you. I didn’t feel that fullness, that delicious ache only you can give me. Although…” She leaned in, biting her lip, teasing with the spark in her dark eyes. “If you ever figure out how to make your cock vibrate, I might actually worship you.”

I caressed her cheek, holding her gaze—searching for the guilt she refused to confess. “So, is that what’s pushing you now? Guilt, after all?”

She exhaled shakily. “About you and Eva? Maybe. Or maybe I really don’t know. I care about her—probably more than I want to admit. She’s never had a real lover, never felt what it’s like to burn up inside from real sex. Aren’t you at least a little excited about it?”

My thumbs brushed along her jaw, forcing her to meet my eyes. “There was a time when lust ruled me—I’d fuck any willing body, no questions asked. But that’s done. I get hard, I deal with it, but I stay honest. I don’t chase strangers just to satisfy a passing urge.” I shrugged, offering a slow, rueful grin. “So, am I racing to bury myself inside Eva tomorrow? Not exactly. Honestly, it feels… strange. Off. I’m doing it because I won, because the rules led us here, and her innocence is the prize. But I’d cancel the whole thing if you wanted me to.”

She shook her head hard, cupping my face now, desperate and pleading. “No, love. We can’t. It’d be cruel—and I think I may have accidentally let her believe something that… well, maybe it’s true, or maybe not, but the hope is there.”

A prickle of unease ran through me. “What did you say to her?”

Emma hesitated, shifting in my lap. “She confided in me the whole sad, holy mess. She’s never had real sex—not once. Her husband is barely more than a stranger, some distant cousin her family pushed her toward. Their wedding night—her first real touch—ended with him going soft, unable to take her at all. She’s loyal, affectionate, but she suspects he’s gay—once he came home scented with aftershave that wasn’t his, and it wasn’t hers. She’s so devout she believes even touching another man will damn her to eternal fire. But she’s thirty-two. Can you imagine? Thirty-two and untouched, never split open by desire. It’d be a crime to let her die without ever tasting that.”

The knot of confusion in my chest tightened. “But if she’s so religious… how did she justify what you two did? If she thinks actual sex is a mortal sin, then why risk eternal damnation for our game? And if I take her tomorrow, how does she square that with her beliefs?”

Emma’s teeth worried at her lower lip. “I might not have told you everything.”

Suspicion curled in my gut. “You’re still not telling me now, are you?”

She batted me playfully, though her eyes remained serious. “Don’t be a brat. This matters. After our first time, she confessed that she’d only ever climaxed alone—never with another, never with her husband. I asked how she made herself come, what she thought about. She hesitated, shy, but finally whispered her truth: she watches porn sometimes, and pretends she’s the woman being ravished onscreen.”

Emma’s delicate cough broke the hush, her composure sending a ripple of anticipation through my veins. Her next words spilled forth on a trembling breath. “Perhaps I’ve inadvertently allowed Eva to believe that our meeting in the salon was fated. Guided by something heavenly.”

I couldn’t contain a throaty laugh. “Honestly, darling, you’d make one unforgettable nun.”

Her tone sharpened, urgent and playful all at once. “Don’t joke. Listen to me. I told Eva that since God hasn’t punished her for her secret, wicked desires, maybe He understands her aching need, her frustration…perhaps He even permits it. And if pleasure truly is a gift from Him, then surely right now, He’d want her to embrace it—completely, without shame.”

“So tell me, am I the Angel of Mercy now?” I teased, heat and amusement glimmering between us.

She met my gaze, eyes sparkling. “Perhaps you are.”

I arched an eyebrow. “And what exactly does that mean?”

Emma hesitated, mischief flickering in her smile. “When we said goodbye, Eva confessed she was stunned that I’d let you make love to her. I suppose I told her that maybe I was compelled by something…divine. That this all might be God’s will for her.”

The notion broke me. Laughter tumbled from my chest and I shook helplessly as Emma’s expression hovered between exasperation and affection. When I could finally breathe again, I giggled, “Should I take her right there, on the altar for maximum effect?”

Her eyes smoldered. “Don’t be sacrilegious.”

“Me? You’re the wicked one here, my love. Who’s really twisting Holy intent?”

With a low, shuddering sigh, she gave in, her voice whispered against my skin. “We’re so very, very sinful.”

I protested, teasing her softly, “Don’t drag me to damnation with you. You’ll be the one burning for eternity while I watch you writhe.”

She slid into my arms, lips parting against mine in a kiss so deep, so hungry, it left me dizzy. Drawing away, her breath trembled in confession, “I love you so much it aches. How many women could surrender their husband to another and not drown in jealousy?”

I smiled, tracing my thumb down her cheek. “How many women have already tasted the one they’re generously sharing?”

---

Eva arrived on the dot of seven, her nerves sparkling in the air as I uncorked a bottle of champagne. With just one glass, her cheeks bloomed with an innocent flush—tempting and vulnerable—so I resisted pouring more, not wanting to melt her resolve. The charge between us was undeniable, but the conversation wobbled, weighed down with the awkwardness of shared anticipation. We all knew what lay ahead; the certainty almost turned the air brittle.

Emma served a delicate pasta dinner, though Eva barely touched hers, thoughts clearly miles from the plate. After clearing up, we moved into the lounge. I craved my usual brandy, that burn of courage, but held back—tonight called for clarity, every nerve pin-sharp.

The clock crept towards eight when Emma stood. “There’s a new cookery show I’m dying to watch, but I doubt it’ll interest you two. Why don’t you slip away, enjoy yourselves?”

Sliding my palm into Eva’s, I whispered the oldest, lamest line I could think of—“Let me show you my etchings”—and felt her confusion blossom into a nervous smile. The attempt at humor dissolved, but it hardly mattered.

Together, we stepped into the bedroom. The scene that greeted us was something from a fever dream: a sea of rose petals tossed across lemon-fresh sheets, golden candlelight painting flickering shapes on the walls, seductive music curling through the shadows. The air was laced with possibility and the tender, intoxicating promise of what came next.

I turned to Eva, my eyes dancing with mischief, letting the seductive atmosphere wrap around us. "It seems we've wandered into a honeymoon fantasy," I murmured, my voice low and promising.

She answered with a shimmering laugh, light and lilting. “And who better to play star-crossed newlyweds?” Her cheeks were flushed, the anticipation glimmering in her eyes.

My gaze raked over her, heat pooling inside me. “Shall we shower together?” I invited, letting the words hang heavy between us.

With a playful arch of her brow, she stepped closer, arms wide and tantalisingly open. “Undress me, Sir,” she whispered, surrender threaded through her tone, the title sending a jolt through my body.

I obeyed, fingers trembling as I eased her top over her head—nothing between her and my hungry eyes. Her breasts, perfectly shaped and deliciously free, begged for worship. Her taut stomach and sculpted abs were a testament to endless discipline and fierce beauty; the planes of her body invited exploration. As my gaze slipped lower, I discovered smooth, bare skin where I had hoped for a soft patch of hair, a small pang of disappointment flickering through me—I’d always craved the intimate softness of pubic hair. But desire burned hotter, overcoming every preference.

Stepping back, I let every speck of admiration show on my face. “You’re every inch the athlete,” I breathed, savoring the privilege of beholding her.

A proud smile curled her lips. “I almost made the heptathlon for Beijing,” she revealed, the pride in her voice triumphant and warm. She stood before me—body gleaming, no hint of shame, only strength. Her comfort in her own skin was intoxicating.

Now it was my turn. I raised my arms, surrendering to her touch. She undressed me in hurried strokes—shirt, trousers, underwear peeled away and tossed aside without care. My erection stirred to life as she revealed me fully. Her eyes widened in delighted shock, lips parting in playful awe. “You… are sex star?” she teased, unable to hide the laughter bubbling beneath her words.

Nothing else about me had ever made me quite this proud. “Missed the Beijing porn team by half a centimetre,” I quipped, my voice low and rough.

She burst out laughing, carefree and electric, before seizing my hand, her anticipation turning feverish. She tugged me eagerly to the shower, slipping inside to twist the dials until icy streams crashed over her skin. I followed, only to gasp as the frigid water hit me—chilled to the bone, I leapt back, laughing, “Jesus, that’s arctic!”

Eva’s hair was plastered slick against her face, but she looked at me, eyes wicked and daring. “You do not want cold shower?” She flashed a provocative smile.

I glanced down, letting my own grin split wide. “Not unless you want this to shrink and vanish.”

She adjusted the controls, the water warming marginally. “Come on, cissy-man,” she teased, her laughter echoing, inviting. I steeled myself and let the water pour over us until it became bearable, then invigorating, the sensation heightening every nerve beneath my skin.

We lathered each other slowly at first, the act intimate, lingering. Slick hands roamed shamelessly, soap and water trailing over every contour. She slid her slippery fingers near my growing erection, pausing with a teasing tilt of her head. “Will you cleanse him, or shall I?” she asked politely, mischief in her tone.

I abandoned the soapy exploration of her gorgeous backside, hands sliding around to her bare mound, fingers ghosting over slick heat. My voice was thick. “Will you let me tend to her, or will you do it yourself?”

Answers weren’t needed—our hands replaced all words, sliding, parting, fingers desperate against flesh. Urgency built with every touch; my cock hardened as her thighs parted in invitation. Her forehead pressed to my shoulder, nails digging into my flesh as I stroked her—her grip on me tightening, need trembling in every breath.

Suddenly she pulled away, chest rising and falling with effort. “Please… don’t let me come so soon. I want to save it—for the real thing.” Her voice was rough, trembling with longing, and the promise of what was yet to come shimmered between us, thick and irresistible.

The bathroom’s humid warmth clung to our skin as we emerged, wrapped only in the luxurious scent that filled the air—a heady mixture of rose, musk, and something headier, the promise of what was about to begin. Toweling away droplets that traced every plane and curve, we moved together toward the bed, its crisp sheets lavishly strewn with satin petals like an invitation. Desire pulsed unsated between us. On hands and knees, we crawled through that perfumed haze, the petals caressing our bodies, scattering beneath us, their delicate touch no match for yours.

We settled onto our sides, facing each other, gazes tangled. My cock, thick and eager, pulsed against her palm as she enclosed it—her voice barely a whisper. “Now… now you’ll make me a true woman.” Her words trembled with anticipation and innocence, but also some elemental want that thrummed to life in my core.

Inside me, the moment was stranger than raw lust. Yes, my body was taut with need, but as I looked into her eyes—wide, fever-bright—I felt myself shifting, caught somewhere between protective warmth and deep, carnal responsibility. There was more than excitement here; there was something complicated and aching, but I gave myself up to the act with total dedication.

Every inch of her flawless skin became a path for my mouth to explore—my lips wandering slowly from the curve of her collarbone to the dusky pink of her nipples, pausing to lavish each, feeling them draw tight under my tongue. I breathed her in, pressing kisses across the rippled muscle of her stomach, lowering until my tongue traced the playful dip of her navel. She writhed beneath my touch, hips undulating, soft whimpers of want escaping with every exhale. I deliberately avoided her sopping slit—each evasion granting her mounting pleasure, making her desperate.

Finally, lowering myself to her feet, I grazed my teeth and mouth over every perfect toe, tasting her heat, teasing until her legs trembled. Then, guiding her thighs apart—each muscle defined and slick with sweat—I moved up, mouth ghosting along the tender insides of her legs, savoring the shiver beneath my breath. Her core glistened; her scent drew me down. With an agonizing slowness, I traced the length of her sex, flicking my tongue fiercely over her jewel, coaxing gasps and feral moans from her. She arched wildly, surrendering and pleading with nothing but breath and sound for more. I lapped and caressed until her body quaked and her hands clung tightly to the sheets, her essence flooding over me.

I positioned myself, swelling with the urge to bury myself inside her waiting heat, my cock pressed firm against her entrance, but the look she gave me—a cocktail of hope and nerves—brought me up short. Something in her eyes asked for pause.

I eased away, rolling onto my back in surrender, hands pillowing my head. “Alright,” I said softly, my voice uneven, “take what you want from me.”

She studied me, concern flickering across her damp cheeks. “You don’t mind?” Her tone was small, almost tentative.

“If it’s what you need… find her. If she makes you happy, then go.”

She darted from the room, leaving me exposed and alone in the decadent mess of that king-sized bed, bracing myself for what I knew was coming. Shame tinged my anticipation; what would follow would test me in ways I wasn’t sure I wanted.

It was less than a minute before she returned, drawing Emma in behind her. Emma—fully dressed, her lips twisted into a knowing little smile, eyes dancing with the secret power she now held. She looked down at me, her voice dripping with mock affection. “I knew you’d need help. Couldn’t finish what you started, could you?” Whatever leverage she had over Eva, she used it expertly—and I felt it in the gutted twist in my chest.

Emma peeled off her clothes, baring herself, her confidence radiating as she pressed close to Eva by my side. The two women met in a hungry kiss, tongues entwining in shared pleasure, heat multiplying between the three of us. Eva, glowing, threw herself into the center of the bed, kneeling with her back presented to me—a silent, open invitation.

