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A Mother's Secret Pleasure

Ignored by her husband, a woman's carefully planned seduction collapses, unleashing a wild hunger she can't control. She turns to her son's friends, discovering raw, youthful desire in them.


Chapter 1

As sunlight slanted through my bedroom window at eleven, I found myself alone, deliberately choosing each piece of lingerie with a sweet ache of anticipation curling through me. My hands trembled with wicked excitement as I selected an outfit designed not just to clothe but to entice—to enchant. Today, I wasn’t simply getting ready; I was crafting a secret, a slow-burning promise intended just for my husband, a surprise he’d never see coming in the monotony of his corporate day.

After a leisurely, late breakfast, I’d surrendered my bare skin to a bath so hot it left my limbs tingling and delicate fingertips pruned from pleasure. Sliding out, I wrapped myself in a plush, oversized towel, relishing the press of thick cotton and the contrast of heat against cool air. Drops lingered on my chest and thighs as I patted myself dry, my heart racing as I reached for the bottle of my chosen perfume—just a dab traced behind each ear, another along the curve of my neck, the hollow between my breasts, the hidden smoothness of my inner thighs. Every touch was a secret message for later, for him.

I rarely indulge in thongs. The sensation of a delicate strip gliding up and teasing my most sensitive spot, flirting with where I’m achingly aware, is intense—nearly too much. But today, I surrendered, stretching lacy black fabric up my bare legs, the snug tension thrilling against my skin. Next, a half-cup bra, jaw-droppingly skimpy, so sheer and lacy my nipples just barely peeped out from beneath the teasing hem—a promise made in black lace. My waist, still lithe from years of self-discipline, was framed by a matching garter belt, its straps kissing my hips and tugging my stockings taut over my thighs. The finishing touch—a slinky black satin slip hugging me from waist to mid-thigh—slid on, the fabric whispering decadent secrets with every movement.

When the dress came last, it felt almost criminal, its brevity and cut spelling trouble. Sitting, a flash of garter. Bending forward, the briefest hint of nipple, a dark triangle of lace—each accidental exposure wholly intentional, meant exclusively for him.

Entering Terry’s office building, I breezed past the smiling receptionist—her bright greeting feeding my rising confidence. She buzzed me through, directing me down the polished hallway toward my husband’s door. His assistant, perched outside the office, barely flicked me a glance, offering a frosty “Hello” before she buried her attention back in her screen. I couldn’t care less about her icy reception—I was here for my man, and I wasn't about to let a bitter PA interfere with the game I’d begun.

I pressed my palm to Terry’s door, the chill of the handle matching the mounting thrill in my core. As I stepped into his space, he looked up, his eyes alive with a blend of surprise and desire. “To what do I owe this pleasure, Barb?” he asked, already moving toward me, desire flickering in his gaze.

I shut the door behind me with a quiet, suggestive click. “Darling,” I purred, drawing closer, “after five years, shouldn’t we still crave spontaneity? I thought maybe lunch… but what I really want—what I’m desperate for—is you. Here. Now.” I closed the distance, bold and breathless, my gaze devouring him. “I want you to clear that desk, send your paperwork flying, and take me right here—hard.”

Terry’s cheeks colored with an apologetic flush as he looked away from my pleading eyes. “Barb, believe me, there’s nothing I’d want more than to have you like this… God, you know you drive me crazy. But I’m absolutely drowning in deadlines today. I even made Jenny skip her lunch so we could grind out these reports before the board meeting.” His lips pulled into a regretful frown. “I’m sorry, babe. We’ll have to rain-check this one.”

I was not ready to surrender. My lips curled into a slow, sultry smile, the kind that always used to reduce him to a trembling mess. I slid my skirt up, exposing a delicious stretch of thigh, the delicate lace of my garters kissing my skin, the secret shimmer of stockings and bare flesh. My glance—part innocence, entirely hunger—challenged him: Did he really want to refuse the invitation written on my body?

His resistance stayed firm. I pivoted, a dangerous little spin on my heels, and with deliberate provocation, pulled my dress up over the curve of my backside. I bent forward, arching my back, making sure he had an unabashed view of my bare cheeks, a thin black wisp vanishing between them. My voice, teasing and reckless, floated back to him. “If you’d rather have me from behind, you know I won’t say no. I remember how much you crave that.” I caught his eye over my shoulder, begging for just an ounce of surrender.

Still, none came. I straightened and turned, frustration bubbling up, hope crumbling. My lips puckered in a sour frown. Terry’s disappointment stung, the words steel-edged, “Barb, it’s incredibly sexy—but this just isn’t the day. You should have given me the heads up instead of getting all dressed up for… nothing.”

My heart hammered with humiliation on my way out the door. My seduction—planned with such giddy anticipation—fell flat, sending me tumbling into the sterile elevator, the heavy thump of my heels echoing my mood all the way down. Had it really meant so little to him to make twenty minutes for me? Beneath that, another ache: Jenny, his PA, had never before treated me so coldly. Was she a reason for his sudden restraint? Was I unintentionally crashing their secret plans, ruining her carefully arranged tryst with my husband? Had he promised her an intimate lunch, reserved his hunger for someone else’s touch?

Doubt had never stained our marriage before. Through five years as husband and wife, and a year of passionate courtship before, he’d given me no reason to question him. Unlike my first husband—a man incapable of fidelity, who spread himself across nameless sheets for all fourteen years of our unhappy union. At least he’d given me two extraordinary gifts: Adam, now twenty, tall and golden, and Julie, my sweet, just-bloomed daughter, finally finishing school.

But now, alone and aching at the intersection of lust and rejection, my mind reeled. I was flushed, aroused, desperate—my body primed for pleasure, my thoughts caught in a dangerous spiral. The urge to find solace crash-landed in temptation; just for a fleeting second, I pictured myself drifting into a bar, teasing out the attention of a stranger, letting him fill the emptiness my husband left. But that wasn’t me… or was it, now?

Loyalty had always been my compass, never wavering, even in the years when my first husband’s betrayals piled up like cigarette ashes. Only as our marriage withered did I finally yield to temptation, tasting sweet retribution in someone else’s arms before setting myself free. Then Terry strode into my life, sweeping away any stray desires; not once since then had I ever even fantasized about another man.

But now, seething in the soft leather cocoon of my car, I let my anger pulse with each passing mile. Bitter suspicion wrapped itself around me, my imagination feverishly playing out all the sordid possibilities—Terry tangled up with his oh-so-efficient PA, perhaps even laughing about how handily they fooled me. I chided myself for even thinking it, my resolve stiffening as I decided I’d ring him as soon as I was home, make up a flimsy excuse and hear his voice, searching for tiny betrayals in his tone.

Parking sloppily in the drive, I barely bothered with the garage. My heels clicked on the path as I got out, the warm spring air brushing over my exposed thighs. Just as I started toward the door, two young men appeared behind me, sending my heart ticking faster for half a breath. Until I recognized Jeremy—Adam’s oldest friend, his shadow for as long as I could remember. Jeremy had grown into the kind of handsome that lingered in the mind: tall with broad, confident shoulders, and a smile just a shade cocky around the edges.

“My goodness, Jeremy,” I said, letting relief slide into genuine affection, “what brings you here? Adam’s not home, you do know that, don’t you?”

He shuffled slightly, suddenly boyish again. “Yes, Mrs. Bradley. I know. Um—I lent Adam a book a while back, and I really need it now. I was hoping you’d be home. Do you mind if I check his room and see if it’s there?”

“Of course not, darling. You know this is really your second home, and always will be.” I flashed him a warm smile, never failing to notice how he responded so readily to praise. My gaze flicked to his companion—taller and perhaps a touch older, dark hair shadowing strong features, watchful eyes regarding me with confident ease. Definitely not one of Adam’s usual crowd.

“And will you introduce me to your friend, Jeremy?” My voice edged with gentle curiosity.

He caught himself, cheeks pinking. “Oh—sorry! Mrs. Bradley, this is Kurt. He’s a friend of Adam’s too.”

I let my surprise show, half smiling. “Well, Kurt… How do you do? Funny, Adam has never mentioned you before. You must not have known him very long.”

Kurt stepped forward, his handshake unexpectedly firm and lingering. His eyes held mine, just a fraction longer than was strictly polite. “It’s a pleasure, Mrs. Bradley. I’ve actually known your son for a year now.”

Something about the way his thumb brushed my palm sent a ripple of heat spiraling up my arm—deliciously inappropriate, electrifying.

“Oh, really?” Surprise lifted my brows even as I kept my tone genial. Adam had never once mentioned a Kurt, and it was odd for strangers to slip into his world so seamlessly. Best not to dwell; I summoned a welcoming smile. “Come in, boys. I can offer you both something to drink, and maybe I’ll rustle up some cookies. That is, if you’re feeling nostalgic.” My voice softened, maternal with a familiar warmth. For the better part of a decade, Adam’s friends had wandered in and out of these rooms—boys becoming young men under my gaze—and I’d always been happy to play hostess, relishing their easy energy, their laughter echoing down the halls.

I slipped my key into the door’s lock, Jeremy’s voice coming from just behind me, unexpectedly intimate. “You look lovely today, Mrs. Bradley. And you smell so good, too.”

A deep, approving hum came from Kurt, short and rough—“Mmm, you definitely do.”

I paused in the entryway, the scent of my own perfume swirling up between us, mingling with something charged and thrilling. I turned toward them, meeting Jeremy’s eyes, feeling a flicker of heat at their unabashed praise. “Thank you, boys. That’s very sweet—although, Jeremy, I’ve always known you were a charmer.” Their compliments made me tingle, a delicious hum running through my body, but I became abruptly conscious of my outfit—a silk slip of a dress meant for seduction, not for the easy company of young men who’d once sprawled on my sofa with comic books and video games. I could almost feel the way the fabric clung to my curves, the delicate lace at the hem hinting at bare thigh.

Self-aware, but determined not to show it, I led them through the house, letting my heels click on the wood as I called, “Settle in, boys. Make yourselves comfortable.”

In the kitchen, I busied myself with glasses and drinks, trying to refocus—reaching for plates and cookies with hands that felt slightly unsteady, my mind roiling with conflicting emotions. I’d intended to lure my husband home in this dress, not tempt someone else—least of all two young men who looked at me with unfamiliar admiration. I shook off the doubt, arranging cookies and drinks on a tray, then glided back into the lounge.

They’d already sunk with easy confidence into the deep lounge chairs, Jeremy sprawled in a way that spoke of utter relaxation, his long legs draped wide and casual, one foot hooked over the arm. I played the benevolent hostess, but my gaze—traitorous, hungry—slid down his stretched frame as I handed him his glass. With a bolt of shock I registered the outline of his erection, straining beneath the fabric and unmistakably there because of me.

For a breathless moment, I cursed my wandering eyes, my heated curiosity. What was I doing sneaking glances at Jeremy’s crotch, of all places? He was Adam’s best friend—barely more than a boy when I first knew him—but the sharp thrill that spiked low in my belly told me exactly why I’d looked. My attire had been meant for my husband’s fantasies. But here, now, at this unexpected hour, I was the object of a raw, youthful desire. Could I, in this dress, really be the cause of those restless urges pressing at the fabric of his jeans? My cheeks flushed, but I couldn’t deny the exhilarating rush that came with the knowledge.

Was it my husband’s cold shoulder sending my senses into a tailspin, or had my neediness, my aching hunger, been silently building beneath the surface long before now? Was I simply feverish with longing, my body’s cycle conspiring to make me wild? I tore my eyes away from the evidence of Jeremy’s obvious arousal, desperately hoping he hadn’t caught the flash of interest in my gaze. My cheeks felt hot. Gathering myself, I turned to the tall, quiet one—Kurt—offering him a drink and cookies, deliberately fixing my attention on his eyes instead of letting it stray lower. There was something unreadable in the way he looked back at me, a flicker of some unspoken challenge as he accepted the glass from my hand.

I set the tray down, keeping my tone light. “Please, help yourselves boys. I’ll just be a minute.” The words tumbled out a little too quickly, and I escaped into the hallway, feeling my heart battering in my chest. I needed space—just a few moments to shed this provocative confidence that clung to me like a perfume, heavy and dangerous in the presence of these young men. At the haven of my bedroom, I closed the door and pressed my back against it, exhaling shakily.

I wasted no time slipping out of the sexy dress, tugging it over my head with an urgency that felt both frantic and regretful. I should have tossed it aside, grabbed something plain and safe, and hurried back—but instead, I crossed the room and fussed with hangers in the wardrobe, smoothing the fabric, lingering over the ritual as if I could iron out my own restless desire. As I turned toward the bed with a fresh set of clothes clutched in my hands, my gaze caught on the mirror.

For just a heartbeat, I stood transfixed. Black lace cupped my breasts, the matching slip teasing over thighs encased in delicate stockings, garters biting softly against skin. The barely-there thong and stilettos added an edge of forbidden glamour. Forty-two, yet I felt every inch a woman—ripe, alluring, hungry for more than just my husband’s distracted glances. Maybe if I dressed, lived, felt like this more often, I wouldn’t wonder about Terry and his pretty PA.

The sudden click of the door opening shattered my silent reverie. I spun, startled, and there was Jeremy—just inside the doorway, his shadow falling into my private sanctuary. He didn’t speak, didn’t move closer, just hovered with wide eyes, drinking in the sight of me in my sultry underthings. For a dizzying moment, I remembered him as a little boy, but now his presence pressed against the edges of propriety, electric and silently demanding, pushing us both toward something thrillingly dangerous and utterly new.

"What is it you want?" My voice quivered, an anxious undertone threading through my words as I tried desperately to mask my trembling nerves. Was the alarm in my tone obvious? Was my flush of embarrassment already giving me away as I stood there, my son's best friend catching me in nothing more than a slinky veil of black lingerie? "Jeremy... I'll be out in a minute. You really shouldn’t be in my bedroom. Wait outside, please?" I tried to summon authority, lacing my words with a confidence I wasn't sure I felt. All the while, my heart hammered a frantic rhythm against my ribs, thunderous and wild.

His eyes were impossibly dark now, the intensity startling. "I want to watch you change," he said, voice unwavering—a seriousness I’d never heard from him before. "Don’t mind me. Pretend I’m invisible. Just... do whatever you’d do if you thought you were alone. Please. I’ll stay right by the door. I just want to see you."

Panic mingled with something far more dangerous—an unfamiliar surge pooling deep in my belly. "Jeremy, no. Absolutely not. This isn’t right. You can’t stay. Go, now, please." My protest came out softer than intended, diminishing in the breathless hush that settled between us.

He took a hesitant step closer, and for a moment, just stood there, his gaze devouring every inch of me. "Mrs Bradley," he murmured, his voice trembling with confession, "all the years I’ve known you… I’ve imagined this. I never thought I’d be so lucky. You look incredible right now, so beautiful, like no one else. And you smell amazing, too." His words hung in the air, heavy and intoxicating.

I was frozen, hands pressed to my hips, fingers curling unconsciously into the elastic band of my black slip. What was I doing? Why weren’t my feet moving me away? Was I actually considering this? My eyes darted between Jeremy’s burning stare by the door and my own reflection—still sexual, still mysterious—in the tall bedroom mirror. My pulse fluttered wildly at the idea of lowering the flimsy fabric, of revealing the next sinful secret: my barely-there thong, the ribboned garter, the glossy black stockings kissing the curve of my thighs.

Sanity tried to stake its claim. With every ragged breath, I fought to remind myself—he’s only twenty, he’s practically family, this is wrong, this is forbidden. But the indecision lingered, thick enough to taste.

While I hesitated, he moved forward with an audacity that stole the air from my lungs. His hands—shaking, eager—went to the drawstring of his loose track pants. In one swift motion, he tugged them down, and the cotton puddled silently around his ankles. He wore nothing beneath. I gasped, eyes fixed on the brazen display—young Jeremy, totally exposed, the tent of his arousal beautifully unhindered by underwear, his bare hips stark beneath his tee-shirt. The danger, the wickedness, left me trembling in place, caught in the hungry gravity of his gaze.

My breath caught in my throat, all coherent thought evaporating as my eyes fastened on the blatant, unapologetic display before me. Jeremy stood baring himself, so shockingly and gloriously naked from the waist down, his arousal jutting boldly toward me like some forbidden dare. My whole body prickled with an electric thrill—hovering between stunned disbelief and impossible fascination.

I could not avert my gaze from the thick, proud length that demanded my undivided attention. Was this really the same sweet-faced boy who’d grown up playing games in my backyard—a boy transformed now into a man whose mere presence undid my composure? The sheer size of him took me aback; there was nothing adolescent or uncertain about what he revealed. My mind fumbled for reason. God, how had I not noticed him changing and growing, becoming this confident, brazen adult before my eyes?

I fumbled for words, my voice barely a whisper, trembling and raw. “Jeremy, what are you—my God, what are you doing?” The question escaped before I could soften it, exposing all the storm of feelings twisting inside me.

His answer came low and unapologetic, his eyes never wavering. “I’m letting you see what you do to me.” And he was, every inch of his need so brazenly, beautifully hard. I could barely drag my attention from that rigid evidence of his desire—a desire ignited solely by me. I caught my breath again, pulse racing as heat pulsed between my thighs. I shouldn’t even be thinking these things about my son’s best friend—yet, any pretense of authority wavered, seduced by the allure of the forbidden.

Seconds stretched impossibly long as I took him in, my gaze shamelessly tracing the dark line of hair at his groin to the virile heft of him, heavy and flush and unmistakably aroused. My cheeks burned and an ache coiled low in my belly, betraying my lack of resistance. Flashes of guilt and excitement warred inside me.

Even as I fought back a storm of impossible want, my mind wandered—dangerously—to another night, years ago, when I’d seen a cock of similar size. The memory assaulted me as powerfully as Jeremy’s presence: that reckless, self-indulgent evening at the shaky end of my first marriage, when betrayal hardened my heart and a neighbor’s attention became my revenge. My husband’s infidelities had left me raw, and I’d sought comfort—and validation—on a stranger’s lap in a dark bedroom, surrendering to his urgent hands and his formidable erection in the dim, guilty light. That thick, demanding length had thrilled and unnerved me, much like Jeremy’s now did—though the circumstances could not have been more different.

As I stood there in this afternoon sunlight—older, supposedly wiser, yet hopelessly entangled by Jeremy’s raw male energy—I found myself caught between the woman I used to be and the needs still burning quietly inside me. I was just as vulnerable, just as hungry, and achingly aware of the secret I now shared with the bold young man before me.

Panic gripped me, sharp and unyielding, as my eyes drank in the sheer magnitude of that unforgettable erection. The room that night seemed darker, more confining under the weight of my own inexperience. I was younger then, timid and shaken by the collision of guilt and forbidden excitement—swept with shame for stooping to the tit-for-tat games that had sullied my marriage, yet terrified by the prospect of that neighbor’s enormous cock, thick and unyielding, splitting me apart. I remember trembling as I blurted out a protest, telling him, rather desperately, just what he could do with himself, which certainly wouldn’t involve sinking that colossal thing inside me. Before desire could overtake reason, I snatched my clothes, desperately re-draped my dignity, and vanished into the night, heart galloping and thighs still trembling.

But here I was—seven long years later—in broad daylight, sunlight pouring brazenly through my window, illuminating everything. Now there stood Jeremy, almost surreal, exuding youth and strength; his rigid cock was a mirror image of the one that had sent me running so long ago. But time changes a woman, seasons her body, tempers her trepidation. Days after that night, hunched over Chardonnay and shared secrets with my most trusted girlfriends, I recounted that tryst I’d aborted—my nerves raw, my pride fragile. They had laughed, lovingly, but with that edge only other women can forge—berating me for squandering an opportunity so many could only dream of. They told me, every one of them, that taking a man like that—so bountifully endowed—was a crescendo, an eclipse of ordinary pleasure. My doubts about pain and size were replaced by explanations of how a woman’s body welcomes, yields, stretches, and drinks deep from the experience. Chastened, I’d sworn to myself that if fate placed me before such glory again, I would never flee. I would open willingly, hungrily, to every inch.

But nothing in those lunchtime promises prepared me for this surreal, incendiary moment. Jeremy—God, Jeremy—barely older than my own son, standing before me with that magnificence proudly on display. I had watched him grow, first as a boy tumbling in my backyard, now as this undeniable man, his desire naked and undisguised. Everything seethed with taboo—he was so much younger, my son’s best friend, someone I should cherish in a maternal way. Every scrap of reason inside me reeled, screaming that this could never be. I had to put an end to it, draw some line, before I tumbled over the edge.

His voice was low, hungry. “Mrs. Bradley, are you going to give me a treat and slip that off?” His eyes flicked possessively to my hands—poised, guilty, clutching the edge of my half-slip, the fabric so thin over my eager flesh.

My heart stuttered. “Jeremy, I can’t. This isn’t right. I could never look your mother in the eye again,” I tried to reason, though the ache between my thighs said something entirely different. I’d woken today restless, electric, my husband’s icy indifference at the office having stoked my longing rather than cooled it. Now here Jeremy stood, bold and hard and dripping with unspoken promise—nature’s finest temptation, straining just for me.

“I’ll never tell her, I swear,” Jeremy insisted, his voice trembling with need. The sun played across his body, accentuating the tension in every line. My fingers hovered on the precipice, aching to let everything fall and bare myself beneath his avid gaze.

Caught in the golden glare of daylight, I couldn't tear my hungry gaze from Jeremy's half-clad, muscled frame—still in the bedroom doorway, radiating delicious tension. My heart stammered as I tried, in vain, to summon rational thought. And then, over his broad, youthful shoulder, another face appeared—Kurt. The intrusion prickled across my skin. “I wouldn’t tell her either,” Kurt murmured, his voice curling around my spine. Suddenly, the fragile intimacy was threatened, two pairs of eyes instead of one. This wasn’t the fantasy I’d imagined.

“Not him, Jeremy. I don’t want him in here. He’ll have to wait outside—I can’t be that exposed to someone I don’t know.” My words tumbled out, trembling—but was that fear, or heady excitement? Even as I spoke, the subtext was inescapable: Jeremy, I might want you.

He spun quickly, desperate to please. “All right! Kurt, piss off, mate. Wait outside. Just me and…” He didn’t finish, but the heat in his glance said it all. Kurt lingered, disappointment etched across his face, but eventually retreated, disappearing from my sightline. Only then did I release the breath I’d been holding.

“Come closer, Jeremy. Shut the door. This is… just for you.” There was no shame in how husky my voice sounded—only anticipation.

He obliged, shutting out the rest of the world with a quiet click, closing the distance between us—eight feet, then six, moving into the shaft of sunlight falling across my bed. Now I could see him, entirely—shoulders tense, chest rising with every breath, swollen cock jutting, mesmerizing me. The physical evidence of his desire was nearly as intoxicating as the flush in his cheeks.

“You’re so… impressively endowed,” I managed, letting a slow, decadent smile play over my lips as my gaze devoured his rigid shaft. It twitched and thickened under my scrutiny, a single pearly bead glistening at its tip.

He chuckled, nerves vying with ego. “So I’m told.”

“Do you know how special that is, Jeremy?”

“Some girls have said things, but I doubt they’ve had enough experience to really know,” he mumbled shyly.

A wicked, resolute impulse seized me. My hands, poised at my waist, began urging down the fine satin of my half-slip. The garment glided over my hips, skimmed my thong’s slender black straps, my filigree lace garter, barely skimming the swell of my mound beneath the sheer triangle of fabric, then drifting past the exposed tops of my thighs and my stockinged legs. The slip pooled, inky and sinful, around my heels—leaving me gloriously exposed. My lingerie, chosen with no one in mind, suddenly felt designed for this very moment.

Jeremy’s breath hitched, eyes drinking in every detail of my forty-two-year-old body—still toned, still provocative. His gaze flickered between the delicate whisper of my thong, the curve of my waist, the elegant arch of my legs. I couldn’t look away from his cock, so thick and eager, a single glistening droplet poised at the crown.

“Fuck,” he whispered, utterly awed, his voice tight with need.

“I believe you, Jeremy.” My tone was creamy, confident. “I’ve encountered only one like that before, and I had no idea then what it truly meant. I’m older now, and I intend to savor it—if you let me.” My eyes drank him in, wicked with promise. “So tell me… just how much use have you given that magnificent cock?”

Jeremy’s cheeks flushed with uncertainty, his gorgeous eyes darting from mine to the aching evidence of his own desire. “I… uh… Not really. I haven’t had a girlfriend who’d stick around when they saw it,” he admitted quietly, almost ashamed of that exquisite gift hardening at his core.

A slow, knowing smile curved my lips as I took in that confession. “That’s a shame for them, darling. There are women who’ll need reassurance that something so magnificent won’t hurt them.” My voice was soft velvet, laced with sympathy and teasing invitation.

His gaze searched mine, tentative hope flickering there. “So, the other one you saw—was it really like mine?”

My heart kicked. “Yes,” I breathed, the memory tinged with both regret and reckless longing.

His face heated as if the words dared him further. “Did you… did you let him have you?”

A bittersweet laugh shivered from my throat. “No, I didn’t. I was too naive, too overwhelmed. Just like those girls you’ve known, I ran instead of reaching for what I wanted. But then my friends—afterwards, they told me, never turn away from a chance like that again.” The words spilled from me, honest and naked, as trembling hands found the clasp behind my back. With a final breath, I released my bra, letting supple, creamy flesh spill forward—the chilled air sending my nipples arching, hungry.

Jeremy’s expletive tumbled out, awestruck, his gaze devouring every inch of my exposed breasts—full, heavy, crowned with taut, aching peaks that ached for a stranger’s touch.

I smirked and cocked my head, feigning innocence. “So, tell me, what should I do?”

He froze, his pulse—his cock—throbbing before me. “Do? About…?”

Soft laughter slipped from my lips; my intentions barely hidden. “My girlfriends told me: if fate offers you a man like you, with something so rare between his legs, you never walk away twice.” My eyes traveled, lingering over his throbbing perfection, hungry and rigid. “It looks like my chance has found its way back.”

I flung my arms wide, invitation clear, and watched delight flicker through his nerves. He stepped closer, careful but burning, and I tugged him into my embrace, folding him against the naked swell of my breasts. The press of his straining cock pushed up against my bare skin, a wet and eager kiss against my belly, so hard it seemed to brand me.

“Oh, Jeremy. This is so wicked—but Christ, you feel incredible,” I breathed as his strong hands found my ass, kneading the flesh shamelessly.

Relief and gratitude flickered in my mind—he knew to touch me, really touch me. “Are you not going to kiss me?” I asked, baiting, my tone deliberately brazen.

“If…if you want?” His voice was uncertain but hungry, his lips trembling close to mine.

“Jeremy, your cock is practically riding up my breasts,” I purred, fingers tracing his jaw, “do you really need more of a green light to kiss me?”

I tilted my face up, anticipation burning in my veins. His mouth crashed down, unexpectedly skilled. His tongue pressed past my lips, desperate and searching, and I welcomed him in, one arm tangled around his neck, and let my own tongue duel his, tasting the wild electric need binding us together.

The moment our lips met again, the kiss blossomed into a wild, irresistible tangle of mouths and tongues. There was nothing gentle about it—just raw hunger and silk-slick need, saliva mingling as we devoured each other. Breathless, I broke away, giddy with lust, catching his face between my fingers. Wordlessly, I urged him lower, and Jeremy wasted no time. His mouth found a nipple, hot and needy, his tongue circling and teasing, lips trailing over my aching skin. He licked and sucked and nibbled until pleasure knotted deep inside me—oh, he understood exactly what to do with his mouth. My own breaths came heavy and desperate, little sounds spilling out as every flick of his tongue drew another surge of heat.

“Oh God,” I gasped, the room spinning, “we'll be so much better off on the bed.” My voice trembled with anticipation.

We shuffled clumsily, wrapped around each other in hungry inertia—he pressed forward, determined not to let his cock lose contact with my naked belly, while I backed up, my body already throbbing with anticipation. As I fell back onto the mattress, Jeremy hovered over me, blue eyes wide and flushed with hope.

“Aren’t you going to take anything else off?” he whispered.

I traced his jaw with my fingers, my voice dropping to that sultry note usually reserved for my husband. “I was hoping you might like to do that for me.”

He grinned, a mixture of eagerness and awe. “Absolutely,” he breathed, hands all shaky excitement as he gripped the delicate straps of my thong. In one fluid motion, he shimmied them down my hips, his fingers trailing against my skin. I arched, lifting my hips to guide him, until I was bare—offering everything to this young, hungry man.

Jeremy stared, entranced, at the soft, exposed curve of my sex—the intimate secret suddenly laid bare for him, for us. His hungry gaze devoured the sight, and I couldn’t help but wonder if this was his first real view of a woman’s pussy, unveiled, waiting. I didn’t dare ask; I didn’t want to startle the magic swirling between us.

Then, quietly, almost reverently, he asked, “Can I kiss you there?” God, the politeness—almost innocent, almost shy—and yet so unbearably sexy. The desire to guide his mouth to my needy flesh was overwhelming.

“If you’d like to,” I managed, trying to keep my hands off him, desperate not to betray just how badly I wanted his mouth on me.

He didn’t hesitate. With my legs spread, his head dipped down, the heat of his breath hovering over my bare, aching center. Then I felt it—his tongue, soft and wet, sliding over me, sending a shudder straight through to my toes. A gasp escaped me, morphing into a long, helpless moan as he tasted me for the first time. Gentle, then bolder, licking and swirling with a confidence that could only come from experience—and yet he handled me as if I were precious. Did some other, luckier woman teach him how to make a body sing the way I was already singing for him? It didn’t matter. Right now, I wanted to give myself to him, let him lose himself between my legs until I could barely remember my own name.

All day, an electric ache had thrummed inside me, my body restless and slick with longing from the moment the sun first touched my skin. With each hour that desire simmered—the kind that makes your knees weak and your mind frantic with luscious possibilities—I’d accepted that tonight, any contact, any craved friction against my needy core would be enough to drive me over the edge. But now, with Jeremy’s tongue sliding through my folds, every sense narrowed to pleasure turning keen, sharp, inescapable. That it was his mouth—his, so young and attentive—devouring me like I was his first forbidden taste, only made the sensation sweeter, more dangerous.

Each lap of his tongue stroked fire through my body, my hips canting up, craving more—craving completion. It was exquisite, the wet, hungry slurps, the desperate need coiling in my belly, my skin prickling with anticipation. I felt myself teetering close, so close to the edge, my release trembling just out of reach. But something inside me—some wild, impossible craving—drove me to want more, to want him inside me, claiming every part of me. In a sudden, breathless move, I slid my hands into his hair, threading through thick, eager strands, dragging him away from where he worshipped me between my legs. Reluctantly, his tongue left my swollen folds, a shivery, sticky trail marking its parting, and I pulled his face up to mine.

I gazed at him, my lips parted with heavy breathing, hunger and affection twisting together in my voice as I whispered, “Jeremy, sweetheart. That was incredible. You’re making me burn for you—but what I really want, what I need, is to feel that gorgeous, hard cock inside me. Please, baby… I want you, now.”

He didn’t even pause—almost before my words finished trembling in the sultry air, he knelt above me, muscle and heat pressing close, the wide, throbbing crown of his cock sliding between my soaked lips. The first jolt of contact—God, how wide he was—made my breath stutter out in an ungodly moan. I wrapped my fingers around him, guiding that glorious thickness, trembling with anticipation and want. My thighs fell open, wanton and shameless, knees nearly brushing my heaving breasts, as I nestled his swollen tip right at my yearning entrance.

“Right there,” I murmured on a shiver, voice low and thick with need. “Go slow, Jeremy… just a little, easy at first.”

The surreality bit at the edges of my mind—my son’s friend, on my bed, his huge cock poised to split me open, looking at me with wide eyes mixing concern and a barely contained hunger. He pressed in, gently, the head of his cock slipping inside, stretching me open by slow, sweet degrees. I angled my hips, opening to him, easing his entry, my body greedily drawing him deeper. His concern—for me, my pleasure, my comfort—shone in his gaze, seeking permission, reassurance, a silent conversation where our joined bodies did all the talking. I realized, with a wild rush of power and impossibility, that I was about to take this beautiful, inexperienced man—my son’s best friend—into myself for his very first time. And I wanted to make it unforgettable.

As Jeremy slowly pressed further into me, I savored that deeply familiar sensation of fullness—except this time, it was even richer, more overwhelming, than I’d ever known with my husband. I curled my trembling fingers around the rigid heat of his shaft, marveling at its girth. My hand couldn’t possibly close the whole way around it; my thumb and fingertips barely grazing each other as I tried to measure just how much more was left. Realization blossomed alongside a nervous thrill—only halfway inside, and he still had so much to give me.

A gasp escaped me, mingling hunger and disbelief. “Oh God, Jeremy, there’s so much of you still left—I don’t even know how I’ll fit it all.” My own voice sounded thick with arousal, wonder and just a hint of delicious trepidation.

He paused, every line of his beautiful young body taut with concern and desire. “Do you want me to stop? I will, if you need me to.”

I let my palm drift in strokes down the strong, warm muscles of his back, settling possessively on his firm arse. Pulling him closer, I urged him wordlessly onward, my body clenching with anticipation. “You’re so sweet, such a thoughtful man,” I murmured. “And yes, I know you’re new to all this. I want this memory to be unforgettable for you. Just—just keep pushing, love. I want to take every inch. I need all of you inside me.”

He hesitated—so innocent and eager for my reassurance. “Are you sure?”

Raw, aching need cut through any trace of uncertainty. “Don’t make me say it twice, Jeremy. Give it to me. I want it, all of it. Fill me.” My demand trembled with pure craving, and he answered, obedient and hungry, pressing deeper, inch by relentless inch.

I lay back, gripping the sheets and surrendering completely as his thick length parted me, stretching me, filling me fuller than I’d ever thought possible. The dense, unyielding pressure reached some secret, aching place deep inside me—a spot untouched, unprepared, suddenly claimed by his swollen cockhead.

A heady rush of pride mixed with pleasure as I gazed up at Jeremy. His face was flushed, eyes squeezed shut at first, but as his hips nudged forward and he finally bottomed out, his gaze fluttered open—eyes wild and needy and utterly transported. He looked destroyed by sensation, like he couldn’t believe this decadent paradise was real.

“Are you happy?” I said in a shaky whisper, my body singing with fullness and heat. “Tell me—does it feel as good for you as it does for me?”

Jeremy’s response was barely coherent, a raw, breathy moan vibrating in his chest. “Mrs. Bradley… oh, I can’t believe it—my cock—God, it feels… it feels so amazing inside you. I’ve never, oh—”

He began to move, withdrawing slightly and then pushing back in with sudden urgency, losing himself in me. A sharp note of discomfort pierced through the pleasure, making me arch beneath him. It wasn’t pain exactly, but my body needed time—needed to adjust to his ferocious size, to savor every moment rather than rush.

I caught his hips, slowing him down, my breath ragged. “Jeremy, wait… please, let me… I just need a moment. You feel incredible, but your size—oh God, you’re so big—it’s a lot to handle. Just… slow down. Let me breathe you in.”

I wasn’t sure if Jeremy caught my breathless plea, or if he even registered the meaning behind my trembling words. He was utterly consumed by raw, unrestrained hunger—the kind of pent-up desperation only a denied young man, swollen with lust and finally sinking himself into a woman, could possibly know. His focus was narrowed to the intoxicating sensation of his enormous cock driving deeper and deeper, merciless as he thrust through slick waves of heat, into the tight embrace of my needy cunt.

I could sense his urgency, the wild need coursing through his body, and a generous part of me wanted to give him free rein—this was his initiation, after all, the first time he had truly been welcomed inside a woman. God knows how many times hopeful girls his own age had shied away when he exposed himself, frightened off by the scope of his desire—and the sheer intimidating size between his legs. Now, with nothing to stop him, he lost himself in the sweet chaos of fulfillment, racing toward release.

But I had fire burning inside me, too. My own longing had smoldered from the earliest light, stoked further by how daringly I’d dressed, determined to tease my husband into wanting me. His rejection had left me simmering, wound taut, relegated to the background until he decided when—or if—I might finally be worthy of his attention. Maybe tonight, maybe tomorrow—or maybe never.

But here, in the reckless afternoon glow, my desires refused to be denied one minute longer. I was alive, too full of need to wait. Hadn’t I crossed a forbidden line, willingly invited my son’s best friend to slip into my bed, risked everything for this wild, secret pleasure—taken his impossibly thick cock inside me, right in the middle of the day? That reckless hunger deserved its own reward. I needed to come—I deserved to.

Yet, the harder Jeremy crashed into me, the more I understood: I wasn’t going to peak, not like this, not with him. He was too young, no control, plunging heedless and frantic, hunger overruling finesse—his thick shaft pounding away, my legs stretched helplessly over his hips as I clung on, riding the storm of hurried pleasure. My fingers pressed into the firm flesh of his back, holding tight as his hips slammed forward, ramming that delicious length into my soaking core.

Then it happened—his breaths jagged and shallow, his body stiffening above me, cock swelling impossibly thick before spasming violently. I felt his heavy load erupting, warmth bathing my insides with every urgent throb, creamy and hot, buried as deep as he could reach—right into the place where babies begin. I was grateful for the secret shield of protection I wore, but a wicked part of me still ached, a dark, forbidden longing whispering what if… what if I let this virile, insatiable young man breed me, right now, his potent, unruly seed claiming a piece of me forever?

Jeremy’s weight collapsed onto me, all heat and trembling limbs, while inside me his cock throbbed out the last, lingering pulses of his climax, drenching my slick heat with evidence of his surrender. I lay beneath him, my body taut with unspent tension, every muscle straining at the edge of release, burning with a hunger he’d left unfulfilled. The urge to chastise him—to spit words sharp and stinging, to tell him how completely he’d abandoned me for the sake of his own frantic pleasure—hung heavy on my tongue. But I held my breath. Pity, or something much older and softer, curled in my chest; after all, he’d just lost his innocence on my sheets. Oh god, what would his mother ever say, seeing her boy crumpled in my embrace, his semen leaking out of me?

As the air cooled between us, I clung to the fading embers of daring: I’d gone this far, crossing every line to lure my son’s friend into my bed. I wanted, needed, to curl against him, to stroke his hair and tease out all the private truths that this first, frantic coupling had unlocked. I wanted to savor the fullness, the gorgeous stretch where his girth had parted me, and feel proud of my boldness. But, abruptly, Jeremy shifted, sliding off the bed, the intimate silence broken.

My voice was unsteady, laced with leftover desire as I reached for him. “Where are you off to?” I asked, not quite ready to let him go, still basking—frustrated, yet tingling—in the raw afterglow.

He was halfway to the door, pale skin marked with my scratches, when he paused, my words halting his escape. With startling nonchalance, he said, “I’m going to get Kurt. I’ll just be a second.”

The shock, sharp and cold, snapped me upright. “Excuse me? You’re doing what?” I gaped at him, stunned. “What on earth for? You can’t be serious.”

He turned back, his cock softening—now only the size my husband managed when he was at his hardest—and met my eyes. “It’s Kurt’s turn,” he explained with all the misplaced logic of the young and clueless. “You’ll like him more, he actually knows what he’s doing. I’ll just grab him.”

My frustration rose, sharp and indignant. “Jeremy, stop right there. What kind of fantasy do you think you’re in? This isn’t some tawdry group free-for-all.” I forced my tone low, intimate, wounded. “I just shared something beautiful, something utterly wicked and real with you. I gave you my body, gave you your very first taste of sex—do you understand what that means?”

His eyes softened with a rush of gratitude, innocent and utterly lost. “I do,” he said quickly. “Honestly, Mrs. Bradley, I loved it. None of this would’ve happened without Kurt, though. I just… I owe him.”