Doggy-style is primal, a raw show of animal want, but for me the best part is always connection—meeting a lover’s gaze, reading her pleasure in every little flicker of her face. But Emma caught my wavering stare, and with a thrust of her hips and a ferocious glint in her eye, mouthed, “Go on. She wants this.” I still hesitated—her interference prickled under my skin, her knowledge of Eva’s favorite things a mark of her claim.

Eva shifted, glancing back over her shoulder, flushed and panting. “Please. I am ready.”

Still I hovered, struggling, so Emma pressed her lips hotly to my ear and hissed, impatient, teasing, “What are you waiting for?”

Fury surged through me, hot and raw. My patience snapped, my voice a low, threatening growl. “If you don’t keep that mouth of yours shut, Emma, I’ll throw you out and lock the door behind you.”

She scowled, pouting, “What’s got you so worked up? I’m only trying to help, you know.”

“Help?” I spat, barely able to contain my irritation. “You’re not helping—you're deliberately winding me up.”

Before Emma could retort, Eva spun around, her eyes imploring, her voice trembling with conviction. “Please, we must stop,” she said, her words slicing through the tension. “Mr. Atkins, you do not wish to do this with me and I will burn in hell if we go on.”

Air thickened and froze, all movement suspended, the three of us trapped in an uneasy stall. Seconds dragged by—an agonizing hush—before Emma shattered it with a casual, merciless jab. “Well, it’s not like he could anyway. His cock’s gone soft.”

I stared down, mortified, a groan clawing up my throat. “You’ve killed it, Emma. Well done.”

Another spell of silence settled, suffocating and uncomfortable as we each weighed what to do next. My decision rose suddenly, inevitable. Wordlessly, I slid off the bed and began dressing, every motion deliberate. “I’m heading downstairs,” I declared, tone flat. “A stiff scotch for me. Maybe a few more. You two—do whatever you like.”

Moments later, I sat slumped on the sofa, glass in hand, amber warmth burning down my throat. The sharp taste did nothing to dull the sting radiating inside me. Soon enough, the two women entered, fingers entwined, the sombre gravity on their faces impossible to ignore. They settled beside me, their closeness a silent statement of solidarity. It was Eva who spoke first, her voice soft, her accent thick with earnestness.

“Mr. Atkins, you are a good man. Emma and I, we sinned, but not with adultery. She explains your sex games—naughty things only with each other, never breaking trust. Even if Emma says yes, with you and me, it still would have been adultery, and where would it all end? You mustn’t risk destroying your love.”

Regret twisted inside me. “Forgive me if I let you down.”

She squeezed Emma’s hand, almost smiling. “Please, I do not regret. My heart already knew. I will leave my husband and find a true lover—there’s no hell for lovers who follow desire. But let us remain friends, yes?”

There was a question in her eyes. “How close do you mean, exactly?”

“Not as close as before, I think,” she answered, a sad acceptance shading every word.

---

By Friday, household chaos forced Emma and I to tackle the filth ourselves, both of us dreading Chrissie’s return. We scrubbed and polished with nervous, silent teamwork, but when she breezed in that evening, she barely even glanced at our handiwork.

During dinner, the atmosphere lightened, conversation drifting lazily—until Emma, unpredictably, veered straight into dangerous territory. Out of nowhere, she asked, “Chrissie, what’s the true difference between adultery and infidelity?”

Chrissie stiffened, suspicion flashing in her eyes, her gaze darting between us. She asked, tightly, “And why exactly are you bringing this up?”

Ever the picture of nonchalance, Emma replied, “Oh, it’s just a silly disagreement your father and I were having.”

Chrissie’s eyes flicked to me, searching and sharp. “What are you hiding, Dad?”

Her accusation stung, my temper rising. “Why do you always assume I’m at fault?”

She simply shrugged, matter-of-fact and unflinching. “Because you’re a man.”

I gritted my teeth. “That’s a ridiculous reason. I’ve done nothing wrong, I promise you that.”

She shot a piercing look at Emma now. “Then what about you, Mum?”

Realizing she might have waded too deep into forbidden waters, Emma attempted to laugh her way out of danger. “Me? I’m completely innocent.”

Chrissie leaned forward, her tone laced with foreboding, “I can always tell when you’re hiding something, Mother. Both adultery and infidelity taste of sin, so—have you been feasting on forbidden pleasures while Daddy’s been away?”

It was as if Emma had suddenly realized the ground beneath her feet was not only treacherous, but sinking fast. “Don’t be ridiculous, Chrissie!” she shot back, but her words trembled slightly. “How could you even imply such a thing?”

Chrissie’s eyes narrowed with disbelief. Her voice rose in dramatic anguish, “I don’t believe you. Oh God—does this mean I secretly have an uncle now?”

Amused by Emma’s flustered denial, I couldn’t help but stoke the flames, my smile cruel around the edges. “No, darling, not an uncle,” I corrected with a deep, wicked satisfaction.

Chrissie’s jaw dropped in incredulity. She rounded on Emma, her gaze almost pleading, “An auntie, then? Mother, please don’t tell me you’ve surrendered to Sapphic desires?” As Emma spluttered wordlessly, Chrissie covered her face, groaning theatrically, “I always knew this day would come. And now my fate is to grow up in a fractured family. Wonderful.”

I tried to reassure her, feigning innocence. “The house stands sturdy as ever, Chrissie. Why invoke me as the culprit? Your mother’s the naughty one this time.”

Firing back, Emma’s indignation only fueled my quiet delight. “You’re a liar!” she snapped. “If anything, you had just as much to do with it!”

I shrugged carelessly. “Only because you pushed me into it.”

Chrissie finally interjected, hands raised to restore order. “Could we all just take a breath and be rational for a moment? Daddy, do you honestly expect me to believe that Mummy forced you—against your will—into a ménage à trois? Somehow, I don’t buy it.”

“It’s always two against one in this house; you never see my side because you’re both women,” I grumbled.

Trying to take charge, Chrissie pressed her palms to the table and implored, “Let’s resolve this sensibly. Has this episode of questionable virtue—please don’t give me the details—harmed your love for each other?”

In perfect sync, Emma and I chorused, “No.”

Relieved, Chrissie pursued, “So—it was a singular lapse, then? Not some ongoing party?”

“Absolutely, a single, unrepeated moment,” I vowed with extra emphasis. Silence. Emma was coldly mute.

Chrissie’s gaze fixed on her mother, pointed and polite in that dangerous way. “Sorry, Mother, I didn’t quite hear your answer?”

Emma relented with a reluctance that darkened her eyes. “It was… a one-off,” she grumbled.

With a slow, dramatic sigh, Chrissie lowered her guard. “Right then—let’s bury this scandal and move forward. I’m begging you, act like adults and resist the lure of other people’s flesh. I mean, any flesh that isn’t yours or each other’s.”

I met her gaze and matched her conviction. “You have my word, sweetheart.”

Emma echoed my promise—though a little unsteady under Chrissie’s stern scrutiny. “I’ll do my best, darling,” she vowed, but at Chrissie’s arched brow quickly amended, “I mean—I absolutely won’t let you down.”

The rest of the weekend unfurled with gentle normalcy. We slipped into our routines, the illicit spark between us doused for the moment. When I pressed a lingering kiss to Chrissie’s cheek Monday morning, she clung a moment longer and whispered urgently, “Watch over her, Daddy. And if you must travel, slip a sedative into her wine.”

---

On Wednesday, the phone jarred me from routine—work beckoned, and by evening, I was bound for Amsterdam, the city humming with possibility. A bruised dawn found me flying home Friday, anticipation prickling through my veins as I steered the car into the drive. There, a motor scooter waited—a silent, unexpected sign of something or someone new.

The moment I crossed the threshold, the scent of fresh polish and clean wood hit me—a crisp, citrus tang that filled the hallway and hinted at diligent care. I called out, “I’m home, Darling,” my voice echoing through the serene, spotless house. Just as I turned to step into our bedroom, a woman emerged from Chrissie’s room, effortlessly guiding a vacuum down the hall. She was dressed in a simple overall, her legs long and athletic beneath its hem, sneakers squeaking softly on the polished floorboards. She glanced my way, offering a shy, knowing smile before she disappeared into the guest room, ponytail swinging. I noticed the delicate curve of her jaw, the smoothness of her skin—she couldn’t have been more than twenty-five, and there was a natural beauty about her that made me linger in the hallway an extra moment.

I made my way to the bathroom, surprised by how every glinting surface invited my touch. Stepping into the shower, I found the glass immaculate, the fixtures gleaming as if buffed by expert hands. The absence of lingering soap scum wasn’t lost on me—it felt luxurious, seductive in its attention to detail. By the time I emerged, warm water still clinging to my skin, I was already grateful for these feminine touches. Downstairs, Emma greeted me, the familiar brush of her lips followed by the smoky promise of a freshly poured scotch. I relaxed into my favorite chair, savoring both the heat of the liquor and the glossy order that radiated from every corner of the room.

“So,” I began, letting the ice clink casually in my glass, “I caught a glimpse of our new housekeeper upstairs. How’s she working out?”

Emma’s eyes sparkled, a sly hint of amusement curling at the corners of her lips. “She’s a dream. Her name’s Daria, from Ukraine. She’s only been here six months, but she’s grateful to have found steady work—and so thorough. Not a speck escapes her.”

I exhaled, relieved to sense a return to normalcy. “So, we’re back to our tranquil routines, no… unexpected diversions?”

With a feline smile, Emma assured me, “Everything is absolutely under control,” then checked her watch. “She’ll be finishing up in about fifteen minutes. I should grab a quick shower before she goes.”

I frowned, sensing something beneath the surface. “A shower? Why the rush—does it matter if she’s still around?”

Emma met my gaze with an exaggerated innocence that never failed to arouse my suspicion. “Did I forget to mention her other... talent?”

A chill of foreboding crept up my spine. “No, you didn’t. What other talent might that be?”

Emma’s enthusiasm spilled over. “She’s a trained masseuse, and, Darling, she is utterly divine. Her hands make my entire body sing—it’s intensely sensual, and just a touch wicked.”

I let out an exasperated groan. “You promised you’d behave yourself.”

She leaned in, voice lower, teasing me, “She’s happy to tend to men as well, you know.”

My body stirred at the thought. “Well, I’ve already showered, so it looks like I’m first this time.”


The Heat Next Door

He was eighteen, eager, and hooked by the flash of scarlet red toenails and the promise of secrets. She was mature, married, and seemingly respectable, yet there was an undeniable spark, a boiling lust that made his palms sweat.

My gaze was utterly transfixed on the softness behind her knees, my fingers deftly adjusting the focus of the binoculars for a closer, sharper look. She was stooped low over her garden, teasing something free from a leafy stem, and as she bent deeper, the hem of her summer dress slid up her thighs, exposing a creamy expanse of skin that made my breath hitch—those extra inches felt like a secret undressing just for me. When she finally straightened, her hands moved behind her back and she arched with an alluring stretch, unwittingly putting her curves on sinfully perfect display.

My mind spun a decadent little drama: slipping across the lawn unseen, my hands gliding up under that teasing dress, her sudden gasp when my palms discovered her bare flesh. I imagined dipping beneath her panties—silky, white, a soft barrier yielding to my urgent fingers. She would flinch with surprise, then melt into it, her hips arching back in silent invitation as my fingers delved between her thighs, finding a slick heat that pulsed for me alone. Her moans would fill the air, growing desperate, wordless, pushing her body back and spreading her legs wider—craving more. I could feel the frantic thudding of her heartbeat, could almost hear her panting, pleading for me to fill her.

In my mind, I pressed my swollen cock to her velvet entrance, sliding inside, her body yielding eagerly. I thrust into her with building urgency, lost in the wet clutch of her heat, the fantasy so vivid it left me trembling.

It was overwhelming. I tore myself away from the window, tossing the binoculars aside as I crashed back on my bed. My cock strained painfully against my boxers, feverishly hard and throbbing. I grabbed a fistful of tissues, restraining myself from release, just wrapping my hand around my rigid shaft, squeezing, savoring that desperate ache while my imagination replayed the scene, ramping up the anticipation.

Why did she ignite me like this? She was older, yes—close to my mother’s age—but there was an untamed magnetism in her that obliterated every logical barrier. I remembered the very first spark, years ago, passing her at her gate, her bare feet planted on warm concrete, toenails painted a delicious crimson, her voice soft and welcoming as she asked after my school. I remembered the thrill—surprised by my reaction, the way my cock had twitched against my jeans, forcing me to jam my hand in my pocket to keep it hidden. No other woman’s feet ever haunted my fantasies since—just hers.

Her husband—a taxi driver, sullen, never home in the evenings—barely acknowledged me with a grunt if we crossed paths. I often caught myself wondering if he ever satisfied her needs, or if she ached, restless and unfulfilled, during sunlit hours when he was gone.

My fantasy unfurled again: her desperate moans, her invitations, the feel of her body moving in time with mine. My hand worked my shaft faster, chasing that sharp prickling at the base of my spine—so close to the edge now, I barely managed to snatch up tissues as slick heat threatened to spill over.

Suddenly, an intrusion shattered the haze. “You randy bugger.”

When I glanced up, it was my sister—lithe, golden-haired, effortlessly beautiful at nineteen, and just one year my senior. There was a particular intimacy to our bond, a closeness that transcended the ordinary definitions of sibling affection—steeped in trust but never crossing into the forbidden. Our friendship was utterly transparent, without secrets or hesitation. We’d shared so many liberated moments—late-night swims under a moonlit sky, candid confessions about our sexual adventures, each conversation more unfiltered than the last. She’d never shied away from the sight of my arousal, nor was she ever its source.

She strolled in, shutting the door behind her with an authority that dared me to protest. “Jerking off on a Sunday afternoon? That’s unorthodox.” Her voice was teasing, mocking, yet tinged with genuine curiosity. “What’s got you worked up this time?”

I tried for patience, striving for dignity. “Would you mind politely getting lost? This is a strictly private matter—me and my cock.”

But she settled onto the edge of my bed, crossing her long legs and completely disregarding my request. “No chance, little brother. Satisfy my curiosity, will you? What’s tempted you into stroking that impressive shaft of yours—especially on the holy day?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

I allowed a theatrical sigh. “Fine. Mrs Henderson, next door. We were in the middle of a little rendezvous—until your grand entrance.”

Her lips parted, eyes flashing with disbelief. “No way. You don’t mean her? Mrs Henderson—our married, mature neighbor?”

I held her gaze, unwavering. “Exactly. Mrs Henderson from next door. Now, kindly shut the door on your way out.”

She didn’t budge—if anything, she drew closer. “You’re a strange one, you know. I mean, what is it about her that gets you so hot? Her age, maybe?”

I shot back, emboldened. “Why, don’t you ever fantasize about older guys? Especially when you’re getting yourself off in the bath?”

Her eyebrows arched. “Who told you I touch myself in the bath?”

I smirked. “Caught you with your legs spread and your heels braced on either end. Heard your telltale squeaks when you came.”

She buried her face in her hands, but laughter bubbled through her fingers. “Oh my god, do I really squeak?”

“You do,” I assured her, grinning. “Little helpless sounds, and then you cup your hands over yourself and push your fingers deeper inside.”

She peeked through her splayed fingers, giggling. “How many times did you spy on me, you pervert?”

“Only the once. For research purposes, really. And yeah, I’ve always had a thing for Mrs Henderson—don’t ask me to defend it.”

A glimmer of hurt danced across her blue eyes. “Funny you never told me.”

I shrugged. “Should I have blurted it out?”

“We’re supposed to be partners in crime, aren’t we?”

Remorse crept in, unexpected and raw. “We are, I swear. But some kinks are harder to mouth aloud—especially when she could be our mother.”

She relented, voice softening. “Alright, I guess you’re granted a pass this time. Go on.” She nodded toward my lap, a wry smile curving on her lips.

“Go on what?”

She barely let the question slip, her tone playful. “Finish what you started.”

Embarrassment didn’t rattle me—it never did—but I played along. “Not a chance with you staring at me, you’ll wreck my rhythm. Besides, you’ve killed the mood—he’s gone all soft.”

She leaned in, her voice soft but insistent. “Come on, be reasonable. You’ve watched me in the bath—now it’s my turn. Close your eyes and show me what you were just doing for her. I want to see you lose control.”

Resistance was pointless; she knew how to get her way with that wicked glint in her eye. “Fine,” I relented quietly, “but you have to promise not to say a word.”

With her perched expectantly at the edge of my bed, I let my mind slip away and returned to the delicious fantasy of Mrs. Henderson—her body bent over, dress rucked up, panties tangled around her knees, and her soft, slick heat just waiting for me. A flush of raw need pulsed through me again and I wrapped my fist around myself, my cock already thickening as I imagined thrusting deep, filling her until I heard that desperate little gasp she made.

Sis’s voice broke through my reverie, low and breathless. “What are you doing to her now?”

Frustration bit, and I dropped my hand. “I told you: don’t interrupt. If you keep talking, I’ll never get there.”

“But I need to know,” she pressed, unashamed and almost feverish with curiosity. “What drives you wild? It’s for science—I promise.”

It was useless fighting her persistence. “All right, but you have to stay silent and just listen.” Closing my eyes, I let myself drift back to the garden, to Mrs. Henderson’s trembling anticipation.

“She’s outside. I sneak up behind her, lift her dress, press her forward so she’s bent over for me,” I murmured, voice rough with arousal. “Her panties are down and she’s completely exposed, soaking and eager. My hand slides between her thighs, stroking her open and wet. I’m undoing my trousers, getting ready to plunge inside her.”

I gave Sis a pointed glare. “Are you happy with the details now? Can I finally get lost in this without a running commentary?”

She grinned, mock-formal. “Thank you for the thorough explanation. Please, proceed.”

I sighed, half exasperated but mostly turned on by the illicit audience. “You’ve managed to sabotage my private moment entirely. Next time, I might have better luck in the middle of a busy supermarket,” I quipped dryly, but the tension in my hand betrayed my arousal as I stroked my cock again, more insistent now.

“I’m inside her,” I continued, voice strangled by pleasure. “She’s gripping me with her hot little pussy, and I hold her hips tight. I’m going slow, just to torment her, and she’s whimpering—begging me to give it to her, harder.”

Each motion brought me closer to the edge, my fist working faster; my skin tingled, the air thick with unspeakable tension.

“She’s desperate now, pleading for me to fuck her, to pound her hard,” I groaned, unable to keep up the narration. My hips bucked, my orgasm burning through me like wildfire.

“Fuck... I’m coming,” I gasped, and I surrendered, shuddering as pleasure exploded and hot release spilled onto the tissues in my hand. I collapsed back, breathing hard, bliss and exhaustion dissolving the fantasy.

From the foot of the bed Sis cried out, “Oley!”—almost celebratory.

As wave after wave of sensation ebbed away, I dropped my hand, glancing at her with a wry smile. “There, now we’re even. Or are you finally satisfied?”

She rose, admiration raw in her eyes. “Honestly, that was impressive. Robert could never do that. He just sort of... dribbles.”

I scoffed, a teasing smirk crossing my lips. “Not surprised. He always seems like he’s got a nasty smell right under his nose. Why bother with him?”

A soft flush colored her cheeks, but her answer was firm. “Because I love him.”

I shot back with a teasing sneer, "Oh, don't play coy with me. With a face and body like yours, you could have anyone at your feet. There’s no way you actually love a halfwit like him."

She gave me that sly, knowing smile, her eyes dancing with mischief. "Oh, you sweet, naïve boy. You haven’t the faintest idea what love really is. I’m attached to him for the finer things in life—his parents drip with money, and he has that sleek BMW convertible." She tossed her hair with exaggerated flair, making it clear she was only half teasing. As she turned for the door, her hips swaying provocatively, she shot back, "I’m making tea. Be a darling—wash your hands before you come downstairs."

---

I’d never been one for a steady girlfriend, too unruly for commitment, too addicted to variety. Changing partners thrilled me. I could slip into bed with anyone I wanted—effortlessly. Word had gotten around; every girl seemed eager, perhaps curious about the rumors swirling about the impressive size hidden between my legs. Their hungry fingers and greedy lips only confirmed it.

Dating the beautiful ones bored me. Pretty girls fluttered around, hollow and predictable, believing male attention was their birthright, offering nothing but languid, vapid kisses and lackluster sighs. No, my senses craved the electricity beneath the surface—the feverish, insatiable hunger that simmered just out of sight.

It was my secret knack: I could pick a truly passionate woman from a crowd with a single glance, a fleeting gesture, a subtle flush creeping across her chest. That nearly imperceptible sign always gave her away, every single time, and my instincts had never let me down.

With Mrs. Henderson, that boiling lust was obvious—so much so it made my palms sweat with anticipation. Every time she bent over in the garden or fetched the post in a too-short skirt, temptation clawed at me, raw and impatient. God, I ached to slip my hand beneath her panties, to stroke that forbidden heat. But she was always just out of reach—a tantalizing daydream, delicious and tormenting.

Until one summer afternoon, when fate twisted deliciously in my favor.

She was out in the garden, pushing her battered mower through a sea of overgrown grass—her husband nowhere to be seen, as usual. He’d earned a reputation as a ghost, sleeping away the sunlight and haunting the house at night, never lifting a finger to help her tame the unruly garden. She fought alone, sweat trickling down her neck, her dress clinging damply to her curves. My pulse thrummed as I watched her struggle, all glistening heat and helpless effort.

I paused at the gate, caught between concern and excitement, then couldn’t resist—"Mrs. Henderson, do you want a hand with that?"

She faced me, and my chest tightened. Drops of perspiration shone on her skin, her breath ragged and flushed with heat. "Oh, Peter, would you? That would be heaven—I can barely budge this thing anymore." The gratitude in her eyes was unmistakable.

I hopped onto the lawn without a second thought, nerves tingling with anticipation. As I gripped the handle, I blurted, "You shouldn’t have to do the heavy work, not when you’re so delicate." Instantly, I cringed—what a ridiculous, patronizing line!

But she only laughed, breathy and rich. "Well, thank you, kind Sir. My husband’s snoring like a beast—he’d never sully his hands with garden work anyway. I’m losing the battle with this wild patch of green. Come inside for a cold drink when you’re done. You’ve earned it."

Even though her lawn wasn’t vast, the effort to tame the unruly grass left me hot, my shirt clinging damply to my skin as I wrestled the mower through the dense green jungle. Every few moments I had to pause, emptying the heavy grass box, my hands stained and raw from the work. Just as I was drawing the last stubborn swathes to a close, Mr. Henderson strode out from the house. His gaze held no warmth—only a brisk obligation as he pressed a crisp five-pound note into my palm, his words clipped: “Here you are.”

I murmured a half-hearted protest, but truth be told, I wasn’t about to refuse the cash. Money carries its own sweet satisfaction. Within minutes, he slid behind the wheel of his cab, the engine purring to life before he disappeared down the street, leaving the warm hush of dusk in his wake.

With the mower tucked away behind the house, I made my way to the back door, grass stuck to my forearms. When she opened it, the scent of her—soap and something faintly floral—spilled out. “Your husband gave me five pounds. I didn’t do it for the money, but… thanks, anyway. I guess I should get going,” I told her.

She fixed me with a determined look, her eyes glinting as she seized my hand and tugged me inside. “Oh, no. You’re not running off without something cold to drink.” Her touch was confident, unhurried, the kind of contact that lingered even after she let go.

Inside the living room, the golden slant of late sun spilled over two sweating cans of beer on the table. She nodded at them, a playful smirk on her lips. “You’re old enough to drink, aren’t you? You certainly look it.”

I popped the tab, the hiss breaking the quiet, and took a long pull—each cool swallow a decadent relief.

She watched me with a knowing smile, her posture relaxed but attentive. “The other can’s for you too. I’ve made myself some tea. Jack, you know, never touches any of this. Job rules.”

The first beer vanished quickly, cool bubbles fizzing on my tongue. As I reached for the second, her voice curled around the room, laced with both concern and something else—something electric. “You aren’t skipping supper, are you? I’d hate to have your mother after me.” The implication hung between us.

I shrugged, my gaze dropping for a moment, and caught the flash of red on her toenails—startling and bold—a splash of color against the soft skin of her bare feet. My body responded immediately, desire surging sharp and undeniable.

I let my eyes linger upward, devouring the elegant skim of her ankles, the toned line of her calves. Her dress rode up above her knees, and her thighs called to me, slender yet inviting, promising everything I yearned for. She was slim, almost delicate, yet her curves spoke of secrets worth exploring. Her cut-dark hair framed her face, striking and modern—the kind of woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

When my hungry glance settled again at her knees, I couldn’t tear my mind from the fantasy of her parting them, letting me glimpse more. Heat pooled low and tight in my belly. I realized she was waiting, her eyes fixed on me—expectant, deliberate.

“Well?” she asked, voice soft but edged with challenge.

I blinked, caught off guard. “I’m sorry… what did you say?”

She leaned back, laughter dancing in her eyes. “I asked how college is—and what you’re studying.”

I tried to collect myself, fighting to keep my focus fixed anywhere but on the rise of her breasts beneath thin fabric. “I’m doing economics and computer science. Not too exciting, I guess.”

She arched an eyebrow, her lips curving slyly. “And a girlfriend? I imagine a young man your age is… eager.”

Her candor sent a jolt through me, lifting the corners of my mouth. Suddenly emboldened, I let the truth slip in a low voice, “Honestly? I think about you more than I should.”

Color flared in her cheeks, her composure cracking as her eyes snapped to mine—surprised, uncertain, and so incredibly alive. “I beg your pardon?” she asked, her words sharp and charged, the air between us suddenly thick with anticipation.