I shook my head, voice settling into a slow, dangerous whisper. “No, Jeremy. You owe me, for everything you just took. Whatever you think you owe him—that’s got nothing to do with this.”

“I do owe him, Mrs. Bradley,” Jeremy insisted, his tone wavering between earnestness and something darker. His confession tumbled out in a rush, as if admitting it made the whole scandalous web more real. “Kurt gave me the courage—he coached me on every detail. He’s the reason I dared to come in here with you. He told me exactly what to do, told me how to expose myself to you, how to let you see what I had for you... He promised you wouldn’t be able to resist, not when you saw my cock, how hard I was for you. He was right. You wanted it, just like he said you would. If it hadn’t been for Kurt pushing me—telling me you’d pretend to be proper, but deep down, you needed it—I never would’ve stayed. I would’ve walked away the second you told me to leave while you changed. But his words kept echoing in my head: she wants it, Jeremy. She just has to get past her shame. So yes, I do owe Kurt for what just happened. And if you enjoyed it, then maybe you owe him too. That’s why I need to bring him in here.”

Before his words could settle in the air, a hot, angry flush swept over me. “No!” I cried, my voice sharpening with outrage and something else—humiliated vulnerability. “Absolutely not. You don’t owe him anything. And you can’t pay him back by handing me over. I’m not some token for you boys to trade. I opened myself to you—I showed you so much… and now you’d reduce me to this? Jeremy, I can’t believe how deeply you’ve let me down. I want nothing more than to throw you both out of my house right now. If only your mother knew how you’ve betrayed my trust—how foul your suggestion is. You disgust me. I wish she could hear what I have to say about you, but I know that’s impossible.”

His expression hardened, hurt battling with a twisted resolve. “Mrs. Bradley, I didn’t want to say this, but since you mentioned my mum, Kurt knows everything. He said that if you don’t let him have you too, we’ll tell my mum. She wouldn’t understand that you seduced me.”

I stared at him, aghast, my chest tightening with panic and rage. “You ungrateful, wretched little shit,” I hissed, my composure unraveling. “You dare threaten me? This is blackmail!”

Jeremy shrugged, his eyes darting away, shame and defiance mingling in his voice. “I don’t like that word, but… Yes. If you refuse Kurt, we’ll tell my mother. And Adam. Your son deserves to know what you are.”

Adam. The name landed like a punch, stealing the breath from my lungs. My stomach twisted at the thought of this spreading to my son—ruining whatever was left of my dignity, of my family. Losing Jeremy’s mother as a friend would hurt, but losing Adam—having him see me as nothing more than a shameless whore—would destroy me. That single, venomous word—slut—felt written across my body. And the thought of Kurt taking me, too—of being used as little more than a prize between boys—left me trembling, trapped in shame and unwanted excitement, unable to move or breathe.

Dizzy with panic, I realized I was completely at their mercy—two boys who should have never held this kind of power over me. Desperate to reclaim some space to breathe, to pull myself together, I pleaded, voice trembling but trying to sound stern, “Jeremy, no. Don’t bring him in here—not yet. I won’t just lie here and wait like some trophy for him to collect. Let me have a few minutes to freshen up, please. Give me that, at least. I’ll come for him, myself, in fifteen minutes—no more, I promise.”

He hesitated, eyes scrutinizing me like he was trying to see through my bluff, then finally nodded. “Alright, fifteen. No games. I’m going to go tell him.”

My voice was a weak echo. “Thank you.” As he stepped out, closing the bedroom door behind him, a heavy silence fell—just me, abandoned in a room thick with the scent of sex and shame. I stared at the ceiling, counting my heartbeats, weighing escape against the cost of Jeremy’s threats. For ten helpless minutes I paced and fretted, my mind chasing any sliver of hope, plotting fantasies of refusal that unravelled like smoke.

Still sticky with his release, I shuddered and retreated to my ensuite; icy water and trembling hands working frantically to clean myself—wiping away every stain and reminder from the coarse curls between my thighs, and down along the slick, sensitive skin. My breath came in shuddering bursts as the cool washcloth moved over my body, and each touch was a maddening mixture of self-loathing and agitation.

Once I was as composed as I could manage, I stared at myself in the mirror—flushed cheeks, swollen lips, eyes rimmed with guilt and anxiety. Pointlessly, I pulled on my bra, letting the lacy edges graze my aching nipples, and slid my thong back over my hips. Clothing felt futile, merely symbolic; soon, I knew, they’d be stripped away again. Still, it gave an illusion of control—slender armor for the walk of surrender.

I left the sanctuary of my room, each step down the hall deliberate, legs trembling under the thin veneer of lingerie and bravado. The boys were exactly where I’d left them, sprawled out, cocky and comfortable, oblivious to the turmoil churning inside me. I pushed past Jeremy, refusing even a glance, and stopped square in front of Kurt. The knot of dread in my stomach twisted tighter as I extended my hand to him, voice hollow. “Would you come with me?”

He gave me a slow, appraising smirk, eyes flicking first over my face, then hungrily down my body. “So, you came crawling after all,” he drawled, insolent, deliciously cruel. “Ready for a real fuck, then? I always knew you’d want a taste eventually. I bet you’re aching for it now… Ready for me to show you how it’s supposed to feel.”

My cheeks burnt hot—did Jeremy tell him? Had my inability to climax already become fodder for male pride? Fury and indignation boiled in my blood, but I forced the words out: “Don’t flatter yourself. Enjoy your moment; there won’t be another.”

He snorted, shameless, and grabbed my hand in his rough palm, using me as leverage to pull himself from the seat. As we started for the hall, he sidled up to me, tossing an arm possessively across my shoulders, his voice low and teasing in my ear. “You look so fucking hot in that black lingerie… I can’t wait to tear it off with my teeth.”

His words jarred me, icy fingers scraping down my spine. My body tensed; was this man about to hurt me? Would he turn violent if I resisted his game, or—worse—if I simply failed to please him? The thought surged up: what would saying ‘no’ achieve now, if his mind was already made up? If he decided to take, nothing I said would matter. My insides shrank with fear and a twisted kernel of anticipation, both fighting for control as my feet carried me onward.

The two of us barely fit through the doorway, tension sparking in the narrow space between our bodies. Inside my room, Kurt seized me by my shoulders with uncompromising strength and spun me toward the wall. The cold plaster kissed my cheek as he pressed me face-first, his tall, solid frame dominating my back. His presence wasn’t gentle—one of his knees slid insistently between my thighs, prising them apart, making me open to him against the hard surface.

My breathing quickened, warm against the cool wall. I felt his hands at my hips, hunting with impatience for the fragile band across my hips; my thong slipped from its place, slithering down to tangle around my ankles. His fingers were unforgiving, seeking the clasp at my back, tugging my bra free in a single, clumsy motion. My breasts spilled out, cool air licking my skin as the lace was peeled away. He only released me for a heartbeat before pushing me back, firmly, until my bare chest pressed flush to the wall.

“This isn’t what I want, can’t we go to the bed?” My voice broke, plaintive, laced with desperation. I’d tried to steer this encounter—I’d made myself scarce, forced him to wait, initiated the invitation myself. But now, here, in this relentless grip, the reins slipped away. He was orchestrating everything, swallowing any illusion of power I’d tried to build; fear splintered my bravado. His palm anchored me at my spine, holding me captive. Behind me, his other hand glided intimately, knuckles caressing the curves of my exposed backside—deliberate, teasing, a cruel reminder of his control.

I heard him fumble—then the unmistakable rasp of a zipper. My pulse hammered as I froze, unnerved by the way he pressed my body, vulnerable and unable to move. His cock—hard, insistent—prodded between the globes of my arse, directly over my tightly clenched entrance. A tremor of dread, panic, shuddered through me. “Please, not there... don’t, please!” I pleaded, trying to keep my voice steady even as it trembled, betraying the fear twisting in my gut.

He thrust again, nudging between my cheeks, lingering at my most private place but not quite aiming for entry—at least not yet. “Relax, babe—think of this as just a preview. Maybe I’ll give you the real thing later.” His tone was mocking, laced with intent. “You don’t like it up the arse?”

“No, no, I don’t!” I managed, forcing myself to sound more certain than I felt. But the truth was far more complicated—I wasn’t new to that dark pleasure. My first husband, eager and persuasive, had taught me all the ways to yield. Back then, I’d said yes sometimes, for him. But that was years ago. My body tensed with the memory—a distant, forbidden sensation, left untouched for nearly a decade. I never told my current husband how it used to feel... because he never once cared to ask.

“That’s too bad, but I’m not about to let that stop me,” he growled, defiant and hungry. Without warning, his hips retreated and then, in a sudden feverish motion, he spun me to face him fully, my back pressed hard to the cool, unyielding wall. I stood bared from the waist up, breathless and trembling, utterly at his mercy. His hands bore down on my shoulders, pinning me in place, submission and anticipation thundering through my veins.

Kurt dropped his head, his lips finding the delicate curve of my breast. At first it was torturously slow—soft, teasing kisses that sent delicious shivers spiraling through my body. But then, frantic need took over. His tongue flicked, circled, and then lashed at my nipple—first one, then the other—igniting the deep ember of hunger coiled within me. My senses fizzed and crackled, every nerve singing. Heat flared under my skin; his mouth worked magic, expertly savage and achingly tender all at once, until my body practically arched to meet him.

He didn’t let up, relentlessly worshipping my breasts with deft lips and clever tongue. Every suck, every graze of his teeth, drew helpless, needy moans from me. Within minutes, his ravishing had me burning—I could feel slickness gathering at my core, spreading wantonly between my thighs. I was already undone for him and he knew it, sensed it. Finally, he drew back, his face flushed, his breathing ragged.

His mouth claimed mine then—hungry, urgent, a possessive tangle of lips and tongues. I melted, surrendering to the reckless tide that pulled us both under. Resistance? There was none left in me. What would it even matter, now, to fight him? He was going to have me—my body already a fevered, willing offering.

As our mouths crashed together, I felt the rigid length of his cock slipping up into the hot, slippery cleft between my thighs. It glided easily, sliding through the arousal wetting my folds, not as thick or intimidating as Jeremy’s but familiar—akin to my husband’s, something my body seemed to instinctively recognize and crave. Pleasure spiked through me and I let out a raw, desperate whimper, lost in the press of his mouth and the velvet friction stroking my pussy.

He tore his lips from mine just enough to look down into my face. His eyes, dark and blazing, devoured every trace of need etched there. “Look at you,” he rasped, voice thick with cocky satisfaction. “So fucking hot for it. You need this, don’t you? It’s written all over your face. Maybe Jeremy’s a big boy, but he couldn’t give you what you really wanted, could he? I can. I see it—the hunger in your eyes. You’re desperate for this.”

He was right. The naked hunger, the shameful longing—I couldn’t hide any of it. I’d been aching for sex all day; my body had been whispering yes since sunrise. But I tried to convince myself that he was only being arrogant, projecting his own desire. Still, the truth simmered between us, undeniable and electric.

Kurt’s mouth crashed over mine again, tongues colliding in a reckless, greedy dance. This time, I gave as good as I got, chasing his tongue, clutching at his closeness, letting him invade every breath and thought. If this was happening—and God, how badly I wanted it—I decided to forget my reservations and surrender, lose myself in the heat of him. Already, it was blindingly obvious: Kurt knew how to make a woman ache, and he didn’t have to rely on size to prove it.

The wall at my back was an uncompromising barrier, not even allowing me to arch into him as I craved, to grind my hips against his. I’d already begged to go to the bed—one more plea would only tip my hand, reveal just how desperate I truly was. I kept silent, holding my need quietly within, relishing the delicious ache of being so close to the brink but not yet begging for release.

Kurt’s knees pressed firmly between mine, parting my thighs with confident insistence, forcing me open for him, completely exposed and unable to do anything but yield. His body lowered, muscular tension coiling beneath his skin, until his hips dipped beneath mine—every muscle in my legs gripping air as he maneuvered us. Then I felt it: the thick bulb of his cockhead nudging at my slick, hungry opening, halting the intoxicating glides against my desperate clit. The loss of that friction—so raw, so cruel—drew a helpless, desperate whimper from me, my body aching for satisfaction.

“Don’t worry, Adam’s mother—you’re soaking wet. You’re aching for it,” he murmured, his voice so cocky, making me recoil inwardly at the reminder of our twisted, forbidden dynamic. This was my son’s friend; this was so wrong—and yet my body betrayed me, throbbing, quivering for him, desperate to feel every inch he promised.

His hands slid beneath my thighs, hot and unyielding, gripping the backs just below my ass—suddenly, he lifted me, strong and sure, my feet leaving the ground as my back pressed hard against the wall, leaving me utterly at his mercy. I gasped; I had never been taken like this—suspended, weightless, with only his hands, and soon his hardness, to support me. The shock stole my breath, but gravity was unavoidable—my slick, open cunt slid easily down the tense, poised length he’d positioned beneath me, the thick head parting my folds, stretching me wide in one slow, invasive push. His cock was halfway inside before I could even moan.

“Oh, God—oh, fuck, you’re in!” The words tumbled from my lips—ragged, hungry, more honest than I wanted.

“Told you, babe—you’re more than ready for me. But that’s just the beginning—hang tight,” he growled, and lowered my trembling body all the way down, impaling me inch by glorious inch until I was fully, deeply skewered on his thick shaft. His grip settled around me, grounding me, making me shiver as I relished that heady fullness, shattering all pretense of resistance. There was no denying the truth now: his cock inside me felt as good—maybe better—than any lover I’d had in over twenty years. Times with both my husbands—passionate, delicious, rewarding—flashed through my mind, but right now, none of them compared to the illicit thrill of being pinned against the wall, filled and fucked by someone I should not want.

Even the awkwardness, the feeling of surrender pressed back against cold plaster, seemed to feed the heat swirling inside my core, reminiscent of forbidden office trysts—with one crucial, dangerous difference: this wasn’t my husband, and this was nowhere near safe. As Kurt drew his cock almost all the way out of my soaked pussy, then thrust back, I braced myself for discomfort, but he was masterful, holding me steady, owning my pleasure with every smooth stroke. Soon he was moving faster, deeper, every thrust stoking pleasure so deep in my belly it left me astonished, breathless—surely I couldn't possibly climax this way, pressed up and helpless.

But as his relentless rhythm built, pulse after shock of pleasure pulsed from my center, threatening to shatter me. My doubt gave way to feverish need, my entire world balanced on the strength of his arms and the delicious invasion of his cock, and I surrendered, knowing my release—my most powerful surrender yet—was entirely in his hands.

Desperate for more, I ached for his lips to find my breasts once again, to feel his mouth worshipping my aching nipples—God, that would have sent me spiraling. But he couldn’t reach them, not while he was supporting every trembling inch of me, holding my body aloft as he drove relentlessly upward inside me. Still, heat surged through me, bubbling just beneath my skin, that exquisite pulsing beginning its frenzied ascent. I burned for release, my nerves stretched taut as piano wire, but old disappointment tangled with my longing. After what little satisfaction Jeremy’s oversized cock had given me—all those inches, all that thrusting with nothing to show for it—I hesitated to surrender. He had been all girth, no skill, leaving me hollow and wanting.

My eyes flicked over Kurt’s strong shoulder and met Jeremy’s in the doorway. The voyeur. I wanted to scream at him to get the hell out—all vulnerability, no invitation. Yet there was something wickedly satisfying about him standing there, watching, knowing he was witness to the skill his friend brought to my body, learning what he could never give. Let him watch, I thought, cold with disdain and molten with need. He’d see, he’d know exactly what he lacked—what I needed.

But those thoughts vanished beneath Kurt’s hands and hips and that growing, shuddering, deep pressure blooming behind my clit. My head fell back and I panted beneath the rising, irresistible ache. For the first time on this wild, ruthless day, I felt the possibility of release—real, mind-bending pleasure close at hand. But I feared it too; I knew if I let go, if I finally dove headlong into orgasm, there would be that precarious, perilous moment—knowing Kurt could unravel and finish too soon and leave me teetering on the edge, lost in the aftermath. It was a race, a dangerous dance between his climax and mine.

But I couldn’t hold back any longer. Every nerve in my body screamed for surrender, and I gave myself over to him, to the deep, powerful strokes rocking me against the wall. Kurt seemed to sense it too; his breathing rasped, desperate and uneven, his cock swelling, short, urgent thrusts signaling his own approaching limit. “Don’t you dare,” I nearly sobbed, clinging to him, begging him not to let go before me.

Then it hit—a wave of flaming, sweet release tore through me. I cried out, raw and unrestrained, every muscle seizing as I shattered around him. Gratitude spilled from my lips—words of relief, of shocked delight, of confession for this beautiful, terrible, ecstatic trespass. Thank God he’d pushed his way in—I needed this, needed him, needed the pleasure burning through my veins. Somehow, in that moment, he became unexpectedly generous, holding his body still, letting me ride it out, savoring every shiver and pulse from my wracked clit, his cock filling me to the hilt until I was sated and breathless.

Slowly, the world came back into focus. I realized Kurt was carrying me to the bed, my legs still hooked over his arms, his strong body supporting all of me. He tried to lay us down softly, but I slipped that last shameless distance and he landed on top of me, cock still buried deep. The jolt sent a sharp, unexpected shock of pleasure and pain streaking high inside—God, I was so full of him I could hardly breathe.

“Are you okay?” he murmured, his voice unexpectedly gentle, concern softening his usual arrogance.

A wicked little gasp escaped me, half pain, half pleasure, as I gazed up at him—those eyes, for a delicious flicker, soft with genuine worry. “God, I thought you were about to drive straight through to my stomach,” I said, my tone teasing but honest, still feeling the deep ache he’d left at my core.

Settling beneath him, wrapped in the haven of my own bed, I let myself savor the new luxury—the delicious weight of him pressing down, filling me so utterly I could barely draw breath. My fingers traced lazy patterns over his hips, feeling the tension coiled beneath his skin. I searched his face, studying that rare vulnerability that sharpened my hunger. “I didn’t feel you cum,” I murmured, seeking his secret with a touch of mischief.

He grinned, cocky and unmistakably proud, then pulled back and thrust into me with a deliberate, punishing slowness that forced a reckless moan from my lips. “That’s because I haven’t… yet.”

His body, perfectly primed, jerked against mine, his length still thick and achingly hard inside me—a constant, delicious stretch. “Ohhh. I see… well, I certainly feel,” I breathed, my voice thick with renewed arousal. Embarrassingly needy, I forced the question out: “So, you want to finish, then?”

Kurt gave me that insufferable, arrogant smirk, his cock twitching deep inside as he flexed. “That’s what I’m here for, baby. To empty myself in you.” That insolent bravado—why did it make my skin flush so hot?

Before I could scold him, he slid out partly, then rammed back in, making me gasp anew. “But first, I think you deserve to squirm a little more.”

I tried to protest, to shield myself in sarcasm, but the truth unspooled in warm, throbbing honesty. “No, seriously, I meant it. That was amazing. I needed it more than I could ever admit.” I paused, catching my breath as my thighs tried to close around his hips, the aftershocks trembling through me. “But I’m only good for one. Don’t waste your stamina—just… finish.”

He leaned in, his breath ghosting my lips, blue eyes turned stormy with intent. “That sounds like a dare.” He began to draw himself out—slow, excruciatingly slow—before plunging in with enough force to send a shock of pleasure knifing up through my belly.

“Oh, no. It’s not a challenge, I promise. Just—mmm—just come,” I begged, needing the pressure to end, to be replaced by the hot, wet flood I could already imagine.

He said nothing, his jaw set, gaze focused. His resolve was palpable—a single point of hot, masculine willpower above me. I watched him, and in spite of the bold assertion he’d be my undoing again, I felt certain he was close, too close to dragging this out much further.

The truth was, I’d never been greedy—never one to spiral into a second climax on a man’s command. But Kurt moved inside me like he owned time itself, rhythm coiling tighter with each thrust, pressure swelling inside until my limbs shuddered and my skin prickled with fresh need. For what felt like forever, I was lost beneath his relentless pounding, hips pinned, breath snatched out of my lungs.

And then, impossibly, the tremors began again—my nerve endings sparking, molten heat flooding through my core as my body yielded, tumbling helplessly into a second orgasm so sharp and overwhelming I almost cried out from the sheer surprise.

I rode the crest, my scream muffled against his shoulder, clutching him as my muscles spasmed around him. It was only as I melted into the mattress, spent and breathless, that I realized he was spilling inside me, his hot, sticky release jerking in waves against my throbbing walls, filling every inch with his pleasure.

I let my head fall back, triumphant, shattered, and gloriously full.

It was as if our bodies had orchestrated a symphony of pleasure, the crescendo ending in a tangle of limbs, skin slick and radiating heat, our shared release vibrating through me. Shame prickled beneath my sated skin—a dull ache of guilt about how thoroughly I’d been undone by someone so maddeningly young, a mere twenty-two. But despite that messy tumble of emotions, a softer urge welled up. I longed to wrap him in my arms, murmuring tangled, whispered thank-yous against his ear—a silent, desperate gratitude for what he’d given me, what my husband had so blithely withheld.

But Kurt, never content to linger in the aftermath, pressed up on his palms, his muscular chest lifting from mine. My eyes flew open, hungry and uncertain, searching for some sign of tenderness or intent. Instead, I was forced to witness the slow spectacle of his withdrawal—thick cock easing from me, my body sighing around his girth, unwilling to let go. As he pulled back, the swollen crown finally slipped free, leaving one glistening thread—a shimmering, intimate bond of our mingled essence stretching and finally falling away as he withdrew entirely.

“No, stay,” I wanted to plead, my voice catch on the edge of something raw and unguarded.

Kurt smirked, his dark eyes flashing with cocky bravado as his old arrogance rolled right back, razor-edged and unapologetic. “Not so mouthy now, are you?” he baited, that insolent tone returning like a drumbeat in my chest. Then he glanced over his shoulder—to where Jeremy was hovering at the foot of the bed, drawn irresistibly closer, his staunch curiosity clear.

“Take notes, mate,” Kurt jeered, not relinquishing me entirely—his palm stayed heavy on my shoulder, an anchor of control as I trembled beneath his touch. “Come on, have another go.”

Before I could protest, before I could even cover myself, Jeremy was stepping between my knees. He was hard again—jaw clenched, his cock thick and brazen, bobbing with each step as he stared down at my flushed, swollen folds, still slick with arousal. Apprehension pricked through the pleasure-laden fog. How could they both just assume I was theirs to use? Fury and humiliation flared.

“This is it. I’m done. This is over,” I tried to protest, my voice strained and thin. But Jeremy was undeterred. Emboldened—perhaps by Kurt’s show, perhaps by his own growing confidence—he leaned over me, heavy and solid, his cock nudging my trembling opening. I tensed as that thick end pressed forward, scalding skin against oversensitized flesh, his hips forcing him deeper inch by unforgiving inch.

My every nerve-ending screamed with hyper-awareness. My sex, already stretched and stirred by two men, was exquisitely tender. I felt him—every deliberate push, every hungry, eager grind. But instead of clumsy urgency, Jeremy moved with a newfound purpose; he’d watched, he’d learned. Each thrust was deemed, measured, hitting places inside I didn’t know I could feel. Despite my indignation, my traitorous body responded, arching into every determined drive.

His face hovered just above mine—close enough for me to see the flush rushing down his neck, the pride burning in his eyes. My breath came in ragged gasps. Beneath the humiliation was a desperation, a flicker of hope and want: Could he give me what they’d both now taken from me? Could this night, this second boy, move my battered soul toward that edge one last time?

I wanted to say no, to push him away. But instead, my hips tilted, chasing after sensation, after that forbidden rush. Despite everything—despite the soreness, the crowded chaos of need and shame—I felt another climax coiling inside me, tight and inevitable, as Jeremy’s cock pushed deeper, filling me in ways that felt dangerously right.

I matched every urgent thrust with a fevered buck of my hips, completely abandoning any fragile sense of restraint. My body tangled around his, alive with sensations too fierce to deny, wet heat gripping him as if we were both desperate twenty-year-olds, starved for every ounce of pleasure. I felt him everywhere—his thick length plunging deeper, stretching me in ways that sent a wild thrill erupting through my core. The guilt from before transformed into something bittersweet and exhilarating—a secret longing that had only grown more ferocious. "Oh, Jeremy," I gasped out, raking my nails across his back, my voice ragged and desperate, "God, yes... right there... fuck me, Jeremy, fuck me!"

With every shuddering drive inside me, the pleasure intensified, hot and stormy, sweeping all my frustrations away in a wild flood. Needing him pushed to his limit, I whispered, breathless and urgent, "Please, darling, cum for me... now... I want to feel you, Jeremy, finish inside me, please!"

The tension snapped inside me, a riot of pulsing pleasure that made my body tremble under his relentless, youthful rhythm. His hips moved with hungry abandon, pounding his beautiful cock into my over-sensitized, soaking sex until finally, with a hoarse cry, he let himself go—his hot release spilling deep inside me, filling me in a burst that drew another wave of ecstasy through my tired body. Collapsing against me, Jeremy’s weight was solid and warm, his sweat slicked skin pressed to mine as I wrapped trembling arms around him, holding him with a possessive tenderness that stunned me.

Cradling him now, his body lax and sated, was so different from all those boyhood memories—those times when he’d tumbled into my arms after scrapes or childhood tears, no hint back then that the embrace of a woman would ever mean this. But now, his gorgeous, tall body was molded to mine, his cock—softening but still substantial—resting deep within me, a secret still locked inside my flesh. I felt it pulse, and an involuntary squeeze from my inner muscles drew a shaky, unexpected groan from him.

He lifted his head, eyes dark and shining as they met mine. For a heartbeat I was stripped bare—utterly exposed—looking up at this man I’d watched grow from a bright, wide-eyed little boy to the confident lover above me. The reality of what we’d done burned across my cheeks, but when he spoke, his words were reverent—worshipping.

“Fuck, Mrs. Bradley... that was... incredible. You have no idea. I can’t believe—I always wanted this, dreamed about it, but I never thought you’d want me like this, never imagined you’d make me feel so wanted.” He leaned down, brushing trembling lips to mine with a gratitude that felt achingly raw, whispering, “Thank you. You’re absolutely unbelievable. You made this... my first time... more perfect and hotter than I ever dared hope.”

What was I supposed to do now? The question hung between us, pressing down on my chest like a weight. Should I finally tell him to call me Barbara? Hearing that formal “Mrs. Bradley” escape his lips while the hazy heat of his semi-erection still lingered deep inside me felt jarringly out of place—intimate, yet utterly distant.

His eyes held mine, unblinking, searching for… what, exactly? Forgiveness? Understanding? He must have seen the storm of mortification swirling in me. I couldn’t bear his gaze any longer; shame prickled up my neck as I turned, searching the room for any distraction—anything to avoid the endless blue of his eyes that had once looked at me so differently. Where had Kurt slunk off to? Was he biding his time in a shadowed corner, watching, waiting for Jeremy to move from between my legs? He’d only climaxed once. The thought tightens the ache in my overused, thoroughly filled body—I prayed he had no intention of another round. My sex throbbed, raw and spent, barely able to stand another brush, let alone another reckless invasion. I needed them gone, needed space to come to terms with what I’d done. My nerves twanged with humiliation, anticipating it could only get worse if this continued.

Jeremy withdrew from me, his swollen shaft sliding free, leaving a trail of sensation that made my abused flesh quiver. He lifted his weight, finally releasing me from beneath him. For a breathless instant, I wondered if he’d absorbed the flush of embarrassment coloring my face, if empathy had pulled him away.

As he stood at the foot of the bed, my eyes found Kurt lounging across the room, sprawled in an armchair, completely nude and unapologetic. He grinned, raking his gaze over us, dismissive in a way that made my insides cringe. “Christ, man, thought you’d never finish,” he drawled, his tone all bravado and zero grace. “Nice one, mate, you did her proud. Let me at her in a minute, yeah? Then we’ll hit the pub.”

Heat scorched my cheeks at the way he talked about me—like I wasn’t even present, just a body they’d conquered, a wild story to boast about later. But Jeremy, wonderfully, beautifully, broke in before I could protest, a new steel hardening in his voice. “No, Kurt. She’s done.”

Kurt scoffed, stomping his foot, arrogance tight in his voice. “Bullshit, man. She’s not done.” He rose, body all power and hunger, stalking toward the bed with predatory intent.

My heart thudded, panic bleeding into the afterglow, but Jeremy barred his path, arms outstretched as a shield. Even though Kurt towered over him—taller, thicker, unmistakably the stronger of the two—Jeremy’s resolve didn’t falter. For one chilling second, I imagined a brawl. My stomach knotted at the idea of Kurt overpowering Jeremy, of being taken all over again whether I wanted it or not. Maybe I had desperately reveled in their attention, the illicit thrills, the indulgence of two virile young men, but now, guilt was crushing me, and I needed escape.

To my astonishment, it was Jeremy who won. He held his ground, unflinching, until finally, Kurt relented, stepping back with a dark, frustrated glare. I had no doubt the sight of me, spread and gasping beneath Jeremy, had reignited his lust, but Jeremy’s determination trumped his friend’s bruised ego tonight.

Jeremy finally ushered Kurt out, shutting my bedroom door with a soft but resolute click. He returned to my bedside, his gaze tracing my every curve, his eyes dark with unspoken desire and something like admiration. I was still sprawled across the tangled sheets—completely exposed except for the black silk stockings clinging to my thighs and the delicate garter belt encircling my waist, the suspenders taut against my skin. Everything about my posture—my parted thighs, my glistening sex, my hair wild across the pillow—whispered absolute surrender. My hips tingled with the slow, messy trails of their release, warm and wet as it slid between my cheeks, a decadent mixture spilling from my swollen lips and down into that most secret cleft.

Jeremy paused, drinking in the sight of me—the evidence of what we’d done so visible, so shameless. He leaned closer, his voice low, reverent. “Thank you for everything,” he murmured, and the way he said it, with his eyes soft and a flush still tracing his cheeks, sent a rush of strange pride through me, tangled up with guilt and raw aching satisfaction.

All I could manage, my voice a shaky whisper, was, “Please… don’t tell Adam.” Panic tightened my chest at the thought of my son ever knowing this—what I’d done with his closest friend. The vulnerability in my plea hung heavy in the air.

Jeremy’s gaze locked with mine, steady and sincere. “You have my word,” he promised. Then, careless but hopeful, “Could we… maybe… do this again?”

For a moment, wicked temptation flickered in me. But my conscience was already sharpening, and I shook my head gently. “I don’t think that would be right, Jeremy. The guilt—it’ll drown me. This… this can’t happen again.”

He accepted this with a small, regretful nod, then quietly dressed and slipped out the door, disappearing down the hallway—the echo of his departure somehow both a relief and a wound.

I stayed sprawled amid those sweat-dampened sheets for a long, breathless hour—my skin sticky, my thighs sticky, the bedsheets a patchwork of spent fluids and secrets. I couldn’t bring myself to move, couldn’t bear to face the fluorescent honesty of my bathroom light. Eventually, I’d need to scrub my body clean, strip the bed, erase every sensual mark they’d left behind. But for now, I just lay there, feeling the aftermath of our forbidden pleasures thrum inside me, torn between exquisite shame and the lingering, aching memory of how it felt to surrender so utterly in my own bed.


Chapter 2

I lingered far too long in the rumpled heat of our bed, the aftermath of that frenzied afternoon nearly overwhelming me—scenting my skin, clinging to every pore. I should’ve moved, gone to purge the evidence of my wild surrender before my husband walked through the door, ignorant and unsuspecting—ignorant of how, in his indifference, he’d driven his wife directly toward forbidden temptation. How carelessly he’d left me yearning at his office, pushing me straight into the hungry, waiting arms and cocks of two virile young men who showed me no mercy, but endless pleasure.

As the water scalded away sweat and the intoxicating aroma of my adventure, I scrubbed at my sore, swollen sex and relished the ache coating my muscles, my lips curling with the knowledge of what Jeremy and Kurt had taken from me—what I’d so eagerly given. Fresh sheets covered the mattress now, hiding the unmistakable stains—slick and milky reminders swirled with my own nectar—soaking into cotton as evidence to be laundered away. Even weary, wobbly on my feet, I paused in the doorway, the air thick with memory: Jeremy, cock like a promise, standing just there as he stripped away the last of my resistance along with his track pants. It was in this very threshold he’d claimed me, beginning my delicious undoing with that huge, beautiful erection that stretched me, filled me, gave me everything I’d craved and more.

Terry arrived home burning with need, uncharacteristically ravenous—his hands everywhere, desperate for a quick claim of his own before dinner. Panic flickered in my belly. The thought of anything, anyone, sliding inside me was unimaginable; my pussy was raw, thrumming, entirely spent from the pounding it had endured. Even the memory of Jeremy’s thickness pressing deep, deeper still, made me wince and clench, heat and sensitivity radiating through every nerve ending. They had pushed every limit, utterly exhausting me—not just with their unrelenting hunger, but the sheer size Jeremy wielded between his thighs—a fullness I’d never believed possible.

While preparing dinner, anxiety raced in tight circles through my mind. I searched for ways to soothe Terry’s sudden, suspicious libido, especially after his cold rejection earlier today. My mind conjured images of him tangled with his PA, easy lunches turning into secret trysts. But if he’d been unfaithful, why this ferocious hunger for me now? The contradiction made me dizzy.

After we ate, clearing away the plates felt automatic. When I returned to the dining room, standing across the table from my oblivious husband, a reckless boldness stirred in me. Without a word, I sank onto my knees, crawling beneath the table, my hands easing his legs apart. Terry was utterly shocked as I reached up, unzipping his pants to free his growing cock. Leaning forward, I wrapped my lips around him, tongue swirling, swallowing him down—his groan vibrating through the wood above. The secret thrill of it—a forbidden tryst where only we existed—had my own hips twitching with residual, vicarious want.

Adam was gone, our daughter out late at university. We never dared risk anything so risky with the house full, but now? Now, I let go, every moan and pulse a silent confession of just how wicked his wife could be.

I was determined to give Terry a memory so intense, so utterly mind-blowing, that his hunger for me would be sated without ever needing to enter my aching body. On my knees beneath the table, my lips and tongue lavished attention on him, driving him to the edge with every swirl, every deep, eager stroke. The taste of him grew stronger, the velvet heat of his cock swelling in my mouth, and I could feel his thighs tensing under my touch. The air became thick with the sounds of his desperate breathing, each ragged gasp telling me I had him right where I wanted—caught between surprise and uncontrollable pleasure.

He tried, with what little composure he had left, to gather my hair in his fist and pull me away. “No, Barbara, I want you in bed. I want to fuck you,” he groaned, the need raw in his voice. But I wouldn’t stop—I couldn’t. Determined, I captured him deeper, my hand stroking the base of his shaft as I sucked, relentless, refusing to grant him any escape. I wanted his climax, needed it to replace the pain I would feel with satisfaction, to cover the ache left behind by my earlier escapades. When his orgasm tore through him, he surrendered with almost a sob, his cock pulsing and releasing into my hungry mouth, hot seed splashing the back of my throat. This time, I swallowed every last drop, surprising even myself.

He slumped in his chair, limp and spent, his body shuddering with aftershocks. As his eyes fluttered open, he found me still kneeling between his legs, his softened length resting across my lower lip, a trail of his cum warm on my chin. He chuckled in disbelief, the thrill of what just happened sparkling in his voice. “Wow, what on earth got into you tonight?”

I simply giggled, letting the secret tremble between us—deliciously wicked.

That night, I narrowly escaped disaster. Terry, who had come home overflowing with desire for the wife who tormented him at his office, had been entirely seduced by my boldness and the taboo thrill of what we’d done in the dining room. When we finally went to bed, he was fully sated, blissful in his post-orgasm haze. I lay beside him, a secret smile haunting my lips—still glowing with the memory of two young men who had ruined me earlier, whose touch still lingered on my skin.

The following days were a constant replay—a carnal slideshow behind my closed eyes. Again and again, I lost myself in the memory of that torrid afternoon, my body aching for a repeat performance, even as I told Jeremy it could never happen again. The rational part of me tried to assert itself—reminding me how reckless, how forbidden it all was: cheating on my husband, surrendering to my son’s friends, surrendering to boys half my age. But desire is rarely reasonable. In the shadows of my mind, I knew I’d unleashed something I might never put back—a desperate, reckless craving, hungry to taste their pleasures once more.

When Adam walked back into the house after his holidays, I could barely meet his gaze. Every time his eyes found mine, I searched his face for some hint of accusation, secretly terrified that Jeremy or Kurt might have let slip what had happened on that decadent afternoon. But Adam was just as vibrant and carefree as always, his smile unshadowed by suspicion. Relief washed through me, sweet and guilty. The boys had kept our secret—a thrilling, risky memory that pulsed beneath the surface of our everyday lives. Then, insidiously, my worry shifted. Their silence—what did it mean? Did it mark the end, or was it simply the calm before temptation returned to my doorstep? I tried to imagine what I’d do if they appeared again—how I would react if those two handsome men stood before me, their intent burning in their eyes. The thought alone made my resolve waver; I knew in the deepest part of me, I’d be powerless to resist if they wanted me again.

About two weeks later, Adam approached me, excitement shining in his eyes as he asked if he could throw a pool party for his friends. My stomach tightened at the mention—knowing that Jeremy and Kurt would be among the guests sent a jolt of illicit anticipation through me. Still, I told myself the risk was minimal with so many people around. There was no sensible reason to say no, and denying Adam’s innocent request would only raise questions I had no good answers for.

The Sunday of the party arrived, heavy with summer heat. The garden brimmed with youthful energy as four girls and six boys—Adam included—spilled into the pool, shrieking and laughing, hormones bright in the air. Of course, Jeremy and Kurt were there as well. When they greeted me—deferentially, calling me “Mrs. Bradley” with polite distance—I felt a secret shiver spike up my spine. Only days ago, I’d been gasping their names, wrapped in their arms, and now they addressed me with dizzying formality. Terry, my husband, had chosen to escape the mayhem to watch a ballgame with his friends. Our daughter was out as well. That left me as the only adult—at least in years—hovering near the revelry, watching from the kitchen window as Adam’s twenty-year-old friends chased each other through clouds of sparkling spray. I tried to focus on making platters of food, but my gaze slid constantly to the scene outside, following Kurt’s broad shoulders, Jeremy’s easy confidence, and the gathering cliques that formed as the afternoon and the flow of drinks wore on.

By mid-afternoon, I noticed couples emerging from the chaos—two girls linked arms with their boyfriends and claimed deck chairs, kissing between sips of lemonade. Jeremy, that beautiful boy whose body I could still feel pressed against mine, had paired off with an especially striking brunette. Her name, I soon learned, was Georgia.

Around three, Georgia wandered into the kitchen, barefoot and gleaming from the sun, carrying a glass and a conspiratorial smile. We made pleasant conversation—a polite volley of questions and laughter—but beneath it, I sensed something more intent simmering. Then she told me, with breathless girlish excitement, how she and Jeremy had recently become an item. She confided her feelings, her hope that their connection would grow deeper. Her eyes glowed with anticipation, and for a moment, a sharp stab of envy twisted inside me, mingled with something wickedly nostalgic.

That’s when she lowered her voice, hesitating only a moment before taking a deep, nervous breath. “Mrs. Bradley, um…” She bit her lip, almost bashful, but her voice was steady. “Is there someplace in your house—like, a room, a bedroom—where Jeremy and I could…you know…be alone? Just for a while?” Her cheeks flushed, but she held my gaze with a daring vulnerability that left me momentarily breathless.

I looked at her, seeing a boldness so familiar it stabbed through my composure, and wondered how I possibly could answer.

My mind spun, blank and unprepared. This was territory I’d never imagined navigating—my values had been planted firmly in another era, roots tangled in the traditions of my parents, while my son’s generation seemed so unafraid to shatter convention, to reach out without inhibition or shame for what they wanted. Terry and I had only recently discussed this sort of thing, talking quietly together about what we’d do if Adam brought a girl home, wanting to spend the night with her behind his bedroom door—something that once would’ve seemed scandalous. But times had changed, and we’d reluctantly agreed it was almost a rite of passage now. Yet, this was altogether different… so much more intimate and unexpected.

It was unsettling, the way Georgia stood before me—her cheeks flushed, her bottom lip caught trembling between her teeth, waiting through the silence that sat thick between us. Why wasn’t she asking her own mother for permission to surrender herself to Jeremy? The question echoed inside me, bruising my conscience. I must have looked completely taken aback, my face a mask of shock and curiosity, while she grew restless and fidgeted at my kitchen counter.

“If you’d rather not, Mrs. Bradley, please say so. We don’t have to,” she murmured, eyes darting downward with embarrassment, yet her voice trembled with such longing. “It’s just… this has been building inside me for weeks. I can hardly stand it anymore. I’m—God, I’m desperate for him right now. I swear, I’m so wet it almost hurts…” Her confession poured out, unashamed and achingly sweet in its honesty, as if by sharing the raw ache of her desire, she hoped I’d understand. “I’ve had sex before, but never with Jeremy. I need to, Mrs. Bradley. I just need to know what it's like with him…”

My pulse kicked beneath my skin, liquid heat throbbing as her explicit words crashed over me. Was there ever a time I’d have laid bare my own longing to another woman’s mother? Her candor was so shocking, and yet deliciously familiar. There was a strange, erotic irony to all of this; how could I pass judgment when two weeks earlier, I’d offered my own body to her boyfriend?

I managed to compose myself, sharp curiosity threading through the haze of my arousal. “Did Jeremy send you in here to ask me this?” My voice was soft, tremulous.

She shook her head urgently, her hair slipping forward. “No, I swear, he has no idea what I’m doing right now. I just… I wanted to get your blessing. To use a room—a bed—where we could finally be alone.” A nervous giggle escaped her, fragile and breathless. “I wanted it to be private, and I want to surprise him. Just walk out to the pool, take his hand, and pull him inside. He’ll be stunned…”

Some measure of relief washed through me, easing the knot of jealousy that briefly threatened to choke me. Whatever I was to Jeremy—a forbidden ache, a lingering fantasy—it soothed me to know that he wasn’t parading his real affection with Georgia in front of me, at least not intentionally. Instead, there was a sweet vulnerability in the way she waited for my response, a spark of excitement that was impossible to resent—and I couldn’t help but wonder how Jeremy would react, being swept away by her unapologetic, hungry need.

As Georgia stood before me, her gaze hungry for my reply, my thoughts twisted in unpredictable directions. Did she truly understand what she was asking for? I found myself wondering if she had any conception of the sheer scale of Jeremy when he was aroused—if her curious hands had ever dared to discover the impossibility of encircling him with her slender fingers. Had their explorations gone that far? If she had tasted other lovers in the past, as she’d clumsily admitted, she’d surely realize that most young men did not possess the kind of imposing, glorious masculinity Jeremy had. A wicked tingle shot through me at the memory of just how powerfully he’d filled me. I couldn’t help but wonder—was that afternoon with Jeremy and Kurt a deliberate rehearsal, a calculated way to season Jeremy for his new romantic conquest? Had I simply been a tantalizing lesson—his first real test—preparing him to truly satisfy Georgia tonight?

The notion thrilled and unsettled me, a collision of maternal concern and heated, secret longing. Here I was, frozen in my kitchen on a lazy Sunday afternoon, facing this bold and eager young woman—Georgia, whose fresh sexuality radiated even as she asked to claim a bed in my home for her very first time with Jeremy. The delicious contradiction of it all almost stole my breath. “Um...” I hesitated, fumbling through the storm in my mind, struggling to give her the answer I knew she ached for. “You can use the guestroom,” I managed, nodding towards the little hideaway tucked just behind the laundry. “It’s right through that door.”

Georgia’s smile exploded like sunshine, and suddenly her arms were thrown around me, warm and grateful. She pressed herself into me, her scent as effervescent as her spirit, and whispered, “Thank you, Mrs. Bradley, you’re honestly the coolest. Adam is so lucky to have you.” A soft kiss touched my cheek, lingering with electricity, before she spun away with irrepressible joy.

Just as she reached the threshold to the pool, she paused, eyes alight with purpose. “Better make it cozy,” she chirped, half to herself, then tossed me a mischievous glance. “You know—pull the sheet down, set the scene. Is it this one?” She gestured to the door and, breathless, I nodded. Off she skipped, her bare feet almost silent, to transform the humble guestroom into their private sanctum of discovery.

Moments later, she breezed back, her voice musical as she passed through the kitchen once more. “It’s perfect, Mrs. Bradley—just perfect!” Her excitement was palpable, infectious; somehow it left me dizzy, my skin tingling as though her anticipation was my own.

Drawn by some reckless curiosity, I returned to my familiar post by the kitchen window, unseen observer to the world outside. Through the glass, I watched Georgia flit towards Jeremy, her whole body a radiant invitation, as he stood poolside, deep in conversation with—of all people—my son, Adam. I stilled, my mind racing. What on earth would Adam say if he knew his mother had just handed a room, her home, over to his best friend to ravish his new girlfriend? Guilt prickled through me—fierce, delicious, secretive. I watched the three of them, my guilty voyeurism intensifying as another thought struck me: what would Adam think if he ever discovered just how intimately his best mate and I had already tangled, if he knew his mother had been spread wide and thoroughly satisfied by the very boy he treated like a brother?

Georgia had entwined her fingers around Jeremy’s, all eager exuberance, gradually coaxing him away from his animated conversation with Adam. With subtle insistence, she led him halfway toward the house, their hands still weaving together like the promise of something wicked. There, she paused, bringing him close, her mouth moving with purposeful softness as she revealed their destination—the anticipation dancing mischievously in her eyes. I caught the unguarded grin that spread across Jeremy’s face, a gleeful rush of disbelief, the look of a young man thrilled by the heady realization that he was about to make love to his new girlfriend. I wondered if a shadow of guilt clouded his pleasure, knowing the sheets that would soon cradle them had so recently tangled around us. If he’d been honing his skills in my arms just for this moment, then fate held an exquisite, wicked sense of humor.

Their whispered planning seemed to wind up with a quiet agreement, and Georgia tugged him onward, their hands fused with gentle urgency, approaching the very door where I stood—my heart tripping at their nearness. I busied myself with party preparations, pretending interest in the tray between my hands, acutely aware of their every step, of my own skin prickling with memory.

Georgia beamed as they entered, her laughter delicious and conspiratorial. “Thank you again, Mrs. B,” she sang sweetly, a sly sideways glance at Jeremy. “Jeremy wants to thank you too, right?” she said, drawing him in with a teasing flick of her gaze.

Jeremy’s reply trembled on his lips, uneven, his face shading pink with what might have been guilt or simple nerves. “Yes… uh, yes, thank you, Mrs. Bradley.” His eyes flickered over my face, searching for ire or accusation—looking for any sign that I’d guessed precisely what this was: a practice run that had found its true stage.

My smile was easy, bright, deliberately flippant—granting them the silent, all-knowing approval they needed. “It’s fine, you two. Enjoy,” I said, my tone warm, giving them permission without hesitation.

They vanished through the laundry’s door, the intimacy of their adventure trailing after them like invisible heat. Nestled just beyond was the guestroom, perfectly equipped for stolen afternoons: an adjoining bathroom, a shower, everything designed for privacy and secret pleasure.

Left alone, I wandered back to my cooking, the air thick with the electric hum of what was happening just meters away. Out the window, Adam and his sun-bright friends tumbled and splashed, oblivious to the drama unfolding behind closed doors. Minutes slid past—pregnant with anticipation—until the tranquility shattered. A wild, urgent scream split the air from the direction of the guestroom, a woman’s shriek so acute, my heart jolted. Panic gripped me. Was Georgia hurt? Had Jeremy lost control? The responsibility pressed on me; I had opened this door for them. They were my guests, my son’s friends—I was the one who had allowed this.

My ears strained, desperate to know if the pool crowd had heard, but the thumping bass from outside drowned out anything from within. The alarm wouldn’t be raised from out there. With no time to lose, I crossed the kitchen in a rush, pushed through the laundry, and approached the door beyond—behind which pleasure or peril unfolded.

The next shriek ripped through the air, nearer, more piercing, no longer muffled by the pool party’s soundtrack. It was unmistakably Georgia’s voice—raw, uncertain, underscored by a desperate, “No Jeremy, no, don’t.” The words landed sharp in my chest.

A chill raced along my arms. Should I go in? Was Jeremy hurting her, or was it fear, some boundary crossed too fast? My pulse hammered with guilt and urgency as I hovered at the door, mind swirling. A proper hostess shouldn’t intrude, but I couldn’t ignore the primal fear twisting her words. My knuckles rapped firmly. “Everything okay in there? Georgia? Jeremy?”

Silence thickened between us, and the only response was muffled movement. Pressing my ear against the wood, I caught it—a faint, shuddery sobbing. That did it. I turned the handle, the door creaked open under my hand, and I slipped inside, breath held tight.

My eyes drank in the scene through the low light. Georgia was laid out on her back atop rumpled sheets, skin glowing with the flush of heat and tears, legs parted in complete vulnerability. Jeremy knelt over her, naked and visibly aroused, his erection—thick, formidable—lying against her taut stomach. Something in the air vibrated with their energy: lust, confusion, panic all twisted together.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” I said, crossing the threshold and letting my tone melt into something gentle. I focused on Georgia, on the pain shadowing her pretty face. “Georgia, sweetheart, are you alright?”

Tears clung to her lashes, her chest heaving with choked breaths.

“She got a little hysterical, Mrs Bradley,” Jeremy offered, voice trembling. His arms shook as he hovered over her, face a picture of uncertainty and remorse.

I stepped closer, my gaze flicking between the stricken girl and Jeremy’s unapologetic masculinity. “Do you know what happened, Jeremy?” I asked, my voice low.

He glanced up at me, cheeks burning. “I... I might’ve been a bit too eager. Everything felt so good after the foreplay, she was so turned on, so wet—I just, I think I pushed in too quickly. I didn’t mean to hurt her or scare her. I’m sorry.” The confession spilled out, blurring innocence and desire, regret and pride.

I found myself slipping into a familiar, instructive tone, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “Jeremy, haven’t you learned anything from me?” My voice caught itself, the implication hanging with us, but Georgia’s sobs barely paused—she was too consumed by the chaos of sensation and surprise.

I let my eyes linger meaningfully on Jeremy’s hard shaft, still poised above Georgia’s silken belly. “That,” I murmured, “is a gift and a responsibility. You have to be careful with it—especially with someone new, someone who matters. Georgia isn’t just another conquest.”

“Mrs Bradley, I did— we did— all the foreplay she wanted...”

“Evidently, it wasn’t quite enough, Jeremy.” My voice softened. I eased myself down on the bed beside Georgia, legs folding under me, leaning in close. I reached out, my fingertips feathering gently over her brow, stroking the golden hair matted with sweat and tears. “Shh, darling. Don’t let this ruin your moment. You’re safe. Just breathe. Let yourself come down.”

Georgia’s sobs slowed, her breathing evening out as she turned those searching, wide eyes up to mine, her lips trembling. “I wanted this so much, Mrs B... I was so ready to give myself to Jeremy. I never imagined anything could spoil it. But he’s... he’s so different from the only two boys I’ve been with. Did you see it, Mrs B? He’s huge—much bigger than anyone else. I just—” Her voice trailed off, marvel and anxiety flickering across her face.

I brushed another tear from her cheek, feeling Jeremy’s anxious gaze burning into me. The heat, the ache between them, still shimmered in the air—a moment waiting to be saved, if I could just guide them.

“Yes, Georgia, I’ve most definitely seen it,” I soothed her, my fingers brushing gently through her damp hair, my voice laced with both empathy and affectionate reassurance. “Actually, even now, I can see very clearly what you mean.” I shot her a conspiratorial, knowing look, hoping to ease any darting suspicion—there was no shame in her gawking awe; Jeremy’s virility was unmistakable even in this dim light.

Georgia’s unease faded further under my touch. “I honestly didn’t think they could be so big, Mrs. B. I mean… it just seems impossible.”

My hand lingered, delicate and teasing, at her scalp. Her head rested in my lap, her breath hot and unsure against my thigh—a delicious impotence mingled with trust. Jeremy shifted beside her, long body stretching across the sheets, his face almost level with mine, curiosity and anxiety playing over his handsome features as he observed our intimacy.

“Sweetheart,” I began softly, lowering my tone so the words caressed her, “not so long ago, I faced the same terror you’re feeling right now.” Memories flickered—the anticipation, the electric fear—a thrill that had melted into desire. “I once met a man who was blessed… impossibly so, like Jeremy here. And, darling, I was simply terrified. Completely unprepared. I didn’t dare let him inside me—I bolted, unthinkingly, just because no one had warned me how overwhelming someone that size could be.”

She gazed up at me, emboldened now by confiding. “But… did you manage, in the end? Did you let him…?”

I relaxed into the soft give of the mattress, weaving together the truth with a safer, more ambiguous fantasy. “I confided in a few girlfriends, told them my secret. They urged me not to pass up such a, well, generous opportunity. So, some weeks later the chance came again, and this time I surrendered to it—let him have me, gloriously, and all of him fit inside.” I let those last words hang between the three of us, their charge undeniable.

Georgia’s cheeks flushed, uncertainty and excitement at war on her face. “Oh—did it hurt? Because for me, when Jeremy tried, it was like… I can’t describe it—it was pain, yes, but maybe also something else.”

I met her earnest eyes. “Did you really feel pain, darling? Or was it more the sheer shock of taking someone so much bigger than you’d known before?”

She bit her lip adorably, mulling it over. “I’m not certain… It hurt, but maybe it was just too intense. Maybe it wasn’t pain, just such a stretch, so different from the others. Mrs. B, do you think… was I just being silly?”

I continued stroking her hair, the tempo slow and calming, but my gaze couldn’t help but stray to where Jeremy watched so attentively, his longing unmistakable. There was a charge between us—a secret, unspoken thrill. Quickly, I returned my attention to Georgia before guilt could take root, hoping she hadn’t noticed the silent exchange.

“No, my lovely,” I murmured, cocooning her in reassurance, “it’s only natural to react that way. Every woman’s body can open to accept whatever is offered—if you’re patient, if you relax. In time, that fullness will become pleasure unlike anything you’ve ever felt.” I smiled softly, trying to make her brave for what she wanted. “I promise you, your body will bloom for him—and it will bring you exquisite pleasure, just as it did for me.”

Georgia’s voice trembled, hopeful and sweetly nervous. “Are you sure?” she asked breathlessly, “Because… ‘exquisite pleasure’ sounds… honestly, it sounds wonderful. Mrs. B, would you stay? I want to try again, I do, but I’d like to have you here, to help me, just while I get used to it. You understand, don’t you? You’ve had someone just like Jeremy…”

Her soft, trusting plea sent a forbidden thrill racing through me, deliciously dangerous—a secret pact between women, on the edge of desire.

“Yes, Georgia, one just like Jeremy’s,” I breathed, the confession hanging between us, thick with unspoken memory and anticipation. But I hesitated, my fingers curling absently in her hair. “But… I don’t know if I should stay. This is so intensely private between you both. Maybe I shouldn’t be a part of this with you.”

She turned her face, eyes pleading, delicate desperation alive in every whispered word. “Oh please, Mrs. B. Please stay. I want you here. I’d feel…safer. And I know Jeremy wouldn’t mind—would you, Jer?”

Jeremy met my gaze, vulnerability and bravado flickering across his handsome features. “No…I guess not,” he murmured, though I could sense the wariness buried beneath his assurance—the self-conscious pride he must feel, trying to impress a girl so new and a woman so…implicated.

But Georgia, emboldened by his answer and my lingering touch in her hair, was radiant with anticipation, her worry replaced by a flush of eagerness. She wanted him—desperately, sweetly—her need shimmering in the lazy arch of her spine and the breathless tilt of her lips. And I… God, I was to remain here, complicit and exposed, an unwilling voyeur perched at the edge of my bed.

Georgia’s head rested in my lap, nestled against my modest bikini, my thighs parting unconsciously around her. The air was electric, humming with a forbidden energy. I could taste anticipation, sharp and metallic on my tongue. My every sense was heightened as I watched Jeremy reacquaint himself with her, gripping his impossibly thick cock, guiding it again along the glistening seam of her parted sex.

With purposeful strokes, he traced her heat, painting her with his desire, each motion coaxing a bolder moan from her lips. Georgia writhed against me—her cheek rubbing, restless, against my stomach—while Jeremy’s mouth closed around her peaked nipple. His lips encircled her, sucking, teasing, as she gasped and arched, a trembling plea caught in her throat.

“Do it, please… I’m ready, I want you,” she begged, naked hunger surging through her voice. The room felt intoxicating, the heady scent of arousal woven thick between us. Jeremy, emboldened, guided that beautiful cock to her entrance—his broad tip nudging insistently at her soft, swelling folds.

I watched, heart pounding in my chest, arousal pulsing in my veins as he pressed forward, stretching her open—slow and deliberate. I couldn’t look away. The plush lips of her cunt softened, gliding around the swollen crown, yielding at last to his girth. Georgia whimpered, her legs trembling, but beneath the shiver of discomfort there was unmistakable invitation. Jeremy eased deeper inside her, her whimpers dissolving into shy, urgent little moans—her pain, her pleasure, her surrender melting together right before my eyes.

Georgia’s arms floated up, languid but urgent, her delicate hands raised above her flushed body, trembling with anticipation. For a moment, I was convinced she’d reach for Jeremy, desperate to pull him down to drown in the heat of their union—shielding their intensity from my hungry, voyeuristic eyes. But no, instead her hands hovered in the space between us, fingers splayed in silent entreaty, wordlessly seeking something only I could give. A little uncertain, my heart thrumming, I slid my hands into hers, my palms enveloping her feverish grip. She clung to me with a desperate insistence, and through her grip, raw and needy, her pleasure shimmered along my nerves, intimately familiar, instantly electric. I could all but feel Jeremy inside me by proxy, the vivid ache of my own memories flooding through me—how it felt, not so long ago, when he stretched me open, each relentless inch tunneling deeper within.

Every small movement—each patient, relentless thrust—sent shivers of déjà vu rippling through my sex, echoes of Jeremy’s thick, unyielding length conquering me and now, conquering her. When my imagination stuttered, Georgia’s hands spoke for her: knuckles white, squeezing harder as Jeremy pressed further, claiming her, conquering new, trembling territory inside. Their coupling was so real, so immediate; the slow, torturous progress of his thick shaft breaching her, then pausing while she adjusted, learning the rhythm of surrender. Inch by inch, Jeremy’s hips advanced until finally, he was sheathed in her entirely, his body flush against her, their need cresting together.

That was when the true ardor began, Jeremy drawing back, only to plunge deep again, gathering a delicious, intoxicating rhythm. Georgia’s hips bucked wildly in my lap, her breaths coming in fractured, wanton gasps, her entire body writhing in sync with his building power. Her grip on my hands tightened, crushing, as if clinging to anchor herself in the tempest building inside her. With every thrust, she arched higher, the mattress trembling beneath her—feral, lost in the frenzy of her first true pleasure. She was insatiable now, grinding up to meet Jeremy’s demanding pace, lifting him with her, two beautiful bodies locked in desperate, primal communion.

Her cries fractured into wild, inarticulate pants as her climax crashed over her, her entire form shuddering, shivering, an uncontrollable explosion of pleasure. She was exquisite, undone, face contorted, eyes squeezed tight, lost completely in the euphoria Jeremy had conjured from her untouched depths. As she shattered in my lap, Jeremy, overwhelmed by sensation, lunged forward and took my mouth, his lips hot and ferocious, tongue plunging between my lips in a greedy, passionate kiss. Just as his own orgasm claimed him, his cum flooding deep inside Georgia, I tasted his pleasure on my tongue.

When he finally broke away, gasping out his release for all to hear, I glanced down in a rush of panic, praying Georgia hadn’t witnessed the illicit, electric kiss her lover had just stolen from me. But her eyes were still closed, lashes damp with ecstasy, too lost in her own throes to see our secret—our forbidden connection, burning quietly between us.

The heat coursing through my body was almost unbearable—a thick, humid ache pulsing between my thighs, evidence of just how hard that intoxicating spectacle had affected me. Right there, I stood at the epicenter of a glorious erotic storm, awash with pride and a delicious sense of mischief. Every reckless thrust, every desperate sigh—had I really helped shape that passion, even unknowingly, weeks ago when Jeremy’s reckless hunger had filled my own flesh? Now, watching him claim Georgia so completely, I couldn’t deny it—I’d been his guide, his catalyst, and he’d performed for me, for her, for himself.

I needed to move, to breathe, to escape before my own composure shattered. Fever built inside me, molten and insistent. I could feel the slickness already dampening the thin membrane of my bikini, and I knew if I didn’t get out, soon everyone would see the wet flush of my arousal. Yet Georgia sprawled across me, utterly undone, still blissed out and stuffed full from Jeremy’s generous release. Her body was slack, spent, his cum flooding her womb, keeping her tethered in a state of trembling satisfaction. There was no chance she’d recover enough to lift her head from my lap just yet.

“Thanks!” Jeremy’s voice was deep, roughened by orgasm, and filled with a hard-earned gratitude. His eyes lingered on mine—knowing, appreciative. Was it for soothing Georgia’s anxiety, for sharing my own bed for their pleasure, or something deeper? That edge of complicity sent a secret thrill rippling along my spine.

I schooled my features, offering him a gentle, measured smile—more maternal than I felt, but still tinged with pride. “Just be good to her, Jeremy. She deserves that.”

“I will, Mrs. Bradley,” he whispered, his promise carrying a sensual weight that made my heart flutter.

Careful not to disturb Georgia’s dreamlike state, I slipped a hand beneath her head, lifting just enough to slide my leg free from under her cheek, her hair silky and disheveled against my skin. I edged away from the bed, each movement quiet, my body coiled in anticipation. The semi-darkened room faded as I pulled the door quietly shut behind me, the sunlit kitchen beyond almost blinding in contrast.

The afternoon was golden, laughter and music drifting in through open windows from the pool. For a second, I wondered if anyone had missed my absence, if my son or any of his friends had poked their heads in looking for me. But the gnawing hunger between my legs demanded all my attention. I was aching—starved for release, wetness soaking the sweet curves beneath the thin fabric, restless and wanting. The memory of Jeremy’s thrusts and Georgia’s writhing tremors played on, fueling the growing ache.

Desperate and impatient, I let my hand slip casually, trembling, beneath the elastic hem of my bikini. My fingers found what I already knew would be there—hot, swollen, drenched. The evidence of my own need, pooling and slick, almost wicked in its abundance. I needed something, someone—a spark, a match to strike the barely controlled fire burning inside me.

And then, as if my frustrated need had conjured him, Adam’s friend Kurt wandered into the kitchen—a cocky, sly grin on his handsome lips. “So, Mrs. Bradley, you getting any lately or what?”

I shot a look around—nervous, a flicker of danger. Thank god no one else had followed him in. “I manage just fine, Kurt. My husband keeps me…satisfied.” My words came out smooth, but there was a tremor, a secret longing barely concealed under my practiced calm.

Kurt stepped closer, dropping his voice in a way that made my pulse flutter. “Didn’t look that way last time I saw you,” he said, eyes raking down my body. “I remember—your man had just left you hanging. And you—God, you looked incredible that day.”

His words were a spark, my breath catching as memories surged: his gaze, his hands, that hungry edge to his smile. And for a wild, reckless moment, the possibilities were endless.

A flush of conflicting loyalties burned in my cheeks as I tried, somewhat unconvincingly, to stand up for my husband—though Kurt’s brazen confidence and the heat winding through me made my resistance feel thin, almost insubstantial. “He was under a lot of pressure that day, Kurt. I shouldn’t have interrupted him—my timing was off, that’s all.” My words sounded far too defensive, even to my own ears.

Kurt’s eyes glittered with audacity and a hunger I knew too well. He drifted ever nearer, his presence consuming, until I instinctively stepped backwards, my hips grazing the cool edge of the breakfast bar. I had nowhere left to go—he had caged me in, my back pressed to the smooth countertop, the kitchen suddenly far too small for the two of us.

He dipped into my personal space, his voice low, teasing, utterly immodest. “I don’t buy it for a second, Mrs. Bradley. Are you sure you’re getting everything you deserve?” The proximity of his words, the heat of his breath, made my pulse tumble and race. I wanted to deflect, to laugh it off, but my composure was crumbling.

His hands—firm, daring—landed on my bare hips, skin to skin, hot and unyielding. The contact sent a shiver through me, and I raised my gaze to meet his. His dark scrutiny made my breath quicken. My mouth moved without my permission, honesty spilling out in a weak, desperate confession: “Honestly, sometimes… sometimes it’s not enough.” My voice trembled with both shame and longing, the admission almost a plea.

A wicked smile pulled at his lips. “I knew it. From the very first second I saw you—out on that driveway—you set me on fire. I could see that spark in you. Knew you needed more.”

My cheeks grew hotter at the memory. “I wasn’t dressed for anything like this,” I protested, though the breathy defensiveness was already losing ground to my unwelcome desire.

Kurt grinned, edging even closer. His body radiated heat. “Oh, you were dressed just right for what I was imagining.” His voice became rough silk, tantalizing. “But it wasn’t the outfit, Mrs. Bradley. It was how you wore it. You carry sex in every look, every movement, every curve of your body. Your lips could drive a man crazy.” His praise was raw, unfiltered, and my body responded, arousal licking at my nerve endings.

I shook my head, incredulous. “No one’s ever said anything like that to me.”

He laughed, low in his chest, cocky and sure. “You know exactly what you do to men. Doesn’t matter if it’s your husband, a man your own age, or—hell—even me. I’m hard just standing beside you.” To punctuate his point, he hooked a bold finger into the band of his swimsuit and pulled it away, showing me exactly what effect I had on him.

His cock was gloriously hard, straining for release, and the sight of it summoned wicked memories of our wild encounter two weeks ago. My muscles clenched at just the sight, hungry for more. I wanted to wrap my fist around him, to guide him inside me, to relive that urgent, reckless pleasure—but not here. Not exposed in the kitchen where anyone could discover us. Jeremy and Georgia might materialize at any moment, or worse, my son or another guest.

Still, I was spellbound, unable to look away. Kurt noticed, a sly smirk lighting up his face as he let me stare, shameless. “You can’t help yourself, can you? Tell me, where do you want this?” His question was a tease, thick with promise.

My cheeks burned with shame and need. I remembered the promise I’d made to myself: to never let this happen again. But that vow crumbled under the aching tide of want flooding every part of me. My voice was husky, needy, stripped bare. “You know where my bedroom is. Go there—now. I’ll follow you.”

The air trembled with anticipation as he released his waistband and strode from the kitchen. My legs felt weak, every cell in my body already yearning for what was to come.

He stood his ground, not budging an inch, his hand—that bold, brazen hand that had just revealed himself to me—now voyaged lower, sliding with slow, deliberate hunger to the front of my bikini bottoms. I gasped as his fingers curled beneath the fabric, finding me bare and needing. His palm pressed hot and certain against my skin, fingertips gliding languidly over my clit in a slick, swirling caress. My body betrayed me instantly in a jolt of sharp pleasure, hips jerking as if seeking to draw him deeper. Without hesitation, he dipped down further, parting my aching folds, and his words brushed over my flesh as intimately as his touch: “Christ, you’re soaked.” His voice was thick, low, needful, letting me know just how obvious my desire was.

“Yes,” I confessed breathlessly, all need and no shame, my body buzzing and under his spell. “I want you, Kurt. Right now—take me to bed. I need to feel you.”

His fingers traced a slow burning path back up, teasing my swollen clit, making me shudder with anticipation. Then, just as suddenly, he slipped his hand away, turning his back to me with that insolent, cocky swagger. My pulse thrummed as I watched the confident sway of his hips, the hard curve of his arse as he strode through my kitchen and disappeared down the hallway toward the bedrooms—toward the place where I wanted nothing but for him to own me again.

For a moment, I just stood, hands trembling, my need so sharp it almost hurt. I cast a nervous glance out to the pool—the world outside blissfully oblivious, laughter and splashes drifting through the open window. No one suspected a thing, not a soul saw the hunger raging inside me.

Turning away from the distraction, I followed his path, my feet moving before I could even think. Each step toward the bedroom made my anticipation coil tighter, desperate and electric. I imagined him already in my bed, sprawled and waiting, that same wicked look daring me to cross any line for just one more untamed experience.

But then, as I reached the hallway, I stopped short. From ahead came the low thrum of voices—two men, one of them unmistakably Kurt, the other challenging, unfamiliar. I froze, heart thumping in my chest. Who could possibly be in the house? My mind raced—Jeremy? My son? If Adam had wandered in, he would’ve passed through the kitchen, just as Jeremy would have. The tightness in my chest sharpened with sudden anxiety.

The voices cut off abruptly, tension suspended as I hovered, unable to move forward. A shape suddenly filled the doorway and my blood turned cold—it was Terry, my husband, standing there, his familiar features equal parts surprise and suspicion.

“Hey, beautiful. How’s the party going?” he greeted, too casual, words tumbling out with barely a breath. “Unbelievable, the cheek on some kids today—I just ran into some young bloke strutting around like he owned the place. Swears he was looking for a bathroom. Didn’t you tell them to use the one off the laundry, honey? I mean, they might be Adam’s mates, but the last thing we need is anyone wandering into our bedroom. Right?”

His words stung with unintentional irony, and I felt my face flush—was guilt painted all over me? I barely managed to summon a casual reply, hoping my trembling hands weren’t as obvious as they felt. “No, you’re right, we absolutely don’t.”

I forced a smile, struggling to regain composure as my pulse hammered. He should have been gone for hours yet—why had fate conspired to bring him home just now? “Darling, you’re home early. Is everything alright?”

“Oh, the game was a complete disaster, nothing but disappointment after the seventh inning—a pitiful 10-1. I couldn’t stomach sitting through the rest, so I left. The guys all headed off to the bar, but I made my excuses. Thought I’d rather be here, with my family.” He gave me a smile that I forced myself to meet. “Everyone enjoying themselves out back? Did you miss me?”

Words tangled on my tongue as the aftershocks of desire still pulsed through me. “Oh, um… yes, of course. The kids seem to be having a great time.” My mind reeled with restless panic—was that my scent I caught in the air, the heady musk of my own arousal lingering between my thighs, a wicked secret pressed into the fabric of my bikini bottoms? Had it clung to my skin, followed me into the kitchen, into the space between Terry and me? I could almost feel the damp heat against my fingertips—I had smeared myself there moments ago when Kurt’s hand was on me. Would Terry notice, would he be able to taste the change in the air, sense the electricity beneath my calm veneer?

What if Jeremy and Georgia wandered inside, flushed and disheveled from their own rendezvous? Would Terry put it together—what I had allowed, what I had joined? Would he see through me if he discovered I’d encouraged, even participated in that feverish release?

Even now, the hunger smoldered, making me ache. My pulse skittered with the desperate, carnal question: could I coax Terry to the bedroom, lose myself in him while the kids were still outside, holding onto these tremors of want? He wasn’t a creature of impulse, not like the men whose touch had rearranged my world earlier. The memory of slipping into his office, dressed seductively and begging for his urgency, only to be met with polite hesitation—how powerless I’d felt. And still, even as guilt gnawed at me, a hard truth pressed in: in all our years together, Terry never pulled me apart the way Kurt had in a single, devastating afternoon. That wild hunger in my body needed something more—something stiff, yes, but right now I needed a drink even more desperately.

“Shall I pour you something, love? I think I could use a drink myself,” I murmured, backing toward the counter Kurt had pushed me up against, my mind’s eye replaying every brazen touch, every bold stroke.

“That sounds just right,” Terry agreed, not noticing the shallow tremor in my voice. “Ballpark beer’s just fizzy water. Pour me a whisky, would you, while I go see what Adam’s up to?”

I exhaled—a shuddering release of tension—as he drifted toward the patio, searching for our son. Alone, I stared down at the whisky bottle, my fingers trembling as I splashed amber into his glass and topped off my own with rum and cola, ice rattling like my nerves. My chest heaved with the dizzying rush of relief. If Terry had walked in just sixty seconds later, he would have caught me tangled in Kurt’s limbs, our lives tumbling to wreckage in an instant. What kind of reckless woman was I to risk everything for the promise of being unraveled by forbidden hands while the house was alive with guests? Guilt tangled with stubborn, throbbing lust—my responsible self berating me for my foolishness while the raw, hungry ache in my body clamored for Kurt once more… and maybe even Jeremy. Everything about that shame-soaked, daring afternoon shimmered in my memory with the taste of wicked possibility.

With both drinks prepared, I swallowed my rum and coke in a desperate gulp, the sweet burn swirling through me as I clung to the cool countertop—right where Kurt had left his scorching imprint on my skin, just minutes ago. My eyes drifted to the window, heart hammering as I watched Terry sit beside Adam at the shimmering pool, their easy laughter lost on the evening breeze. Domestic bliss—how dreamlike, how fragile.

Then, out of nowhere, hands seized me. I jolted, startled, the ice in my glass rattling with the tremor. Kurt’s face materialized over my shoulder, a hungry grin ghosting his lips. In one swift, unapologetic move he yanked my bikini bottoms down—bare, vulnerable, I barely had time to gasp before his knee nudged my thighs apart, parting me open for him. His palms claimed my backside, parting those trembling cheeks until I felt something unmistakable—a rigid, insistent pressure against the forbidden entrance of my body, the round, swollen head of his cock poised right at my most private, untried place.

Pure panic ripped from my lips. "No. No, oh God, please no," I choked, desperation threaded through every shaky word as he pressed relentlessly at my clenched, tight little ring. My bottom now cradled his hard cock perfectly, trapping him there, and then his arm banded round my waist, splaying his hand over my cunt, sliding greedy fingers straight into my slick, swollen folds. I was soaked—heat radiated from my core, arousal flooding me so that his searching fingers met zero resistance. My clit quivered beneath his touch, his fingertips swirling, teasing, making my breath shallow and ragged. Then two thick fingers plunged deeper, curling up inside me, deftly finding that spot on the roof of my sex that made my knees weak and my world tilt.

I writhed in his grip, frantic, lost between fear and the unbearable pulse of pleasure. "Stop, Kurt—no, you can’t, not here, please," I panted, wriggling, but my protests, my trembling body—did I seek escape, or beg for more? My mind screamed concern, but my hips betrayed me, rocking helplessly back against his touch. "Someone could walk in, oh God—stop now. Please."

But he just pressed closer, the thick head of his cock insistent against my trembling hole, his fingers relentless—stroking, sliding, drawing out every humiliating whimper, every traitorous gasp. "Through that window, we’ll see if anyone’s coming," he murmured, his grip only tightening, movements emboldened as my moans hitched and fractured around my pleas.

"Not just out there," I gasped, clinging to the kitchen bench as if it could tether me to sanity. "Jeremy and... Georgia—they just fucked in the guestroom, they could walk out any moment, right behind us." My body squirmed and writhed, nerve endings ablaze, but I barely knew if I bucked to break free or to feel more, to have him finally press all the way inside.

He just chuckled darkly. "That’s the thrill, isn’t it? The risk of getting caught by Jeremy and Georgia. So he managed to fuck her, did he? Good for him. But how do you know for sure what happened in there, hmm?" His words poured over me, stoking the dangerous fire licking through my core, my body traitorously betraying my frantic, whispered denials.

Should I confess? My mind tumbled with disbelief—here I was, barely able to stand, Kurt’s cock pressed insistently against my most forbidden place while his fingers played my body like an instrument. I felt him circling my swollen clit, then plunging those teasing fingertips inside me, drawing tight around every tender nerve, coaxing pleasure and panic out of me in equal measure. My voice shook as I finally answered, “I was with them—you know, Jeremy and Georgia—I watched everything. Saw how it happened. It was so raw, so intoxicating... that’s why I was already this desperate, not you.” I tried to wound his cocky confidence even as he made my legs shiver dangerously with need.

But my words were undermined by my trembling thighs, the uncontrollable flutter in my belly. God, was I really on the verge of coming? Here? In my kitchen, with friends and family only feet away, with the threat of discovery sharpening every caress? I clenched my lips together, desperate not to moan—knowing I could never stay quiet when I came, not with this much devastating pressure building inside.

Kurt’s fingers were relentless, stripping me of resistance. Something darkly thrilling sparked inside me as I felt his cock’s heat nudging at my tightly clenched entrance. Unbelievably, I tightened around his thick tip—an involuntary pulse that made him groan with delight. “Oh fuck, you’re squeezing me… you like this more than you admit,” he breathed, words low and filthy. “You’re dying for me to push inside, I can feel it.”

A wild, fractured protest tore out of me, “No, not now... another time.” My own willingness shocked me. But his fingers unleashed a flood that stole all my words, and before I could banish the forbidden urge, my orgasm ripped through me—raw and luminous and unstoppable. I almost cried out, but he was quick—his hand sealing firmly over my mouth, stifling my cries to soft, muffled gasps as shudder upon shudder rolled through me.

The pleasure throbbed deep, curling behind my pubic bone, all through my core until I felt faint—legs quivering, barely clinging to the smooth edge of the kitchen bench while Kurt’s touch rooted me to the moment. I could hardly catch my breath, my nose pressed against his palm, heart racing as if our passion might give us away to anyone who happened to glance inside.

When at last the tremors stilled and Kurt eased his grip over my mouth, I scrambled to compose myself, scanning the window in a quiet panic. “Did anyone see? Is someone coming?”

A mischievous smile curved his lips. “Only you,” he whispered. “And fuck, you put on a show.”

Breathless, still pulsing with aftershocks, I managed a broken laugh. “God, that was incredible,” I admitted, twisting to meet his gaze. My eyes glowed with gratitude, embarrassment, and something fiercely satisfied. “I think I needed that more than anything.”

The shift in the room was palpable when Kurt withdrew his fingers from my slick and shuddering core, and an involuntary whimper escaped me—a giddy sound betraying the exquisite sensitivity still throbbing through my pubic bone. Instantly, the absence of him made me ache, the intimacy abruptly withdrawn as his stiff cock glided out from its nestled place between my cheeks. I gasped, the word tumbling off my lips before I could stop it, my body teetering on the edge between fulfilment and exquisite frustration.

His eyes danced with knowing mischief, and his voice was a velvet tease. “Oh, I saw it in your face. You wanted me to push in, were craving it, weren’t you? Wanted me to take you there…” His meaning was explicit and shameless, heat simmering in his tone.

Breathless, cheeks flaming, I feigned resistance—“No, I didn’t, of course not”—but the denial was paper-thin, laced with an embarrassing honesty. I couldn’t quell the shiver of longing that ran through me, nor the lustful memory simmering beneath my skin—the taboo sensation of anal pleasure, of my first husband taking me in that forbidden way. For a wicked heartbeat I wondered: would I let Kurt claim me like that, if we ever survived this day without being discovered in our depravity?