Maybe it was the alcohol working its reckless magic, but inhibition had deserted me and left me bold and burning. My words slid out, brazen and raw, “You’re in my thoughts almost constantly—you always have been. You have no idea the power you have over me, the things I’ve imagined doing with you while I touch myself alone in my room. Right now, I’d give anything for you to spread your legs and let me see you.” My confession hung between us, erotic and defiant—there was no taking it back now.

Her entire body froze. For a moment, she looked electrified—eyes wide, lips parted, a vivid flush blooming across her cheeks. Abruptly, she rose to her feet, her tone clipped, her spine rigid with shock. “Peter, I think it’s time for you to go. You’ve…overstayed your welcome.”

Shame and adrenaline tangled in my chest as I pushed my chair back and stood. “Sorry if I crossed the line, Mrs Henderson. I didn’t mean to offend you—I just wanted to be honest. Thank you, honestly, for the drinks and the money.” I hesitated, searching her face for any hint of forgiveness, but there was nothing but strained composure. Awkwardly, I let myself out, the cool evening air doing nothing to douse the heat in my veins.

The walk home was short, but my pulse didn’t slow until I was inside, climbing the stairs to the sanctuary of my room. My mother’s voice floated from the kitchen, snapping me from my reverie. “Peter, is that you? Dinner’s nearly ready!”

“Okay, Mum,” I called back, forcing my tone to sound normal.

Music thumped from my sister’s room. I knocked lightly, needing the distraction, and found her sprawled on her bed with a magazine, her gaze curious as she looked up. “What’s up, Bruv?”

I perched beside her, the mattress shifting beneath me, and sighed heavily. “I think I’ve done something monumentally stupid.”

Her expression sobered immediately. “What now? What have you done?”

I met her eyes, my bravado replaced by raw honesty. “I told Mrs Henderson I wanted her to open her legs for me.”

She sat up, hit pause on her stereo, and stared. Silence thickened between us before she finally said, “Please repeat that. Because it sounded like you just told me you asked Mrs Henderson to spread her legs.”

“That’s exactly what I said.”

“Right. Explain yourself—from the top.”

I recounted the nerve-wracking, hormone-soaked events of the last hour, every mortifying detail spilling out as her face ran through astonishment, horror, and grudging amusement. My voice dropped as I asked, “What the hell should I do now?”

She made a show of pondering, her lips pursing, teasing out the possibilities. “You have several options. Plead temporary insanity. Grow a beard, change your name, vanish off the map. Or, honestly? Suicide’s looking like the best bet. Because if Dad finds out, he’ll finish the job.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, nerves and fear mixing in my gut. “So…no chance he’ll take this as some kind of joke?”

She didn’t even acknowledge the question. “What were you thinking, Peter?” she groaned. “It wouldn’t be quite so bad if she lived across town, but she’s literally next door. You are, to put it politely, completely fucked.”

I groaned. “So that’s it—I’m dead.”

“As extinct as the dodo, mate.”

Standing, I managed a weak smile. “Sound advice, Sis. You always know how to put it in perspective.”

She slid off the bed, her expression shifting from teasing to oddly tender, and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her body, warm and surprisingly soft, pressed against mine, a sisterly comfort but dangerously close. “Want me to go and have a word with her?” she murmured, her voice half-serious, half-jesting. “Maybe I could tell her you’re shooting up in secret and go off your rocker now and then. Or maybe she’ll just feel secretly thrilled, knowing a young guy next door wants her.” Her lips brushed my ear—playful, but her words lingered like a secret dare. “You know, maybe she’ll savor the attention. Hold it close to her heart and never breathe a word to anyone.”

I prayed that she was right, that Mrs. Henderson would tuck away my reckless confession as her little ego-boost. But sleep teased and denied me all night. Every time I closed my eyes, Mrs. Henderson’s startled face haunted me—blushing, imperious, and impossibly close.

---

Days limped past, humiliating and restless. I started sneaking home by winding streets, dodging the hedge and the familiar white gate as if it were electrified. After a week, my anxiety dulled—just in time for reality to slap me across the face. One afternoon, I spotted her. Mrs. Henderson herself, waiting at the gate; her presence so deliberate, almost staged. When I came near, she crooked a finger—inviting, commanding.

I swallowed my nerves, trying for casual but barely managing “Hello, Mrs. Henderson,” as I edged past my own house.

That luscious smile barely curled her lips. All she said was, “My grass needs cutting again.” There was something lazy and loaded in her tone, like a private joke only she understood.

My gaze dropped to her lawn—hardly overgrown, nothing urgent. “When do you want it doing?” I asked, voice unsteady.

A sly sparkle in her eye. “Now would be perfect. It won’t take too long. When you’re done, come in—I’ll pour you a beer.” Her lips twitched as she added, “Jack’s left early for work.” That last piece wasn’t necessary, but she delivered it with pointed calm.

She reached toward my hand, fingers brushing mine as she took my briefcase. “I’ll take care of this,” she said—almost like a promise.

The mower was already waiting. I got to work, keeping my head down, blades whirring through the lush grass. The air shimmered with tension. In fifteen minutes, I was finished—barely a handful of cuttings, but I dragged the machine round the back anyway and knocked on her back door.

She opened it, barefoot, her toenails painted a decadent, scarlet red. Every detail seared into my memory. “I’m done,” I stammered, “so… may I have my case?”

She turned, hips swaying, her words drifting over her bare shoulder. “Come inside and fetch it yourself.”

Reluctance buzzed beneath my skin, but refusing would have been pointless. I slipped into her living room, nerves vibrating.

She had my case perched on her lap like a prize. I just stood there, hands out, unable to meet her gaze. “Please, Mrs. Henderson. My case?”

Her mouth was a sly, secret thing. “Sit down,” she said softly. Another command.

After a moment’s hesitation, I obeyed, perching at the edge of the armchair across from her. I could feel the apology tumbling from my lips before I even thought to stop it. “About last time—I’m… really sorry. I never meant to insult you. I don’t know what got into me—”

She silenced me with a lifted palm, eyes glittering. “That’s alright. You’re forgiven.” Then she held my gaze—longer, deeper, and something passed between us, dangerous and electric. “But tell me,” she continued in a low voice, “did you really mean it? Do you imagine me when you… touch yourself?”

My heart thudded. “Yes,” I whispered. Honesty tasted like adrenaline.

She leaned back, studying me. Her voice was a challenge: “How often do you… do that?”

I didn’t look away. “At least… at least once a day.”

A tense silence stretched between us, thick and loaded. I could guess what she would ask next, and when she did—her tone quiet, almost reverent—I felt her words slip beneath my skin. “In these fantasies,” she whispered, “what do you do to me?”

There was no point in lying or holding back. “I fuck you,” I said, voice rough with longing.

She closed her eyes, her expression contorting as if my words struck some raw, secret nerve. Then, after a beat that seemed to stretch forever, her gaze found mine again—cool, steady, but shimmering with something she was refusing to name. “You’re astoundingly blunt, you know that? Perhaps you could have softened your answer a touch, hmm? Maybe ‘make love’ would sound better on your lips?”

I barely hesitated. “Make love, fuck… Honestly, does it really matter what you call it?” My tone was low, teasing. “I want to draw pleasure from you until you’re breathless, aching, until you’re whispering desperate little please for more.”

Her lips twisted in a half-grin, a soft huff of laughter escaping her. “Subtlety isn’t your strong suit, is it?” She shook her head, amused and maybe a little bit impressed. “Let me guess—when you imagine me, am I the one begging for it?”

“Every single time,” I confessed, letting the confession hang heavy in the charged air between us. “You’re incredible, Mrs. Henderson. Honestly, you’re the best fantasy I’ve ever had.”

She tilted her head, laughter dancing in her eyes as she regarded me. “That’s quite a compliment… even if you deliver it with all the delicacy of a sledgehammer. You’re something else, you know.”

The room settled into a thick, electric silence, her gaze locked on mine like she was tracing the outline of my thoughts. The anticipation pulsed between us, sharp and tingling, and I could all but taste the longing on my tongue. I held my breath; this was her move to make now. She’d led us here—now I was hers, waiting.

Her voice was soft and deliberate when she spoke at last. “Last time you visited, you told me to open my legs for you.”

The memory poured hot through my veins. I said nothing, watching her—my pulse thudding as her indecision flickered across her face. But then, so slowly it felt like torture, she parted her knees. Her skin was exquisitely smooth, thighs pale against the flush of her dress—and then I saw those red panties, vivid and tight across her mound.

My cock swelled, straining hard against the fabric of my trousers. I made no effort to hide my arousal. When her thighs were about a foot apart, she paused, a teasing glimmer in her eyes. “Is that wide enough for you?”

I shook my head, hungry, my voice thick. “Wider. Let me see all of you.”

She didn’t rush. Instead, she played it out, widening her knees with agonizing slowness. The dress slipped higher until her legs were bare, the hem bunched up around her hips—those scarlet panties the only barrier. My erection throbbed painfully, every nerve buzzed with feverish want; I could barely stop myself from coming without so much as a touch.

Her breathing grew shallow, quick, the rise and fall of her chest betraying her excitement. Then she whispered with wicked quiet, “You like what you see, don't you? Looks like there’s a very obvious reaction in your pants. Let’s not be coy—why don’t you show me what you’re hiding?”

My fingers hovered over my zipper, then paused. “I’ll put on a show for you... but only if you treat me to the same. Give me yours, and I’ll give you mine.”

Time seemed to crawl while she considered it, both of us suspended, hungrier by the second. Finally, she curled a finger between her thighs and, in one swift gesture, hooked the crotch of her panties to the side—an intoxicating glimpse of dusky hair, a flash so fleeting I barely trusted I’d seen it before she snapped the fabric right back in place.

It wasn’t enough. I needed to see every inch of her, needed her to give herself up to the moment. “That was a tease—a blur. If you want to see mine properly, you’ll have to play fair. Hold your panties aside, let me admire you, really.”

Her eyes sparked with indignation. “Let’s get something straight,” she shot back, her tone deliciously commanding. “You’re in my home, young man. Don’t forget yourself—I set the rules. And I asked first.”

A wild, almost giddy laugh threatened to spill out, the absurdity of our game teasing dangerously close to breaking the tension. We were like two teenagers caught up in a forbidden dare, yet a delicious boldness was rising inside me. I steadied myself, drawing in a smooth, measured breath.

With a deliberate calm, I said, “Let’s be honest with each other, shall we? Who started this delicious little dance—me, or you? Who invited me in, opened up, tempted me? You chose to part your thighs, not me—not this time. So if you’ve changed your mind about letting me see all of you... well, I can go. No hard feelings.”

Silence. Mrs. Henderson just glared, chin lifted, her eyes fierce and unyielding—a proud defiance radiating from her. I wondered, was she about to put me in my place? Or risk everything and offer herself up completely?

Then, with a breathy, shuddering exhale, she slid a trembling hand between her legs. Her fingers caught at the edge of scarlet lace, tugging insistently until the fabric surrendered. She pulled her panties aside and held them there, exposing herself to me fully—raw, intimate, and devastatingly beautiful.

My pulse rioted, and every aching fantasy I’d ever harbored snapped into focus. Her folds, flushed deep red and glistening, parted with unabashed invitation. Tiny curls of midnight hair were slicked, their darkness gleaming with her arousal. She was swollen, needy; her hunger was written all over her, a woman’s answer to the ache of my own desire.

I had to offer my own proof, a carnal exchange. My hands fumbled at my zipper—impatience and hunger making me clumsy. I freed my cock with effort, my length standing hard and proud, threatening every last thread of fabric. I caught her gaze as she appraised me openly, lips parted, eyes wide as if she’d never believed the reality of me until this very moment.

She whispered, pure wonder in her voice, “My God, is that actually real?”

But I barely had a beat to savor her awe before a sudden jolt of panic crashed through me. I glanced at my watch and felt the color drain from my cheeks. Oh hell—nearly seven. My mother’s birthday dinner was waiting, and I’d nearly forgotten in the rush of lust and adrenaline.

Groaning, I tucked myself hastily away, yanked my zipper up, and surged to my feet. “Mrs. Henderson, I’m sorry, truly—it couldn’t be worse timing, but I have to go. My mother—her birthday—I can’t miss it.”

She stared at me, thunderstruck, her raw need flashing to irritation. “You’re kidding. Just when I thought the party was about to start. Jack won’t be home for hours—can’t you come back tonight?”

Agony twisted inside me. “I wish I could. God, I don’t want to leave. But it’s out of my hands.”

Her dress slid back down, concealing the heat I craved. She shot me a rueful, almost wounded look. “Well, thank you very much. Today was supposed to be my birthday.”

Desperate to reclaim some kind of hope, I said, “Tomorrow, maybe?”

She shook her head, frustration curling her lips. “No chance. Jack's home for five days after today, which is why he’s working so late right now.”

I counted hurriedly on my fingers, the calculation making my heart race. “Monday, then. Will you still want me as much?”

A sly, wicked gleam lit her face. “If I haven’t worn myself out waiting for you.”

I bent down, brushing a soft kiss to her cheek, lingering long enough to breathe her in. “Mrs. Henderson, you’re every fantasy I’ve ever had. Next Monday, I want it all. Right now, I have to go.”

She watched me, forlorn and flushed, as I dashed out—her need and mine heavy in the air.

When I burst through my own front door, my sister stood waiting, her arms crossed, glaring daggers. She chided in a sharp whisper, “Where the hell were you? Dinner’s been ready forever and Dad’s losing his mind.”

I bounded up the stairs with a rush of energy, pause at the landing, and leaned toward her, voice low and wicked with mischief. “I’ve just had the pleasure of an up-close inspection of Mrs Henderson’s pussy.”

Her jaw dropped; she stood rooted in the hallway, wide-eyed, speechless, and more than a little scandalized. The moment lingered deliciously before I turned and left her suspended in curiosity.

Dinner, mercifully, was suffused with warmth—my mother’s forgiveness wrapping around me like a soft shawl. She fussed over the delicate watch I’d chosen for her, her eyes bright with real affection. My father’s stern gaze darted across the table but my mother’s gentle admonishment shut him down, her voice soft yet firm. “Let it go, John. He’s here, that’s all that counts.”

Lovingly naive, my mother had a heart bigger than the world. My father, though fair, ruled with silent intimidation—a presence impossible to ignore, demanding respect and bristling at anything that might drag our family’s name through the mud. We adored him, but still, traces of fear colored the edges of our love.

The atmosphere relaxed, the tension melting under the gentle fizz of champagne and laughter. My sister watched me relentlessly all evening, eyes probing, hunting for secrets. After dinner, we descended into playful chaos—ridiculous games, mother giggling like a girl, the evening stretching late into the night until we were, at last, spent and content.

Lying in bed, I watched moonlight slip across the ceiling, anticipation gnawing. The door opened quietly. My sister tiptoed in, her slender form enveloped in a skimpy, butter-yellow nightie. The hem barely kissed her thighs, and she gave off the unstudied allure of someone who could seduce fully clothed.

She pressed close, her tone a delicious conspiracy. “Spill. Now.”

Feigning innocence, I shrugged. “About what?” Her fingers found my thigh and pinched so hard I gasped, biting back a yelp.

“Cut the crap. I want details,” she hissed, her gaze hard with curiosity.

So, I gave in—retelling every delicious, breathless moment of the afternoon. She listened silently, rapt. When I’d finished, she exhaled. “That horny cow. So, are you going to fuck her next Monday, or what?”

I drew back theatrically, grinning. “Goodness, how can you say such a thing?” Then, my voice dropped, teasing, “What do you expect us to do—play Scrabble? Of course I’m going to fuck her senseless. She’s practically begging for it. Until then I’ll have to pacify myself—might have to raid your tissue stash.”

A shadow flickered across her face, uncertain, hungry. “What’s wrong?” I asked gently.

She half smiled, uncertain. “It’s weird. You’re my baby brother, and the idea of some older woman all over you... I’m not sure I like it. Girls your age, fine—that’s normal. But this? Maybe I’m jealous.”

I sat up, pulled her into my arms, and pressed a tender kiss to her forehead. “Don’t be. You’re always the one in my dreams. But you and me—well, there’s the little issue of you being my sister.” I stroked her hair, my voice playful again. “You could come be the referee if you want. If Mrs Henderson tries anything scandalous, you can blow the whistle and give her a penalty card.”

Her hesitant laughter filled the room, thick with things neither of us dared to say.

She straightened, her voice taut and motherly but edged with a current of worry. “Just be careful. If her husband catches you, you’re dead. And if Dad finds out...” Her eyes flickered downward, then back up at me. “Let’s just say you won’t have much left for Mrs. Henderson to touch.” The threat hung deliciously in the air, equal parts warning and sibling protectiveness.

---

Those five days crawled torturously, every hour thick with a restless energy. Finally, Monday arrived, pulsing with wild anticipation. At lunchtime, I called her—my voice barely containing my hunger. “Eight o’clock?” I murmured, simple and direct.

Her voice was warm, teasing, a promise in a single word: “Yes.” Then, with a sudden laugh, she caught me off guard, “You’re sure it’s not anyone’s birthday tonight?” The flare of mischief made me grin. “No surprises,” I chuckled, letting the expectation settle between us before ending the call.

After dinner, I wiped my lips and stood up, forcing a lazy casualness I didn’t feel. “Heading out, everyone, and I’ll be back around eleven.” My parents exchanged glances, surprised at the formality. I caught Sis sighing, long lashes fluttering as if the weight of what I wasn’t saying pressed on her.

Fresh from the shower, hair still damp, I walked into my room and found her perched anxiously on my bed. She’d never looked quite so serious, eyes searching my face. Her voice, hushed and shaky, startled me: “Peter, please, please be careful.” She never—not once—called me Peter unless she was truly scared. Normally it was just Bruv, or something even more offensive.

Slipping out the front door, my heart pounding, I strolled a few paces, feigning nonchalance before ducking into the Hendersons’ dark gateway. I hurried, heart thundering, along the shadowed path and tapped softly on the back door.

The door swung open almost instantly. There she stood, framed by the soft glow from inside, wrapped in a red dress cut daringly low to reveal the delicious curve of her breasts. Her feet were bare, toenails painted to match the dress, flickers of perfume teasing my senses. She was radiant—formidable and inviting.

I slipped inside; she moved swiftly to close the door behind us. Her voice was firm but breathy, like she was reining something in. “Are you sure you want this? You could change your mind, you know.”

I met her gaze, the tension building deliciously in the space between us. “What if I said I wasn’t sure?” I asked, teasing the possibility.

She arched one eyebrow, mischief dancing in her eyes. “Well, I’d keep quiet and then probably drive my knee right between your legs.” Her threat was playful, but just sharp enough to make my breath catch.

That devilish glint hit me square in the chest. “You drive a hard bargain, Bette. I’m sure—I want it. I want you.”

She turned, as if heading for the stairs. But I caught her wrist, holding her gently. “Where are you going?”

She blinked, surprised. “Most people have sex in a bedroom, you know.”

I grinned, heat rising between us. “I’m not most people. I’m barely a grown-up. I’m only eighteen, remember?” My voice dropped, thick with hungry certainty. “Last time, you let me look. I want to carry on—right here. We can do bedrooms later.”

She hesitated, voice suddenly small, vulnerable. “You might be eighteen, but I’m not,” she confessed. “It’s been so long for me—I’m nervous.”

My confidence softened; my pulse hammered for her. “Why are you nervous?” I asked, stepping closer, needing to close the aching distance.

Her eyes sparkled, an aching honesty in her admission. “Because I worry I’ll disappoint you. You already seem to know so much, and I—I should be the one teaching you.”

I couldn’t help myself—I scooped her up in my arms. She was soft, impossibly light, her laughter trembling against my neck as I carried her into the living room. I sat her down in a deep, comfortable chair, claiming the seat opposite with deliberate, commanding calm.

“Alright, Mrs. Henderson,” I said, voice thick with intent, “tonight, I’m the one calling the shots. Take off your panties for me.”

She gazed at me, cheeks burning with color, then a sly smile curled at her lips. “Wouldn’t you rather call me Betty? Or better yet—Bette. I much prefer that.”

“You’ll always be Mrs. Henderson in my imaginings,” I replied, my voice low and hungry, my eyes fixed on the shadowed triangle beneath her dress. “So I’d rather keep calling you that. But tell me, why are those panties still on? What are you waiting for?”

For a heartbeat, she hesitated, her cheeks tinted with embarrassment and barely contained desire. Then, with almost ceremonial slowness, her slender fingers slid beneath the hem of her crimson dress. I watched the elegant arch of her back as she delicately lifted her hips, the soft rustle of fabric heightened every breath between us. In a fluid, sensual motion, she drew her panties down her thighs, slipping them past her knees, one slender foot after the other. She flicked them off with a playful yet defiant kick, sending the silken scrap fluttering to the floor right in front of me.

I picked up her panties, still warm from her skin, and brought them to my face. Their musky, intoxicating scent—a heady cocktail of sweat, arousal, and pure femininity—sent a violent jolt of excitement through me, making my cock throb and swell, aching for her.

“Spread your legs for me,” I murmured softly, each word a caress that made her arch unconsciously. “Wider, Mrs. Henderson. As wide as you can.”

Her eyelids fluttered closed, lashes resting delicately on flushed cheeks. With measured restraint, she slowly opened her legs, exposing herself utterly, gloriously, to my greedy gaze. Her pussy glistened—a lush, vermilion cleft swollen and shining with arousal. Her labia were full, pronounced, flushed with urgent blood, and her clitoral hood—a dark, almost mahogany shade—parted slightly to reveal the tender nub beneath. Her breath sawed in and out, breasts heaving beneath the red fabric; every exhale was ragged, colored with anticipation and delicious dread.

“Are you excited?” I asked, voice barely audible, almost reverent. Still unwilling, or unable, to open her eyes, she nodded, biting her lower lip.

“Don’t open your eyes yet,” I said, savoring her vulnerability and trust.

Rising from my chair, I moved in front of her and knelt, my own body trembling with tension. I gripped my cock, feeling the relentless pulse of blood raging through me. I leaned in, stopping just short of her wet, needy folds. The heat of her sex, the scent of her readiness, filled every molecule of air between us—a dizzying, animal perfume that threatened to undo me completely. A droplet of her arousal gathered and trembled at the base of her slit, drawing me in like gravity.

My tongue darted out, feather-light, and grazed her clitoris. The sudden, unexpected contact made her entire body jolt, her hands flying to her breasts, squeezing them fiercely through the dress, fingers digging in as if needing something to anchor herself to the present intensity. I whispered, “Keep those eyes closed,” then drew another gentle circle around her exquisitely sensitive bud.

She gasped, quivered, then tilted her hips forward, wordlessly begging for more. “Please… don’t stop,” she whispered hoarsely, so vulnerable yet so commanding in her need.

I obliged, tracing gentle, torturous flicks over her clit, then enclosing it with my lips, sucking lightly, teasing, nibbling with just the barest pressure. Her moans grew more desperate, more raw. I sensed her unraveling, felt her legs begin to tense and shake—they snapped tight around my head, holding me captive. Her hands clenched my hair, her cries high and cracking with pleasure that bordered on pain. A rush of wetness spilled over my chin—hot, urgent, wild.

She ground herself against my face, lost in the uncontrollable spasms of her climax, her body bucking as I coaxed every last jolt from her trembling core. Slowly, the intensity faded. Her grip softened; her thighs parted, and her hands slipped from my hair, leaving my scalp deliciously sore.

Her eyes fluttered open at last, and she looked down at me as if seeing some new universe. “So that’s what it feels like… I never knew it could be like that,” she whispered, voice quivering with awe, satisfaction, and the faintest touch of fear at how completely she’d surrendered to me.

I rose from my knees, every muscle taut with need, and returned to my seat. My cock jutted forward, thick and straining, the hungry ache in my balls pulsing with urgency—a nearly painful throb that demanded release. Her gaze slid downward, skeptical yet undeniably intrigued, her eyes lingering with a question that vibrated in the charged air between us.

“Are you planning to actually use that on me?” she challenged, her voice low and teasing, yet edged with curiosity.

A wicked smile curled my lips. “Why else would I bring it? I fully intend to fuck you senseless, Mrs Henderson.”

“Well, that’s the spirit of romance,” she tossed back, dry as gin.

I grinned wider, unashamed. “If you wanted candlelight and roses, you’ve got the wrong man. I’m here because I need this—need you. I’ve lost count of the filthy ways I’ve imagined having you, but I know it’s never enough. I’m young, I’m fit, and I burn for you like an animal. Get ready—because this is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

She rolled her eyes, feigning boredom. “You think you can intimidate me? There are men better than you—at least there have been in my fantasies. Though, I might have to adjust my expectations, seeing as none of them matched the size of what you’re packing.”

I didn’t bother hiding my arousal as I stripped bare, my clothes tumbling to the floor. I stood before her, bold and hard, my cock jutting imposingly. “Do you want me to take you while you’re still clothed or should I have you naked?”

She rose at once, nimble and fearless, peeling her dress away in one fluid movement. She wore no bra—her breasts were lush and full, unexpectedly firm, rising and falling with every breath she took. Her belly was flat, defined by the subtle tan line of a bikini—I wondered what it might be like to watch her sunbathe, naked, glistening with sweat, seducing the sunlight itself. The thought sent a fresh rush of desire through me.

My eyes trailed appreciatively over her curves, my voice thick with need. “Mrs Henderson, you are honestly breathtaking. That body… it’s exquisite.”

She just smirked, a subtle glimmer of pride in her eye. “Well, I put in some effort.”