He gently gathered my bikini bottoms and slid them up my trembling thighs, his touch unhurried yet electrically charged. As he stepped away, the air between us cooled, leaving me deliciously exposed. Muscles quivered in my legs, strength drained by the intensity of my orgasm. I clung to the kitchen bench with a trembling hand, grounding myself as aftershocks rippled through my body.

Suddenly, voices—a jarring intrusion—broke the spell. My gaze darted across the counter just as Jeremy and Georgia emerged, oblivious and glowing with their own secret pleasures. Panic flashed through me. I snapped to look at Kurt, desperate to see that he’d concealed himself. Relief and new anxiety struck: he had tucked his arousal into his swim trunks, but the swollen outline was positively indecent, straining the fabric in an unmistakable betrayal of what we’d just done.

My cheeks burned hotter, blood prickling my skin with shame and excitement. Jeremy shot us a knowing look, the words pouring from him dressed as a joke but sharp as a blade. “So, what’s been happening in here with you two?”

Kurt, still brash with confidence, shot back smoothly, “Just handling a little business.” The words, thick with innuendo, seemed to hang in the air, stirring up the unsaid, the unthinkable.

Jeremy’s eyes darted to the bulge, his smirk growing. “Not quite finished, by the look of it. Did we interrupt… something?”

My voice snapped, sharp with maternal authority—“Jeremy, that’s enough.” My nerves screamed as Georgia’s innocent eyes flicked between us all, her innocence at risk. I glared at Jeremy, desperate to silence anything crude before it could turn vulgar, before my son’s best friend could blurt out the truth: hard, erection, or something worse.

For a suspended moment, the four of us stood awkwardly, the kitchen thick with charged silence—me, cheeks aflame, Kurt with his telltale tent betraying everything, Jeremy and Georgia blinking, confused and curious.

Then, mercifully, Jeremy broke the tension. “Come on, Georgia, let’s head outside and join the others.” She smiled sweetly and slipped her hand into his. As they turned for the door, though, I caught the murmur of Georgia’s question, innocent and cutting—“Why did your friend have a stiffy? What happened in there with Adam’s mum?”

Heat flared anew between my thighs as dread and arousal curled together in my belly, the thrill of our secret barely contained.

My heart hammered as their voices faded, leaving me with a storm of questions—what would Jeremy say to Georgia? Could we trust her with our filthy secret? The answer slipped from my grasp as they vanished beyond earshot, and dread simmered in my belly. I turned, needing distraction, needing to regain control. “You’d better go back to the party too,” I managed, summoning a calm I didn’t feel as I faced Kurt.

He smirked, eyes dropping meaningfully. “Looking like this?” he replied, motioning at the flagrant evidence of his arousal, still straining for freedom beneath the clinging fabric.

My pulse spiked. “Oh God, no. Please don’t. My husband’s out there, and if you walk out with that on display—after nearly being caught in the hallway—” The thought was pure panic. “We’d both be ruined.”

Kurt cocked an eyebrow, unashamed, and with a smooth confidence hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his swimmers, tugging them out to once again reveal his reckless, insistent erection. The sight stole my breath. Even after my release, a hot ache unfurled inside me—desire humming as I took in the veined thickness, jutting with a hunger all its own, every inch a promise of trouble. “So, what’s the plan?” he teased, voice rough. “Because there’s only one way this will go down quick.”

He pushed his trunks down to his thighs, stepping nearer, crowding my senses, his physique looming—all taut muscle and forbidden temptation. “Your mouth? Or your cunt—what’s it going to be?” His crude language sent a shiver right through me, equal parts mortification and unfiltered want. I was raised never to use words like that, but right now, the raw honesty of it made me dizzy. He was right—I needed to give him release, and fast.

I peeked fearfully over my shoulder, eyes darting to the poolside, searching for any sign of someone returning. Every second was edged with danger, every movement charged with illicit thrill. “If I do this,” I whispered harshly, “promise me you’ll watch—really watch. The second anyone moves this way, even if you’re about to cum, you stop me. No hesitation.”

He put a dramatic hand over his heart, his teasing almost enough to break the tension. “I swear, Mrs. Bradley. I’ll be your lookout.”

It was the only reassurance I could hope for. My nerves jangled as I backed up to the kitchen bench, eyes locked on his. “Then come here. And don’t take your eyes off that patio, no matter what.” As he stepped closer, his cock bobbing with anticipation, I slid to my knees, grasping the heat of him in my palm, feeling the slick weight pulse in my hand.

It was reckless—so reckless—and the thought someone could walk in turned my cheeks hot, my arousal sharp and aching. I looked up, lips parted, feeling utterly surrendered and obscenely powerful in this moment. “Don’t hold back, Kurt. I mean it. Just let go—cum for me, as fast as you can. Please, hurry.”

I drew him closer, guiding his rigid cock to my lips and tasting the salt of his skin with a leisurely glide of my tongue, greedy for him, for the heat thrumming in my mouth. My tongue danced over the swollen tip, teasing, swirling, then tracing the thick, pulsing length nestled within my grasp. Kurt trembled violently, his body arching in delicious anticipation, feet edging forward until I was trapped against the kitchen cupboards, the cold press of the bench biting along my spine—a dangerous barricade for this reckless tryst.

Desperate for urgency, I gave him everything: lips stretched wide, tongue lapping at his most sensitive points, teeth barely grazing, sending ripples through his frame. I widened my mouth, savoring the fullness as his cock slid deep, testing the limits of my throat. The memory of learning not to gag—Terry’s patient encouragement and gentle lessons—flickered through my mind. How different I’d become, bold and greedy and practiced now, and judging by the raw groans Kurt spilled above me, I’d become something of an expert.

Glancing up to watch his control unravel, I caught his face slackened in bliss, eyes squeezed shut as if surrendering fully to the moment. I let his cock slip from my mouth with a wet pop, scolding sharply, “Kurt! For God’s sake, keep watch—don’t lose focus!” My voice hung in the air, frustration laced with feral desire.

He snapped out of his trance, blinking hard as his eyes darted out toward the pool. “Sorry, sorry—fuck, please, don’t stop!”

I kept my hand stroking his hardness, poised and demanding. “Not another second unless you pay attention. No more risks. You see anyone?”

Kurt’s eyes flicked urgently through the window, scanning. “You’re safe. No one’s moving. Everyone’s out there—no worries,” he stammered, but the tension in the air was intoxicating.

A wicked shiver fluttered through me, and I grazed my tongue over his tip, lingering with an arched brow. “And are you all right in here, Mr. Eager?” I purred, savoring the effect my teasing had on him.

He gasped, voice rough. “Oh, Jesus—God yes, Mrs Bradley, don’t you dare stop.”

His need was a delicious command, and I obeyed with relish, wrapping my lips around him again. I feasted: head swirling, cheeks hollowing, tongue flickering maddeningly beneath the slick, engorged head. My hand pumped the shaft in steady strokes as I devoured him, hungry for the taste, the tension. The thrill of possibly being discovered twisted inside me with every wet, greedy suck.

Suddenly, his hands tightened at the sides of my head, halting my rhythm, his cock thrust deep between my lips, pinning my skull hard against the cupboard’s edge. My pulse hammered—the world narrowed to the throbbing pressure in my mouth, my lips hot and stretched around him. Then, slicing through my haze of lust, my son Adam’s voice cracked through the window, unbearably close—“Hey Kurt, what ya doing, man?”

Panic electrified me. I went rigid, eyes darting upward, but I dared not move. Kurt stared outward stiffly, his body shielding mine. Adam had to be just beyond the kitchen window. The silence—no exclamations, no accusations—was evidence: Adam couldn’t see me, not from that height. Cold terror mixed with raw arousal, the danger almost unbearable, and still, Kurt’s cock remained trapped, pulsing between my parted lips, as I prayed desperately not to be discovered.

Kurt's voice was steady, much smoother than my shattered nerves as he called out, “Just grabbing some water, mate. I might’ve overdone it with the drinks—a cool glass helps.” His confidence was infuriating and arousing all at once. There I was, on my knees, hidden from view, but so exposed, my lips stretched around his thick cock, my heartbeat thunderous against the quiet thrum of the house.

Adam’s voice was suddenly, impossibly close—my son, feet away from the forbidden act I was committing. “Hey Kurt, have you seen my mum?” The words vibrated through me, panic bubbling up alongside twisted lust.

Kurt didn’t even falter. He smiled down, feigning casualness as his shaft pulsed rigid in my mouth. “Yeah, yeah—ran into her not long ago, Adam. Think she went to the bathroom.” His hand on my head pressed my mouth quietly against him, and I felt small, helpless, desperately excited.

For a breathless moment, nothing—only laughter and splashes drifting in from the pool. I shot a pleading look up past the hard length filling my throat. Kurt finally relaxed, pulling his hips away just enough for me to draw in air, his hands trailing down from the sides of my face. Gulping, I pulled him free, breath ragged around a whisper, “Is he gone?”

A cocky grin lit his face. “Yeah, he’s outta here.”

Adrenaline and anxiety twisted my insides. “God, Kurt, that was insane. Couldn’t you see him coming?” My thighs trembled as I braced myself to stand.

He stopped me, big hands anchoring me with a hunger that sent a forbidden shiver straight to my core. “No, please don’t stop. You were incredible… I was so close, Mrs Bradley. One more minute. It’s all I need.”

Reluctant yet hopelessly turned on, I let his hands draw me back to the floor, my resolve crumbling. I wrapped my fingers around his hot, slick shaft, guiding him over my parted lips. I smirked up at him, issuing one low command. “Watch this time, and finish quick.”

I devoured him, my lips sliding eagerly down his rigid length, stroking him hard and fast with my mouth, feeling the heat of his arousal building. His breathing turned ragged, each harsh exhale feeding my boldness. I could see it in his eyes—half-lidded, glazed, his face a portrait of desperate euphoria. I sucked him deeper, tongue swirling, my own hunger mounting along with his need.

He was panting now, voice almost a sob. I jerked his shaft, willing him to let go, needing to taste him, to feel his climax shudder through me. It only took another frantic pull of my mouth before his cock swelled, and then the first hot jet of his cum hit the back of my throat. My moan vibrated around him as I swallowed, making room for the next thick burst, my lips locked tight, savoring every drop as I milked him for all he had, shameless and triumphant.

I greedily coaxed the last, thick ropes from him with my fist, pressing every final pulse from his cock as the third, generous wave of his heat coated my tongue. This time, there was no frantic rush—just lingering decadence. I let that warm essence pool in my mouth, swirling it luxuriously, letting it slide beneath and over my tongue, tasting him fully before swallowing him down with a decadent, noisy gulp. He was no longer surging with those overwhelming convulsions, so I luxuriated in the slower trickle, catching each diminishing spurt, letting it rest on my tongue before letting it slip down my throat with a languid satisfaction. I adored knowing I'd drawn so much from him, watching the self-assured edge slip away as pleasure replaced it. But amidst my satisfaction, tension rippled beneath my skin—had his orgasm loosened his vigilance? Was everyone still oblivious to our shameless, dangerous secrecy?

I cleaned him with my mouth, lazily trailing my lips and tongue along his softening length, reluctant to release him until every glistening drop had been claimed. Slowly, I let his cock slide free from my mouth, relishing the taste and memorizing the firmness, the curve, the veins, already aching for another, longer encounter—not like this frantic tryst, but drawn out, taking my time to savor every youthful, intoxicating inch. There would be a next time; I had to feel all of him, stretched out and unhurried, in my bed. Even before I rose to my feet, my mind was already plotting, envisioning another night of stolen indulgence. I steadied myself, nerves jangling, thrilled at having gotten away with our reckless escapade.

Kurt tucked himself back into his swim shorts, seamlessly slipping back into the party as though nothing sinful had transpired. Yet, before he left, he caught my chin, his eye glinting with mischief, and wiped away a pearly bead that had escaped to linger near my lips. He held out his slick finger; I met his gaze, then wrapped my lips around it, slowly drawing his flavor into my mouth before swallowing the last trace of his pleasure.

A flicker of guilt tried to whisper at my conscience, but I brushed it aside, focusing instead on the thrill vibrating between my thighs. I smoothed the sarong around my hips, covering my bikini-clad skin so I wouldn’t look too wanton in front of my son’s friends, and set about preparing the next round of snacks. With the tray balanced expertly in my hands, I made my way out to the pool.

As I worked my way among the boys, a cheeky slap landed on my arse, making me whirl around, pulse pounding, almost panicked that Kurt or Jeremy had gotten daring. But it was only my husband—Terry’s eyes dark with hunger as he murmured, “You look outrageous tonight, babe… what do you say we sneak off for our own little party, soon as these kids are out the door?”

Guilt gnawed at me as I watched Terry, his smile genuine, his fingers lingering affectionately at my waist. For a fleeting moment, I wondered if my jealousy—the suspicion of something illicit between him and his persistent PA—had been nothing but shadows and insecurity. It was that very uncertainty which had led me astray, pulling me beneath the sheets with Jeremy and Kurt on that unforgettable afternoon, just a fortnight ago. Back then, I could trick myself into believing that I was swept up in their seductive current, that their youthful hunger ensnared me with sweet, dangerous temptation. But tonight, there was no such excuse—I was the hunter, my own desire boldly blazing, aching for another taste of forbidden youth. Yet beneath the pulsing heat, anxiety curled tight in my belly; the thrill could not outshine the risk, and I didn’t want my marriage lying in tatters as collateral damage.

The evening wound down amid laughter and splashes, and at last, Adam and his friends gathered their towels and snacks and drifted away into the shimmering promise of the city’s nightlife, leaving Terry and me cloaked in the hush of a finally empty house. He looked at me—really looked, hunger flickering behind his familiar gaze—and something fluttered low inside me. Even wrapped in guilt and lingering lust, I realized Terry still ached for me, still craved me after all these years. Soon enough, our bedroom filled with breathless whispers and tangled limbs, and he made love to me with a slow, knowing confidence that soothed my restlessness, filling me in ways both comforting and deep. For that night, at least, he and I rediscovered each other, our bodies reconnecting in a way that reminded me of all the reasons I’d once ached for only him.


Chapter 3

Sunlight filtered lazily through my bedroom curtains, coaxing me awake far later than usual. The emptiness beside me—Terry’s side already vacant and cool—was a quiet reminder that my husband had slipped away to work while I still drifted on waves of yesterday’s recklessness. I lingered in bed, my body deliciously sore, mind echoing with the events that had unraveled my perfectly ordered suburban routine into something far more volatile and electrifying over these last two weeks.

Five years into my marriage with Terry, I couldn't claim unhappiness. He was a steady, loving husband and had gracefully stepped into the role of father for my nearly grown children. In our private life, he was tender, confident—a lover I’d never had cause to fault. And yet I found myself entangled in a web of desire that was both shameful and addictive. A feverish hunger had taken root, not just curiosity or weak-willed response, but a raw, aching craving for two of my son’s friends, Kurt and Jeremy—tastefully reckless, beautiful boys a whole generation younger, who made me feel alive in ways I’d never dared imagine.

They had come into my home with their intentions thinly veiled, both knowing full well Adam and Terry were away. I could have stopped it—should have stopped it—but instead, I’d yielded, unable to resist their bold pursuit. The memory sent shivers down my spine, my breath catching as I relived the heat of that afternoon: their hands, their lips, their youth, and an intensity I’d believed lost within me. I told myself it was just the fallout from that humiliating rejection at my husband’s office—my lacey, provocative attire completely wasted when he brushed me off, too busy, too distracted. I’d left unsatisfied, trembling with want and vulnerability—a gaping need that the boys had so eagerly, so greedily fulfilled. It had been impulsive, a single, fateful lapse—but yesterday had shattered any illusions of control I still possessed.

I’d let Georgia, soft and mischievous, settle her pretty head into my lap in our guest room, my thighs tingling as I watched Jeremy—her new, well-endowed lover—take her hard, his rhythm coaxing little gasps from her lips. Then, in my own kitchen, Kurt had pressed his sculpted body to mine, his long fingers plunging between my thighs, teasing me mercilessly until I broke apart with desperate moans, his cock hot and insistent at my backdoor. My pulse raced as I remembered kneeling for him, opening my mouth to his swollen flesh, sucking him deep while Adam, oblivious, chatted to him from the open window—obscene, thrilling, dangerous.

How far had I fallen? What darkness had bloomed in me? I’d nearly been caught, too—one stroke of bad luck away from Terry discovering me in tangled sheets with young Kurt. The near miss left me breathless, my heart pounding, as if I’d only just escaped the flames. And yet, even with suspicion about Terry’s faithfulness washed away, I couldn't stop myself. The question gnawed at me: why do I keep plunging deeper into this pleasurable debauchery, craving the forbidden touch of boys who should have been off-limits?

Yes, it was undeniable—I was spinning beautifully, chaotically out of control. Yet here I was, alone in my marriage bed, the sheets still holding the faint heat where my husband’s body had lain only hours before. Lingering in that warmth, I let my fingers graze over the sensitive swell of my breasts, my body arching into my own touch. My hand drifted lower, tracing through the downy softness between my thighs, dipping into the slick, greedy folds of my arousal. Even as I touched myself, my mind slipped away to forbidden places—sprawling across these very sheets with Kurt's rough hands pinning my wrists, or Jeremy’s weight pressing me into the mattress, should he ever wander from Georgia’s embrace and back into mine. The thought sent a throbbing shiver directly to my core.

Could I simply call Kurt, invite him over boldly in the thick honeyed quiet of an empty house? Would it seem too desperate, too breathless, if I took the lead so soon? A pit of disappointment opened in my chest—I didn’t even have his number. The ache between my legs pulsed insistently as I considered far-fetched ways to ‘accidentally’ cross paths: cruising by the cafes and basketball courts where Adam and his crew killed lazy afternoons, hoping to spot Kurt alone. But no—I couldn’t debase myself, couldn’t let those young men smell my hunger so easily. No matter how much I burned for another taste. Instead, I’d wait, nurturing my dignity and patience, believing that sooner or later, one of them would come to claim what they so blatantly desired. After all, their greedy hands and hungry mouths told me how much they relished this mature body, how much they wanted to bend me, use me, lose themselves inside me.

The days crawled past, each one drier and more unsatisfying than the last. I flinched every time the landline trilled in the hallway, hope fluttering and breaking when it was only a neighbor or a telemarketer. I was careful—painfully careful—around Adam, watching his face for any flicker of suspicion, terrified that his friends would boast about their conquering of his mother. I studied the boys’ easy rapport at dinner, desperate for reassurance that our secrets were safe. Adam seemed blissfully oblivious.

Then, at last, Friday afternoon brought deliverance. I was unpacking groceries, lost in a grey haze of longing and regret, when the phone rang again. This time, that low, cool voice rasped at my ear: “Hi, Mrs. Bradley.” Kurt. The man of few words, who preferred to let his cock do the talking. My pulse hammered. He gave me nothing but silence, waiting for my breathless reply.

I heard myself deepen my voice, letting a sultry, aching edge color the syllables. “Hello, Kurt. I was hoping you’d call. I never got your number.” Some part of me screamed: what are you doing, you shameless woman? Yet I let the line fall open—let possibility surge.

His answer was pure arrogant power, possessive and thrilling. “That’s okay. You don’t really need it. I’ll call you when I want you.”

How infuriating—how impossibly arrogant—he was, taking liberties and speaking to me like I was his possession to summon at will. Every instinct told me to end the call, to hurl the receiver from my hand and unleash a torrent of language that would scorch his youthful bravado. I wanted to snap, to let fly words that I never uttered, certainly not to a young man who penetrated my life in more ways than one. Yet, as his voice lingered in my ear, low and expectant, an unmistakable spark ignited inside me—between my thighs, heat blossomed around my clit, spreading, tingling, making me ache in secret places. How could just the sound of him trigger such raw desire?

My palm drifted down, slow, deliberate, pressing through the fabric of my skirt, finding that sensitive mound. I tried to steady my breath and answered him, trying for something cool and unimpressed, but my voice trembled with anticipation, “So, tell me, what is it you want? What are you hoping for, Kurt?”

His laugh was insolent, wicked—a sound that danced along my nerves. “Oh, Mrs Bradley, there’s so much you can do for me. I never realized just how filthy-hot a woman your age could be.”

That stung, just a little, making me bristle with defiance. “Watch it with the ‘older woman’ routine,” I shot back, my tone edged but playful. “I’m only forty-two. I can handle a cocky boy like you any day, so don’t flatter yourself.”

He didn’t miss a beat. “That’s what I like to hear. But your husband wrecked everything last Sunday. He showed up just as I was about to finish what I started—with your arse.”

The shamelessness of his suggestion made my pulse race. Anal sex—with Kurt’s thick hardness—my body tensed at the memory. It wasn’t that I was a stranger to it, but it had been years, not since my first marriage, with a man who took whatever he wanted whenever the mood struck him. My hand, which only seconds ago pressed insistently against my sex, eased back, slipping behind me and snaking under the waistband of my skirt. My fingers pressed into the satin between my cheeks, teasing that forbidden entrance, just enough to send a shiver through my core.

I bit my lip as I breathed out, “Kurt, we were lucky, you know. Another minute, and my husband would’ve caught us—God, I’d probably be single and starting my life over by now.”

“Yeah, but luck was with us. No point worrying.” His words were relaxed, so sure of himself. “What really matters,” he purred, “is if you’re going to let me fuck your arse like you should have last time.”

Too much. He needed reining in. I forced nonchalance into my tone, feigning a lack of interest I absolutely didn’t feel. “I don’t think so, Kurt. If you want me, you’ll have to stick to the usual for now,” I said, offering him a small olive branch, not wanting this brutal sexual tension to vanish completely. “Wall sex was a first for me. That got me wet for days,” I added, suddenly breathless as the memory flooded me.

He chuckled softly, confident as ever. “Mrs Bradley, I’m not done teaching you. There’s so much more I want to show you. When am I seeing you again?”

Trying desperately not to sound like I was hanging on every word, I forced myself to pause, as though I were giving it real thought. “Mm, well, this weekend is impossible, obviously. My husband’s home.”

He cut me off with an eager edge, “Does it really have to be off-limits?”

“Yes, it absolutely does,” I replied, keeping my voice steady and resolute, though my body throbbed with forbidden longing. “Terry and Adam will be in and out all weekend. I can’t risk being careless, not again. We’ll have to wait until a weekday, when I can stay tangled in bed with you and there’s time for us to… explore everything we desire.”

“Everything, huh?” Kurt’s voice was like velvet over gravel, scraping at my resolve. “Including me fucking your gorgeous arse?”

A delicious shiver spiraled through my core, his crudeness igniting heat in places that craved his touch. I slid my finger further inside the back of my panties, grazing that sensitive, forbidden place, the skin smooth and flushed with anticipation. “Oh, I don’t know about that, Kurt,” I breathed, struggling to keep my tone light, coy. “Maybe… you’ll just have to persuade me.” I was already reliving the filthy thrill of his fingers last Sunday, the way he cornered me in the kitchen, reckless and hungry.

“So… how about Monday, Mrs. Bradley? Think you could wait that long?” His audacity made my heart pound.

“Monday?” I exhaled, acting unfazed though my pulse was riotous. “Monday could be… delicious, Kurt.” The idea of three days’ anticipation made my entire body ache with need. “My husband leaves around eight. If you want, you can park down the street and wait until he’s gone—don’t even think about risking your car in our driveway. The neighbours don’t miss a trick.” I imagined him, lurking, watching the street, waiting for the moment to slip inside. “I’ll leave the back door unlocked. Come round the house, let yourself in. I’ll still be in bed… waiting for you. I want you to find me just like that.”

A sinful thrill swept over me: I’d never planned anything so feckless, so exhilaratingly secret. God, I was plotting this tryst with more care than I’d ever planned a family holiday.

“Perfect,” he purred, and the phone went dead in my hand, leaving nothing but the roaring silence and the burn between my legs.

The weekend passed in slow torment. I was short with my family, irritable and distracted by trivial annoyances. Deep down, I blamed them—their constant presence, their innocent routines—for stealing the immediacy of my pleasure, making me endure the ache of waiting until Monday. I should have been blissfully anticipatory, but instead, I bit back at everyone, while secretly counting the hours until Kurt’s hands and mouth would own me again.

When dawn finally split Monday from the night, I was restless, sleep deprived. I’d imagined every possible outcome, every filthy demand Kurt might make. Would it feel different, just him and me, no Jeremy this time? Would I let him have my body, every inch, even offer him the tight, secret place he craved? My mind fixated on the thought of surrendering—spreading for him, letting him take what he wanted, feeling that wild, wicked pleasure again after all these years.

The clock crawled forward—6:30, then 7:00, then 7:30. My entire body buzzed with anticipation as I lay in silence, every sense tuned to the morning rituals echoing through the house. I listened, barely breathing, to the familiar sounds of my husband stirring: the hiss of the shower, the muted clatter of mugs and the pop of the toaster. I pictured him mundanely sipping his coffee, utterly oblivious to the wicked plans unfolding beneath his roof.

Thank God I’d been careful—my mind drifted to last night’s precautions, the discrete trip to the bathroom, the relief of feeling utterly, meticulously prepared. I’d slipped into a steaming bath after, luxuriating in its heat as I drifted among delicious, deviant thoughts. When at last I crawled into bed beside Terry, I’d let him fall into his familiar sleep before I did. My heart pounded with the hope that he wouldn’t reach for me in the early dawn, wouldn’t notice the barely-suppressed energy sparking just beneath my skin. If he had touched me, if he’d wanted me, I would have had to bathe again—scrub away any lingering trace, make sure I was pristine for who I truly wanted that morning.

By the time the bedside clock flickered to 7:50, the anticipation had twisted itself into a tight coil inside me. Terry slipped into the bedroom, his presence sending a rush of guilt and something wickedly thrilling through me. I feigned sleep, forcing my breathing to steady as he leaned over, pressing a soft, benign kiss to my cheek. A pang of guilt struck—I was already aching for another man, already picturing Kurt’s hungry gaze, his cock possessed by need, ready to violate my waiting body before Terry’s own workday even began.

I kept my eyelids slammed shut until I caught the front door’s gentle click, the sound of freedom. My nerves shot through me—I leapt from the bed, feeling the cool air sweep across my naked skin as I pulled off my long negligee. I crossed the room, fingers trembling as I reached for my drawer, extracting the sheer baby doll nightie I’d chosen for today—a wisp of fabric that barely reached the tops of my thighs. I ignored the panties, wanting to feel vulnerable, exposed, shamelessly available. With practiced stealth, I snatched the tube of slick KY from beneath my neat pile of fresh lingerie and tossed it onto my bedside table, its presence an open invitation. My pulse fluttered violently.

Drawing in a deep breath, I darted to the front window, peering past the sheer curtains—just in time to catch Terry’s car reversing down the driveway. I scanned up and down the street, heart hammering, ravenous for any sign of Kurt’s arrival. No sign yet—was he delayed? A sliver of anxiety sliced through me; if he’d missed the timing, if he failed, my body would go unsatisfied, my wicked plans ruined. “Don’t let me down now, Kurt,” I murmured under my breath, moving hastily into the kitchen to unlock the back door, ensuring his entrance would be effortless and unseen. Pausing at the threshold, I glanced at the window, vivid memories of last week’s reckless pool-party escapade flashing through my mind—how he’d taken and claimed me, how risk and lust had tangled into something utterly addictive.

I hurried back to my bedroom, my steps quick, a delicious ache already building between my thighs. I smoothed out the bed—straightening the crisp sheets, throwing back the heavy doona until only a gossamer sheet draped artfully over me. I stretched out on my back in the center of the mattress, legs parted just so beneath the thin cotton, feeling exposed and shameless. The silence pressed close while my heart throbbed in my ears—this meeting would be different; this time, I’d orchestrated every daring detail. No lucky accident, no impulsive surrender. This time, I was the one inviting sin into my bed.

Minutes dragged by, unbearably slow, the emptiness of the house amplifying every throb of want inside me. My nerves stretched taut as cello strings. “Come on, Kurt,” I prayed silently, pressing my eyes shut as longing threatened to undo me. My hand slipped down, almost unconsciously, dipping to caress the soft curls at my pubic bone, finding myself slick with need—already dripping, just from imagining how utterly, shamelessly open I would be when at last he walked through my door.

My thoughts spiraled, tangled in an intoxicating web of desire and reckless longing. Heat flooded through my veins—wicked, delicious, impossible to ignore. I surrendered to the impulse, rolling to my side, heart thudding as I snatched the cool, familiar tube of KY from the bedside. My breathing grew shallower, anticipation pulsing hot in my core as I slicked my fingers with the slippery gel. A shameless thrill coiled in my belly as I reached behind, spreading my cheeks to expose my most private place to the morning, the touch of my fingers tracing coy circles around my tight entrance.

A tremor of illicit pleasure shot through me as I pressed two fingers boldly inside, the glistening gel making my passage silky and receptive. Each movement was slow and deliberate—my body singing with the knowledge that soon, I’d be utterly vulnerable, completely prepared for him, craving the fullness I’d denied myself for far too long.

Satisfied with my secret preparations, I grabbed a pillow and positioned it near the center of the bed, nestling my hips atop it. The angle lifted my backside up, presenting me—offered, open—a living invitation. I reached behind, balancing the tube of KY on the smooth curve of my cheek, blatant in my intention. I allowed my cheek to rest against the coolness of the other pillow, nerves alive, tension simmering beneath my skin as I was forced to wait, the anticipation making each minute feel infinite.

A sound at the edge of the silence—was that the quiet snick of the back door closing? My head remained turned away from the bedroom entrance, senses straining as I fought not to lift my gaze. Should I look, should I meet his eyes as he saw my obscene display? The idea of it sent a tremor through me—what if it wasn’t Kurt? For a shattering, breathless moment, fear sliced through me. If Terry had returned—what would he think of his loyal wife, sprawled across the bed, arse in the air, glistening with lube, KY like a perverse beacon? Shame and desire warred inside me, every nerve on edge.

Sounds drew closer—footsteps, the warm hush of movement in the room. My chest tightened. I prayed silently that it was Kurt—that young, wordless, irresistible force. He hadn’t spoken, hadn’t uttered a syllable at the sight of me so shamelessly displayed for him, the intention clear: irresistible provocation, a glossy promise that he could have exactly what he craved.

My heart raced as I heard the rustle of clothes, the soft thud of shoes on the floor, the unmistakable clink of a belt coming undone. I longed to look, to turn and feast my eyes on the man about to consume me, to gorge myself on the vision of his hunger. I stayed still, every muscle taut, vulnerability singing through every inch of me, as I felt the mattress shift with his weight—either sitting at the edge or kneeling closer, looming over my half-naked, trembling body.

What did he see, I wondered desperately, lying there so brazen, slick and wanton, arse up, cheeks parted, the gel glistening between them—a shameless, pleading offering. I wondered what blazed through his mind—hunger, conquest, anticipation? Did he want me as fiercely as I wanted this? I imagined the heat in his eyes as he took in the spectacle I’d become for him, lube perched obscenely atop the slope of my bare skin—a promise, a dare, an invitation whispered by every inch of me.

The first brush of his fingers against my naked cheek sent a shiver rippling through me—such a delicate, deliberate caress, yet charged with intent. He lifted the tube of KY with an almost reverent touch, and I felt myself ache with anticipation, every inch of skin prickling in expectation. In my mind’s eye, I could picture him now: hands slicked with the cool, clear gel, fingers gliding over the length of his thickening cock, coating it thoroughly, his excitement building as he prepared himself. I imagined him admiring the shameless sight I presented for him: my arse raised high, my thighs parted, the small, needy ring of muscle at the center of my offered heat gleaming and ready, a target for his desire.

The air was tense, electric—he still hadn’t uttered a word, and the silence drew out until my nerves thrummed impatiently. Finally, unable to bear it, I broke the moment. “Good morning, young man… do I surprise you?” My voice was low, husky, tinged with mischief and invitation.

His answer was clipped, voice rough with surprise and lust: “Very!”

A thrill raced through me at his reaction. “Is this what you want?” I whispered, my voice daring him.

“Yes,” came his reply, rasping and urgent, echoing from just above and behind me. “I didn’t think you’d let me.”

“You did seem quite persistent,” I teased softly.

He hesitated, his words slowed, weighted by nerves. “Have you done this before?” he ventured.

I smiled, rolling my hips slightly, a teasing movement that granted him a better view. “Oh yes. My first husband had quite a taste for it.”

There was a pause, a huff of breath. “Did you like it?” he asked, voice nearly cracking with raw curiosity.

I grinned into the pillow, shameless in my honesty. “It was alright—though nothing compares to being filled the ‘right’ way. What about you, Kurt? How many women have you taken this way?”

He hesitated, his breath catching in his throat—either nerves or sheer anticipation. “None… You’ll be my first.”

His confession startled me, unraveling a softer thread within his cocky bravado. I had expected him to be practiced, skilled, but beneath his posturing, he was just a young man, uncertain, trembling on the edge of the unknown. I longed to see his expression, the flicker of doubt in his usually arrogant eyes.

“Are you sure you want this?” I murmured, offering a gentle out, “Or shall I turn over, let you have me the usual way?”

His reply was immediate, breathless but determined. “No, it’s okay!”

I reached for compromise, teasing, “We could always try it later, if you’re not ready.”

But he cut me off, more insistent, needing this now. “No. No, now. I want to do this now.”

“Would you like a little help?” My voice was soft, inviting, wanting him to know he didn’t need to be alone in this.

“No,” he said, low but firmer, his confidence sharpening. “I’ve read, I’ve seen stuff. I know what I’m doing.” I could feel the old Kurt emerging, that familiar, commanding arrogance.

Then came his touch, bold and possessive—both hands circling the curve of my hips, lifting and arranging me until I was on my hands and knees, exposed and open, utterly his. I felt the blunt, slick head of his cock nestling between my cheeks, sliding through the slippery cleft, lingering and teasing. The moment his tip slipped against that sensitive, puckered entrance, my body quivered with both anticipation and a tremor of uncertainty.

He gasped, a guttural noise thick with want. The smooth crown of his cock pressed insistently against my slick, tight opening—a pause, charged and trembling.

“Easy, Kurt,” I murmured, unable to keep the note of warning from my voice. “Slowly. I don’t want it to hurt. If you take your time, it’ll be good—for both of us. Trust me.”

“Kurt,” I murmured softly, but his only reply was a hurried, “Yeah, okay… okay!” The sharp edge in his tone left no room for my gentle guidance – he was anxious, determined to do this his way. Then I felt the persistent, almost desperate pressure at my rear, his cock coated thickly in slippery gel, nudging insistently at the tight rosebud between my cheeks. His shaft slipped, squirming slickly through the cleft of my arse before sliding upward rather than into the tender opening. “Fuck,” he breathed in frustration, unable to conceal how futile his first, impatient try was.

With a steadying breath, I offered my last bit of advice: “You need to grip yourself, love, guide it—press slowly until you feel me give in to you.” My words dripped into the space, soothing and teasing at once, but his jaw clenched and his hand flexed harshly at my hip. “Yeah, just… let me fucking do it, alright?” There was a note of embarrassment hidden in his annoyance. It was oddly endearing, witnessing the brittle edge of his bravado.

I fell into silence, the air electrified by anticipation. I held my breath, focusing solely on the heat radiating between my spread cheeks, the fevered push of him lining himself up with deliberate control now. The firm head of his cock pressed insistently against my entrance, pushing, nudging—then, suddenly, my body yielded, and he breached my tight ring. The stretch was shockingly intense—full, overwhelming. I’d forgotten how exquisite, how impossibly filling this sensation could be. My insides stretched tight around him as he slowly eased deeper, every millimeter bringing an almost dizzying blend of discomfort and pleasure.

A guttural gasp tore from him as he penetrated further, his cock enveloped by the unyielding grip of my arse. He paused, exhaling shakily. Inch by thick inch, he pressed onward, gradually opening me up, and a distant memory flickered through me—past lovers, curious pleasure, a raw heat I’d missed more than I realized. There was a dull ache, a relentless fullness, but beneath it thrummed the promise of bliss. He kept going until his hips finally met my arse, and I felt the heady press of his skin against me—he was buried inside, every throbbing inch lodged deep in my body.

“How does it feel? Are you all right, baby?” My voice was breathy, sultry, eager for confirmation—and praise.

“Oh, fuck… it’s incredible,” he growled, the words tight with wonder and restraint. “God, you feel so fucking good around me. I want to come so bad, but I want—need—to make this last…” His honesty, so unguarded and hungry, sent a jolt of satisfaction through me. I smiled, certain he could feel the encouragement in the flex of my body around him.

“It’s okay. Just enjoy yourself, Kurt. Do whatever your body needs,” I purred, nurturing and coaxing, watching him surrender to pleasure while I reveled in my own submission. “If you need to come, let it happen. Let it spill out of you.”

He answered the only way he could: his hips drew back, so slowly at first I could feel him savoring the squeezing friction, until just the swollen ridge of his cock remained held within me. Then he slammed forward, filling me brutally in one stroke. He fell into a primal rhythm, withdrawing and driving home, each thrust accompanied by his raw, masculine grunts. The momentum built, growing wilder, sweat-slick skin beating against my arse with every savage plunge – each movement a confession of his pleasure and conquest, echoing through me and setting my body ablaze.

With my clit untouched, I knew the promise of my own orgasm would remain unfulfilled, yet it hardly dulled the thrill coursing through me. The pleasure of granting this eager young man an experience he’d yearned for—one I suspected he’d fixated on for months—sent a delicious buzz through my veins. My arms braced tight, holding my body aloft while his relentless thrusts drove deep and fast into my arse, the hungry rhythm threatening to fold me flat against the mattress. I could feel him teetering at the edge, his breaths ragged and unrestrained, his moans echoing through me, stirring an aching heat low in my belly.

All at once, I felt it—hot, thick, and fluid—spilling warmly inside me, his cock twitching in sharp spasms as he ground himself deep, claiming me with every pulse. He collapsed on top of me, his chest pressed to my back as shivers ran through his body, his softening cock still buried, softening, yet refusing to withdraw as it leaked the last remnants of his pleasure into my arse. Released from the strain, my arms gave way, and I sank into the rumpled bedding, utterly spent, the pillow that aided me now long forgotten. He finally shifted, settling beside me, his cock—now gently flaccid and lazily draped against one arse cheek—still oozing a final creamy ribbon onto my bare skin.

Wrapped together, sated and serene, sleep pulled us under—a quiet, perfect afterglow that left the world outside our tangled limbs far behind.

By the time my eyes fluttered open, sunlight poured thick and golden through the curtains. It was nearly eleven, and I was already flushed with restless arousal, yearning for a deep, insistent touch where I most craved it. I shot a glance at Kurt, still sleeping, the youthful ease of his features making me hesitate to wake him. Instead, I slipped quietly from the bed to the bathroom, answering the pressure in my bladder, my body tingling with leftover need.

When I padded back into the room, he was already awake—propped up confidently on pillows, his gaze sweeping with hungry appreciation over my forty-two-year-old body as I self-consciously, but purposely, straddled back onto the bed, shifting my hips in a way I hoped would entice.

“I think I’m ready for more,” he declared, predictably direct—one hand already lazily fisting his cock, slapping it against his thigh in a display of raw need. Typical Kurt: always saying exactly what he wanted, never pausing to ask what might ignite me, never offering pretty suggestions or invitations—a far cry from the subtlety and courtesy men my age had learned to feign. But as I drank in his sculpted body and impressive stamina, I conceded silently: compassion and etiquette were luxuries compared to sex this potent.

As I watched, his cock responded instantly to his own touch, swelling up, thickening—an impressive half-erection forming in mere seconds. His eyes darkened, his hunger undisguised as he reached for me. But I knew I needed to speak up—now—before lust swept us away completely. With the memory of his cock inside my arse still fresh, I wasn’t about to let anything pass between my legs that might risk an infection.