I stepped behind her, my hands molding to the curve of her waist. With gentle insistence, I turned her, positioning her so she bent over, bracing herself on the chair’s arms, her body open for me. “Lean in and hold on—I want you like this. I want to take you from behind, feel every inch of you grasping me.”

Without protest, she obliged, spreading her legs wider, boldly offering herself to me. I nudged her feet apart with my own, trailing my hand beneath her, finding her slick and lush with arousal. I traced my fingers along her folds, feeling her softness, the wet heat beckoning me deeper. She sucked in a shaky breath, her voice husky and full of sass. “Is that really going to fit? Should I ask for anesthesia before you try?”

Her wit made me grin, but my own need overpowered everything else. When her pussy was slick and ready, I pressed my cock to her entrance, easing in—inch by delicious inch—until she was stretched around me, hot and wanting. “Just say the word if it’s too much,” I murmured, teasing her.

“I’ll say nothing,” she shot back, voice trembling with anticipation.

I’d taken the edge off earlier with my own hand, hoping it would help me last longer—but even so, the intoxicating heat of her nearly undid me. I started slow, measured strokes, savoring the way her body clung to mine, the tension rising between us with every movement. She turned her head, her eyes wild. “You’re teasing me—drawing it out so I’ll beg. But I won’t. In fact, if you don’t stop holding back, I’ll scream so loud the neighbors will hear.”

Her threat, hungry and sincere, spurred me on. I plunged into her harder, my thrusts deepening, finding a desperate rhythm as the coil inside me tightened. I groaned, the climax already building. “I’m close, Mrs Henderson—so close.”

A smirk flickered in her voice, the words trembling on her lips. “Don’t stop—just fuck me.”

The final moments were a savage, frenzied blur—my hips slamming ferociously into her, each relentless thrust driving us both to a fever pitch. Our bodies met with thunderous, urgent smacks, the sound echoing through the room and mingling with her wild, high-pitched squeals, raw and unrestrained. That desperate, animalistic need overtook me entirely, and as I came, my cock deep inside her, a guttural, primal growl tore from my throat. It was untamed pleasure, the kind that seizes your entire body and leaves you trembling, powerless. I lost myself, spilling into her as a bone-deep, devastating climax ripped through me—long, shattering, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My legs collapsed beneath me; my body surrendered, slumping boneless over her, neither of us able to move.

She gasped, arms giving way under my weight, and we toppled together onto the chair—an untidy tangle of limbs and heated flesh. I rolled off and crashed onto the cool floor, sprawled out and panting hard, my heart pounding as if I’d just raced to the edge of the world. My chest heaved, sweat slick between my skin and her scent.

With a low groan, she twisted around in the chair, her legs splayed and feet resting intimately on my chest, her body still humming with the afterglow. Silence washed over us, charged and thick, until finally she gazed down at me, her lips curled into a sly, satisfied smile. Her voice was a sultry whisper, loaded with contentment. “That was utterly delicious, young man.”

I gave her a shaky, exhausted grin. “Couldn’t agree more.”

A few lazy heartbeats passed before she jolted upright. “Christ!” she rasped, vaulting to her feet and darting for the door so suddenly that panic seized me. Shit. Only one thing could send her running like that—her husband. My blood turned to ice as I scrambled to gather my clothes with desperate speed, tugging them on with trembling hands. I tried to arrange myself on the chair, aiming for nonchalance but sure I looked anything but casual.

She returned a heartbeat later, sauntering in—all curves and naked satisfaction, no hint of an angry husband in sight. My heart slowed as I realized I’d survived that scare. I stared at her helplessly, half annoyed, half relieved. “What the hell was that about?” I demanded, my voice tight.

She shrugged with blasé indifference. “Nothing.”

“‘Nothing’? I nearly had a heart attack! For a second, I thought your husband had walked in—I was ready to bolt through the bloody window.”

She broke into a breathless, wicked giggle that made my cock twitch all over again. “Oh, darling, he’s hours away. I just remembered I left joss sticks and candles burning upstairs—thought I was seducing you in the bedroom, not down here. By the time I got up there, I was sure something was on fire!”

I let out a groan, dropping my head into my hands in comic despair. “Christ, don’t do that again. You’re going to give me a complex. Or render me useless, which would be a tragedy. Can I use your shower?”

Her voice was an intimate promise, low and teasing. “Please do. I’ll join you—if you can stand.”

Later, as I was ready to leave, we stood together at her back door. The darkness wrapped around us, the heat of what we’d shared still pulsing between us. She hesitated, voice soft and revealing a rare vulnerability. “Would you want to do this again?”

My hands found her face, gentle with affection I hadn’t expected. I pressed a lingering kiss to her lips, tasting her, promising her more. “With you, Mrs Henderson? This is just the beginning. There’s so much left for us to discover—you just have to tell me when you’ve had your fill.”

She smiled, her eyes alight with mischief. “Thursday?”

“Thursday it is. Goodnight—and may your dreams be as erotic as your reality.”

When I slipped quietly into my parents’ house, they were glued to the TV. I stuck my head round the door and gave a casual, “Hey.”

Mum barely glanced up, asking if I’d enjoyed my evening. “Yeah, I did,” I replied, letting the understatement hang deliciously in the air. I escaped to my room, surfing the internet aimlessly and grinning, knowing full well there’d be no sleep tonight. My sister would be home soon, and she’d want every filthy detail—the story wasn’t over, not by a long shot.

After what felt like forever, I finally heard her familiar, light footfalls tracing their way up the staircase, my anticipation growing with every creak of the boards. She pushed her way into my room with all the subtlety of a storm. The mattress dipped as she perched herself beside me, her voice low and commanding. “Start at the beginning. I want it all—every filthy detail. Don’t you dare skip a thing.”

So I unraveled the night for her, painting each scene with vivid, unashamed honesty—every taste, every gasp, every reckless moment until I reached the part where my tongue found Mrs. Henderson’s clit. That’s when she let out a throaty chuckle. “That lucky bitch,” she said, envy clear in her eyes.

I turned to her, curious. “Lucky? Why’s that?”

She shrugged with a bitterness that cut through the room. “No one’s ever done that for me. Robert couldn’t find a clit if you stapled it to his forehead.”

The confession caught me off-guard. “Hold on—are you telling me nobody’s ever gone down on you?”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t put words in my mouth.”

I prodded gently. “You just said it. ‘No one’s ever done that to me.’”

Her lips twisted in hesitation, a blush creeping up her cheeks. “Well, not exactly no one.”

That caught my full attention—every nerve on high alert. I leaned in, searching her face for the truth, the air between us practically humming. “Alright, Sis. Out with it. You know the rules—we don’t do secrets.”

She shifted, her discomfort deliciously obvious as she groaned, “Do you really need me to spell it out?”

I nodded, undeterred. “Of course. Now spill.”

With a long, reluctant sigh, she gave in. “Fine. What I mean is… no guy has ever done it.”

The revelation sent a thrill pulsing through me. I sat up, heart racing at the implications. “So, by process of elimination… that means a woman. Do I know her?”

She shook her head, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “Only if you spent your teenage years at my boarding school.”

My suspicions ignited. “So, a school friend then. Elementary, my dear Watson.”

Her grin widened in challenge. “Or maybe a teacher.”

Instantly, I was hooked, desperate for more. “Seriously? Was it a teacher?”

She gave a noncommittal shrug, teasing me. “Maybe. Among others.”

I whistled, stunned. “Others, huh? Christ, Sis. Were you handing out tastes like free candy?”

She shot me a warning glare, her hand raised in mock threat. “Don’t even start, you little perv. Remember, you spent your whole school life in a hormonal fog, groping every girl you could find. But me? I was locked away in a world of nothing but girls. We all had needs. Relationships happened—between girls, with teachers. Attraction just… happened. It would’ve been impossible for it to stay innocent forever.”

She softened, averting her gaze. “I’m not some man-hating lesbian, if that’s what you’re thinking. Anyway, back to Mrs. Henderson. I’ll tell you my school stories another time.”

I smiled, disappointed but patient. “I’ll hold you to that. But for now, let me wrap this up.”

As I finished my tale, she asked, her tone laced with mischief and concern, “So, is this going to become a regular thing with Mrs. Henderson? Because if it is, sooner or later, it’s going to blow up in your face.”

“I really do like her—the sex is incredible, yes, but it’s more than that,” I said, my voice soft with honesty. “It’s just so easy, so natural, being with her. The age difference? I barely notice. She’s adorable, quick-witted, and she knows exactly how to make me laugh. Maybe it’s doomed from the start, maybe we’ll blow up in flames and heartbreak, but why worry when it’s so good right now? I’d rather just enjoy every shimmering moment before the sun sets.”

Sis rose, stretching with a slow, languid ease. One eyebrow arched with amused warning. “Live on the edge, if you must—but don’t forget, there’s wisdom that’s lasted centuries. Never shit where you eat. Pythagoras, or someone Greek and clever, knew what he was talking about.” She blew me a teasing kiss as she swept out. “Night, Bruv. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

---

Thursday evening unfurled in a blur of anticipation after dinner. I thanked Mum with a perfunctory kiss and slipped away—no dramatic exits tonight, just quiet, pulsing excitement thrumming in my veins. After a rapid shower, water hot on my skin sharpening all my nerves, I found myself outside her door, knuckles rapping with contained impatience.

She answered at once, lips curling in a knowing, wicked smile. “Hello, trouble,” she purred, voice low and full of promise.

She sauntered to the living room, hips swaying, but I planted myself at the foot of the stairs, heart hammering because I knew exactly what I wanted. She emerged again, gaze flicking over me, questioning. “Why are you lurking there?”

“I thought you wanted to make love upstairs, in your bed,” I said, voice rough with desire.

She cocked her head, hands resting sassily on her hips. “You’re impossible—you didn’t want to go up there last time. You keep changing the rules.”

“Bedroom’s where civilised people do it,” I replied, smirking, stepping aside to let her pass. But then, wickedness sparked—I grabbed her ankle mid-step, toppling her forward, and in one smooth motion lifted her hem. My teeth grazed her lush curves, growling theatrically as my lips pressed into the sweet, yielding flesh of her ass. She yelped, laughter bursting out, body shaking beneath my playful assault until I released her and she bolted up the stairs with mock outrage.

By the time I entered the bedroom, she was already sprawled across her bed—on her side, elbow crooked to cradle her flushed cheek. Her eyes glittered, wild and young, lips parted, cheeks tinged with anticipation. “You make me feel sixteen again,” she whispered when I sat beside her.

The air pulsed; the room felt too small for all this longing. She rolled onto her back, elegant legs stretching, one resting over my lap, pressing into my thigh. She was gorgeous and open, honesty trembling in her voice: “I know this isn’t forever.” Her words were almost a caress. “You’ll move on—I’ve made peace with that. So, for as long as you’re here, let me love you. When it’s over, I’ll kiss you goodbye, grateful for everything.”

A heavy, thoughtful silence gathered, my arousal nearly fading at her heartbreaking honesty. “That’s far too serious for date number two, Mrs. Henderson. We barely know each other.” I forced a wry smile, unable to resist teasing. “If you keep talking like that, you’ll scare my erection away.”

She looked regretful, biting her lip, voice small and soft. “Sorry, love. I just needed to say it...”

I cut her off with a grin full of lazy confidence. “You know what you should do? Take off your knickers.”

She lifted her arms, sliding both hands behind her head, stretching provocatively. Her eyes met mine, defiant and inviting. “If you want my panties off,” she said, her voice dripping with playful challenge, “you’ll have to take them off yourself.”

“Oh, I will,” I promised, already leaning in, breath mingling with anticipation.

With a gleam of mischief in her eyes, I slipped my hands beneath her dress, slowly lifting the soft fabric to reveal the delicate line of her panties. Leaning down, I pressed my lips to the fine material, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her arousal. Grinning, I caught the lacy band in my teeth and began to tug, determined to tease her out of every ounce of control. The resistance surprised me, especially where the fabric clung stubbornly close to her heat, almost as though it didn’t want to release her. She let out a throaty, breathless giggle, her fingers carding restlessly through my hair.

“Careful,” she gasped, “leave a little for me, won’t you?” Her words dissolved into laughter as my failed attempt prompted me to reconsider. Eager to conquer this playful challenge, I dragged my mouth to the top of her panties, teeth sinking into the waistband. I cupped her bottom with firm hands, tilting her hips, and finally managed to peel them slowly, irresistibly down, the fabric kissing every inch of her thighs until they pooled at her ankles.

She was giggling uncontrollably now, but her desire was unmistakable, her bare skin flushed, glistening, her lips parted in anticipation. Her pussy—beautifully open and glistening—beckoned to me like the sweetest forbidden fruit. I gazed at her, breath catching, and whispered, “Show me how you touch yourself. Show me what you do when you’re alone.”