I rolled deftly clear of his grasp, just out of his reach, flashing a teasing smile. “Come on, Kurt, time for a shower,” I purred.

He groaned, half petulant, half aroused. “No, babe, only when we finish, eh?”

“No, Kurt, sweetheart, right now. Let’s get you sparkling clean,” I insisted, my tone assertive, tilting playfully as I shot him a sultry look. “Remember, you just had that gorgeous cock of yours buried deep in my arse.”

He grinned broad and unguarded, his previously stormy features melting into a flash of youthful excitement, the memory of our first anal encounter clearly turning over in his mind. Watching him mouth an enthusiastic “Yeah!” sent a shiver of pleasure straight through me—he wore the look of a man newly introduced to forbidden delights.

I entwined my fingers with his and coaxed him out of bed, guiding him across the hall with a flick of my hips. The sharp scent of anticipation mingled with steam as I turned the shower on, trailing my hand beneath the spray until it was deliciously hot—just how I liked it. I stepped inside and felt him press against me, his presence electrifying. We fit together so naturally, the age gap between us blurring beneath the tumbling water.

I relished this game—mature and experienced in theory, yet utterly thrilled to be swept along by his hungry, spontaneous desires. His inexperience was intoxicating, making each moment feel alarmingly fresh, unpredictable, and dangerous.

The water streamed over us with a hypnotic hum as Kurt urged me to the wall, splaying my hands above my head, palms pressed flat to the slick tiles. My breasts grazed the cool porcelain, nipples stiffening to aching peaks. His soapy, wandering hands became everywhere at once—sliding, stroking, fondling, invading with greedy curiosity. “Is that your finger, or are you already inside me again?” I gasped silently, biting my lip as sensation sizzled through me. My belly clenched. I trembled, spreading my feet wider—desperate for his fingers to get bolder, deeper, rougher.

Suddenly, his strong arms seized my shoulders and spun me to face him. The chill of the tiles pressed into my back now, my wet hair plastering to my skin. I looked up at Kurt—his eyes stormy, predatory. Dark stubble dusted his chin, making him look even more devilishly irresistible. His lips curled in that insolent smirk, daring me to resist.

He slipped one soapy hand between my thighs, two fingers stroking, circling, then zeroing in on my clit with expert hunger. My hips bucked into his touch, sparks bursting behind my eyes as he teased me mercilessly. I ached for his mouth, leaned in craving that bruising kiss, surrendering with parted lips. But he denied me, turning his head away at the last instant—his delicious mouth descending instead to my breast, lips wrapping around my swollen, eager nipple.

He sucked greedily, relentless, while his fingers worked me brutally close to the edge. My thighs quaked. My whole being pulsed and clenched—and then I shattered with a violent, uncontrollable orgasm, grinding my soaked mound onto his insistent hand as pleasure surged through every cell.

My knees nearly gave out, the tremors relentless. I slid helplessly down the foggy glass and slick tile, only to have him catch me, steadying me against him. His hard shaft pressed perfectly against my aching entrance and I moaned, clawing at his slick back, wordlessly begging for more—longing to be taken back to my bed and claimed, utterly and completely.

But reality shimmered in on a tide of water and heat. He wrapped a towel around my trembling frame, dabbing at my skin, devotion in every touch. I took the cloth from him, turning it on his own beautiful body, keen to savor every new touch, every shared heartbeat beneath the morning’s hot, forgiving light.

“Let’s go for a swim,” Kurt suggested suddenly, his voice laced with an almost boyish mischief.

I blinked, utterly taken aback. “Now?” I blurted out, my tone crackling with disbelief.

He grinned, a glint of reckless daring in his eyes. “Yes. Just as we are.”

“But… it’s outside,” I protested, my gaze trailing down his naked, still-throbbing erection. “I couldn’t possibly go out there like this. Not naked. And especially not in front of someone other than my husband.” My pulse raced with the illicit thrill beneath my protest.

He only smirked, confident and persuasive. “What’s stopping you? The yard’s private—no one can see indoors, right?”

Flustered, I hesitated, my rational mind fighting the luststorm he’d stirred inside me. “Well… I suppose not,” I admitted, almost whispering.

“That settles it, then,” he declared, a rogue prince sweeping me along by the hand. This time he led the way, tugging me eagerly out the back door, across the garden, to the in-ground pool that, just over a week ago, had been filled with the innocent laughter of my son’s friends.

Kurt released my hand the moment we reached the pool’s edge. Without a hint of self-consciousness, he dove in headfirst. He surfaced, slick as a sea god, the water glistening on his strong shoulders—and his spectacular cock breached the water’s surface, standing proud and irrepressible. He stretched out, floating on his back like some decadent king. “Come on, Mrs. Bradley,” he called, voice husky and teasing. “The water’s perfect.”

The forbidden thrill pulsed through me. For the briefest moment, I teetered on the edge of hesitation—then desire swept that away and I sliced headlong into the pool.

The water enveloped me, warm and silken, but Kurt’s arms came hunting instantly. I darted beyond his reach, allowing myself two swift laps, the cool glide of water over my naked skin only heightening my need. But soon, inevitably, the predator found me—his strong hands taking hold, guiding me into him.

It was what I craved—no, what I needed. To be wrapped up in those powerful, youthful arms, to feel the throb of his arousal pressed against my thigh, my body desperate to sheath him, welcome him, surrender one more boundary.

He pressed my back against the cool, smooth pool tiles. My arms reached up and draped over the pool’s edge above my head, surrender in every line of my body. My shoulders rested on the tiled ledge, my breasts just breaking the surface, nipples tingling in the night air. The rest of me floated, my belly and hips suspended in the gentle cradle of the water.

We were in the shallows; Kurt was able to stand easily. He slipped his lean, tense body between my floating thighs, opening me further. His cock found its way, curious and insistent, stroking my aching clit before nudging between my slick lips, searching for my entrance. That anticipation—that exquisite tease—drove me wild.

One strong, deliberate thrust and he was inside me. I gasped, the sudden fullness so delicious—his confidence, the gentle way he rocked his hips, coaxing a rhythm that sent ripples of pleasure spiraling through my body. In the warm caress of the water, bodies weightless and free, he set a lazy, sinuous pace—one I yearned would last forever, if only he could hold out.

Time disappeared; there was only his hardness inside me, the heat blooming between us, and the cool air damp against my wet skin. For long, suspended moments, I lost myself in the floating sensuality of his thrusts.

A sound shattered the spell—a muffled noise from behind, echoing through the still night. Disoriented, pleasure-fogged, my mind took a moment to understand—then reality crashed back. With panic scraping my insides, I twisted my head to peer over my shoulder. “Oh God, Kurt, what was that? Was it the side gate?” My heart hammered with terror. Who could possibly be intruding upon us now—my husband, my son? Even the thought threatened to destroy me.

Blinking away the haze of pleasure, my vision sharpened, and my heart nearly stopped—someone was there, moving stealthily from the garden gate toward the shimmering water where Kurt and I remained indecently entwined. My muscles tensed, nerves alight with panic and forbidden thrill until the intruder resolved into a familiar shape. Relief and surprise flooded through me in equal measure. “Jeremy—oh lord, you nearly made me jump out of my skin. What brings you here?”

Jeremy’s eyes flickered with mischief as he grinned. “Evening, Mrs. Bradley. Heard there was some kind of secret after-party at your place.”

A tremor of amusement crept into my voice, even as Kurt’s slow, relentless thrusts made it difficult to focus. “Sorry, Jeremy. This one’s invitation only—and I’m afraid we’ve already gotten started without you,” I said, my gaze dropping helplessly back to the thrilling sight of Kurt, his body working so shamelessly inside me beneath the broken moonlight, stirring the water into soft, erotic eddies around us.

Then, a new note in the air—a sharp, lilting female voice carrying clear across the pool. It yanked me further from my pleasurable stupor than the slamming gate ever could. “Oh my god, Mrs. Bradley! You—Kurt—you’re actually letting him fuck you in the pool!”

My head whipped around. There stood Georgia, barely hidden behind Jeremy, her blonde hair spilling over his shoulder, both of them looming over us at the water’s edge, eyes wide and electric with voyeuristic delight.

Jeremy smirked and corrected her smoothly. “No, babe. Kurt’s fucking her—not the other way around.”

Georgia rolled her eyes, her tone teasing but laced with thinly veiled accusation. “Does it even matter which way it goes, Jeremy? The point is his cock’s inside her—and she’s old enough to be his mother.”

Her words sliced through me, the sting of truth burning across my cheeks. Shame, hot and raw, curled around my spine. I was old enough to be any of their mothers. Worse—my own son’s best friends. The web of secrets had grown impossibly tangled now with Georgia in the mix, her knowing gaze threatening all my carefully guarded boundaries. I remembered how intimately close we’d been only days ago—her blissful head in my lap while Jeremy drove his thick length into her. That strange, tender connection was now a dangerous liability.

And there they stood—Jeremy and Georgia—watching with open fascination as Kurt continued his slow, confident rhythm, hard and deep inside me. Sudden humiliation heated my skin, torn between desperately wanting to push Kurt away, to clamber from the pool and lose myself behind a locked bedroom door, and this primal refusal to stop. Not now—when my body pulsed with need, when the water’s slippery embrace made every moment heightened and strange. Not when every stroke threatened to tip me over that exquisite edge, even as forbidden eyes watched, making my shame and arousal darkly, addictively entwined.

Bracing myself with one arm along the slippery curve of the pool’s edge, I let the other slide away, trusting the gentle buoyancy of the water to cradle me. Stretching out, I reached for Kurt, my fingers twining possessively around the nape of his neck. My body angled away from the tiled ledge, legs parted wide and clamped greedily around his hips, toes grazing the sculpted swell of his backside as he remained deeply, insistently inside me.

A vulnerable, trembling whimper tumbled from my lips, involuntary and utterly unable to be stifled. The intense, unyielding pressure of his thrust sent arcs of tingling pleasure through me—so raw that my eyelids fluttered with every delicious surge. The others, Jeremy and Georgia, couldn’t possibly mistake the sound. Through half-lidded eyes, I watched Georgia’s delicate hand snake mischievously around Jeremy, disappearing past his waistband with a bold intimacy that sent a fresh jolt of excitement through me.

Even perched on the shuddering edge of my own climax, curiosity flickered—how hard would Jeremy be beneath her fingers? Would the forbidden image of his friend driving into me have coaxed him to that same monstrous, throbbing hardness I’d previously enjoyed?

Between the ragged breathing and quivering pleasure that held Kurt and me captive in the deepening water, my gaze fixed on the busy movement now animating the front of Jeremy’s shorts—a hungry, needy dance under Georgia’s fingertips. Some feral part of me craved more, longing to watch her coax that gloriously thick cock free, to see her fawn over the stunning length I knew so intimately. But the sweet, pulsing ache of impending release tore my focus away. I surrendered, heart racing, to Kurt’s relentless rhythm—the deliberate, exquisite friction unraveling me completely.

Clutching him more tightly, both arms now hooked behind his neck, I pressed my body into his, surrendering to chaotic, animal need. The water churned wildly around us as my hips bucked mindlessly, chasing pleasure with unashamed abandon, surrendering to the orgasm that crashed through me with a hoarse shout.

When consciousness returned, I blinked through the haze and was greeted by the obscene sight of Jeremy’s shorts puddled helplessly around his ankles. Georgia, on her knees, looked positively delighted, her lips stretched around the swollen tip of his formidable cock, determined and greedy as she worshiped its size with a reverence that sent another shiver down my spine.

Kurt slipped from me, a final delicious sensation, and guided me gently toward the pool steps. Trembling, limp with satisfaction, I made my way out, snatched up the nearest towel, and collapsed across a sun-warmed banana lounge. As I dabbed beads of pool water from my flushed skin, the unmistakable wet, urgent noises of Georgia’s mouth working Jeremy echoed in the quiet air, underscored by his deep groans and the lewd, slippery sounds of her devotion. I lay sprawled, sated and shameless as a voyeur, lids heavy, and when I managed to peek, I watched through a smoky veil of lashes as Jeremy surrendered to Georgia’s relentless mouth, a shuddering gasp spilling from him as he came—and she took it all, hungrily, without hesitation.

A gentle hush settled over all of us, the heavy, erotic haze drifting lazily with the sun’s rays as I sprawled naked on the banana lounge. My skin still tingled from the ecstasy Kurt had evoked within me—a delicious afterglow pulsing between my thighs. I had no idea where Kurt had vanished to, and it hardly mattered. My limbs melted into the lounger, utterly relaxed, savoring each memory of his practiced touch, the arrogant edge in his gaze, the way he wielded pleasure with that dark, brooding confidence.

Just as my body threatened to dissolve into a dreamy slumber, a delicately sensual touch surfaced between my legs—a butterfly caress, featherlight fingertips tracing teasing patterns on my bare inner thighs. A lazy sound, more moan than word, escaped me in approval. I didn’t even need to look; I simply drank in the sensation, letting the sunshine play over my skin, letting anticipation shimmer beneath it.

Those ghosting fingers were suddenly replaced by lips—soft and insistent, moving steadily closer to my already sensitized mound. The kiss was unfamiliar, the press of flesh and the sweep upward startling, coaxing my eyes open. What greeted me wasn’t the shadowed, masculine stubble of Kurt but a waterfall of feminine curls: Georgia’s permed hair, glinting golden in the afternoon light. She was kneeling at the foot of my lounge, her posture intent, utterly focused as her face hovered between my parted thighs.

“Georgia, no… What are you doing? I’ve never… Please, this isn’t— Oh, God!” My protest spilled out, panicked and uneasy, but her head was already pushing higher. Her lips brushed insistently over my outer folds, warmth radiating from the press, her tongue unexpectedly, wickedly laving my aching, swollen inner lips. The taste of me filled the air. “Oh God, no… no!”

While my words were tangled and desperate, my traitorous body confessed my secret truth. I couldn’t resist; my thighs spread wider, hips tilting instinctively, knees bending, baring myself further for her exploring mouth. Georgia’s tongue was all velvet heat, dragging slow, electric patterns over my most intimate flesh, sparking sensation I’d never known from a woman.

Beyond the curve of her body I glimpsed Jeremy and Kurt—still, silent voyeurs, each with a hand wrapped around the thick length of their cocks. Their eyes roamed hungrily over Georgia’s revealed body as she bent—her curves and secrets wide open to their gaze. From behind, they could see every pink crease, every wet invitation. And they could watch, with breathless arousal, Georgia’s tongue moving hungrily over my sex.

Should I stop this—could I? Every rational thought screamed at me to recoil, to break free, to push her insistent mouth away. I’d never fantasized about this; I’d always been certain that only a man’s touch could set me aflame. But I found myself paralyzed with pleasure, incapable of banishing her. My fingers twitched, wanting to grip her hair and guide her deeper. I told myself not to offend, not to wound her. But the truth was simpler, starker—her mouth felt so exquisitely, unbearably good.

There was an unmistakable wickedness at play and the two watching men barely stifled their laughter—were they behind this taboo caress? Or was Georgia faithfully following the call of her own desire? Either way, the heat building inside me demanded surrender.

Georgia’s hungry tongue fastened around my clit, a molten heat blooming through me. Even though men—my husbands, and of course, Kurt—had brought their mouths between my thighs before, somehow this felt different. Only a woman, another body shaped like mine, truly seemed to know every nuance, every whisper of sensation. Her lips teased and circled, the pressure always perfect—just when I teetered near too much, she eased off, leaving me hovering, deliciously unsatisfied, desperate for more. My thighs trembled, quivering around her head, aching with the intensity spiraling from deep inside. Every nerve ending screamed for release, for more, for her. My breath stuttered, and I melted beneath her. The tremor in my legs became a quake as the orgasm claimed me, so shamelessly, so powerfully that my hips ground against the lounge and into her mouth.

Shame and shock flashed through me as I surrendered, climaxing wantonly while Georgia’s mouth stayed locked around my throbbing clit. Above her bent body I glimpsed Kurt and Jeremy, their eyes glued to every explicit second, hands lazy at their cocks. Was this me? Limbs splayed, writhing while a woman devoured me, watched by two hard, eager men? When had I let go like this? When had I become this woman—uninhibited, wild, and outnumbered?

Georgia finally moved away, her tongue retreating, giving me a moment to breathe. But she meant only to change position, and in a heartbeat she was standing above me, her legs straddling the lounge at my head. She knelt down, lowering herself, her bare thighs framing my face, her pussy exposed and glistening, sweet and shocking and real. She wanted me to taste her—she was offering herself for me, waiting for my mouth. I froze in surprise, uncertain. I’d surrendered to being licked, could almost pretend it was a man—but this? Gazing up at her open sex, ready for my tongue, I faltered. Could I give her what she’d just given me?

Georgia squatted, her legs trembling with anticipation, all her private softness daring me to cross that unspeakable boundary. I felt almost silly, picturing her as though in a desperate urge to pee, hovering above me. I really doubted she could hold that position much longer—especially not once I started licking her, drowning in the taste and heat of another woman. Her need hung in the air, electric and insistent; could I satisfy her? I wanted to try—I wanted to shock myself.

Suddenly the moment shattered. Jeremy’s voice came from the side, full of authority. “Hold on!” he said, commanding the space, his confidence undeniable. “That banana chair is gonna snap with both you two on it. Why don’t you get comfy?”

He appeared at our side, grinning, a soft towel tossed over his arm, all boyish mischief and masculine anticipation. “Here, Georgia. On the grass.” He turned to me, his eyes sliding over my naked body, his invitation unmistakable. “You too, Mrs Bradley.”

My body ached with a delicious buzz as I rose, legs tingling, from the banana chair. The grass felt cool against my feet, grounding me for a moment as Jeremy spread the towel with a flourish, guiding Georgia gently onto her back. I watched as she settled in, her gaze hot and hungry, parted thighs open in a silent invitation. The reality washed over me—I was truly about to taste another woman for the very first time, every nerve alight with need and raw anticipation.

As I knelt between Georgia's lush, welcoming thighs, the world seemed to narrow, focusing on the glistening promise of her pussy. Her skin was soft, taut and slightly trembling. I glanced up at her, that captivating mix of innocence and wickedness curled in the arch of her lips. A wicked thrill crept through me—did she have a history of liaisons with other girls, or was I the first to bring her to this kind of edge?

Breath held, I lowered my mouth to her, the faint heady scent of arousal intoxicating me. My tongue flicked over her softness, coaxing a gasp from Georgia as her hips quivered upwards, desperate to meet my lips. She moaned, her hands restless, fingers threading into my hair. With every confident swirl and suck, I grew bolder, her pleasure igniting something wild and dark inside me.

Jeremy’s voice sliced through the electric air, sending a shiver of excitement down my spine. “Kurt, join in wherever you like,” he said, the unspoken promise of more filling the summer night. A masculine presence shifted behind me—hands sliding over my hips, strong and sure. My knees parted wider, pushed gently but insistently, and then I felt the blunt, eager pressure of Kurt’s cock nudging at my slick entrance. My body instantly recognized him, even before the delicious stretch as he filled me with a single, fluid thrust. My lips never left Georgia, but my moan vibrated right into her, sharing every ounce of pleasure I received.

Kurt moved inside me, his tempo relentless and hungry, each thrust stoking my desire higher. His voice was rough, urgent in my ear. “I never came in the pool—I need this, fuck, I need it now,” he admitted, breathless, as he drove deep into me. My body responded—no protest, just liquid, grasping need, and I leaned into the sensation, tongue worshipping Georgia’s clit with fresh determination.

She broke first, her cries echoing across the garden as I pressed her over the edge, tasting her pleasure as her thighs squeezed around my face. I followed, the pulsing heat of Kurt’s climax erupting inside me, sending me into my own shuddering orgasm. Time unraveled—ecstasy, sweat, messy, satisfied limbs, and we collapsed together on the softness of the towel. Georgia curled herself into me, skin sticky and flushed, our breath mingling, her hands soft on my waist as Kurt nestled behind me, spent and sated, his cum lazy and warm on my skin.

I laid there, tangled in new experience and content exhaustion—the taste of Georgia still on my lips—wondering where Jeremy had disappeared, and marveling at how far I’d fallen into this delicious, forbidden freedom.

An uncertain hush lingered between us, the air tinged with intimacy and vulnerability. I felt the words tumbling at the edge of my lips—something, anything, needing to escape the tangled emotions coursing through me after sharing such a wild first encounter with Georgia.

“Sweetheart, I just… I wanted to say that was incredible. Thank you for being so gentle, for letting me explore you, and for trusting me to pleasure you in return. I’m not sure if this is something you’re used to, or if I managed to give you what you needed, but I just—” My confession trailed off, uncertainty clinging to my naked skin.

Georgia quelled my jitters with a soft, lingering kiss, her mouth melting against mine with a warmth that left me breathless. “Hush, Mrs. Bradley,” she soothed with a coy smile, her fingertips idly tracing my bare shoulder. “None of that matters. We did something beautiful, something that made us both feel good. That’s all there is to it.”

My cheeks burned with a heady mix of embarrassment and delight. I tried to laugh off my awkwardness, but it spilled out anyway. “God, I’m mortified you saw me tangled up with the boys. Now you know my dirty secrets…”

She drew back, studying me intently. For a split second, I worried that maybe Jeremy hadn’t confessed all. Perhaps he’d kept quiet about what happened between us, him being her boyfriend now, and I felt another guilty pang. But Georgia’s next words completely blindsided me.

“Don’t fret about Kurt,” she murmured conspiratorially, her breath teasing my ear, “Your Adam—he’s been with Jeremy’s mum… for months now, actually.”

The world tilted on its axis. I gaped at her, an unfiltered shriek tearing from my throat. “Adam—my son—and Janice? My god, how could he? She’s my closest friend! That’s so—so—utterly wrong.”

Georgia just calmly arched her brow. “But Mrs. Bradley… isn’t that exactly what you’ve been doing with Kurt?”

My stomach twisted, shame and disbelief locking together inside me. Could I really judge them—my sweet, naïve Adam and lustful, worldly Janice—when I’d been just as wicked, just as hungry for forbidden fruit with Kurt and Jeremy? Perhaps the only difference was that Kurt wasn’t my son’s absolute best mate.

Georgia’s eyes darted nervously, searching for Jeremy, then she leaned close and spoke in a breathy whisper. “Just… please don’t mention it. Adam told me in confidence, and I don’t think Jeremy has any idea.”

With a shaky nod, I gave her my word, though confusion and resentment bubbled inside me like a storm. We dressed in silence, the aftermath of our tryst charged with tension. As I saw my young lovers off, I tried, desperately, to gather my scattered composure. But my mind spun with betrayal—furious at Janice, wounded and jealous, unable to shake the image of my son entwined with her.

Sleep was impossible. I tossed in tangled sheets, picturing Adam and Janice knotted together in secret, my own heart hammering out accusation after accusation. The hypocrisy of it sent a flush of humiliation through me with every thought.

When dawn finally bled into the room, I knew I couldn’t just let it go, couldn’t remain silent as our worlds spun dangerously close. If this tangled web came to light, I’d have to own up to everything. But the idea that Janice—supposedly my dearest confidante—had seduced my son gnawed at me relentlessly. Could I even hear myself? I’d been just as reckless, just as selfish, just as carnal.

It had to end. As soon as Terry left for work, I snatched up the phone, my hands trembling with resolve and something darker. “Janice, it’s me. We have to talk—now. There are things that need to be put out in the open. Is Jeremy there? Can you both meet me this morning?”

“Um, yes, that’s fine, he’s around… but I’ll need about an hour.” Her tone was light, almost teasing, as if she wanted to keep things playful. “I can’t step out without putting on my face—honestly, you wouldn’t catch me dead looking less than my best.”

I rolled my eyes, the acidic burn of jealousy and indignation simmering inside me. Of course, she needs time. Can’t have Adam seeing her before she’s perfectly glossed and painted—God, I could barely face the idea of her being anywhere near my son like that. I took a shaky breath, gathering myself. “All right, nine then. Does that work for you both?”

“Yes, Barbara, that’s perfect. You’ve definitely piqued my curiosity now… What’s so urgent?”

“We’ll talk when you get here. See you soon,” I said tightly, and ended the call with a clipped finality.

I was still dressed in my sheer, silky negligee, a whisper of a garment teasing over my skin, though I’d thrown a light robe around myself for modesty’s sake. Moving briskly through the house, I tried to focus on mundane chores—anything to distract from the churning inside me. Adam had left the living room a mess after his late night: empty bottles, greasy plates, abandoned socks and shoes tossed haphazardly. I scooped them up with brisk, frustrated movements, a ritual that barely tempered my agitation.

His bedroom door was slightly ajar, and as I stepped in I was struck again by that ache of maternal pride and something far more forbidden. I set his shoes down gently by his bed, suppressing the urge to drop them loudly and rouse him. Part of me wanted to shake him awake, to demand answers, to ask how he could so easily slip into Janice’s arms. But I kept myself in check.

He was sprawled on his back across the tangled sheets, deep in slumber, the careless innocence of sleep rendering him boyish—except for one thing. The sheet had fallen aside, baring him from waist up, leaving the hard line of his body—and lower. He never wore pajamas, that much I knew; his boxers sat low and loose, doing little to conceal the obvious. My breath caught when my gaze slid over him and was met with the bold silhouette of his erection, urgent and proud. The sight gripped me, rooted me in place, heat blooming between my thighs, my mind racing between outrage, envy, and fierce, silent admiration.

He was magnificent, really—a man now, his cock jutting imposingly, forged of my flesh and yet utterly beyond my control. I felt something raw and wicked stir inside me. How many times had Georgia and Janice caressed and tasted him, taken this bold shaft in hand, in mouth, in body? My cheeks flamed, but I still lingered, unable to tear my gaze away from the raw beauty of him.

Terry and I had chosen circumcision for him, and now, looking at him fully grown, I felt a strange, secret satisfaction. Clean, smooth, the skin taut and glistening, his cock was flawless—reminiscent of marble sculpture, but so decadently alive, the ridge plump and sensitive, every detail on display. I leaned in for an unabashed, hungry closer look, the tingle of guilt dancing through me, knowing I shouldn’t. But after all the naked encounters of late, after savoring Kurt and Jeremy’s unique flavors and textures, I couldn’t help but compare. I wondered, idly, if the plural was “penises” or something more exotic, like “penisi,” my thoughts deliciously wicked as I gave into a quiet, guilty awe.

How on earth had he grown so thick and urgent in his sleep? What secret, fevered dreams were making him swell so magnificently, impossibly hard beneath my gaze? My mind reeled as I noticed a bead of glistening pre-cum, crystalline and exquisite, forming at the tip of his cock. I couldn't help myself—desire moved through me like a ripple, and my hand acted before reason caught up. I reached out, trembling, and traced my finger deliberately across his glistening crown, gathering that shimmering drop on the pad of my finger and lifting it, almost reverently, to my lips. I pressed it to my tongue. It was clean, nearly tasteless—still I closed my eyes and pretended it was something utterly decadent, something forbidden and sweet as honey.

My touch must have been firmer than I realized because his thick shaft bounced, swaying almost provocatively. I felt breathless, caught between anxiety and indulgence, terrified he might wake yet desperately unwilling to stop. His breathing deepened, becoming subtly uneven, but he lay still—apart from one telling twitch: his hand drifted down over his taut stomach, almost lazily, then closed possessively around the burning length of his cock. With unconscious certainty, he stroked himself, and the swollen head seemed to angle shamelessly, as if beckoning me closer, offering itself to me. My pulse thundered—I couldn’t help but wonder: was he aware on some secret level, was he inviting me in his sleep?

My eyes jumped to his face, watching for the faintest flicker of consciousness. But he was lost in dreams, his breath still deep and steady. Something wicked unfurled in me; a heady craving pulsing through every nerve. Adrenaline and lust warred inside me. I was crossing a line I hadn't known I was willing to blur, and yet I supported myself on the bed, bracing with both hands as I inched closer, drawn down towards that firm, defiant shaft. My lips parted involuntarily, tongue wetting them, warm and hungry. I was salivating visibly—my mouth wasn’t just watering, it was absolutely aching.

My tongue flicked out, tentative and desperate, gliding over the sensitive tip of his cock. I gave it a slow, deliberate stroke and watched the thick shaft wobble, resilient and beautiful, but never losing its urgent, stubborn hardness. I was half-mesmerized, half-terrified, unable to tear my eyes away from this potent vision. Each time I glanced up, searching for any sign of wakefulness, his face remained slack with sleep, innocence clinging to his features as if mocking my brazen hunger.

Without warning, a question consumed me, wild and reckless and utterly intoxicating: Did I want him to wake, to catch his mother’s lips wrapped around his cock, to see the hunger in my eyes as I gave in to this depraved craving? I opened my mouth wider, shaped it into a perfect O, and pressed my lips down tight, enveloping his swollen head in the hot, wet heat of my mouth. I let my lips slide down to lock behind the ridge, clutching him firmly. His breathing hitched then—a soft, guttural noise breaking the silence and trembling in the air between us.

I shifted myself forward, my pulse thrumming with reckless exhilaration as I moved onto the mattress, kneeling beside my son’s hips. My face hovered so intimately above the thick heat of him, his rigid length still nestled between my lips. I drew in a deep breath, nerves shredding, desire searing, then slowly—deliberately—I let my mouth descend, inch by inch, until his swollen tip nudged the very back of my throat and my lips pressed into the prickling brush of his coarse hair.

Every sense in me was alive: the wild thud of my heart, the heavy scent of him, the warmth and taste filling my mouth. His breath hitched again, breaking through the silence, and then his hand—a few moments earlier idly stroking himself—came down, cupping my head, holding me in place as if afraid I might disappear from between his legs. I risked a glance up his taut, masculine body, waiting for a flicker of awareness, a sign that he knew who was worshipping him. But his face—angelic, flushed—remained slack, still deep in sleep’s clutches.

Emboldened by his helplessness, I tightened my lips and sucked, slow and deliberate, gliding up his shaft, my tongue swirling, my cheeks hollowing to draw him deeper into my heat. He shuddered, his muscles jumping, and his hips rocked upward, searching for me, desperate to be filled again. I met that silent plea by plunging down, taking him fast and deep, feeling the pulse of his desire along my tongue.

A throaty moan spilled from between his lips. "Uummmm," he groaned, his grip tightening at my scalp, fingers tangling in my hair, pressing me firmly over him so I was pinned, unable to escape, even if I wished to. I could taste his desire, feel the urgency gathering at his core as I swallowed all of him, my mouth bathing him in relentless wet warmth. "Oh Georgia," he muttered, voice thick with sleep and lust, "you're getting so much better at that."

A jolt of panic and forbidden thrill thundered through me—he was awake, and yet… not truly here. He thought I was her—Georgia. Was she really so skilled, so brazen in her pleasures? Something twisted in my gut as I imagined the shock, the devastation if he opened his eyes and realized the truth: that it was his own mother loving him in this wickedly intimate way.

My heart skipped, breath trapped in my throat, but still his eyes stayed closed. He wanted this, needed it, no matter who he believed was in his bed. I couldn't pull away, not now—his hand held me firmly, and something darker, deeper inside me craved to see him undone by my touch. I wanted, needed, to finish this, consequences be damned.

I slid my mouth agonizingly slowly up his shaft, savoring the way his hold softened, granting me the freedom to worship him just how I desired. With only his smooth, swollen head filling my mouth, I brought my tongue to the slick underside, swirling it insistently over that trembling, hypersensitive spot—my own private torment, and his as well.

“Oh yes, Georgia, sweetheart, where’d you pick up those tricks? Have you been practicing on someone else?” His voice, thick with pleasure and surprise, drifted down to me as he began to buck his hips ever so delicately—just enough to set a languid rhythm between us. I responded by swirling my tongue with even greater focus, teasing that velvety, over-sensitive skin right beneath the head, all the while keeping my lips clamped tight around him. The anticipation inside me coiled tighter with every little movement he made, every soft, involuntary thrust. I was determined—his release wasn’t going to end up anywhere but in my mouth, sliding down my greedy throat.

My head fell into the same hypnotic cadence as his hips, taking more of him in with every bob, my tongue working, lips suctioning with yearning need. One hand curled around the thick base of his cock, guiding and squeezing, while my other hand found his balls, now tightening with the mounting tension. My fingertips caressed, rolling and stroking, feeling the heat and fullness there. His breaths had turned ragged—loud, desperate little pants and gasps that told me the end was coming. My own son, Adam, teetered on a precipice of raw pleasure, all because of me.

Suddenly, his body jerked and his voice ripped through the room, shock and ecstasy tangled together. “Oh my God, Mum, what are you doing?” he yelled, the revelation hitting him with the crashing force of his climax. I felt his cock twitch brutally inside my mouth, and then his hot, salty release burst against the back of my throat. I held him deep, lips cinched halfway along his shaft, letting each electrifying spasm pump another thick, unstoppable pulse into my mouth. Wave after wave, I swallowed him down, greedy and relentless, as his body surrendered completely to the pleasure I was giving him.

His eyes had flown open at the very instant he came—the wide, stunned look making him realize it was me, his own mother, not Jeremy’s girlfriend wrapped around him and drawing out his pleasure. But words failed him; he could only drown in the afterglow, undone and spent in my arms. My own heart pounded, adrenaline and a desperate, sickly fear mingling inside me. When he finally stopped pulsing, the silken tip softening, I delicately licked away every creamy trace from him, refusing to leave any part untouched. Then, with one final reluctant kiss, I let him slip from my mouth. I dragged my tongue over my lips, tasting the remnants, aching for a response as I gazed along his shuddering body. Still, his eyes were squeezed shut, lost somewhere between bliss and confusion.

Careful, trembling, I lifted myself—still clad in my rumpled nightdress—up alongside him, my face close to his, heat radiating between our bodies. “Adam,” I breathed, voice tremulous and full of guilt, “Adam, I’m so sorry. I lost control. I can’t explain what happened—I came in and there you were, so beautiful, so exposed, and I just... I couldn’t stop myself. Please, I need you to understand. I know it’s wrong, but everything’s so mixed up for me these days. Please, Adam... can you forgive me?”

He rolled his head on the pillow, fixing those penetrating eyes on mine, his lips twisting into a crooked, incredulous smile. “Mum, that was... Christ, that was the most incredible blow job I’ve ever had. Nothing could’ve prepared me for that. You don’t expect your own mum to... to know how to do that, let alone do it so well.” His words tumbled out in a giddy mixture of wonder and disbelief, barely catching up with what had just happened between us. “Honestly, I should be shocked, and yeah, I guess on some level I am. But whatever you were thinking when you did it, I need you to know—it felt fucking amazing. Still..." He trailed off, his tone softening, his thumb tracing a nervous arc over my arm. "Mum, this can’t turn into a regular thing."

Relief rushed through me, sweet and overwhelming, crashing through the underlying guilt and confusion churning in my chest. It wasn’t until that raw gasp of shock from him, seconds before his orgasm spilled hot and urgent into my mouth, that the reality of what I’d done had truly struck me. Those few breathless moments as I watched him ride the fading crest of pleasure—God, they were some of the longest, most nerve-wracking of my life. Only the memory of when Jeremy had first forced every thick inch of his cock inside me compared to the wild tumult of my heart right now.

Pressing my lips together, I let the words I needed to say tumble out. “Adam... I know this is the worst possible moment, but I can’t keep it in any longer.” I hesitated, anxiety tightening my voice as I plucked at the bedding between us. “Georgia told me about you and Janice. Adam, I was so shocked—maybe I shouldn’t be judging, not after tonight. But I’m disgusted that Janice—Jeremy’s mum—would take advantage of you like that. She’s old enough to know better.”

His gaze sharpened, confusion flickering across his handsome face. “Mum, what are you even talking about?”

I drew a shaky breath, the words feeling raw as they passed my lips. “You and Janice. Georgia said the two of you have been at it for months now. She sounded so certain, like it was common knowledge.”

His eyebrows shot up, a helpless laugh escaping him. “What? No, mum, that’s ridiculous! Georgia’s got the whole story twisted. I haven’t slept with Janice. Sure, I told Georgia I’ve thought about it—Janice is hot, I’ll admit that. But come on, mum, she’s your age. I know that sounds insane now, after what we’ve just done, but I could never actually go through with fucking a woman in her forties.”

I searched his face, needing to see the truth in his eyes. “Really?” A hint of skepticism lingered in my voice, despite everything.

He squeezed my hand, earnestness sharpening his expression. “Absolutely true, mum. Georgia’s off her rocker half the time. We messed around, sure, but after that, she was straight onto Jeremy. If he wants her, he can have her.” His tone was flippant, but there was a glint of annoyance there too.

‘And so did I…’ The thought nearly slipped from my lips unbidden, but I bit it back, knowing how utterly disastrous that admission would be.

Just as the last of my tension began to ebb, reality came crashing back in the shape of a shrill doorbell splitting the morning hush. The clock ticked to 9am—perfect, dreadful timing. My breath caught. Janice. She’d warned me she was coming by, and she never travelled anywhere without Jeremy glued to her side. Of all possible moments, why now?

Adam glanced towards the bedroom door, his arm still curled around my waist. “Any idea who that is, mum?” he asked, brow raised in quiet apprehension. I lay tucked against him, my mind spinning, as the safe little haven of these tangled sheets crumbled underfoot.


Erection Problems

My husband couldn't get it up anymore. So, he did the unexpected: he found a handsome widower, a man aching for the touch of a woman. He wanted his friend to take care of my sexual needs, to give me the raw, urgent sex I was starving for.


Part 1

Chapter One 

Evelyn’s Story… 

When I reach back into the depths of my memory, searching for the moment everything shifted between us, my thoughts settle on that particular morning—so ordinary, yet quietly seismic. The sunlight filtered through our bedroom curtains with a gentle warmth, painting Rob’s familiar silhouette beside me. For years, he had woken me with those languid caresses, his way of silently asking for intimacy long before the world demanded anything from us. This was his ritual: his strong hands wandering over my body, his mouth finding my breast in the hush, lips and tongue teasing my nipples into tingling peaks, setting my skin alight as if I were still the twenty-year-old he’d first undressed decades ago.

That morning was the same, yet different. I felt the velvet heat of his mouth, the slick urgency of his fingers parting me—his touch knew every contour, every sensitive slick secret I held. The anticipation, that sweet ache of readiness with his fingers swirling over my clit, dipping into the deep place that made me whimper his name—a crescendo steadily building, promising our signature blend of pleasure and closeness. Usually, he would slide into me, thick and eager, pressing me down with his weight until I was boneless and gasping, the two of us pounding into each other until I shuddered, helpless, as orgasm swept through me—his cock pulsing, flooding my empty womb with his love.

But that morning, his desire smoldered, yet his body didn’t respond as hungrily as it always had. There was a faltering, an unmistakable pause, and the gap between wanted and possible startled us both. After all, I’d long since passed the point of frantic fertility—I am 58, and have spent thirty-six years as Rob’s wife and lover. He’s sixty-three, five years ahead; once, that seemed vast, something to worry my mother. Now it’s as nothing—just more proof of how much life we’ve woven together.

Thinking back, I wonder if his struggles began when his prostate grew out of balance last year. The procedure—TURP, the doctor called it—sounded clinical and horrific: a cold instrument sliding up into the tender heart of his cock, shaving away the surplus tissue that pressed on his urethra, threatening his ease and, perhaps, our pleasure. The description didn’t startle me—women live with our bodies being invaded, examined, opened—but I saw Rob’s jaw tighten, his eyes glint with nervousness. I suppose any man would flinch at the idea of a drill coursing inside the place through which he’s spent a lifetime releasing pleasure and relief, from that first hard adolescent urgency to all the warm, rushing pulses that once filled me and made our children.

Our three children are grown, their laughter and chaos replaced by the soft hush of two people growing older, fiercely loyal, and tender beyond words. We watch over one another, cherishing each dawn—hoping, wishing, grasping for another decade or two of this love we’ve built, even as our bodies change, even as desire’s rhythms turn unpredictable, yet no less precious.

The doctor made it clear to Rob—or perhaps it was only hinted at, veiled behind careful words—that this procedure might shadow our intimacy with new troubles. Maybe we didn’t completely grasp just how deeply erection issues could carve themselves into our sex life. Rob’s main worry wasn’t so much about losing his stiffness at first, but that he’d stop being able to deliver that thick, hot rush of cum he’d so faithfully poured into me throughout our marriage—over seven thousand times, if you believe his tally. He’d always taken such pride in those torrents, splashing deep inside my pussy, and, in rare, decadent flashes of closeness, the moments when I swallowed him down and let him release his sweetness across my eager tongue and into my throat.

These last six months, frustration has woven its way into our sheets. Failed attempts tangle in my mind—so many, the memory of the very first is blurred at the edges. Still, I remember the hunger—the way he coaxed my desire, working me up until I was slick and swollen, my legs parted for him, body ready and craving every hard, confident thrust. Anticipation hummed under my skin, a physical ache as I weighted my need against the memory of his usual force.

That awkward, anxious morning lingers. Rob took so long to slide inside me; he was tentative, hesitating, as if his cock had forgotten our old rhythm. My patience wore thin with every passing second—I have never been one to wait idly when my body screamed for release. “Rob, come the hell on,” I snapped, desperate, aching. “Stop teasing—get in me, now.” I could feel his cock—pressed, nudging at my entrance—but he wasn’t giving me what I demanded. “God, I’m wound up, honey. You’ve got me begging, and now you’re making me wait? Please, just fuck me.”

We hadn’t touched each other in weeks—doctor’s orders after that dreadful procedure, letting his body recover from the invasive trail the surgeon’s cold tool had carved inside him. I burned for that sense of fullness, for the hard drive of him splitting me open the way only he could.

He breathed, frustrated and trembling above me. “I’m trying, baby. I just… Give me a second.” His voice was tight, uncertain.

My impatience flared—“What do you mean, ‘give you a second’? No more stalling, I want you—right now.” I can only wince at how harsh I must have sounded, absorbed in my desperate need, clinging to the edge of release. But how could I have known then what was coming—the hungry ache of weeks without him, the emptiness of longing left unanswered? Not since our youngest was born—almost three decades ago—had we gone so long without losing ourselves in each other. Even now, with silver streaking our hair and years mapped across our bodies, we hadn’t lost a drop of that burning hunger.

As Rob tried to press the head of his cock into my desperately needy opening, I shivered with anticipation—but what greeted me wasn’t the throbbing hardness I’d always known so intimately. Instead, he felt soft, pliant, yielding to my slick warmth but unable to pierce me, never managing the rigid triumph I craved grinding deep inside. Each attempt slid, faltered, failed—his shaft withered and unresponsive to both his need and mine. Frustration burned through me, hunger twisting with an ache of disappointment. “Rob... what’s happening?” My voice quivered somewhere between disbelief and desperate irritation, hope flickering as I peered into his worried eyes. “Please tell me it’s not... you can’t get hard?”

A groan escaped him, strangled and low. “I don’t think I can, sweetheart. I want you—God, you know I do—but it’s useless, it just won’t get hard for you, no matter how much I want it.”

I snapped, the words shooting from my lips before I could smother my own selfish exasperation: “Then why the hell get me all worked up if you can’t finish?” Even as I spat it out, something sour coiled in my gut. Months later, I’d see the sting in his eyes, humiliation seared across his features. At the time, all I could feel was the sizzle of thwarted lust, the disbelief that my insatiable stud—my rock, my unrelenting lover for close to four decades—stood trembling now, unable to deliver the pleasure I so hungrily demanded. There was a time, not so long ago, when a single lingering glance could make his cock swell to glorious fullness, jutting proudly for me—always for me.

Now he fumbled, his hands stroking between my thighs, desperate to salvage the moment, searching my sex for signs of hope, his brow furrowed in concentration, movements growing ever more frantic. My nipples tingled, my body thrummed, but my patience snapped. “Stop, Rob. This isn’t working, and it’s certainly not turning me on.” Pushing him away—with more abruptness than kindness—I rolled to my side, spine arched in defeat. He cursed softly behind me, his favourite expletives tumbling into the dark.

I feigned sleep, eyes squeezed shut, hot tears blurring the ceiling as an anxious, restless parade of thoughts hammered at my mind. Had the surgery really changed everything? Was this our future—a lifetime of frustrated sighs and unmet longing? Why had we bothered with that damned operation, if it was just going to steal away the best part of us? Rob had never needed blue pills, never once failed to conquer me, and now at sixty-three, he was utterly undone.

Time trickled by, torment stretching out as I wrestled with worry and guilt. Eventually, I turned to watch him, my eyes tracing the familiar lines of his naked body—once so strong, so responsive, now lying still and broken. One hand draped limply over his slack cock, his chest rose and fell in quiet misery. I felt a pang of regret stab sharply inside me for my harshness, for my impatience. I was ravenous for his touch, overdue for a proper, toe-curling fuck—and yet, all I’d given him was pain.

As clarity returned, it dawned on me—Rob must be every bit as wound up and aching for connection as I was. After all, our hunger for each other hadn’t faded with age; five times a week was still our rhythm, and passion ran deep between us, even now. I softened my voice, reaching for him with regret coloring my words. “Rob, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to snap at you. I was just desperate for you—God, it’s been too long—and when things wouldn’t… respond, I got frustrated. Why did you try before you were ready?”

Rob’s expression flickered—hurt, embarrassed, vulnerable—all at once. “Evelyn, if I’d suspected for a second that something wasn’t working down there, I never would’ve started. Everything felt… normal. Like always. Up until the moment I tried to slide inside you.”

“Wait—so it was hard? Just earlier?” I pressed, needing to understand where things went wrong.

He shook his head, cheeks coloring. “Not quite, no. But it felt close—like it was rising, about to get there. I swear, Evie, I didn’t notice anything off until I was above you, and suddenly… nothing. Not even a twitch.”

A cold wave of panic tightened in my stomach. “Is this it then? Is this… forever? Was it the surgery? Rob, what if this is how it ends for us?” My voice was small, raw with fear.

He barked back with sudden, stinging defensiveness, “How am I supposed to know?”—an uncharacteristic edge to him. Then he saw my flinch, the naked worry in my eyes, and his whole demeanor softened. “Darlin’… I don’t know. I’m just as shocked. It bloody well scares me too.”

The awkward silence that stretched between us was tangible, heavy with everything unspoken. Desperate, I tried to lighten the moment. “Want my hand? Or maybe a blow job? Except, honestly, love, you’re barely giving me any cock to suck on at all.”

He managed a faint, self-mocking laugh. “Don’t I know it… Mr. Floppy in all his glory.”

Guilt pricked at me. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. But you can see it for yourself.”

He muttered, defeated, “Yeah. I know. Just… leave me alone for a bit, Evie. I need to get my head around this.”

With a sigh, I pushed out of bed, the chill across my bare skin a cruel contrast to the heat that still knotted between my thighs. “Fine. I’m going for a shower. Don’t even think of joining me unless something miraculous happens and that cock turns to steel—because I plan to get myself off, one way or another, under the hot water.”

Alone, beneath the steaming spray, I let my fingers wander with intent. The ache was too strong to ignore; I needed release, even if it came from my own touch and not the thick, urgent thrust of Rob’s body. My hand slid down, circling my needy clit, while I slipped two slick fingers from my other hand inside my tight ass, savoring how the sensations built and twisted together. My climax rushed over me, sharp and sweet, finally settling the wild, restless hunger that had gripped me for weeks. But as the water cooled and my heartbeat slowed, I knew this was only the start of a new chapter—one filled with longing for the thick, solid cock I craved most of all.

Later, after I’d towelled myself dry and put on the façade of calm, Rob shuffled off to our family doctor, desperate for answers. He confessed our new shared nightmare, only for the GP to utter two words that every sex-starved man dreads: erectile dysfunction.

The doctor sat us down with a knowing air, gently explaining how every man, once past that shimmering threshold of fifty, might find his erections losing their youthful fervor. It wasn’t uncommon—he assured us—just a simple fact of nature, softened by time. And that’s where science, blissfully clever and a touch serendipitous, delivered its little blue promise: Viagra. For a good majority, he said—about seventy percent, which sounded so tantalizingly hopeful—a single swallow could bring back those strong, swollen erections, sturdy enough to satisfy hungry bodies.

Rob, never a man to linger on uncertainties, leapt at the prospect of resolution. He accepted the prescription—PDE5 inhibitors, the pharmacist called them—those sleek, costly pills. They soothed tension, coaxed warm blood rushing exactly where it was needed most: thickening, hardening, feeding that sensual pulse between his thighs. The cost made us wince a little, but as we soon discovered, the results—at least at first—were worth every penny. Rob’s erections, summoned on command, gave me the firm, throbbing shaft I craved at my slick entrance. But the enchantment only lasted a few hours at a time. Gone were those luxuriously lazy marathons, where we would lose ourselves for hours, tangled and insatiable until dawn. The doctor, never at a loss for alternatives, switched Rob to a longer-lasting formula—tadalafil. He managed to stay hard two days in a row, and for a moment, we dared to dream that our old rhythm was returning. Yet a shadow arrived with the pleasure: the side effects. Rob complained that his old backaches grew sharper, tormenting him for the better part of a day and a half after every dose.

Still, there was that sparkling, undeniable benefit—his cock could finally thrust into me again, thick and formidable, slaking my ravenous ache. I tried to believe the problem was behind us. For a fleeting while, it felt as if passion had been miraculously restored, sending me spiraling into greedy, wet hunger each night. But our reprieve was painfully brief. One morning, as I arched to let him in—so ready to be filled—I felt his delicious hardness waver and then melt away, leaving me empty just as I needed him most. The hot bloom of frustration was almost too much to bear; we were, it seemed, among the unlucky thirty percent for whom no tablet could conquer this stubborn betrayer.

We returned to the doctor, searching desperately for hope. Testosterone therapy was quickly ruled out, but a new possibility gleamed in the clinical white light: injections. The doctor spoke with professional calm about a drug called Caverject—an injectable that would make Rob ragingly hard, right on demand, straight into those hungry veins in his shaft. The arrangement was theatrical, almost illicit: Rob would inject at the clinic and race home while he swelled to his fullest, as I waited, nude and glistening, perched on the rumpled sheets with lube smeared between my thighs, breathless to seize his window of plenitude.

Eventually, Rob learned to do the injections himself, sparing us from awkward clinical interludes. The doctor even suggested that I might wield the needle, but my desire, though wild, couldn’t overcome the vision of plunging sharp steel into the velvety flesh of his cock—no matter how I ached for his hardness.

With this new potion, there were hazards. The cost stung almost as much as the prick of the needle, and every dose needed delicate adjusting. The first try sent an overdose of lust—Rob stayed iron-clad for six relentless hours. We lost ourselves to two delirious sessions of urgent, furious fucking before it became obvious his erection simply would not ebb. It was both exhilarating and terrifying, and after hurriedly driving him to the emergency room, we realized the potency had to be controlled. We would have to learn, together, how to walk the tightrope—balancing desire with danger, chasing pleasure at the very edge.

Self-injecting had, for a fleeting time, breathed life back into our nights—sharp, urgent, burning hours where I let my body welcome his pulsing fullness. For a while, we dared hope as I watched Rob's hands work with reluctant skill, the glide of needle on skin, the swift surge of desire battling doubt. But, as if fate was toying with us, even this trick began to falter. It seemed Rob had joined that unlucky twenty percent who stayed maddeningly unaroused despite those sharp little miracles. His cock remained stubborn, unyielding to even the most determined touch, whether by drug or hand or mouth.

Desperation stained our days, each failed attempt leaving us bruised in spirit, our glances haunted by frustration. Our doctor, ever pragmatic, suggested the next step—a trip to a urologist. There, Rob could undergo a procedure: an implant, humming discreetly beneath the skin of his groin. At the simple press of a button, nestled just beneath his perineum—the intimate stretch between his balls and his arse—his cock would rise, engineered and rigid, ready for us to lose ourselves in each other again. Another press, it would sigh back to softness. Supposedly simple. But the idea unsettled us both, the thought of mechanizing the most delicate part of his body too much, too clinical—too much like admitting defeat.

With each medical avenue exhausted, an ache of helplessness coiled between us. Why us? We who had always gloried in our raw, frantic hunger, tangled in bedsheets for days, greedy for every touch, every slick, rhythmic thrust. The loss hollowed me; I missed the dark alchemy of him, my wetness met by his hard insistence, the way we used to fit so perfectly, need answering need in the dark.

One night I lay beside Rob, the silence both familiar and heavy as I pretended to read but really lost myself to memories—the raging heat of our younger days, the wild abandon, my thighs trembling with readiness for him. I felt the ache low in my belly, wetness blooming between my legs as I mourned the man he’d been for me. My mind wandered, drifting, until Rob broke the silence with a voice low and laden with something I couldn’t place.

“Honey… what if we could find a discreet, good-looking man—someone clean and trustworthy—to take care of your needs? Just… once a week, maybe?”

The words cracked the moment wide open. Startled, the book slipped and landed on my breasts, my pulse thundering in my throat. I stared at him, seeking any sign of a joke, of mischief, anything to tell me he was teasing. But his gaze held only quiet seriousness, a blaze of longing mixed with resignation. “You mean my… sexual needs? You’re not joking?”

His eyes were locked on mine, hungry and vulnerable. “I am serious,” he murmured, his voice a rough caress, searching my face.

“And where, exactly, do you expect to find this mystery man?” I challenged, half hoping to break the tension, half burning with curiosity.

He hesitated, then said quietly, “I… thought maybe my brother.”

A sharp laugh escaped me, incredulous and wild. “Which one? Your older or younger?”

He shifted uncomfortably. “Older. You know Jerry would be a disaster—never gets enough, brags about his conquests like he’s keeping score. I’d rather not risk you catching something exotic from him.”

I smirked, nodding. “Yes—his stories at family parties are already more than enough. So then, you mean Jim? Darling, he’s what—three years your senior? He could be wrestling with the same problem, for all you know. And, let’s not forget, he’s still married...” My voice drifted as we let the proposal hang between us, thickening the air with possibility and fear.

“Yes, but from what I've seen and heard, things in his marriage are far from blissful these days.”

I turned my gaze toward Rob, my fingers lightly tracing invisible circles over his bare bicep. “Regardless of the state of his marriage, darling, he’s still got a wife to think about. What did you have in mind—inviting her to watch, or sneaking around behind her back?”

He gave a little shrug, worry tightening his features. “Honestly, love, it was just a wild thought that popped into my head. I haven’t thought any of this through. I just… it physically hurts me to watch you wrestle with your frustration, knowing I can’t give you what you crave.”

My heart squeezed in my chest. I brushed my hand across his skin in a gentle caress, wanting to comfort his unease. “That’s sweet of you, honestly it is. But, darling, I just can’t picture Jim keeping up with the kind of raw, urgent sex you and I always had. My guess? One slow, tame missionary session and he’d call it a day.”

“You’re probably right. You’ve always been so astute about people,” he said with a weary smile. “Looks like it’s back to square one.”

“I do cherish how much you care about my pleasure and well-being. You can probably feel how tense I am all the time now, all those unsatisfied cravings humming under my skin.”

He reached for my hand, his thumb stroking the inside of my wrist. “Yes, love, I’ve noticed. It doesn’t take a genius to see you’re wound so tight.”

The conversation faded into silence after that. Rob’s idea about his brother drifted away, unspoken and unmourned. But a week crept by with unresolved desire simmering beneath our sheets. Another late night found us in our usual positions—me pretending to read, both of us restless and heavy with wanting. Rob’s voice pierced the quiet, low and hopeful. “Honey, I think I might have found him.”

Confused, I lowered my book. “Found who? What are you going on about?”

He looked at me, eyes shining with anticipation. “A discreet, handsome man—someone clean and trustworthy—to satisfy your needs. You know… the ones I can’t.”

I arched an eyebrow, recalling our previous conversation. “Last week, your ‘candidate’ was your brother—hardly inspiring.”

He chuckled softly. “Yeah, I know. That clearly wasn’t going to fly. But this… this is different.”

The energy between us shifted, charged and almost conspiratorial. “So, tell me—who have you found, exactly?”

He bit his lip, his excitement at odds with the gravity of the subject. “There’s a man from the golf club. He joined our four today. I didn’t know him before, but… he was polite, gentle. Even a bit shy. The sort you’d actually appreciate, if you were willing to give this wild idea a chance.”

I pressed, a teasing note in my voice. “You didn’t say anything to him already, did you?”

He gave me a look—half scolding, half reassuring. “No, love. I wouldn’t do that behind your back. I’d never blindside you over something like this.”

Relief drifted through me. “Good. So, what’s your grand plan?”

He shifted, drawing a little closer, the heat from his skin tantalising. “Well… not being able to get hard is eating away at us both. It’s all I think about. And I know it’s the same for you. You’re too honest to pretend otherwise.”

I met his gaze, hunger and truth smouldering between us. “Yes. You could say it’s all I think about too.”

Rob’s voice carried a familiar ache, tender yet charged with the raw truth that simmered between us. “You see, I always knew you needed it—the hunger, the heat. Since the start, you’ve craved that connection, the kind of sex we always lost ourselves in. I can see how much you ache for it, even when you try to hide it. It must be making you desperate. The guilt...it eats at me, knowing I can’t give you what you need.”

I moved closer, heart clenching at his remorse, and softly reassured, “Don’t. Please don’t torment yourself with guilt, Rob.”

He took a shaky breath, voice lower, almost pained. “How can I not?” He placed a hand over mine, warm and trembling. “I feel so damn useless. My body’s betrayed me—and you. The frustration is relentless, Evelyn. No matter what we try—pills, needles—nothing stirs me anymore.” His eyes searched my face, desperate for understanding. “So I keep spinning ideas in my head, anything to give you release. And now, I keep coming back to this: you in the arms of someone else. Someone close to our age who can actually get hard for you. Someone I could trust to—well—to fuck you the way you deserve.”

I grazed his forearm, my touch gentle, conflicted. “Rob, I don’t want another man inside me—not when it’s always been you. Only you.”

He shook his head, a sad smile flickering. “I wish that was a choice, but darling, my cock isn’t coming back. It’s over. Maybe we don’t have any choice but to look elsewhere.”

A sudden thought hit me. “You haven’t actually been searching, have you? After we ruled out your brother last week?”

He shook his head, leaning in confidentially. “No, not deliberately. But today, this guy I met at the golf club—he just seemed so genuine, Evelyn. Truly decent. He’s got this gentle, warm demeanor. A handsome smile, too—the sort you’d want to see above you, just when you’re opening yourself and taking him in. I couldn’t stop imagining you, your body under him, actually being fucked—properly—by a man who can still give it to you.”

Adrenaline tingled through my veins. “You don’t know he’s capable, though—you didn’t ask outright, did you?”

Rob chuckled, disarming and intimate. “Not quite. I didn’t blurt it out. At the bar, after the game, we joked about older men and sex, and I managed to slip in a kind of cheeky poll, coaxing the guys to confess if they still get hard.”

My cheeks flushed at the idea. “God, Rob, what if you weren’t subtle and they guessed what we’re going through? That sounds mortifying.”

He touched my shoulder, sliding comfortingly down my arm. “Relax, sweetheart. When it was my turn, I lied. No one suspects a thing.”

I reached for the sheet, tugging it nervously. “So? What were the results of your little survey, darling?”

He grinned, dropping his voice. “Jack Drayton admitted defeat—nothing works for him anymore.”

Recognition sparked. “Jack? He’s married to Sarah, right? I play tennis with her.”

Rob’s eyes widened, suddenly panicked. “For God’s sake, don’t let it slip to Sarah about Jack’s—uh—problems in bed. Or the other wives, for that matter!”

I squeezed his hand, soft and soothing. “Don’t worry, love. You know I keep confidences.”

He exhaled hard, relaxing. “Anyway, old Phil Hunter said he’s touch and go. He manages sometimes, but only when his wife actually shows interest. Says he gets it up just long enough to finish if she really wants it.”

My curiosity spiked, edged with anticipation. “So, Rob, tell me—did you have Phil in mind as my... candidate?”

“No, not Phil,” Rob murmured, his voice low and coaxing. “I found someone untouched by all our entangled history—a widower. His wife passed away last year, and as we sat together, he didn’t shy from telling us how much he ached for the touch of a woman. He spoke of yearning, shared how frequently and fervently he and his wife had loved each other—their nights always heated, never dull. Their passion sounded so much like ours used to be, darling. When I showed him your picture, purely by chance—he saw it as I pulled my wallet out for drinks—his expression gave everything away. That raw spark in his eyes… I could tell instantly that he was taken by you, that just the sight of your photo stirred something hungry in him. The real clincher? He claimed he’s still bursting with need—told us, with a wry grin, that he’s driven to relieve himself several nights a week. The desire in him hasn’t faded just because she’s gone; he’s just aching for release.”

I found myself unexpectedly moved, a warmth blooming somewhere deep as I murmured, “Oh, poor man..." Imaging his loss—his longing—sent a strange shiver through me.

“You see?” Rob’s eyes searched mine, intent, persuasive. “He’s perfect to take my place, love. Instead of him spilling for no one, that hard, eager cock could be put to much better use…” He let the implication suspend between us, heavy with unspoken heat.

“And you’d let him…do me?” I asked, hardly recognizing my own voice, soft and tinged with disbelief and something darker, undisguised curiosity.

Rob’s gaze smoldered, gentle but intent. “Yes. That’s exactly what I mean.”

“Did you, um…ask about the size of his cock, Rob?” The words tumbled from my lips in a breathless, mischievous rush—half-joking, half-serious, unable to disguise my hidden nerves.

He feigned outrage, sputtering incredulity and a half-smile. “For God’s sake, Evie—of course not! What do you think, I asked for measurements? I only meant he seemed like the complete package—someone deserving. Someone who could satisfy you the way you deserve.”

A flush crept over his cheeks and mine, a bittersweet thrill running between us. “And not anymore… Thanks so much for the reminder,” Rob said, his self-conscious laugh breaking my heart and stoking my desire all at once.

Gently, I covered his hand with mine, squeezing—wanting to reassure, to comfort, to let him know I was still his. “That wasn’t what I meant, darling. I’m only thinking of us—of you. You know how deeply I feel for you, how much I wish things were different for us.”

He looked at me, pained and hopeful. “So…what do you think of my plan?”

I hesitated, torn. “Convince me more, love. I’m not sure I could ever go through with it…but I am curious. How did he even see a photo of me?”

Rob’s low laugh warmed me. “Pure accident. I pulled out my wallet to buy drinks, and he just happened to catch sight of the photo I keep of you. He let out this quiet, appreciative whistle…turned to me and said I must be one very lucky man to have such a beautiful wife.”

My heart fluttered. “Did he really call me beautiful?”

“He absolutely did. Didn’t hesitate. And you know the photo—it’s the one taken just a couple of years ago.”

“He said all that from a recent picture?”

“Yes—because you are beautiful, Evelyn. Always have been, even now. Can’t you see what a perfect solution this could be for us? He wants you. He’s ready. He thinks you’re stunning.”

My cheeks flushed at his words. “You think the only thing that matters is that he finds me attractive?”

Rob smiled softly, shaking his head. “It’s a good start. And I know you, darling—you’ll find him appealing too…handsome, charming…cock size be damned.”

I tried to act distracted, my eyes drifting to my book, but the idea had rooted itself deep inside me. His plan clouded my thoughts—half-absurd, half-arousing—making my heart and body flutter with nervous anticipation. Six long months since this cruel twist had left our sex life derailed, my mind reeled at the prospect: another man, driven wild by the sight of me, still aching with desire for a woman my age. The idea sent an unexpected, delicious warmth unfurling inside me, leaving me restless and far from ready to concentrate on turning the next page.

Perhaps that was what invited those deliciously wicked visions to invade my thoughts: sensual images unfurling behind closed eyes, teasing at the edges of my craving. I pictured myself sprawled across unfamiliar sheets, the air carrying the distinct scent of another man, his face obscured but his intent achingly clear. He hovered above me, his body pressing mine down into the mattress, the heat and weight of him so intoxicatingly real. I could feel him—thick, urgently hard—sliding deep inside, filling me with that long-missed fullness. My body arched and trembled, instinctively wrapping eager arms around his strong back, lips close to his ear as I whispered, voice low and needy, “Please… please, make love to me. Don’t stop.”

What was swirling through my mind? Was my desperate hunger for sex so consuming that I was letting Rob’s outlandish suggestion take root and blossom, seductive and wild? Or was it simply that this stranger had called me beautiful, awakening some dormant longing inside me—for attention, for desire, for the spark that had dulled over these past barren months? Could my body be so starved that all reason was melting away, that a single word of praise made me long for another man to fill the ache, to take possession of my body, stroke every secret yearning back to life? God, was I really that easy to sway?

Rob’s voice cut through the haze, anchoring me. “You’re really giving this some thought, aren’t you, Ev? I know that look—the little smile. I love to see that. Truly, darling, I’d be overjoyed for you to go through with this… it would take away some of the pain I’ve felt letting you down, not being able to fuck you the way we always did.”

He was rambling, but his words slipped past me, dulled. All I could see, over and over, was the stranger’s body lowering over mine, his hips pressing between my thighs, giving me a deep, driving fuck, taking me relentlessly—all the pleasure I’d hungered for. My insides fluttered and tightened with the memory of being thoroughly claimed after so long without.

“Honey, I just want to be clear—I’m talking about this for your sake,” Rob continued gently. “Honestly, I won’t get anything from it except peace of mind knowing you’re finally satisfied again. And Ev, I know it’ll hurt—a lot—if I’m here thinking about you with him, imagining all the things he’ll do with you. But you deserve it.”

I could barely breathe. “That’s more than enough reason not to go through with it, Rob.”

He hesitated, his words coming quietly. “Evelyn, some men get off on the idea, you know—being cuckolded. It turns them on, they want to know all the dirty details. But I’m not like that, not at all. All I want is for you to tell me afterward, if you did it, that you found real pleasure. Nothing else.”

His hopefulness made my skin tingle, forced me to look him in the eyes and take his suggestion seriously for the first time. “Suppose, just hypothetically, I wanted to know how this would happen… tell me your plan, and I mean just as a curiosity, Rob. There’s no way I’m agreeing to it—not to salve your guilt, not for anything. The doctor said this happens to couples all the time. But I am curious—how would it even work? Am I supposed to just go to his house, or does he show up at our door, walk in, and immediately strip me bare, using me like I was some sort of escort? Is that what you imagine, Rob?”

“No, Rob, that would be much too impersonal...almost transactional,” he stuttered, sounding almost sheepish. “It would be cold, and I can’t imagine it working that way.”

I leveled my gaze on him, arching a brow, unable to hide a dry little smirk. “I can tell you haven’t really mapped this out in your head, have you?”

He almost winced, voice faltering. “No, not completely, Ev. If anything were to happen, you’d need to meet him first, just sit down and talk, size him up face-to-face. You should feel comfortable—know that he isn’t one of those cocky bastards who’d go around bragging afterward.” He paused, working the words in his mouth. “I wouldn’t want you to end up with someone who’d gloat about bedding a woman whose husband is past his prime. That’s why I’m thinking of this friend—he’s nothing like that.”

“All this from a single afternoon together on the golf course?” I pressed, my voice teasing but edged with disbelief.

He nodded, hesitant. “Yeah...I feel good about him. I think he’s decent, not a show-off. He seems...sensible. I just get this feeling he checks all the right boxes.”

I don’t know if it was the hint of wine still humming in my veins or the delicious ache still lingering between my legs, but I suddenly found myself emboldened. My hand crept under the sheet, sweeping it up, exposing my bare thigh to the cool air between us. My voice was daring, almost hungry as I murmured, “Darling, there’s only one box that matters here—and you know exactly where it is.”

He let out a guttural groan, weighted with longing. “Oh Evie, God, I wish I could give you what you crave the way I used to. It’s agony not being able to fuck you deep, hard—like I once did.”

Turning toward him, I offered myself up for a kiss, wanting—needing—something real, something to ground us. Rob read my silent plea immediately, pressing his lips fiercely to mine, his tongue sliding past my parted lips in a hungry tangle of heat and memory that made my toes curl. The room melted away as our mouths collided, tongues slick and desperate, breaths mingling, wanting more—always wanting more.

His fingers found their way down, slipping between my thighs, exploring my wetness as if mapping it all over again, the heat of his touch making me writhe against his hand. Two fingers delved deep, curling just so, searching for that spot inside me that still responded to him even if his cock couldn’t fill me anymore. My hips rocked with his rhythm, moans spilling from my lips as pleasure built and coiled deliciously tight until I shattered, gasping, drenching his hand.

Even as I fell apart, quivering and boneless, I couldn’t ignore the secret truth gnawing at my mind. Was it Rob’s skilled fingers that wrenched that orgasm from my desperate body? Or was it the vivid fantasy playing out behind my eyelids—the imagined thrust of a stranger’s cock, thick and insistent, filling me in ways I hadn’t felt in so long?

Afterward, Rob curled close and I drifted into a hazy sleep, still trembling and flushed from my release. When dawn crept in, he brought coffee and toast to my side of the bed, perching beside me like a nervous schoolboy. “So, should I call Terry today?”

Blinking through the haze, I frowned. “Who the hell is Terry?”

He gave a sheepish grin. “The man I told you about last night from the club. Mister perfect, remember?”

“Rob, slow down.” My heart lurched, incredulous at how quickly fantasy was threatening to become reality. “I haven’t agreed to anything. This whole plan might be the most insane thing you’ve ever cooked up.”

He was undeterred. “But you didn’t say no either, Evie. And last night—don’t pretend I didn’t see it—you had that shy little smile when I mentioned him. Maybe you like this idea more than you’ll admit.”

I looked away, cheeks flushed, refusing to give him the satisfaction. “Maybe I smiled, maybe I didn’t. But don’t twist one expression into permission for something this...outrageous.”

“So you think it’s stupid, huh?” he challenged softly, amusement warring with hope in his eyes.

“Well... not exactly. It’s not a simple no, darling.” I hesitated, savoring his hopeful gaze. “I understand what you’re trying to do—taking care of me, of my body and its needs. That means more to me than you can possibly know. But I still wonder if another man could ever come close to filling what you and I built together, all these years—the way our bodies just knew each other.”

He reached for my hand, squeezing it with a reassuring warmth. “I’m not trying to replace what we have. Never. All I’m suggesting is, maybe spending a few hours with him every week could keep you buzzing... feeling cherished, desirable, just as you’ve always been.”

His words sent a curious shiver through me—equal parts longing and disbelief.

I gave him a sidelong look, coyly arching a brow. “You never did finish telling me last night how it would actually work.”

He chuckled softly, a nice baritone that fluttered across my bare skin. “No, you’re right, I didn’t. Here’s what I thought: I could invite him for dinner—just the three of us. We’d keep it easy, nothing overt. You could see him, hear how he talks, just... see if you like him. If you’re comfortable—if you feel that spark, even the hint of it—then we could talk about taking it further.”

I chewed my bottom lip, imagining three plates at our table. “Isn’t it a bit odd? You’ve only met him the once, and now dinner?”

“Maybe,” he chuckled, “but we really hit it off. He’s got this energy, like we’ve always known each other. I just... I’ve got a feeling he’s right for this, for you. Dinner would just be a dinner. No pressure. You size him up, see if you’d want him in our bed—see if you could picture him making you come.”

My heart skipped and I felt heat pool between my thighs at his words. “So we wouldn’t be stripping naked before dessert, then?” I teased, my voice sultry-soft.

He laughed, the dark promise in his eyes unmistakable. “No, my love. No sex that night. Just conversation. You make your decision in your own time.”

“And when would you let him in on your dirty little plan?” I probed, slipping a toe along his thigh.

He softened, touching my cheek. “By then, it would be our plan, not just mine.”

That made me smile against my will. “Hmm. I’m not sure I’d want to be there if you bring all this up. What if he laughs—or says no? I think I’d die of embarrassment.”

“He won’t say no,” he said firmly.

I narrowed my eyes. “You can’t promise that unless you’ve already proposed it to him.”

He pulled back, hands raised. “No! Absolutely not! I haven’t spoken a word of this to him.”

I exhaled hard, tilting my gaze up to the ceiling. “Okay, well...”

“What? You’re agreeing?” His face was lit by a wild hope, and I realized how much he wanted this—not for him, but for me.

I shook my head, raising a finger in warning. “No, not agreeing. Not yet, anyway. And to be honest, seeing you get so excited makes me want to take more time. I need space to think.”

He closed his eyes, the tension leaving his shoulders. “I only want your happiness, beautiful. That’s all this is about. I can’t stand knowing I’m not giving you what you crave in bed.”

I smiled gently, brushing my hip against his. “All right. I promise I’ll think about it—and you don’t get to rush me, Rob. I’ll know when I’m ready, if I ever am. That’s all I can offer right now.”

“Okay,” he said, his voice thick with hope. “That’s enough for me.”

Chapter Two

In the days that followed, neither of us spoke about Rob’s wild proposal. But even amidst the mundane rhythm of life—coffee, errands, dinner for two—his suggestion nestled inside me, persistent and electric. I found myself unable to escape the question: could I really open myself up for a new man, let him see, taste, and take the same body I’d shared exclusively for thirty-six years?�

It should have been as simple as yes or no. But every fantasy, every fleeting thought, tangled the answer around my heart and my throbbing core.

Despite instinctively leaning toward a firm no, my mind raced with heated memories and needy fantasies, tangling logic with longing. Compared to most of the women in my life, I've always known I was driven by desire more deeply—my sexuality never dulled by routine or passing years. Now, however, that force claws at me relentlessly. I ache for something only Rob ever truly gave me: the delicious pressure and fullness of his erection, hard and greedy, filling me completely, driving me to desperate, trembling peaks. God, I miss those exquisite moments of his cock thrusting deep into me, owning every inch of me until I shattered apart in orgasm. In those solitary, quiet pauses of each afternoon—when sunlight glances across our bed, the house a hush around me—I torture myself with the fear that I might never again feel myself opened and filled, that blissful friction never returning. Sometimes, sensing the unfairness of our fate, my resentment swells; I rail inwardly at the universe for this cruel twist, even as our doctor assured us it was common for men Rob's age, two out of three, he’d said, would suffer the same fate. But statistics are hollow comfort when your flesh is gnawing with need.

Restless, I swung wildly from one conviction to another. Some moments, emotion surging, I pictured storming out to wherever Rob was—the greenhouse with dirty hands, even the bathroom—demanding he call his friend and arrange everything. I imagined saying, “Yes, set it up, I want to feel alive again. I want it, now.” Yet an hour later, the shame and fear would creep in, and I’d promise myself never to cross that line, however fiercely my body cried out to be taken.

The possibility of destroying our marriage lingered, dark and insistent. I couldn’t bear the idea of inviting that risk, the sense of betrayal, even if it was with Rob’s encouragement. Should I confide in my closest friends, ask if they’d dared such a thing? When I met a couple of them for coffee the next day, the words stuck behind my lips. The secret was too heavy, too salacious—I couldn’t trust myself not to sound unhinged, desperate, or simply depraved. No, if I let some other man possess me, no one could ever know—even my confidantes.

Thursday arrived, Rob’s standing golf day. As he gathered his clubs near the door, he paused—a flicker of anticipation lighting his features. He pulled me close, his kiss deeper than usual, lingering. The taste of him, the gentle scrape of stubble, left my breath unsteady. “You’ve barely said a word about my suggestion, honey,” he murmured. “I'll be seeing Terry at the club today. Maybe just for dinner, this Saturday, so you can get to know him—no pressure, nothing more.” His hopeful gaze searched me, waiting.

“Are you even playing in the same group as him?” I asked, suspicion and a strange, sultry curiosity mixing.

“I made sure we’re paired together,” he grinned. “We really hit it off. He’s easy to talk to, seems like a real mate.”

“Really? You two are already friends?”

He laughed, a wicked note in his eye. “Well, we do have excellent taste in women, for one thing.”

His words struck a secret note in me, the desire I refused to name kindling again. I still hovered close to saying no, but suddenly there didn’t seem much harm in a simple dinner. Perhaps meeting Terry would clarify just how much I craved what only another man’s body could bring me—if anything could settle me. “Alright,” I found myself agreeing softly, my voice barely more than a whisper. “I’ll meet him for dinner—just dinner, nothing more. That’s all I’m promising.”

Rob’s eyes lit up, pride and anticipation flashing across his handsome, aging face. “That’s my girl. No commitment, just an evening to see what you feel.”

I had to make it clear—I was as torn as ever. “It’s only dinner, Rob. Nothing more. For now.”

I couldn’t ignore the low hum of curiosity that throbbed beneath my skin, the secret thrill prickling along my spine as I wondered whether this man—Terry—would actually agree to an intimate dinner with a married couple. I half-expected Rob to come tumbling through the front door after golf, brimming with news like a schoolboy with a secret, slightly giddy from his ritual beers at the club. But when he arrived home, there was only an easy silence, no excited outburst, no conspiratorial wink—nothing at all.

It was only as we lingered over dinner—candles burning low, wine kissing the edges of my lips—that Rob finally dropped it, so carelessly, his words brushing the air with casual delight. “Played with Terry again today,” he said, a lazy grin spreading across his cheeks. “He really is something—one of the best guys I’ve met in a long time.”

I couldn’t help rolling my eyes at Rob’s way of selling him, my voice low and teasing as I shot back, “Please, Rob, spare me the sales pitch. Let me decide for myself how I feel about him.”

He laughed softly, his hand resting on mine, his thumb circling, coaxing secrets from my skin. “I know, I know, love. But honestly, I suggested all three of us have dinner together and he accepted in a heartbeat. Poor guy—ever since his wife passed, their friends dropped away. He says no one ever thinks to invite him out anymore, now that he’s just one.”

A pang of sympathy twisted through me, mingling with something darker, richer—an electric awareness of what Saturday might hold. “Oh, Rob, that’s so heartbreaking. When do you want me to meet him?”

“This Saturday night, darling. Seemed useless to put it off—none of us had plans. Felt right to just set it in motion.”

I met his gaze, earnest but wary. “Just dinner, Rob? You didn’t hint at anything… beyond the menu, did you?”

He smirked knowingly, and I felt the heat low in my belly. “What could I possibly have implied, my love?”

“You know damn well what,” I murmured, my tone half reprimand, half invitation. “We’ve both felt the tension all week. Don’t make it worse.”

He softened, a boyish innocence amid the spark in his eyes. “I swear, the plan never left my lips. I only told him what an incredible woman you are—thoughtful, compassionate.”

“Compassionate?” I interrupted, teasing. “Not just passionate, I hope?”

A guilty grin, charming and unabashed. “Both—a little of each for good measure.”

My cheeks flared, a flush of embarrassment entwined with something far more arousing. “Rob, honestly… what on earth did you say?”

“I told him you’re the real deal—a woman any man would be lucky to know. Just… priming the waters, in case you decided to go further.”

I pulled away gently, a reminder that I was still perched on the precipice. “I haven’t agreed to anything, Rob.”

He nodded, eyes serious, lips curving in a promise to wait.