She blushed but her excitement only intensified. “I’ve never... shown anyone before,” she confessed softly, her gaze flickering with a blend of innocence and boldness. “Most of the time, I lie back and stroke myself right here...” Her fingertips circled her sensitive clit, delicate yet eager, and I watched, mesmerized by the honesty and rawness of her pleasure. “Other times, I like to roll over—like this.” In a quick, wicked move, she flipped onto her stomach, one arm curled under her, the other sliding between her legs to stroke herself from behind, her hips moving in slow, sinuous circles.

“When I’m soaking in the bath,” she breathed, “I’ll rub myself with a bar of soap until I can’t help but come.” She shivered, glancing back at me with a sultry challenge. “How do you do it?”

“Nothing special,” I confessed, my pulse thundering as I wrapped my fist around my cock and demonstrated a few practiced strokes, our eyes locked. “Just the classic operation—you know, basic manual.”

She bit her lip, watching me intently, a wicked glint in her eye. “Should we do it together?” she whispered. “I want to watch you lose yourself, feel how much you want me, while I do the same.”

The idea ignited something hungry and wild inside me, but I had to be honest. “I want that too,” I told her thickly, “but if I come now, it’ll be a while before I’m ready again—and I want to fuck you properly, make you come on my cock.”

She laughed, trembling with anticipation. “You have it all figured out, don’t you? How do you distract yourself if it gets too much?”

“Let’s just say, thinking about the dentist’s drill hovering somewhere unpleasant makes it easier to hold back,” I said, grinning.

That got a real laugh out of her, sweet and genuine, and she rolled onto her back, flushed and sparkling with exhilaration. “So, what shall we do then?” she asked, voice sultry and teasing.

“It’s your fantasy,” I murmured. “Lead the way.”

She sat up and pulled her dress over her head with delicious slowness, baring her body inch by inch. “Then I’m in charge,” she declared, boldness shimmering through her laughter. “Let’s start with missionary.”

I knelt, ready to claim her, but she stopped me with a shake of her head, eyes dancing. “No, wait, I want to be on top.”

I obeyed, sinking back, letting her take the reins. Then, as if indecision was its own foreplay, she changed her mind again. “No, you know what, my first thought was best. We’ll save your turn for something naughtier next time.”

I stayed exactly where I was, a devilish grin on my lips. She lay on her back, legs parted wide, her whole body open and eager for me. After a heated pause, she looked at me through her thighs and murmured, “Come on, lover. I’m ready.”

I arched an eyebrow. “I’m just making sure you don’t switch things up again.”

She shook her head, laughing, her voice a sultry promise. “No, this is the one. I want you inside me now... please.”

Collapsing onto my back, laughter bubbled out of me—thick and bright—filling the room with a kind of shameless intimacy. This was meant to be ravenous, dizzying sex, but her impish antics melted me into something unguarded and unrepentantly happy.

Eventually I composed myself, rolling onto my knees and prowling toward her, a teasing smile on my lips. My cock hung at half-attention, deflated by all the mischief rather than lust. I glanced down at it, smirking, and pointed, “Look what you’ve done. You’re wreaking havoc on my self-control.”

Her gaze traced every inch of me, her expression suddenly stern—but oh, I could see amusement flickering behind those dark eyes. “All right,” she said with mock gravity, “bring it closer. I’ll give it some special attention… a little blowdry, perhaps.”

“That’s not what it’s called,” I murmured, soft and wicked.

She shrugged, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “Whatever. Get over here.”

I straddled her chest, my cock poised just above her mouth, the anticipation thrumming between us. She reached up, fingers cool as silk as she toyed with me, then slipped the head between her plush lips—hot, wet velvet enveloping me—but just as suddenly she pulled away.

She looked up, her cheeks flushed. “Listen—I’ve never done this before. Don’t you dare critique me.”

A tortured sound rumbled from low in my chest. “Sweetheart, I need you to make up your mind—unless you’d rather I fuck you right now.”

She rolled her eyes, a nervous little grin making her look even more intoxicating. “Patience. I’ve got this.”

But within moments, she proved herself a quick learner. My pulse ratcheted skyward as she took me deeper, her tongue swirling experimentally, growing bold. The heat of her excitement was contagious—her free hand snaked down, fingers finding her own soaked center, caressing furiously. The sight of her, lips wrapped around me, the way her hips writhed, nearly undid me.

Feeling my need mounting, I gently disentangled from her mouth, eyes meeting hers—dark, wild, desperate. “Now. I need to be inside you.”

I slid back, settling between her welcoming thighs. Just as I was about to guide myself home, she seized my cock with trembling fingers, her gaze never leaving mine. “Let me. I want to feel it, tease both of us.” And she did—pressing the head against her slick entrance, moving in slow, tortuous circles. The air crackled with her arousal, her wetness audible, her breaths stuttering in short, sharp bursts.

Her eyes squeezed shut. “God, I want to push you in so badly, but if I do, I’ll come on the spot. I’m already there… right on the edge.”

Finally, a long, shuddering gasp broke from her. “Please. I can’t hold back anymore—I need all of you, now.” She guided me deep inside her, hips rising to swallow me whole, the heat and slickness making me groan.

With one hand I lifted her bottom, my other hand pressed to her spine, holding her taut against me. I began to thrust—hard, relentless—using her body with possessive urgency. Her mouth found my throat, teeth scraping hotly against my skin, while her nails bit into my back with every delicious surge.

The room filled with her rising cries, frantic and breathless, the tempo of her desperation spurring me on. I tried to anchor myself in distraction, but her wetness, her feverish need, shattered my precious control. My climax swelled, unstoppable; my entire body tensed, pleasure burning through me as I spilled inside her, her own orgasm tearing through her at the same savage moment. She shrieked, clinging to me, while I roared her name—our bodies tangled, breathless, utterly spent.

As the last remnants of my orgasm rippled through me, my spent body gave way, failing in its attempt to gently lay her down—I lost all strength and collapsed onto her, both of us tangled and breathless in the aftermath. We drifted in a silent haze, bodies slick and hearts pounding, basking in the heated glow of what we’d done until I found my voice—low and ragged in her ear. “Looks like we’ll have to skip solo sessions for a while. I tried to hold off, but you... God, you made me lose control. You’re an insatiable little vixen.”

Her eyes blazed with a wicked sort of pride. “Seriously? That good? Am I amazing in bed then?”

My lips brushed the hollow of her cheek and I murmured, “You’re damn near perfect. The kind of fuck you write songs—or dirty little secrets—about.”

She beamed, radiant and playful, pressing a warm, lingering kiss against my cheek. “That’s honestly the sweetest thing anyone’s ever said to me. Say more. Flatter me. I want to hear it.” Her fingers danced over my stomach as she waited.

I let my gaze roam over her—flushed skin, disheveled hair, the mischief still stirring in her eyes—and grinned. “You’re so unbelievably sexy I can’t tell whether I’m coming or just coming apart.” The words made her shriek with laughter, pure joy bubbling out as she clapped naughtily, still tangled against me.

We lay there, limbs entwined, staring deep into each other’s eyes—bare, open, vulnerable—until her voice softened, wistful and full of longing. “Why do you have to be only eighteen—and barely that?”

For that, there were no answers.

---

Later, sprawled alone across my own bed, I tried to untangle the knots inside me. I stared up at the ceiling, confessing things to myself in hushed, uncertain tones. “Okay, Peter. You’re tall, not too shabby-looking, hung like a dream... women definitely notice. You’ve had more than a taste, and plenty more are queued up, ready for their turn. So why, exactly, are you counting the hours until you risk everything just to spend more time tangled up with a woman old enough to be your mother? Is it just about the thrill? Some kind of trophy for the lads? Or is there something more gnawing at you?”

The questions echoed, unresolved, no closer to clarity as I waited for my sister to get home. She swept in, pausing at my door, her expression suspicious as her eyes raked over me. “Jesus, Bruv—you look tragic. What happened tonight?”

I shrugged, trying to keep it light. “Nothing at all. Just the usual—sex.”

She eyed me, seeing right through. “Then why do you look like your heart’s just been stomped on?”

My honesty surprised even me. “Sis, I’m losing my mind. It’s not only the sex—which, by the way, is spectacular—I... I genuinely like being around her. If I told you I’d be happy just spending the night with her, no touching, would you even believe me?”

She studied my face for a long, weighted moment, her answer deliberate as a dare. “Then do it.”

“Do what?”

“Spend an evening with her. No sex, just her company. Take a deck of cards—keep your hands busy.”

The idea simmered in the air before I nodded, determination flickering. “Fine. I’ll prove it—it’s not just her body I’m addicted to. I’m seeing her Monday. Cards and conversation—no naked games.”

---

Monday arrived, anticipation thrumming in my veins as I knocked at her door. She answered in a simple dress—nothing flashy, nothing designed to tempt, yet every inch of her was somehow sexier for its restraint. Bare feet as always, she stretched up, lips brushing mine, delicate and teasing.

“Hi, sexy man,” she whispered—and my pulse hammered at the promise tucked inside those simple words.

She sauntered in, owning the doorway with that playful arrogance that never failed to light a slow burn deep inside me. Her hands gripped her hips, a sultry smirk teasing her lips as her eyes danced over me. The low timbre of her voice prickled down my spine—half-joking, half-warning, “You’re doing this deliberately, aren’t you? If you think you’ll have me carted off to the madhouse, I’ve seen that movie, and trust me—the villain never wins.”

Without missing a beat, I flashed her the deck of cards, my tone velvety, “Tonight, I thought we’d enjoy a game of cards instead of tearing each other’s clothes off.”

Her composure faltered, mischief trading places with genuine confusion. She looked almost...concerned. “You feeling okay? Don’t tell me your favourite attribute’s abandoned ship, or is it some inconvenient biological turn of the month?”

“Charming,” I shot back, unable to suppress a grin. “As much as I delight in your relentless perversion, this is me, being generous. I want you to understand how much I like just being near you. You, not just your insatiable body. We’re civilized people—we don’t have to rut like beasts every time, tempting as it is.”

She bit her lip in an exaggerated pout, eyes sparkling. “But I want to rut like a filthy wild animal with you.”

I stole the upper hand, feigning sternness. “Not tonight. Tonight, we behave. Do you even know how Poker works?”

With a wicked glint, she cooed, “Strip Poker?”

A groan escaped me. “No, actual Poker. Do you ever think of anything except fucking?”

She pretended to ponder this, lips pursed, brows knitted in a mockery of innocence. At last, she answered matter-of-factly, “Not really. Not since I saw just how impressively equipped you are.”

I refused to be swayed by her teasing. “Five card draw, dealer’s choice. Prepare to be dazzled.” I shuffled and dealt us each a hand, splaying the cards out before us. “You can swap out any you don’t like.”

She glanced at her hand, dismissive, then slid the whole lot back. “Don’t like them.”

Curiosity tugged at me—I turned over her discards. “You’re giving up two aces? Are you insane?”

With arms crossed, she tilted her chin, determination radiating from every inch of her half-bare form. “If I don’t like them, I don’t like them. I’m not going to fall for a hand unless I’m doing it without underwear.”

I blinked, thrown off balance. “What are you even on about?”

Her voice lowered to a patient, wry murmur. “You explained I could change any I didn’t like. So I did. And as for the panties, well—I’m simply highlighting that it’s hard to appreciate a hand when you’re sitting naked beneath your dress. If my logic’s too advanced, we can always default to mindless television.”

I let my arms drop onto the table, letting my forehead rest on them as helpless, incredulous laughter overtook me. She watched me silently, her steely patience never cracking.

Finally, breath catching, I met her gaze. “So, tell me—what do you want to do?”

“I want you. Now. I want you to fuck me.”

Every fragile boundary of self-control snapped. Driven by her raw need, I seized a stiff-backed chair, positioning it squarely at the center of the room—an altar for our lust. With steady hands, I discarded every barrier between my skin and her gaze; my cock, unresponsive, hung between my thighs, waiting for her touch to ignite it.

“Come here,” I said, my voice low with anticipation, “Let’s see if you can revive this with a little encouragement.”

She met my challenge with a wicked smile, slipping her dress carelessly from her body—no underwear, just smooth, bare skin revealed in a silken whisper. She knelt swiftly between my legs, eyes glittering with hunger, her hands eager as she seized my length. Her tongue, warm and wet, traced the head of my cock while her lips wrapped around me, coaxing me to life. I tangled my fingers in her hair with one hand, and with the other, indulged in the sweet weight of her breasts. Her nipples, swollen and firm, rolled obediently beneath my thumb as her mouth worked at me. I watched her hand drift down between her thighs, her fingers busy and slick as she stroked her own desire.

Her mouth couldn't manage all of me—no woman ever had—but that only made the sight of her lips stretched around my thickness all the more intoxicating. The sensation swelled within me; I was hard and throbbing, pulsing under her attention. When I could stand the tease no longer I gritted out, “That’s it, darling. Climb on.”

She didn’t hesitate. Without pretense, she rose to her feet, straddled my lap, her skin radiating heat against mine as she hovered, poised to take me inside her. “I’m not moving,” I warned, hands relaxed and obediently still at my sides, “You’re going to have to work for this.”