On Friday, the phone chimed with new possibility: Terry ringing Rob, his voice warm and generous. Rather than our home, he wanted to host the dinner at his own place. He confessed he’d taken up cooking classes after losing his wife and longed to serve us something he’d learned, eager, perhaps, to show a piece of himself alongside every lovingly prepared bite. And just like that, dinner transformed from a comfortable boundary into something brimming with unspoken promise—an invitation, in every sense.

Saturday evening arrived, casting a warm, expectant glow over everything as Rob and I stepped out of the car, hearts thumping with anticipation outside the home of the man my husband wanted to see me entwined with. An electric tingle flickered through me as we walked side by side up the path, the evening thick with the seductive possibilities Rob’s plan had unfurled. Each step made me wonder how it would feel—to return here alone, to cross this threshold without Rob at my side, knowing exactly what awaited me. The vision was vivid: Rob would drop me off at the curb, sharing a charged, meaningful glance before I sent him a small wave, and then I would disappear into Terry’s private world. Alone, stepping into not just his house but his arms, and—inevitably—his bed. A shiver ran up my spine; after tonight, he would no longer be a stranger. He’d be Terry. Our Terry.

Rob pressed the doorbell and the door swung open with the ease of someone eager for company. Terry greeted us, towering over Rob’s 5'10" frame, standing confidently at perhaps 6'2", his presence dominating but never overbearing. Where Rob’s body was thick and solid, Terry was lean, undeniably masculine, the lines of his slender frame clear beneath his smart shirt. His salt-and-pepper hair, not yet given over entirely to grey, lent him a rugged, elegant edge. His face—distinguished, attractive, a man shaped by experience and a subtle, masculine wisdom—invited lingering looks. I caught myself drinking in the details. When he welcomed us inside, his voice resonated through the hallway, deep and textured, as if made for whispers or commands in the darkness. I imagined him reading poetry into my ear—strong, articulate, and dripping with suggestion. He was older, I would learn, sixty-eight, but if anything that only added to his gravitas. As we talked, it became clear why Rob had selected him; there was an innate confidence, an allure built not on bravado but on a quiet control.

I was drawn in from the very beginning, letting their conversation wrap around me like silk. Sometimes I simply sat, content to trace the line of Terry’s mouth as he spoke, captivated by the bounce and depth of his voice. My eyes wandered—impossible not to—to the mysterious promise hidden at the front of his trousers every time he slipped away to check on dinner. Each return was a private torment; my hungry eyes searching for a sign, a secret shape pressed against the fabric that might betray the truth. My body was an instrument of longing, each question Rob had posed to me this week echoing silently in the heat fluttering under my skin. Was the ache in me—my lack, my craving—the true engine driving all of this? Was that why every inch of Terry fascinated me so mercilessly?

I surrendered further as the evening mellowed. Wine flowed, relaxing my guard and loosening every thought. By the time midnight neared, indulgence had me floating on a warm, tipsy cloud. On my second trip to the bathroom, temptation got the better of my curiosity. With the door locked soft behind me, I peered into Terry’s cabinet, intimate secrets stacked on those cool glass shelves, a little thrill rippling through me as I imagined his hands reaching for these ordinary things.

It didn’t stop there. On my way back, I paused at an open doorway—the master bedroom, vast and softly lit, the bed’s broad surface an invitation in itself. Yielding to the pull, I stepped in, heart in my throat. I stood at the edge of his bed and let fantasy take complete hold, seeing myself stretched across those luxurious covers, flushed and naked beneath him. No longer just an idea—he was now a man with a face, a voice, and a presence that left me trembling. I imagined his eyes devouring me as I lay exposed, his body powerful and poised above mine, ready to claim everything forbidden that we’d only dared to discuss. The vision left me breathless, wanting, and more certain than ever: tonight was just the beginning.

In that delicious haze of longing and wine, the most vivid part of my daydream was Terry’s cock—massive and demanding—jutting out, thick and impressive. Was I letting hunger rewrite reality? Could he possibly be as gloriously endowed as I fantasized? My fingertips drifted with trembling nerves across his pillow, smoothing his sheets, my cheeks burning as I imagined inhaling the scent he’d left behind, maybe clutching at those linens as pleasure surged through me. Recklessly, I slipped open his bedside drawer, needing this invasion, searching for some secret proof. My heart skipped as the contents revealed themselves: immaculate handkerchiefs stacked with precision, a tube of lubricant, a box of condoms—glinting gold and full of promise—and that familiar blister of blue pills, just like the ones Rob trialed last month. My lips parted in surprise. Why would Terry, flirting with seventy, keep condoms by his bed—unless he regularly tempted younger, fertile lovers under these sheets? Was Rob deluding himself by thinking Terry would even want me if I went along with this mad, erotic scheme? Or worse—was I deluding myself that a man like him could want a woman like me at almost sixty?

Suddenly, the soft shuffle of feet in the hallway startled me. My heart jackhammered. I snapped the drawer closed, adrenaline surging, and squinted cautiously through the cracked door before slipping out unseen. My pulse skittered as I navigated back to the warm cocoon of the living room. Rob and Terry were savoring after-dinner port, the air thick with mellow anticipation. I dropped heavily into an armchair, the alcohol loosening both my limbs and my inhibitions. My dress slid scandalously up my thighs, and I sprawled carelessly, unable—or unwilling—to hide the creamy expanse of upper leg that I’d just paraded for our host. Nearly sixty, yet Rob never let me forget how much I still thrilled him, or how often my girlfriends envied my legs.

Throughout our drive home, Rob was electric with excitement. “He must’ve seen all the way up to your panties,” he exclaimed, almost gleeful.

I grinned wickedly, emboldened by more than just the wine. “That’s only if I wore any tonight,” I teased, my gaze locked on his.

“What, you’re commando?” His voice was hoarse, hopeful.

“Not tonight. But who’s to say I didn’t slip them off in the bathroom? Maybe left them on his pillow for him to discover?” My hand snaked onto his thigh, squeezing gently. For a moment I wondered if the image alone would be enough to make him hard right there in the driver’s seat. “No, Rob, I’m only joking. But just imagine the look on Terry’s face if he’d found them.”

He almost swerved with the shock. I dissolved into laughter, the sound as light as my mood, and for a fleeting second, I was breathless with anticipation over what could have been. We came closer than ever to not making it home together at all. Just before midnight, as Rob made noises about leaving, some reckless part of me—emboldened by the night, by the wine, by the utter thrill of it—almost blurted the truth, right there in front of Terry. I nearly told Rob to reveal our secret, to offer me up then and there. The thought of Rob leaning in, kissing me goodbye, his eyes full of trust as he handed me over to this new man, made my nipples ache with want. Terry’s erection, so recently conjured in my fantasy, could have been reality inside me while the night still burned bright.

But I didn’t. A jolt of sense, blessedly sober as we pulled into our garage, returned in time. The line between fantasy and action held—for one more night.

The following afternoon, Rob and I finally carved out the space to truly confront the stakes of his maddening proposal. After meeting Terry—the man Rob touted as utterly ideal for me—I found myself unexpectedly intrigued. All week, I’d balked at the mere thought of this plan; today, desire and logic tangled inside me as I weighed its possibilities and pitfalls. I realized I needed clarity from Rob—was he absolutely certain he wanted this? Had he played out every permutation in his mind? Was he prepared for the aftermath, for the unpredictable emotions that might ignite, especially now that I’d actually met Terry and felt the raw potential flickering between us?

After all we’ve built together—decades of shared secrets, comfort, intimacy—could I really trust myself not to fall for another man? What if Terry awakened something so powerful that Rob couldn’t reach me again? There were risks I’d never have counted on until now.

I turned to my husband, steady and serious. “Rob,” I murmured, searching his face for hesitancy, “if we do this, it has to stay just between us three. It’s purely a transaction. No messy feelings—just a means to satisfy what I crave… what I need.”

My heart twisted as I looked at him—my dear, complicated Rob. He had always been attentive, wildly skilled in bed, the man who could make my body shake with just a glance. But now, his compassion and sharp intuition meant everything. He could sense my frustration, the hollowness of missing that exquisite joining of bodies. He’d let down walls, even jeopardized the sanctity of our monogamy, simply to see me fulfilled again. The depth of his love and sacrifice made me ache for him.

That Sunday, as twilight bled into our bedroom, I made my decision. It was bold, exhilarating, and fraught with possibility. I looked into Rob’s eyes and, in a voice trembling with anticipation, gave him my answer: yes—tell Terry if he’d like to experience me, intimately and completely, all he need do is accept the invitation.

Rob bent toward me, the kiss he pressed to my lips full of heat and promise. He straightened, his grin warm and a little wicked. “I’m going to call him right now,” he announced, already reaching for his phone.

Startled, I caught his arm. “Wait—wouldn’t it be better if you talked to him face to face?”

He shook his head with a roguish confidence. “No, love. I don’t want to delay till Thursday. Now is the moment—strike before the desire cools.”

My laugh trembled on a breath. “So I’m a hot iron to be plunged while I’m steaming?”

Rob’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “You’re searing, darling. Scorching, actually.”

“Only most of the time?” I teased, running a fingertip along his jaw, lingering where that smile began.

He grinned, heat simmering in the air between us. “Always, when you’re like this.”

With a trembling sigh, I let the truth out softly. “When you first shared this fantasy, I couldn’t imagine agreeing. But you held back, didn’t rush, just let it percolate… and meeting Terry last night sealed something in me. You chose well, my love. And you’re so stunningly unselfish—how could I not want to feel another man inside me, hard, filling me the way I’ve been starving for?” The confession made me slick with anticipation. “God, Rob, I’m already soaked. Don’t call him yet—not yet. Take me to bed instead… lay me down and let your mouth show me that no matter what happens, you’re still the only one who can wreck me with pleasure. That’s all I want right now.”

Rob, ever the accommodating lover, didn’t hesitate for a second. He peeled away his clothes and joined me on the bed, his hands gentle but eager as he helped me slip out of my own. I sprawled out shamelessly, my legs falling open in greedy anticipation. The scent of my own arousal hung thick in the air as he nestled between my thighs, his breath warm against my slick, throbbing center. When his lips finally closed around my swollen clit, every nerve ignited in gratitude—he lapped and sucked relentlessly, sending rolling waves of pleasure pulsing through my core until I shattered, my cries echoing between us.

But, sweet reader, I know what you’re thinking. Wasn’t that enough, that shattering climax blooming from Rob’s devoted touch? For some, maybe. But not for a woman who’s worshipped at the altar of truly mind-blowing sex—who knows just how deep satisfaction can go. I crave surrender, the overpowering sensation of a man pressed tight above me, his hard cock stretching, filling me, his weight, his rhythm, the unyielding thrust of him inside. That breathtaking connection is what I ache for, and no amount of clever fingers or skilled tongue can ever quite substitute.

For now, though, I glowed quietly in our sheets, the echoes of pleasure humming through my body. Rob, still naked and flushed from his efforts, reached for his phone and dialed Terry, his voice hesitant but steady as he started the most important conversation of our marriage. “Hey, Terry, it’s Rob. Yes, last night was great. Honestly, you’ve turned dinner into an art form.” He paused, listening. I could barely breathe, my heart thundering all over again—this time with nerves and wild anticipation.

Rob smiled at me, a gentle, reassuring look that made my breath catch. I answered with my own, a small, anxious curve of my lips.

He continued, a bit awkward but so honest it broke my heart. “Oh, thanks, mate. You’re too kind. She’ll love hearing that, I promise. Actually, your kind words about Evelyn make this... well, it helps, because I have something very personal to talk about.” He hesitated, then forged on. “I’m just going to say it—my body isn’t cooperating anymore. Age, medicine, we’ve tried everything. I can’t get hard, and it’s breaking Ev’s heart as much as mine. We’ve always been adventurous, really lived for each other—sex everywhere, anytime, we’ve made every memory you can imagine. But now, all I can offer her is my mouth, my hands, and honestly, we both know it’s not enough.”

He laughed quietly, the sound a little sad, a little raw. “In fact, before I called, I was just going down on her. Still, every woman needs what only a hard cock can give, right? You might think this is crazy—we barely know you, but the truth is Evelyn and I feel you’d be perfect for us. You’re unattached, and truthfully? We both trust you. I want to ask… would you consider seeing Evelyn, maybe once a week, giving her what I simply can’t anymore?”

The stillness in the room was intense—electric with possibility and fear. I watched Rob’s face desperately, searching for any flicker, any clue as he listened for Terry’s answer, every muscle in my body coiled in suspense.

“No, Terry, falling in love is off the table—Evelyn and I are still every inch devoted to each other, just exploring what it means to keep things thrilling for us both. Of course, we know bringing another man in isn’t without risks. But I appreciate you being upfront, and I think Evelyn will as well. If this is to be what she needs, it can’t just be mechanics—she craves the heat, the electricity. Kissing is more than welcomed, tongues included, obviously. Um, we haven’t actually talked about the details beyond that…I’m not sure why, but I’ll check in with her—though, honestly, I doubt she’d object to you enjoying her breasts. Actually, she hates the word ‘tits’—you two have that in common. She much prefers ‘breasts.’”

Relief tangled with excitement in my belly. From the conversation I could half-make out, it sounded as though Terry was open—he wasn’t turning me down. And the moment Rob said aloud that it was fine for Terry to suckle and tease my breasts, a molten ache fluttered at my nipples, a liquid anticipation.

Rob turned, seeking my eyes, question clear on his face. My response spilled out fast, almost breathless, “Yes, that’s absolutely fine.”

He grinned, relaying it, “There you go, Terry—Ev’s all in on the…breasts action. What? Yes, she’s right here, listening. No secrets, Terry. That’s how we trust each other—radical honesty. This whole thing started because I wanted to make sure my wife is completely, deeply satisfied. But I wouldn’t have mentioned this to you if she hadn’t been on board from the very beginning. I thought of you for a reason—but last night was to make sure Ev felt comfortable first. Clearly, you made the right impression.”

Another hush spilled into the room while Rob listened intently to Terry’s response.

“No, we get it. That actually crossed our minds too, so I’m glad you’re laying it all out there for us. She’ll be grateful you’re honest. As for being out of practice—well, they say it comes rushing back once you’re in the moment. So then, can we count on you? Ev needs this. What day this week could you steal her away for the first…encounter? We figured two or three hours should be plenty for that first time. Tuesday? Give me a moment…”

Rob’s eyes found mine. “Would Tuesday suit you?”

A whirl of nerves and arousal swept through me at the speed of it all. “Oh…that’s soon. I wasn’t expecting things to take off so quickly, but yeah, I think Tuesday’s fine.”

God, it was all accelerating—after so much doubt and so many sleepless nights spent debating whether I could do this, suddenly the fantasy was careening into reality.

Rob spoke into the phone again, his voice steadier than I felt, “Tuesday works. I’ll be out for most of the day. I want this for Ev, but, honestly, I’d rather have my mind occupied than be home, imagining everything as it unfolds between you two.”

“What? Oh, Terry, you don’t need to worry—I’m definitely not interested in watching. That’s not my thing. My only concern is that she’s with someone I trust, and after today, I’m satisfied. When Evelyn comes back, I won’t be prying for details or angling for some lurid retelling. I know what people might assume—like I’m some pawn in their pornographic fantasies—but this isn’t about humiliation or vicarious thrills for me. There’s no twisted pleasure in it—just the comfort of knowing Evelyn’s getting the raw electricity she’s been denied.” Another lull, punctuated by Rob’s quiet, low laughter. “So, Tuesday at yours, around one? Well, mate… what more is left to say? Enjoy every moment with her. She’s extraordinary—treat her well, please her in ways you’d want for yourself. All right… see you soon.” He ended the call, letting the phone drop to his thigh.

He turned to me, eyes intense and searching. “You could probably guess most of Terry’s side of things from what I said, but what did you hear, darling? Is there something missing?”

I smiled, eager for any scrap about this man I was about to surrender myself to. “Honestly, he was sweet, Rob. Said since his wife passed away a couple of years back, he’s only seen one woman. She was a bit younger—forty-five, divorced—and apparently, they were insatiable for three months. He joked about needing to buy condoms again, didn’t want to risk getting her pregnant. She’s apparently high-powered, runs her own law firm, totally in control of her life… babies weren’t on her mind anymore.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “So, that’s the story behind his stash of condoms. I was curious—I admit, I peeked in his bedside table after too much wine last night when I slipped off to the bathroom. I saw the unopened box and wondered about Terry. I hoped it didn’t mean he was careless with women.”

Rob laughed softly, a knowing smile playing at his lips. “No, you’re fine. He was upfront—just her. There’s no need to doubt him. He’s incredibly straightforward—refreshingly so.”

The shape of what we’d agreed to was suddenly so real. I was locked in for Tuesday, anticipation tightening around my nerves. How did I feel? Excitement and a reckless kind of fear entwined inside me, delicious and alarming. Just days before, I couldn’t have imagined agreeing to this. Now, with Terry in my thoughts—his gentle confidence, the promise of his touch—I couldn’t imagine turning away. Was it dangerous? Absolutely, and yet, danger had never felt quite so alluring.

I began running through possibilities in my mind. What would I wear? Lingerie I’d ignored for years waited, delicate lace and silk, whispering seduction from the back of my drawer. Would any of it still fit—would I be able to move with the kind of confidence that made silk slide across my skin, made lace hug the curves he’d see first in lamplight? I’d need to choose wisely; my first impression lingered, and I wanted every detail to feel deliberate, intimate, unforgettable. My mind replayed Rob’s words from his call—every touch, every kiss would be as thorough and heated as any between lovers. I shivered, imagining a stranger’s tongue on my lips, drifting down to my breasts, lingering at my nipples until my breath was ragged. And oh, I wanted—no, I needed—the fierce promise of a hard cock pressing into me.

When Tuesday arrived, Rob left early, pressing his lips to mine in a goodbye that was deep, lingering, and full of delicious, almost possessive intent. His whisper as he stepped out: “Good luck, Evelyn. Be good,” was both blessing and dare. Alone in the quiet house, I ran a bath, letting the anticipation soak into my skin, every inch of me humming with untouched craving, edging closer to surrender.

With Rob gone and the house deliciously quiet, I let myself indulge—all alone with my anticipation swirling through me. I draped my sensual wardrobe across the bed, each lacy garment a silent promise. Steam still clung to my skin as I glided from my bath, my body warm, slick, tingling. Sitting nude at my vanity, I stroked the plush towel over my thighs, relishing the glow that danced across my bare flesh. I selected my favorite perfume, the one that lingers longest on my skin, and spritzed it behind my knees, along the delicate curve of my neck, between my breasts—anywhere I wanted to lure him, draw him in with scent as much as sight. Just imagining his mouth finding those perfumed places made my thighs press together.

I tried to chase away doubt, but the years fluttered back anyway as I sorted through lingerie I hadn’t dared wear in ages. I wanted to be daring—irresistible. A pair of tiny, barely-there black panties found my hips, the elastic bite waking up every nerve ending. The garter belt clung to me, framing the swell of my hips, while I rolled on sheer stockings—they looked as good as the first time I wore them. No snags, no ladders—just smooth nylon stretching over my legs. I found the perfect bra: low-cut and black, just enough lift, not enough coverage—my nipples just visible, aching for a touch. The knowing that Terry would have easy access, that his mouth might close around me, made a pulse throb between my own legs.

Over everything, I shimmied into a silky little black dress—definitely designed for after dark, its hem whispering erotically at the tops of my thighs. Was I dressing for seduction, or just desperately wanting to feel wanted, desired? Was this about pleasing him, or claiming back every part of myself I'd kept hidden? Probably both.

By midday, I was fully dressed, heart pounding. There were still hours before I needed to leave. I wandered to the living room, trying to let the inane daytime TV distract me, but every muscle hummed with impatience, every shadow of doubt flaring bright. Was this foolish, even reckless? Was I too hungry for another man? Part of me wondered if I should call, ask to reschedule; a bigger, braver part refused to admit how badly I needed this.

Minutes crawled. I checked my pulse, felt sweat prickle behind my knees, and wondered if I should shower again, but I was wound too tight to go through all the rituals twice. Terry would have to take me as I was—raw, a bit nervous, more alive than I'd felt in ages. I wandered back to the bedroom and stood before the mirror, my reflection a shock. I peeled off the dress, admiring the daring set I’d chosen—imagining how he’d peel it away, piece by trembling piece. Was I too overt, too obvious? Should I wear something more demure? No. No more hiding. I forced my shaking hands to keep the outfit on, grabbed my keys, and slipped out to the car with adrenaline making me giddy. My hands trembled so much I fumbled the ignition.

Somehow, I managed the drive, the minutes sliding by in a blur of heartbeat and doubt. I slowed as I found Terry's street, counting house numbers, my mind whirling. Should I pull into the driveway or park on the street, leave myself a fast escape? I hesitated, panic rising, almost driving past his house entirely. With a frustrated moan, I made the block, my mind a jumble of questions and longing. Was I really doing this? Yes, I was. I spun the car again, my breathing quick and unsteady, and finally slipped into place outside his home. I willed myself—just breathe, just do it.

Why did my body seize up at the most critical of moments—why couldn't I simply coast onto his driveway, gather myself, stride confidently to the front door, and melt into his embrace the moment he appeared? My mind ran riot with visions—would Terry greet me in laid-back streetwear, perhaps a crisp shirt hanging open at the collar, slacks hinting at the outline of his desire... or maybe he’d be bold, wrapped only in a dressing gown, nothing beneath except bare flesh and that glorious cock standing hard, hungry, just as I ached for it to be. My heart skipped; did I truly hunger for that? Or was I even ready? God, the conflict burned through me, tangled tight and hot around my ribs.

I simply couldn't do it. My body rebelled, my hand clutching the wheel as if it might save me from the storm inside. I passed Terry’s house and carried on, shameful relief flooding me as I sped back to the safety of my own driveway. The embarrassment pricked at my skin, raw and ugly. I owed Terry the dignity of a call—he deserved honesty after my cowardice, after he’d readied himself for my pleasure. I remembered, with a guilty flush, the Cialis tucked discreetly in his bedside drawer. What if he’d already swallowed one, anticipation swelling through his veins? I’d disappointed him. Disappointed myself. Rob’s generosity, arranging this forbidden adventure for me, flickered through my mind. They were both so eager to give, and here I was, shrinking from desire.

Long minutes ticked into an hour. It was half past two before I finally thought to check another place for Terry’s number, the heaviness of regret settling in my chest. Ninety minutes late—so selfish. When I found it, my hands shook so much I nearly dropped my phone. Anxiety twisted my words as I dialed, my voice trembling as it seeped into the receiver.

"Hi, um, Terry… it’s Evelyn." My throat grew tight, nerves electric and raw. "Oh Terry, I’m so sorry. I don’t even know how to begin to explain this. I tried—I drove by your house, twice, but I just couldn’t bring myself to park. I couldn’t do it. I know I’ll regret this tonight—I’m already missing what might have been. I was just too nervous, I could barely breathe, I was dizzy with anxiety. I wanted this. God, after Saturday, after you and I met, I wanted you so badly. Rob called you the perfect man for me, and he’s right. Everything about you feels so natural, so dangerously right, but I can’t seem to silence this ache inside, this guilt about cheating on Rob, even when he’s given me his blessing. You’re such a gentleman, Terry… I know you’d treat me exactly as I crave right now.”

My voice fractured, hot tears pooling in my lashes as my shame and longing collided, overwhelming.

“That’s alright, Evelyn,” Terry’s deep voice rumbled, heavy with disappointment that lingered between us. “Of course I’m upset—I’d be lying if I said otherwise. Since Jean passed, this house has been so quiet, too quiet… Sometimes it feels cavernous, empty except for longing. Rob’s call on Sunday… I can’t explain what it did to me. It was like a charge ran through me, a spark I hadn’t felt in so long. Then he told me about you—how gorgeous, alluring, intelligent you are. How lucky I’d be to share something so intimate with you. Honestly, I could hardly believe my luck. And the trust between you both—Evelyn, it meant a lot to me.”

He paused, his words soaking into my chest, warming me and making me ache all at once. “I tried to tell Rob—much as I wanted you, needed you—I’d never mistake this for anything more than what it was: something mutually pleasurable, arranged with open eyes and open hearts. No false expectations. Still, it all sounded too wonderful, almost too perfect. I should’ve known better, I suppose—good things have a tendency to slip through my fingers. You aren’t the first disappointment, and I doubt you’ll be the last.”

He let out a breath, rich and low, “But thank you, truly, for having the courage to call me. That couldn’t have been easy, and I want you to know I appreciate your honesty.”

As his velvet voice faded from the phone, regret crashed over me, raw and embarrassing and unmistakably carnal. Not only had I denied myself a passionate union, I’d paused a gentle man’s rediscovery of closeness and desire. Hearing him again—imagining those hands, that strong embrace—I felt my skin prickle, betraying wishes I’d tried to quell. My chest ached with the sharp sting of lost possibility, and shame thickened my tongue. Silently, I begged him for forgiveness, wishing desperately I could rewind time and throw myself into his arms.

Instead, my apology tumbled out, awkward and heartfelt. Twice more I whispered I was sorry before numbly ending the call. Then all my elaborate composure dissolved. Tears spilled hotly down my cheeks, my body trembling with longing and disappointment—a basic, naked ache that needed release.

I didn’t notice the minutes slipping away, lost in sobs and the sticky aftermath of shattered anticipation. When Rob arrived home at four, surprise etched deep on his face, I saw the fantasy he’d spun so carefully crumble in my posture, my wet cheeks, my confession. Even his frustration seemed dampened by my obvious distress. I’d let us all down—the men who desired me, and the part of myself hungry for unforgettable pleasure.


Part 2

Terry’s Story

It’s odd, really, that after two years as a club member, I’d never once played a round with Rob. Our paths finally crossed in a foursome, and I was surprised by how instantly likeable he was—so warm, so effortlessly talkative, everything I’m not. I tend to fold into myself around new people, keeping my thoughts close and letting others carry the conversation. Yet, we formed this unlikely connection, something easy and genuine. I found myself anticipating our next game together, and sure enough, we set another date soon after.

That second game, he extended an invitation—dinner, him and his wife, Evelyn, at their place. The idea of sharing an evening with a couple again unsettled me. After Jean, my late wife, passed away, I stopped being invited anywhere. My supposedly shared friends quietly evaporated from my world. Maybe they’d always been hers more than mine. Still, Rob’s offer felt sincere, and I accepted—then, impulsively, suggested we hold it at my place. I wanted to test out the new skills I’d been nurturing in the kitchen. There was satisfaction in hosting, in the intimacy of gathering people somewhere that still echoed with memories.

I’d seen Evelyn’s face once before, in the worn photograph Rob kept tucked away in his wallet. Beautiful, no question, but photographs barely hinted at the presence she had in person. When I swung open the door that Saturday night, she was radiant—about five foot six, shimmering auburn hair that, yes, she probably colored now, but it suited her perfectly. Her body was incredible—subtle curves, no spare flesh, confidence in the way she moved. A natural allure, ageless and intoxicating, instantly disarming.

The night unfolded in a way that made me ache for more of this—good food savored together, deep glasses of wine, conversation that tumbled out so easily, as if we’d known each other for much longer. I dreaded the thought of it ending, the return to solitude. Then, somewhere around eleven, something unusual happened. Evelyn excused herself, slipping away to the bathroom. I offered Rob a final drink to cap the evening—port, dark and sweet on the tongue.

Strolling into my living room bar, bottle in hand, I caught a glimpse down the hallway. Evelyn emerged from the bathroom, but her attention veered away from the laughter, from us. She slipped into my bedroom instead. My curiosity flickered, sharp and irresistible. I moved quietly down the corridor, soundless on bare feet, needing—to my own surprise—to see what she was doing.

From the doorway, I watched her, silent and unseen. The subtle curve of her hips beneath that exquisite dress captivated me—her ass, perfect, making my pulse hammer in my veins. She stood, lost in thought, gazing at my bed, and then turned purposefully, opening my bedside drawer. Inside was a haphazard collection of my secrets—a tube of lube I used to comfort myself most lonely nights, some Cialis just in case I needed help rising to the occasion, and the box of condoms left over from those awkward dates with the lawyer. And somehow, the sight of her there, comfortable, curious, touching my most private space, made everything inside me come alive—anticipatory, restless, needy for what might happen next.

Instead of barging in and confronting her curiosity, I quietly slipped back down the hallway, my pulse racing from what I'd witnessed. Sitting with Rob, I casually suggested we take our drinks into the living room to enjoy the port, attempting to expel the lingering image of his wife’s curvaceous silhouette in my bedroom. The three of us barely settled into the plush armchairs before Evelyn sauntered in to rejoin us, a subtle flush on her cheeks hinting at the evening's wine she’d enjoyed—perhaps more than she realized.

I couldn't help but watch her. The alcohol had loosened her normally measured grace, and as she lowered herself into the chair, her legs parted boldly, her dress riding up to reveal a tantalizing expanse of pale, supple inner thighs. The soft fabric of her panties framed her sex, an erotic flash meant for no one, yet permanently burned into my memory. Any man mindful of propriety would have courteously averted his gaze, but I was utterly lost, helplessly transfixed. My eyes devoured her with undisguised hunger. I took just a fraction too long to collect myself, only glancing away to find Rob and Evelyn regarding me—Rob’s eyes amused, Evelyn’s lips faintly curled. I’d been completely caught, twisting in the delicious embarrassment of my own naked desire.

What could I possibly say? How could you explain away such a flagrant act of voyeurism—openly ogling another man’s wife, greedily soaking in her forbidden beauty? But I said nothing, and to my immense relief, nor did they. The unspoken tension sizzled in the air, a shared secret suspended between us.

As midnight approached, Rob finally suggested it was time for them to leave. I felt an ache of disappointment, unwilling for this charged, intoxicating evening to end. “Truly, you’re welcome to stay as long as you like,” I told them, candid in my loneliness, my voice carrying a need I didn’t bother to disguise. “I have nowhere pressing to be—and tonight has been… wonderful.”

When they rose to depart, I lingered with them at my door, the night air cool and heavy with possibility. Rob shook my hand earnestly, pulling me into a brief, brotherly embrace. Then Evelyn turned to me, her eyes smoldering with an unspoken question. She pressed her body against mine for a long, velvet-soft kiss—her lips warm and sweet, lingering as though she wanted to brand me with her taste. For a moment, she seemed about to speak, hovering in the hush between words, but she only smiled, enigmatic and inviting, before slipping into the night with her husband. I was left alone, burning with images of her creamy thighs and the delicate lace that hid her secrets, already knowing how I’d spend the rest of my night—naked, feverish, stroking myself with greedy abandon, lost utterly in the fantasy of her.

The afternoon following that unforgettable night, I lounged in a haze, Evelyn’s seductive aura haunting every corner of my mind. Rob’s call interrupted my reverie; his voice was hesitant in a way I’d never known, trembling on the edge of confession. He pleaded for my patience, asking me to listen in full before I responded. What followed left me thunderstruck: with a winding vulnerability, Rob confessed that he could no longer satisfy Evelyn, and wondered—if I might be willing—to help her, to give her pleasure hot and raw, to take her in all the ways she desired.

My heart thundered in my chest. By the time he asked if I’d join them in this illicit adventure—if I’d lay with the beautiful, irresistible Evelyn—I was already screaming yes in my mind, shaking with the urgency to feel her skin, taste her mouth, discover every secret curve. I had never seen this coming, but every cell of my body rejoiced at the possibility before me.

As much as every fiber in my body screamed for me to rush over and claim her right now, I somehow mustered enough restraint to keep my composure, responding to Rob with a calm assurance that I’d be happy—eager, even—to help out however I could. Still, my cock throbbed with restless excitement at the prospect of being buried inside her so soon. This was beyond anything I could have ever imagined. Seventy isn’t far off, and yet here I was, exultant and hungry, handed an invitation most only dream of.

When Rob asked which day would suit me best, I quickly suggested Tuesday—just two barely tolerable days away. His tone brightened as he readily agreed, letting slip that he’d prefer to be occupied elsewhere while I was busy with his beautiful wife. The words I heard—my words, not his—made my pulse quicken: “while I’m fucking his wife.” I thought I caught Evelyn murmuring, her voice edged with surprise: “Ooh, that’s rather soon.” Was she really ready, or was this just Rob’s wish? Had she been swept along or did she crave this, too? He’d assured me—repeatedly—that it was all his idea, and yet I yearned for her to want this as fiercely as I did.

That Sunday night, sleep was nothing more than a fantasy. For the second night in a row, I found myself lost in the memory of Evelyn sprawled carelessly in her chair, her thighs falling open just for me, white panties a tantalizing invitation. My hand worked feverishly, stroking to the image of her lush, exposed skin and the uncertainty of what was to come. The anticipation—the possibility of my hands gliding up those silken legs come Tuesday—left me restless and wide awake.

Monday night, I forced myself to abstain, wanting to save every ounce of potency for her. When Tuesday dawned, I awoke simmering with anticipation, nearly trembling at the thought that today, today, Evelyn would be in my bed. How fate throws open the most decadent doors! A single game of golf, a stray happenstance, and now I’d been chosen to fill the aching emptiness she so desperately needed filled.

Concentration—impossible. I checked the time obsessively, minutes trickling by, each slower than the last. I wandered aimlessly, pretending to garden, opening emails I had no real interest in. When the clock finally crept to 11:30, I couldn’t wait any longer and slipped into the shower, the hot water mingling with the electricity in my veins. As I soaped my hardening cock, the urge to release was overwhelming, but I resisted, determined to meet her burning, virile and ready.

There was the question: what should I wear to greet my special guest? Should I dress in slacks and a button-down, pretending the charade of courtesy, when we both knew that within moments her hands would be inside my dressing gown—no briefs, no barriers, just eager flesh meeting desperate need? No; I decided to keep things simple and direct. Naked beneath my robe, erection already glistening with anticipation, I waited, hands idle except to brush teasingly at my swollen tip, leaking with promise. The hours crawled by. But soon, she’d be here—craving what I was aching to give.

12:45. Just fifteen tantalizing minutes left on the clock, and my anticipation is coiled and throbbing inside me. I slip a Cialis tablet between my lips, washing it down with a nervous gulp of water—my ritual now for these encounters. There was a time, back when Jean was alive, when I needed nothing but sheer desire. But ever since that wild fling with the insatiable lawyer—with her endless appetite that tested my endurance until the early hours—the little blue pill became my discreet secret, my accomplice in pleasure-filled nights.

Finally, one o’clock strikes. My heart pounds. At any moment, she'll arrive, beautiful and unclaimed, ready for me. I spring up from my chair, nerves and lust surging in equal measure, peeking surreptitiously through the curtains with every purring engine that glides down my street. Each time a car slows, hope flickers; every time it passes, disappointment prickles. The minutes crawl—1:10... 1:20... 1:30... 1:40. The suspense is excruciating. Where is she? Surely she isn’t going to let me down. My stomach knots with need and impatience. No direct line to her—her number still a mystery, forbidden territory I never thought to trespass. Rob is unreachable, set loose for the day, no help there either. She wouldn’t simply stand me up, would she? She and Rob—they strike me as decent, trustworthy. Surely, if something kept her, she would reach out, just like the civil, upright people they are.

The hour creeps towards two, the afternoon sunlight stretching my hope thin and brittle. I can hardly believe it—she's not coming. Turned away without even the decency of a call, my mind churns with imagined reasons. Perhaps she doesn’t have my number, just as I don’t have hers. That, at least, is some comfort, though it does nothing to soothe the ache of rejection.

By half past two, resignation settles over me like a cold mist. I slip into a shirt and slacks, discarding the dressing gown—the inside damp from my leaking arousal, a silent testament to my pent-up frustration—out onto the line to dry. Desire idles beneath the heartbreak.

Then, suddenly, the shrill ring of the phone jolts me. It’s her—her voice breathless and sweet, steeped in apology. Anxiety, she tells me. She circled my house, heart pounding, only to crumble at the last moment. The words tumble from her, both desperate and sincere, and I want to believe her. They’ve always seemed honest. Her regret is raw, achingly real, but nothing—neither her remorse nor her trembling voice—can fully erase my disappointment. The vision of her stretched out for me, the fire I'd stoked for two days, is snuffed out by reality.

I try to soothe her, gentle and forgiving, but my own letdown lingers, bitter and thick on my tongue. She laments missing out, dreads Rob's response, and I echo her regret through parted lips. But all the quiet reassurance in the world won’t bring her into my arms tonight. The conversation wilts without promises, no spark of hope, just the finality of a ruined fantasy. The erotic spell slips away, leaving me in the dull solitude and the relentless pulse of loneliness. Tonight, once again, it will just be me and my restless hand, haunted by images of what might have been.

Evelyn resumes the story…

Chapter Three

Rob arrived home at four, swinging open the door with a look of confusion when he saw me sitting there. I suppose he’d imagined his scheme unfolding with perfect precision—envisioning Terry and me, a tangle of limbs, still lost in feverish pleasure hours later. Instead, I confessed timidly, laying bare my last-minute panic that had kept me from falling into temptation. He bristled at first, his disappointment mingling with frustration—angry that I’d let down both myself and Terry. But as he glanced at my trembling hands, the distress painting my features, his annoyance softened, replaced by something tender and compassionate.

I absolutely refused to revisit the subject that evening. Rob, sensing the raw edge of my nerves, didn’t press, only bringing it up once on Wednesday. He looked at me over his mug and asked, “Are you going to give it another go?” His hopeful question fluttered between us. I wanted so much to promise him—gratitude nipping at me for everything he’d orchestrated for my pleasure, aching to reassure him for the thoughtful generosity behind his plans. But I couldn’t find the words. A part of me worried Terry wouldn’t even want me now; surely he was far too hurt or angry for me to ever dare ask for another chance.

All through Wednesday, those thoughts circled obsessively, refusing to leave me for more than a few minutes. My mind kept drifting back to that Saturday night, remembering how taken I’d been by Rob’s impeccable choice in Terry—the fascinating stranger who had pulled at every forbidden thread inside me. Now, thanks to my ridiculous panic as I sat trembling in my car outside his house, everything had unraveled. Crossing that line in my marriage had seemed so thrilling, until the moment I couldn’t make myself step out of my car, every fear spiking to the surface. Rob’s contained frustration stung; his disappointment weighed even heavier after I heard Terry’s wounded tone when I rang to apologise. Their reactions left me aching with shame, finally making me admit I’d let down two men whose only goal had been my happiness.

Thursday morning came. Rob, who sits on the committee at his exclusive golf club, was ordered to an early breakfast meeting—hours before he normally hit the course. By eight, the house felt still, his presence lingering only as a fading scent of aftershave. Alone in our bed, wide awake, warmth curling between my thighs as memory and regret tangled together, I replayed every moment from that aborted tryst. Why had I let anxiety hijack what I wanted so badly?

All night my mind waged war—craving, shame, longing. By morning, only one certainty remained: I needed to fix this, had to taste the thrill and satisfaction we’d all craved. Before I lost courage once more, I reached over, heart stammering, grabbed my phone from the bedside drawer. Scanning the old call history, my fingers slowed as his name appeared. There it was: Terry.

I pressed “Call.” The line clicked. His voice—rich, low, so wonderfully masculine—flooded my senses. “Terry Sharpe here.” The deep sound of my name on his lips sent a delicious clutch of yearning fluttering all the way between my legs.

“Terry, it’s Evelyn… do you have a moment?” My voice was smaller than I’d liked, breathless with anticipation and anxiety.

He was immediate, generous. “Hello, Evelyn. What a wonderful surprise. I’m alone, you have me to yourself.”