She snorted in mock outrage—“Typical.”—but her body was trembling as she positioned herself above my cock. Her pussy hovered tantalizingly close; she struggled for leverage on tiptoe, giggling breathlessly. I reached down and steadied myself, holding my cock with one hand as she took command, lowering herself onto me inch by delicious inch, our eyes locked together. She let out a strangled gasp. “Any deeper and I’ll start gagging—damn, you’re huge.”

Bracing her palms on my shoulders, she began to ride me, pressing down, lifting, grinding slowly at first, then with growing urgency. I sat back, mesmerized, letting her do everything as her pace quickened, as her hips twisted and rocked, drawing out every exquisite sensation. The tightness of her body clung to me with every thrust; every time she dropped down, heat shot up my spine, my muscles quivering with restraint.

Her breath hitched, movements wild and frantic now. “I’m going to come—oh, god—” Her body tensed, her rhythm quick and desperate, until a raw, guttural cry escaped her lips. She clung to me, shuddering, her core pulsing over my cock as waves of pleasure stormed through her. Slowly, she lowered herself to the hilt, milking every last spasm, her hips dragging languidly upward as if clinging to the aftermath of every ripple of pleasure.

Spent and trembling, she sagged against me, her arms limp, her head bowed to my chest, breath warm against my skin. I fought the urge to let myself go, clinging to the edge for her. She curled bonelessly in my arms, voice muffled and shaky. “Ever wonder if people have died in the middle of a fuck? Because I think I just nearly did…”

I wrapped my arms around her, my touch gentle and tender. “Thousands, I’m sure,” I teased softly, stroking her spine.

She shifted in my lap and nudged her hips, discovering me thick and unyielding inside her still. “You’re hard as stone. How do you do that?”

“I didn’t let myself come.”

Her head snapped up, blue eyes bright with surprise and a trembling undercurrent of concern. “Didn’t you enjoy it?” Her voice was tinged with a tender worry, the remnants of her own release making her lips tremble just the slightest.

I reached up, brushed my thumb across her cheek, and let the corners of my mouth flicker. “Believe me, you did more than excite me. But you looked like you craved a little mutual indulgence—the slow, teasing kind. So, out of sheer willpower, and maybe a dash of gallant restraint, I managed to hold off.”

Her lips curled into a sensual smile as she pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the edge of my jaw, a delighted spark in her eyes. “Such a gentleman,” she murmured, her voice thick with affection and playful satisfaction.

We sank into each other’s arms. Skin on skin, her bare body draped delicately over mine as we soaked in the afterglow. For a few precious minutes, we lay tangled together, exchanging slow touches and deep, languid breaths until I finally whispered, “Let’s go upstairs.” The anticipation flickered back into life between us.

I led her to the sanctuary of the bedroom. “You’d better grab a towel,” I told her, tone edged with promise. She handed me a thick bath towel with a knowing smile. I spread it across the bed, then settled cross-legged, arranging most of the fabric over my lap. “Sit facing me, and open your legs. I want to watch.”

Only a foot or two separated us—deliciously close, yet not quite enough. I gave her a crooked grin. “Careful. When I’m this hard, I can shoot a remarkable distance.”

But instead of keeping her distance, she slid in even closer, her knees brushing the towel. Her eyes glittered with mischief. “I don’t care. I feel like being wicked tonight.”

I grinned, surrendering control to her filthy intent. “All right. It’s your choice. Now close your eyes and think of that one filthy fantasy—the one guaranteed to make you lose control.”

She bit her lip and let her lashes flutter closed, slipping her fingers between her thighs. She began to stroke herself lazily at first, coaxing pleasure with delicate intent. My fist tightened around the length of my cock as I watched her, mesmerized.

After a moment, I asked softly, “Tell me what’s running through your dirty mind.”

Her breathing grew shallow, cheeks flushed as she whispered, “I’m on a plane, sitting in the window seat. It’s dark outside. There’s an attractive stranger pressed beside me. I pretend I’m asleep, but he knows I’m not. He slides his hand up my thigh, lifting my dress, finding the heat between my legs. He slips his fingers under my panties and touches me—teases me—until I’m aching. Then he reveals his cock, hot and heavy in my palm. He wants me to stroke him, to make him come right there in the clouds.”

I stroked myself harder, the image searing into my mind. Her breath caught and her hand moved faster on her clit, nipples stiff as she pinched and rolled one between her fingers.

“He’s working my clit, his touch so relentless, I know I’ll come soon.” Her voice quavered with approaching climax. “I’m rubbing him and he’s making me—oh—he’s making me come…”

Her eyes flew open and met mine, wild and pleading. “Please—come with me.” Her hand blurred between her thighs, the other warding off orgasmic tremors from her sensitive nipple. Her entire body bowed and flexed as she reached the brink. “I’m coming—right—now.”

Her frantic energy tipped me over the edge. My hand pumped, every nerve lit with pleasure, balls pulling tight against my body. I groaned her name, unable to hold back any longer. My release erupted in thick, hot pulses, arcing from my cock and splattering warm across her quivering stomach, mingling with her sticky sweetness and echoing the dizzying hunger in both our eyes.

The instant my release streaked across her silky skin, she collapsed backwards, legs splayed invitingly wide, as if helpless to do anything but surrender to the spiraling waves of ecstasy tearing through her. Her slender fingers danced madly over her swollen, glistening sex, her cries growing wilder, raw need echoing off the walls. I watched, mesmerized, as her stomach muscles tensed and quivered with every cresting shudder, her face flushed and contorted in exquisite pleasure that bordered on agony.

Spent, throbbing, I collapsed beside her, our bodies trembling, hearts thundering as the delicious aftershocks slowly ebbed. For long moments, neither of us moved—a blissful, breathless silence cocooned us, skin still tingling, limbs deliciously heavy with exhaustion.

At last, I managed to prop myself up on one elbow, my voice husky with tenderness. “Did you like that?” I asked softly, unable to keep the satisfaction from coloring my words.

Her eyes stayed closed, lips curved in a blissful, dreamy smile. “Every time with you, it’s more intense… more perfect. I never imagined how good it could feel,” she breathed, voice soaked in awe.

She pulled the towel to her, carefully wiping my release from her trembling body, and then slipped away for a shower, her bare hips swaying as she disappeared from view. When it was my turn and I stood freshly showered and dressed at her back door, she greeted me with a teasing kiss, lips warm and lingering against mine.

“That was so much better than any silly game of Poker,” she murmured against my mouth. “You’re so wonderfully creative—promise you’ll dream up even naughtier things for us next time?” Her eyes gleamed with delicious mischief. “And when can I expect more of you?”

“Thursday?” I suggested, already hungry for more.

She grinned—a decadent, enticing promise in her smile. “Thursday’s perfect.”

With a final kiss, I slipped out into the night, barely able to keep the satisfied smirk from my face as I walked the short distance home. I slid my key in the lock as quietly as I could, but before I could open the door, a voice cut through the darkness, authoritative and calm. “Good evening, Peter.”

My heart stopped cold—recognition jolting through me with icy dread. My father’s voice. I felt my bladder betray me, a mortifying trickle seeping out as fear knotted my insides.

He stepped from the shadows, his eyes unreadable in the gloom. “Shall we go inside and talk?” he said, leading the way in.

As we moved through the hallway, my sister appeared, her face pale with anxiety. “May I speak with you, Daddy?” she ventured, voice trembling.

“Not now,” he replied sharply, shutting down her protest with a look.

He guided me into his study, closing the door with a sense of finality. He gestured for me to take a seat, then faced me, his voice quiet and measured. “Now, Peter. Tell me where you’ve been tonight.”

My voice came out thin, shaking, “I was visiting a friend.”

He studied me, waiting, knowing the power the truth held over me. “And do I know this friend?”

“Yes, sir,” I answered, unable to meet his gaze.

His patience was terrifying. “Tell me about your friend.” The silence was heavy, my fate suspended in his calm.

There was no avoiding whatever was coming. With a silent, accepting breath, I met his eyes. “It was Mrs. Henderson.”

He reclined in his chair, legs elegantly crossed. His voice remained a low murmur. “I see. And what were you and Mrs. Henderson doing this evening?”

I was still gripping the deck of cards as if it could save me. For a second, hope sparked. “We were playing poker.” I slowly spread my fingers, laying the evidence bare in my palm.

That startled him—his gaze fell to the pack I held, incredulity etched upon his features. I could see his mind wrestling between disbelief and the proof in my hands, the obvious truth making him falter. For a long, heavy moment, he simply watched me, his eyes distant, trying to make sense of my claim. Then, his voice returned, steady yet full of subtle suspicion. "Did you spend the whole night playing Poker?"

"No, Sir," I replied, unable to meet his eyes for fear that the restlessness in mine would reveal too much.

He regained his composure, his questions resuming with a measured, almost rehearsed rhythm. "How long did you and Mrs. Henderson actually play Poker?"

I hesitated, the memory of the game evaporating under the weight of his scrutiny. "I don’t remember exactly, Sir," I mumbled, feigning uncertainty, while my nerves crackled just beneath the surface.

My father leaned forward ever so slightly, his patience sharpening his voice. "I’d like you to try. You were in her house for nearly two hours. Did you play for the whole time, or was it less?"

"Probably less, Sir," I offered, my throat tight, the pack of cards digging into my palm as my grip unconsciously tightened.

His lips pressed together, and his tone softened further, but the insistence in his words was cutting. "Please, Peter, I need the truth. Precisely how long did you two play Poker?"

My chest constricted as if caught in the crosshairs of an invisible firing squad. I wanted nothing more than to excuse myself to the bathroom, to hide and breathe, but I knew that wasn’t an option. My tongue felt swollen, my mouth dry, and yet, somehow, I choked the words out in a trembling whisper. "About five minutes," I confessed.

There was another loaded pause, and I watched his expression harden as he digested this morsel of honesty. "Why only five minutes?" he pressed.

"She couldn't quite pick up the rules," I responded, offering a sliver of the truth, but the rest of it blazed behind my cheeks, burning for release.

Then, the question I’d dreaded arrived. His voice quiet, almost gentle: "What did you and Mrs. Henderson do with the rest of your evening?"

A storm erupted in the pit of my stomach, the cards in my hand now bent from the pressure of my grasp. My heart pounded in my chest, a desperate drumbeat as I struggled to find my voice. The air felt thick, every second stretched painfully as I wordlessly fought for the confession to leave my lips. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I managed to rasp, "We had sex."

My entire world narrowed to the sound of my pulse, thunderous in my ears as he studied my face, unreadable. He uncrossed his legs with careful deliberation, and for a moment I wondered if I’d broken the invisible barrier between us forever. His next question was unexpectedly gentle, almost searching: "Did she seduce you?"

The question surprised me, made me pause and look inward. Who had led whom into the flames that night? I remembered her laughter—carefree, wicked, inviting. The way she made our moments feel weightless, honest, stripped of guilt or consequence. I realized that it had always been me, chasing that sense of freedom I found only in her presence.

"No, Sir. I seduced her," I replied, my tone even, a calm certainty anchoring me at last.

His lips parted and his eyes widened, his surprise palpable in the hush that followed. He was at a loss, searching for something—anger, disappointment, maybe even understanding. The silence lingered, daring, heavy, until at last he spoke, his voice unexpectedly soft, almost tender beneath the judgment. "Son, don’t you think she might be... a touch too old for you?"

I met his unwavering gaze and replied, my voice soft but honest, “Yes, Sir, there’s an age difference, I won’t deny it. But there’s something irresistible about her—she makes me laugh like no one else. She’s wild, unpredictable, and there’s a lightness in the way we’re together, knowing this won’t be forever, just an electric, fleeting thing. Don’t worry, she’s not about to become your daughter-in-law.” As I spoke, something in his eyes eased, a spark of amusement warming their depths.

“There’s a charged pull between us,” I continued, letting my confession settle in the quiet. “The desire was almost inevitable—like gravity. And if you’re worried about Mr. Henderson, we’re discreet, careful not to let this blow up into something more.”

He studied me, silent and unsmiling, while the moments stretched unbearably taut. I could feel his love in the air, but his rules—our rules—defined so much of my life. Had I broken something sacred with my confession? Was I risking everything, his trust, our family’s name, just by admitting how much I wanted her?

Slowly, deliberately, he got to his feet. He towered above me, his shadow stretching long in the room, then spoke almost gently, “Just make sure your mother never finds out. You know how she gets.” With that he turned and left, the door closing softly behind him.

I sat rooted in place, breathless, stunned at my reprieve. My whole body trembled, the adrenaline and relief coursing through me. When I tried to stand, my legs buckled; I nearly collapsed back into the chair, unable to trust my own body.

The door creaked open again and Sis appeared, her face blanched with dread, hands knotted and trembling. Her voice quivered, fragile as she asked, “Well?”

I dredged up a smile, my mouth betraying me with its crookedness.

“Piece of cake,” I managed, though the pounding of my heart told another story entirely.
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