A nervous laugh bubbled from my throat. “I feel foolish calling after what happened, but… this morning, my nerves are different. I’m scared you might turn me away.” I paused, biting my lip, heat already blooming low in my belly. “Terry, are you still willing to talk to me?”

He chuckled softly, warming me further. “Of course, sweetheart. How could I be angry? You’re far too beautiful to hold any grudge.”

His kindness made me bold. “Thank you, for understanding. I’ve had a long night to reflect. I finally see—Rob only ever wanted me to keep living, to embrace the sex I love. And Terry, you offered me an incredible gift, and I threw it away. Would you… forgive me? Will you let me have another chance? I keep imagining pulling up to your home, walking confidently to your door, letting go—giving you permission to do everything Rob asked of you, and more. I’m sorry. I don’t even know what stopped me. I just want the chance to put it right.”

A low chuckle rumbled through the phone, velvety and teasing. “Well, you certainly didn’t let me in when you stayed away.”

A blush flooded my cheeks, that delicious mix of mortification and longing prickling across my skin. “God, yes...” I laughed, nerves and desire lacing my voice. “That’s exactly what I craved, Terry. I imagine I’d be a much calmer woman if you had.”

His tone softened, pure masculine warmth. “Evelyn, darling, you don’t need to keep apologising. Tuesday can stay in the past. What you were contemplating was daring, especially considering you’ve only ever known one man in your marriage. No one would fault you for being hesitant.”

Relief unfurled in my chest, warm and intoxicating. “So, you’ll let me try again? Is there a chance we can rearrange the... encounter?” I asked, my breath catching a little as anticipation shimmered through my body.

A low, wicked laugh twined through the line. “How could I turn you down? It would be sheer madness not to want another chance. What did you have in mind?”

I hesitated, biting my lip. “Did you have plans to play golf today?”

He paused, voice amused. “I usually do. Thursdays are my day, but if a stunning woman whom I can’t stop thinking about is offering me something infinitely more exciting, I’d be a fool to pick golf. Tell me what you want, Evelyn.”

Oh God, his words and tone wrapped around me, making my pulse trip and my legs unconsciously squeeze together. How can a voice do this—drip molten promise straight between my thighs?

My voice quivered, both nervous and electric. “To make sure I don’t chicken out again, maybe you could come here... this morning. That way, there’s no chance I freeze at your doorstep. Rob’s already left—early meeting and then golf—he won’t be back before five. That gives us hours, Terry... is that enough time for what you have planned?”

A slow, appreciative growl. “I can’t think of a better way to spend my Thursday than getting lost with you.”

I shivered, wanting. “You have to cancel your tee time. Hope that doesn’t upset anyone?”

He laughed, deep and confident. “Nope, I haven’t booked in yet. No one’s expecting me at the club. But I am expected by a far more enticing invitation—yours. What time should I knock on your door?”

My heart hammered. “Give me an hour? I need to soak in a bath, make myself irresistible. Slip into something you should have seen on Tuesday…”

He exhaled, a sensual promise in every word. “If it’s half as stunning as you suggest, then wear it again for me today.”

Excitement pulsed hot through me. “Thank you, Terry, for your patience. I promise today I’ll make it worth your while—maybe even surpass your expectations... and fulfill some of my own. Shall we say a little after nine?”

Scalding water swirled around my body as I slid lower into the bath, soft bubbles cocooning my skin in sensual warmth. I let myself linger, fingertips gliding over every curve, luxuriating in this delicious anticipation. My favourite perfume—just a trace—kissed the hollow of my neck, the delicate dip between my breasts, beneath each thigh. I wanted his first breath near me to be an intoxication, an invitation.

In my bedroom, the black lingerie waited—untouched since Tuesday, pristine and provocative. I eased the garter belt over my hips, fastening it just so, letting the smooth straps lie temptingly against my bare skin. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I slowly rolled each satiny stocking up my legs, feeling the thrilling, electric pressure as I secured them in place. My panties slid over my ass, silky and daringly thin, and the low-cut bra cupped my breasts, lifting and shaping my body to perfection—the 34C curves he'd only imagined until now.

No dress today. Instead, I shrouded myself in a sheer, whisper-light gown, the black beneath clearly visible, a blatant, unspoken promise. I checked my reflection—the mirrored glass granting me a moment of scrutiny. At fifty-eight, I wondered—was this too much? Too bold, too hungry, too sexual for a woman my age? And yet desire flickered in my chest, undeniable.

Five minutes before nine. He could arrive any moment, and my heart skittered with a cocktail of excitement and nerves. Rob thought this was happening Tuesday; he had no idea I’d invited Terry here this morning, now, behind his back. Guilt—not sharp, but curling inside me—made my hand tremble as I picked up my phone. Rob’s voicemail answered, the line a silent witness to my unspoken confession. I couldn't tell him this way, not in cold words stamped onto a screen. And I couldn’t leave Terry hanging, not again. This moment was inevitable—I was already committed, body and soul.

The bell rings. Nine-oh-five, precise, as if timed by fate. I inhale, gathering every ounce of courage, and stride to the door, the silk of my gown trailing over my skin, my pulse thrumming everywhere. I open it.

Terry stands there, just as I imagined—eyes wide, hunger etched openly on his face, his breath arresting when he drinks in the barely-concealed black at my curves, the outline of my body bold in the morning light.

“Hello Terry,” I murmur, my voice low and inviting. “Welcome to our home. Please, come in.”

He stares—devours me with a gaze that makes the air between us crackle—frozen in awe, his lips parting to let out a breathless, “Wow. Double wow.” His eyes roam again, worshipping me, and I sense the aching need inside him. “Evelyn, Sunday’s plan was a fantasy, but this—you are... I wish I could capture you forever like this. Sensational. Absolutely.”

I smile, heat radiating between my legs. “Sorry about your golf game,” I tease, my tone intimate.

He shakes his head, never looking away. “I would give up every game if I could have mornings like this with you.”

I reach for his hand, pulling him gently inside, away from prying neighbours. The door closes behind us, sealing our secret—his presence, my daring, our bodies soon to entwine.

A thick, electric tension lingers in the air as we both hesitate, two near-strangers teetering on the threshold, acutely aware of what’s poised to happen. Neither of us can find a familiar script for this—meeting not for coffee or conversation, but for something far more intimate, something raw and reckless. His eyes dart from my face to my body, indecision clear in the nervous tilt of his lips. My own limbs feel at once too heavy and too light, achingly aware of every inch of exposed skin beneath this sheer gown. Should I embrace him? Kiss him? Nothing about this is routine.

I clear my throat, the huskiness betraying my nerves. “Would you… like to sit down?” My gesture is polite, desperate for something solid to do with my hands, and I indicate the soft lounge chairs that catch slivers of morning sunlight through the front windows. I think he’ll choose the loveseat—make it romantic, perhaps—but instead he sinks into a single armchair, legs set wide, his tension disguised in careful posture. Maybe I’m not the only one whose heart is racing impossibly fast.

Wordlessly, I lower myself into the chair opposite, careful to maintain some composure—a far cry from my inebriated shamelessness the other night. I cross my legs, hyper-aware of how the gown pools around my thighs, fragile and utterly revealing.

He’s dressed sharply today: an open-necked shirt with crisp blue pinstripes, trousers in a shade of soft fawn that hints at confidence rather than effort, and warm brown shoes. There’s something reassuring about his careful appearance. I exhale, my voice uncertain as I break the silence. “You look nice.”

His lips twitch into a confident, boyish smile. “Evelyn, you look a million bucks. Honestly, he’s a very lucky man.”

My stomach tangles with conflicting emotion at the mention of Rob—my husband, my anchor—and I shake my head gently. “Terry,” I murmur quietly, “can I ask you something? While you’re here… please, don’t say his name. I know this is his idea—you’re friends now, even, and I appreciate… everything—but I can’t pretend the reality isn’t complicated.” My fingers twist lightly in the fabric of my gown, searching for calm. “I’m about to let someone enter me—someone I barely know, after five days—and I need to believe this is separate. If I hear his name while you’re inside me, it will feel like betrayal… even if it isn’t.”

He nods, swallowing hard, his gaze intent and affirming. “Of course, Evelyn. I’ll remember.” There’s something earnest and gentle in the way he says it. For the first time, I feel a flicker of reassurance.

My heart pounds as I push on, unable to hold back the words lining up on my tongue. “It’s just… before anything happens between us, I need to say this. My husband’s generosity in arranging all this only makes me love him more. Nothing that happens here, or in the future, will ever be love—it won’t replace him. I know it’s formal and awkward, but… it’s important. I need to lay that groundwork.”

He leans forward slightly, the barest hint of lust swimming in the sincerity of his expression. “Evelyn, I get it. Completely. I told… your husband, the other night, I have no plans to interfere with what you two have. I know what this is—what you need, what I need too. God, being inside you will be so much more than just my own hand, so much more than anything I’ve missed during so many lonely nights. I’m here for the fire, for the pleasure—and I want you to have it all.”

A surprising calmness washes over me after speaking my piece—my own truth, which Rob never thought to express for me. Now, just before everything changes, my body hums with anxious energy, nerves sparking below the surface like electricity before a thunderstorm. This is it. I can’t stand another moment suspended in uncertainty. The anticipation is deliciously unbearable, so I force myself to cut boldly through the tension. “So, Terry, it looks like we both understand what Rob wanted, and, well—I suppose it’s time we do what we came here to do.” My voice trembles with excitement and apprehension, but somehow I’m the one taking the reins, rising first and tugging him from his seat in silent invitation.

Clasping his hand—a tentative, vulnerable gesture—I draw him, step by deliberate step, down the hallway. I don't hesitate or look back. We both know exactly why we've come together; there’s no room for coy glances or drawn-out seduction. I ache for his touch, crave that new electricity that Rob has permitted and blessed. Terry’s desire lingers behind me, close enough that I can feel the heat of his body radiating into mine, separated only by the lingering brush of our entwined fingers.

The hallway feels impossibly long—each step thrumming with the heady knowledge of what’s about to happen. Which room? I ask myself, startled by how unprepared I am for this bare reality. We never imagined inviting someone else into this house for such raw, delicious sin. My heart flutters. Should I take Terry into the bed I share with Rob—our marriage bed? The idea is wicked, dizzying. But I simply press forward, refusing to let the weight of guilt or propriety drag me back. This is happening and it’s happening here.

I enter the bedroom first, the familiar air feeling oddly expectant, almost charged. The sheets are tangled, evidence of my hasty departure barely an hour ago. This feels intimate—dangerously so. Turning to Terry, I try to fill the void with words, nerves spilling over as I fumble, “I… um… didn’t even offer you a drink. Coffee? Something stronger?” I laugh, flustered, unable to play the perfect hostess when everything about this moment is so wonderfully, thrillingly out of bounds. “I suppose there’s no how-to manual for… whatever this is.”

His eyes darken with amusement and understanding. Terry hushes me, gentle but commanding, pressing his finger to my lips and silencing the torrential babble tumbling out of me. “Shush, Evelyn. No drinks for me, thank you.”

There’s a question in the air—do we slow things down, peel away layers with talk? He offers, “Do you want to just… talk? Feel things out a little more?”

A jolt of memory: that first night, stolen glances across dinner, his voice when we’d laughed about absolutely nothing. My confession tumbles out, softer, heat rising in my cheeks. “I think we got to know each other on Saturday, before I realized—before either of us imagined any of this could happen. You had no idea about Rob’s plans, did you? While I… I couldn’t stop myself from watching you, wondering if this was what Rob wanted for me. Was I evaluating you? Yes. I looked across the table and thought about you—in my bed, your skin against mine. I couldn’t help myself. Did you picture me naked?” My whisper hangs between us, thickening the air with promise and hunger, the façade of strangers now stripped away, revealing only desire.

I couldn’t quite bring myself to confess just how vividly I’d craved a glimpse of his cock, so instead I shifted the focus, sending the question back his way, my voice soft but teasing. “Maybe you didn’t know my secret, Terry, but you aren’t going to tell me you never tried to imagine what I’d look like undressed, especially after I turned up at your house. Rob always teases me that men strip women with their eyes all the time—even strangers they pass in the street. Is it true? Are you all just permanently aroused?”

His lips curved, eyes glinting as he raised a hand in mock solemnity, as though he were swearing an oath before a judge. “Completely guilty, Evelyn. That’s me in a nutshell.”

The sound of my own nervous laugh bubbled out, belying the knots twisting deep in my core.

His gaze danced over me, mouth quirked in a way that sent a fresh thrill through my skin. “That giggle—it’s dangerously sexy.” With deliberate slowness, he reached out, deft fingers finding the tie holding my loose, elegant gown together. He tugged at it, and the soft fabric surrendered to his touch, slipping open. As the folds fell apart, his gaze swept reverently down my body, drinking in every inch revealed by the sultry black lingerie I’d chosen for this very moment.

My nerves spiked, trembling hands betraying me as I stood there—after thirty-six years married, I was about to invite another man, and oh God, the reality of it made my heart pound. Terry’s presence was so unlike Rob’s; leaner, taller, and there was a delicious unpredictability about him. What would his cock look like, hard and needy for me? Would he bury himself inside with the same rhythm Rob favored, or would he move differently, touch me in new, thrilling ways? For all my years, there was so much I didn’t know—so much I suddenly ached to discover.

He moved closer, warm palms sliding to my shoulders. With one gentle but insistent press, he urged the gown down my arms. It spilled to the floor, pooling around my feet. My pulse beat wild in my neck as his eyes swept over me, lingering on the curves framed by my lingerie—black lace panties hugging my hips, the garter stretching taut over my thighs, sheer stockings encasing my legs, and the bra cradling my breasts, pushing them up, inviting his admiration. Was this what sexy looked like at fifty-eight? Did I look desperate or delicious to him?

Terry’s gaze roved hungrily over my body, desire unmistakable in every line of his face. “God, Evelyn, you’re breathtaking. Seriously, do you work out? Your body is incredible.”

His words spilled over me like the warmest caress, but I couldn’t help the splash of self-doubt. Was he sincere, or simply reciting the lines he thought I longed to hear? I barely knew him, and yet, here I stood—a woman decades past her so-called prime, with stretch marks and softening skin. I couldn’t help but wonder what he’d make of me, after Rob’s stories about his wild fling with a forty-something attorney. Would I measure up in his eyes?

I gave a half smile, my voice barely a whisper as I willed myself to be honest—vulnerable. “That’s so sweet to say, but it’s just… well, it’s what it is. Aging, with a bit of sag here and there.”

Barely daring to breathe, I stood framed against my bed, knees trembling, clad in nothing but shimmering black lingerie—a wanton invitation, every inch on display but for the tantalizing swathes of lace. Terry’s eyes devoured me from head to toe, pausing shamelessly at the curves still just hidden.

He stepped closer, voice thick with hunger as his gaze trapped mine. “Don’t ever put yourself down. You’re stunning—absolutely stunning. And I can’t wait to see every inch of you, naked.”

The anticipation of being undressed, of each garment slowly slipping away, drags on excruciatingly. My impatience simmers beneath the surface, desire throbbing deep inside me. All I want is to skip over this measured seduction—to be on the bed, his naked skin pressed to mine, feverish and needing. God, just do something, Terry. If he truly longs to see every inch of me, why doesn’t he unfasten my bra and bare me to his hungry gaze? And why am I the only one losing layers? Maybe I should reach for his shirt, start revealing his body to me.

His hands tumble lower, letting his fingertips roam over the silk-encased swells of my breasts, a gentle touch that actually soothes my swirling nerves for a heartbeat. He pauses, fingertips finding the spot between the cups, fumbling for a fastening that isn’t there. I have to guide him, my voice a little breathless. “It’s an old-style bra, Terry, love. The clasp’s at the back.”

His only reply is a murmured, “Oh,” and his face dips in so close that I feel the barest hint of his breath—a tantalizing temptation, so close to my lips, yet he doesn’t kiss me. His hands slip around my back, working the hooks with confident fingers, and I feel the tension vanish as my breasts spill free, the bra sliding from my body with my own nervous assist. I’m suddenly bared to him—exposed, vulnerable, my nipples tightening in the cool air and from the pressure of his scrutiny. I almost wish he’d pressed his lips to mine in that electric nearness; the kiss would be a balm for my fluttering nerves.

His gaze devours me—hungry, worshipful. “You just get more stunning every single second you let me see more of you. Evelyn, you’re genuinely breathtaking.”

Compliments at my age are sweet nectar, and his voice sounds unguarded, as if he’s just swept up in the right-now, but I don’t crave romance from this. No delicate softness—just raw need. This isn’t hearts and flowers, not today. This is about lust, answers, and pleasure, pure and blinding. I want him inside me—hard, deep, making me forget the emptiness that’s crept in these last months. All Rob—or I—require from Terry is to fuck me with wild, reckless abandon, to push me over the edge and make me scream. Maybe it was a mistake to let Rob tell him he could kiss me, suck my breasts, but it’s too late now and—damn it—he’s not even doing it, not claiming me the way I crave. My nerves sizzle with impatience. Kiss me, damn you. Take my mouth, my nipples—devour me.

“Thank you, Terry—it’s kind, truly, to call me beautiful, especially now,” I tell him, my voice raw and exposed. “But please, don’t go there. You saw how I panicked, how on edge I am, barely able to let this happen. I’m not free to just fall into your arms and enjoy you—I’m risking everything. It might be Rob’s idea, but it doesn’t change the fact that I’m cheating, in every sense. So as much as it’s lovely to hear, don’t say it. Don’t make this harder.”

He pauses, reaching for my gaze, honest and apologetic. “I’m sorry—I never wanted to give you more to worry about. I didn’t mean to complicate things. But you keep putting yourself down, Evelyn, and I just want you to know, you’re wrong. You’re absolutely gorgeous. And you turn me on like crazy.”

Terry falls quiet at my words, choosing not to speak but to act instead—thank god. His mouth glides down, warmth ghosting over my trembling skin, until at last his lips capture the aching tip of my breast. The direct, wet heat of his tongue swirling over my nipple sends a fizzing jolt of pleasure radiating straight to my core. Yes, finally, some delicious action. He devours me for what feels like blissful minutes—his mouth lavishing my eager nipple until it stiffens under his relentless circles and soft sucks, every lick coaxing another spark of anticipation. Then, agonizingly slow, he shifts to my other breast, mirroring the same fevered attention until both tight peaks throb in response, my breathing shallow and erratic.

I’m swaying on my feet, desperate to collapse onto the mattress, to let this new hunger consume me without restraint. He seems to sense it—his hands steadying me, his voice low and suggestive: “Wouldn’t this feel much better lying back, Evelyn?”

“Oh, god, yes,” I blurt, nearly giddy with relief, toppling backward and welcoming the cool press of sheets beneath me. He hovers for a second—then his fingers slip beneath the waistband of my flimsy black panties, easing them down my legs, dragging them slowly past my hips, unveiling the soft ruched hair that I nervously trimmed for this very moment, my new vulnerability on display.

But his lips, maddeningly, still haven’t brushed mine. I yearn to taste him, to feel some wordless rush of passion—but he’s determined to torment me: suddenly dropping to his knees beside the bed, eyes locked on my nakedness, tongue glinting as he leans in, lower and lower. Realization hits, my heart hammering as he parts my thighs—his mouth closing in, the first hot sweep of his tongue gliding along my slick folds. A sigh pulses from my chest, dissolving into a needy moan.

This is something Rob always did well for me, reliably coaxing my release after enough coaxing, but Terry—oh, jesus—the moment his tongue explores me, I forget every lover before. He’s relentless, his tongue dancing and probing, tasting, swirling and flicking as if he already knows every secret of my body. Heat floods me with each skilled stroke; I am aching back to wild, dizzy days—my mind spinning to that distant college night when my roommate drunkenly went down on me, the rush, the scandal, the secret thrill. Now, forty years later, this man’s tongue obliterates even that memory. He licks with impossible assurance, stroking everywhere, deep and teasing, until I am bucking off the mattress, thighs squeezing his head tight, lost in a climax so fierce it shakes me apart.

My hands fumble for his face, barely able to catch my breath. “Oh, Terry, that was... spectacular!” I groan, dragging his gaze up to meet mine, a dazed, hungry smile curling my lips. “Where on earth did you learn to use your mouth like that?”

He grins, soft and proud. “Jean—my ex-wife—she’d give me feedback every time. She was patient with me. She coached until I finally got things... right.”

My head tips back, laughter tumbling out, wild with afterglow. “She did you—and me—a favor. God, I almost said that was the best I’ve ever had. Fuck, I need to shut up—please try to erase that from your memory, will you, Terry?”

His hand lingers on my thigh, comforting. “I get it. No worries. What matters is, you enjoyed yourself.”

A wicked smile blooms across my face. “Oh, I more than enjoyed it. You’ll have to do that again—just not today. Maybe... next week, if there is a next week?”

He nudges up, hopeful. “Why wouldn’t there be? Rob... I mean, he told me you two wanted this—wanted me—every week.”

His heated words make my heart trip over itself, anticipation already blooming anew beneath my skin.

“Yes, that’s what we agreed,” I murmur, my tone breathless with anticipation, “so long as we both play by the rules—and keep Rob impartial,” I add with a naughty smile. “So, what happens now?” My voice trembles, uncertainty mingling with feverish want. “Oh, but I know the answer to that, don’t I? This is the moment you came for. All right, Terry… show me everything.”

He straightens to his full height beside the bed, his eyes devouring every inch of my bared skin—all that remains are my sheer black stockings and the garter belt clinging seductively to my thighs, lending a decadence to my otherwise naked body. His hands linger at his waist, fingers deftly toying with the buckle, and I can’t look away. He unfastens his shirt and peels it off, unveiling a physique that is lean and surprisingly sculpted for a man nearing seventy—less chest hair than Rob, but his abs ripple with the promise of strength and stamina. There’s nothing about him that hints at his age; I let my eyes wander, drinking him in as desire simmers low in my belly. I wonder, will the rest of him match this perfect reveal?

He drops his fly and lets his pants slither down those toned legs, kicking them aside with practiced ease. No boxers here. Instead, he’s wearing briefs that cling indulgently to his body, outlining the heavy thrust of his erection—so clear through the taut cotton I ache to see more. I try to hold his gaze, I try to appear calm and casual, but I’m betrayed by my own need, my eyes falling hungrily to the thick bulge straining for escape. My breath catches.

“Move to the centre for me, sweetheart,” Terry urges, his tone husky, and the hunger in his voice sends a hot wave through me. He climbs onto the mattress, knee-walking across cool sheets until he’s above me, his body poised and ready, my head pillowed in anticipation, breasts and freshly trimmed mound exposed. I suddenly wish the room weren’t bathed with unforgiving sunlight—every corner illuminated, my nakedness offered up unfiltered. Shadows would lend us a little privacy, a touch of illicit mystery; instead, the morning makes our act brazen, impossibly vulnerable. Should I halt his seduction just to ask him to dim the world beyond our passion?

In my mind, I try to name what we’re about to do. Lovemaking. Is that naïve? Is sex between us supposed to be just raw and unfeeling, as Rob intended—just a ferocious claiming, nothing but the pounding animal need I’ve always craved when it comes from him? Wet and fast and hard. No entanglement, no tenderness. Is that all? Even now, tangled in my thoughts and my stockings, I can’t deny the emotion flickering behind my ribs, both ashamed and thrilled by my exposure.

Terry straddles my hips and the thick outline between his legs is inches from me, barely constrained—impressive and promising. My voice breaks the charged silence. I recall Rob confessing how he loved freeing himself from briefs, how the release always made him ache for me. “Um,” I whisper, trying not to beg, barely able to contain my eagerness, “doesn’t it need to be let out?”

He slides his hands, one outside his briefs and the other slipping deftly inside, arranging himself with assured precision. When he draws them away, there’s no concealing the thick, urgent shape outlined by taut fabric—the hard ridge of his cock stands almost perpendicular, an impressive sight pressing at the elastic, straining the waistband so it hovers away from the tight, rippling wall of his stomach.

“Well, someone’s more than prepared,” I murmur, my voice threaded with admiration and delicious nerves.

“This is precisely what you—and Rob—invited me here for, isn’t it?” His tone is low and teasing, confidence folding over desire.

“There’s no question about what’s wanted,” I reply, unable to glance away from the brazen display pulsing behind that thin white barrier. “But, honestly, I didn’t expect you to be quite so ready for me. I thought, maybe, needing a little encouragement... considering, well, everything.”

He leans closer, his eyes flickering possessively over my skin. “You’ve already done plenty just by lying here in that devastating lingerie. The image alone—satin, lace, those stockings hugging your thighs—has me undone.”

My cheeks flush with genuine delight at his admission. “So, it really is what I’m wearing that’s got you this hard, this quickly?”

“Absolutely.” His answer is wickedly certain. “Evelyn, you have no idea, do you? You’re stunning—the curves of your body, those exquisite breasts, your arse... God, I can’t wait. I am aching to be buried inside you.”

His frankness stirs a heady rush through me, making my heart pound. “You really do know how to make a woman feel wanted. I did remind you—no over-the-top compliments...”

He smiles, audacious and warm. “I know, but honestly, how am I supposed to hold back? You’re a vision, and tonight, I feel lucky—unbelievably lucky—to be the one here with you.”

“Terry, thank you,” I whisper, my smile bursting free. My whole body hums with anticipation, my excitement impossible to disguise now. The sight of him—hard, thick, eager, so obviously aroused for me—makes me ache with longing. I can’t drag my gaze from the bulging stretch of cotton struggling to contain him, and desire flickers hot and bright inside me.

He lowers his chest to meet mine, heavenly warmth cascading as his body pins me to the bed. The air between us is electric, trembling with possibility. Then his mouth finds mine—his lips burning, soft and firm, smouldering promise. Our mouths slide wetly together, a perfect sultry rhythm building, and then there’s his tongue, warm and insistent, parting my lips and teasing into my mouth. Already, I’m dizzy—nobody but Rob has kissed me like this for as long as I can remember, and yet there’s no awkwardness, no guilt, just feverish need and breathless heat.

His commanding length hovers above me, pressing lower. Suddenly, the swollen head of his cock, wet with need, nudges against my bare skin—slick pre-cum leaking audaciously through the thinness of his briefs, smearing a gleaming trail along the softness just above my panties. Heat coils at my core. He pushes, insistent—but I keep my thighs pressed together, an unspoken dare, my one last trembling resistance between his raw need and my hungry surrender.

Had I really believed that melding two mature bodies—the keen contrast of male and female—would somehow lack the fire of raw, electric arousal? Did I truly expect our movements to be measured, his kiss reserved and polite, nothing but a whisper across my lips? Or that the bottle of lube I’d positioned on the nightstand would sit untouched, needed only if age had dulled the edges of our want? How foolish, how innocent of me.

The moment Terry’s mouth claimed mine, there was nothing measured or polite in that kiss. It ignited something fierce inside me, breathless and wild. I was instantly swept up, so lost in his consuming passion that when his lips finally retreated, I gasped, starved for air, clutching it into my lungs.

Could I risk shattering this spell with words? I hope not, but the brightness pouring through the window jars my nerves—exposes me in ways I’m not quite ready for. Still, I force myself to ask, my voice barely above a trembling whisper, “Terry... I know it’s shameless, but could I ask for a favour? The light in here is... blinding. Would you mind closing the curtains? If you’re still hard and ready after that, I’d truly appreciate it.”

He leans over me, eyes flame-dark, and the smile curving his lips is as warm and promising as sunlight on bare skin. “Of course I can, Evelyn. It is bright in here—and trust me, nothing’s going to distract me. Not with you like this, sprawled so invitingly beneath me.”

A flush warms my cheeks, but I manage a grateful smile. “Thank you, you know how exposed I feel...”

He slips out of bed with agile grace, moving across the room and pulling down the blinds, then drawing the curtains together. The daylight snuffs out, replaced by a delicious twilight that instantly transforms the room—our sanctuary now, shuttered and secret, and I’m suddenly bold in its shadows.

“That’s much better, thank you,” I murmur, and before I can even sink into the new sensual darkness, Terry slides back into the bed beside me. The mattress dips, the sheets whisper around our skin, but instead of swooping in for another kiss, he stretches out on his side, propped up on one elbow. His fingers drift across my exposed chest, feather-light and exploratory, teasing over the sensitive, velvet-smooth skin that swells above my bra. Everywhere he touches tingles; I am a banked fire, smoldering beneath his hands.

He understands how to touch me, how to draw those embers to life in ways that make me ache. Rob has chosen well—Terry seems to know every secret code to unlock my pleasure. I feel myself unwinding, tension melting as I surrender to his tender caresses. He looks down at me, a question in his eyes. “You seem tense, Evelyn.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Am I? That’s odd, because usually I’m not, especially when I’m about to be made love to...”

My own words hang in the air for a second, making me blush. Did I really just call it ‘making love’? Do I even know if that’s what this is?

He cocks an eyebrow, voice gentle but laced with a raw edge. “Is it me? Am I making you nervous?”

“Oh no, it’s not you,” I rush to say, my voice tumbling over itself, the truth pouring out almost helplessly. “I’m sorry, Terry. You’re so thoughtful and everything you do is exactly what I need. The truth is... I haven’t been naked with anyone but Rob in over forty years. I think I’m just afraid... afraid that it’ll be so different.”

He grins, that cocky, assured grin that promises me so much. “And what are you expecting, Evelyn? Sex might have its variations, but a good fuck—a really good fuck—it’s always worth it.”

“Yes, well, I suppose I’d like to believe there’s not much difference… but, honestly, you’re—well—your size is impossible to ignore. I haven’t even seen you fully yet, not up close, but… it certainly seems impressive beneath your briefs. I can’t help wondering how it will feel, the difference inside me. Those men before Rob? I can barely remember—can’t recall their shapes, their feel, if there was any real variation. Now it’s all making me flutter inside, knots of nerves tangling and tightening.”

With a blithe smile, Terry soothes me. “Sweetheart, you’re thinking far too much about it. Just let yourself go—enjoy this. I promise, I’m not some alien species. I’ll feel right, like you’re used to. Rob even gave me a lesson or two—secret tips about what gets you going.”

“You’re kidding.” My eyebrows shoot up in disbelief and a bit of concern.

He shakes his head, all warmth and earnestness. “Don’t let it bother you. He only wanted this to go well, for both of us. That man loves you—wants this to be incredible for you.” He brushes his knuckles across my ribs and I shiver, tension starting to unravel.

My hand slides down, emboldened, closing greedily around his erection through the thin cotton. He groans, the sound like velvet over gravel, as his mouth drops to my breast, lips fastening around my nipple. His tongue flicks and circles, lavishing me with sucking kisses that leave my nipple peaked and aching. I remember Terry asking Rob, seeking permission for exactly this—for his mouth on my breasts. The memory is almost drowned in sensation; now his lips are worshipping me, urgent and relentless, drawing whimpers and sighs straight from my core.

He releases my nipple for a second, his words muffled against my skin, “God, your tits are amazing.”

I scold him—half serious, half overwhelmed, “Terry!”

He just grins wickedly, not stopping for a moment, nipping and teasing until my nipples throb, deliciously tender. His hand slips lower, fingers expertly parting me, caressing the slick heat between my thighs. I’m soaking, my body betraying every trace of nerves with an unmistakable invitation.

His finger glides inside me with an ease that makes us both gasp. “Oh—” My back arches, the sensation sharp and sudden.

“Alright?” His voice is gentle, lips brushed against my breast.

“All good, just—surprised.” Lit by what he’s awoken in me, I tangle my fingers in his hair, urging those hungry lips back to my aching peak.

His finger strokes inside, searching and finding that spot that makes everything else drop away—a bolt of pleasure sends my hips bucking, my body responding with unrestrained need. I moan, loud and unguarded, lost to the mounting waves of sensation.

My husband, in his wisdom, has provided me with the most exquisite solution to my aching loneliness—a lover who knows exactly how to unravel me. Terry is a revelation, his skill undeniable as he lavishes my eager, aching breasts with his unyielding mouth. Time loses all meaning as he torments my nipples, suckling and teasing until I’m certain they could snap from the tension, left swollen and throbbing with a near-sweet agony. Finally, after what must be an endless span, he relinquishes his grip, lips slick with my desire. Both nipples stand rigid, overwhelmed by his relentless attention.

His journey doesn’t pause—oh no, he descends, his lips and tongue scalding a wet trail down, pausing to swirl wild, maddening circles around my navel. Already, one finger has been joined by another in my pulsing heat, each stroke deep inside me sending shivers coiling through my belly and all the way back up to my electrified breasts. My skin tingles, nerves alight, every piece of me shimmering on edge—so deliciously alive in anticipation, in his careful, consuming touch.

He hovers again, so close to my slick, quivering sex, and I open myself wider for him, surrendering—shameless now, as he laps at my swollen clit. The pleasure is dizzying, my gasp desperate, voice torn from deep inside, “Oh my god, more!” His fingers plunge and press against my g-spot with unyielding precision, stroking with shameless expertise as his mouth captures my clit, drawing it between his lips, into wet-warm darkness. He sucks, tongue swirling, sending jolts of lightning through me.

I want this forever—this exquisite torture, this spiraling, sweet pressure. But control shatters as he brings me hurtling to the brink. My muscles seize, my body arches, hips wild and humping beneath the onslaught of his tongue and relentless fingers. I come apart violently, orgasm tearing through me—ruthless and shattering. I crest and break, lost in the blinding heat of sensation, trembling and undone. He orchestrates my pleasure with devastating skill, and I am left gasping, drenched, though he hasn’t even entered me yet. I haven’t even beheld him fully—not the part of him my body craves most.

That moment arrives with a hush of anticipation. Terry kneels between my open thighs, and, at last, the offering I’ve hungered for is revealed. He slips his fingers beneath the waistband of his briefs, tugging them down—slow, deliberate—freeing the thick, impressive length of him. The fabric peels away from his hips, sliding to his knees, his cock springing forward, glorious and straining with need. He straightens, silent, letting me devour him with my hungry gaze—my own body clad now in nothing but a waist-cinching garter and sheer stockings. But I can barely register anything but him.

He is flawless—thick, blatantly proud, the deep pink head exposed, glistening and bold. Even at his age, Terry’s cock is magnificent, jutting forth, veins standing in sharp relief, the skin so taut I worry it might tear if he grows harder. It is a rarity—this perfect, unyielding erection—something my bed has not witnessed in half a year. At the tip, a jewel of pre-cum catches the light, promising what’s to come, making me ache all over again. My mind nearly trips—if only Rob could… No, I cannot linger in that thought. I focus on this: the thick stretch of Terry’s cock, ready to answer every craving I’ve so long denied.

Oh yes—thicker, fuller, too tempting for mere words. My fingers itch with curiosity, aching for the reality beneath my gaze. When I finally reach out, my touch is met by the undeniable heat pulsing through Terry’s thick cock—fiery and alive, making my palm tingle with anticipation. “God, Terry…” I murmur, my voice coated in a husky admiration.

He grins with quiet confidence. “Today, I’m all yours.”

Something wicked and delicious coils inside me at the promise. “Be gentle. It’s… it’s been too long,” I confess quietly, vulnerability thinning my defences.

Terry’s palm settles on my hip, reassuring. “Don’t rush. We’ve got endless time, love.”

A soft laugh escapes me, lusty and faintly teasing, “If you’re as good as you say, you won’t need all day.” But then, as my gaze, greedy and shameless, slides from his face back down, I can’t help the admission. “It’s so thick… thicker than Rob’s.” My cheeks flush pink at the brazen comparison.

He tilts his head, a knowing smirk playing on his lips. “You’re not the first to say so. I hope that’s not too much for you.”

I bite my lip, trying and failing to stifle the confessions bubbling up. “I, um… I’ve never had one quite like this.” Heat fans out across my chest as I fumble for words, desperate not to betray Rob—preserving his pride seems suddenly so vital. Their budding friendship only makes my secrets feel heavier.

He leans in, gentle and sweet, and his fingers stroke soothing circles on my thigh. “Hey, don’t worry. I just want you to feel good. If it ever hurts, you tell me. This is about you—the way you need it, the way you’ve missed.”

A surge of gratitude washes over me, electric and sincere. “I do miss this… thank you, Terry. And Rob, he… well, he’s grateful too, truly.”

He studies my face, brow arching playfully. “So did your husband look pleased when you told him I’d be giving you a special morning?”

A guilty flutter twists in my belly. “Actually, um, no… he doesn’t even know you’re here—yet.” I watch worry flicker in his eyes and hurry to explain, “But he’s already agreed. He even got annoyed when I lost my nerve last time. Today, he left early for golf, and that’s when I finally called you. I tried to ring him after you said you’d come, but he was already out of reach—meeting must have started.”

“Did you at least leave a message for him?”

I shake my head, hair tumbling, “No… I wanted to say it face-to-face. It didn’t feel right leaving something this intimate as a text or voicemail. I’ll tell him tonight, I promise. Besides, if he knew, you’d be haunting his mind all day, distracting him from his precious round. You know how competitive Rob gets.”

Terry laughs softly. “That I do. So… am I yours until you send me away?”

Coyness bubbles up, a wicked smile dancing on my lips. “If you can last, darling, then the day is ours. I suppose I’m feeling greedy—a little reckless after waiting so long.”

He leans in, warmth and mischief twining together in his gaze. “I hope you’re ready, sweetheart. Because I can’t wait much longer.”

A tremor shivers through me as the reality crackles in the air—this is finally, actually happening. I can't help the gasp, low and raw, that falls from my lips. “Terry, yes. Yes—I’ve wanted this for so long.” My voice rides on a shaky breath, thick with months of pent-up longing. My legs part wider in silent invitation; the space between my thighs throbs as anticipation threatens to tip me over the edge before we’ve even begun.

Terry's eyes hold mine, deep blue and so warm they strip me bare. For a split second I wonder what flickers there—is it tenderness, or just desire, focused and undiluted? I don’t want complications. Today, there’s room for only one kind of connection between us: primal, heated, tangled.

He moves in, lowering himself over me until his chest grazes my breasts, our skin sliding together in a promise of what’s to come. I can feel him—so hard it makes my breath catch—pressing against my soaked sex. My slickness coats him as his thick shaft brushes between my folds, the swollen head teasing, circling, spreading my arousal even further. My body aches for him to push deeper, to stop tormenting my nerves with these barest of caresses.

His gaze burns into mine, searching for a sign. When the broad tip of his cock finds my entrance, that delicious pressure makes my pulse thunder in my ears. I let my eyes drift shut, surrendering myself to the fullness pressing insistently at my core. The edge of pain never quite arrives; he’s so careful, so achingly gentle even as I feel myself parted, stretched around his girth.

He pauses, concern softening his features. “Are you okay?” he murmurs, his voice husky with restraint and care.

I snap my eyes open, a wicked smile curling at my lips. “Yes,” I groan, words spilling out, breathless and greedy, “don’t stop—please, more.”

With permission granted, Terry eases forward, the wide crown of his cock slipping past the last little resistance. A gasp pours out of me, tinged with relief and burning want.

“That’s it? Good?” he checks, his forehead nearly touching mine, breath hot.

“God, yes… this is exactly what I craved.” My legs loop around his waist, bare heels digging into his flesh to keep him pressed close. My hungry body welcomes him with open arms, drawing him deeper, desperate to feel every deliberate inch claiming me, opening me up to that familiar—even if new—fullness.

He rocks his hips, slow and deliberate. Each time he inches further in, the thick weight of him stretches me deliciously. I exhale in shuddering pleasure, muscle and heat blending as I clamp myself tighter around him, greedy and grateful. Even now, I can’t help but compare the difference—the glorious way Terry’s body fills every part of me. There’s a pang of guilt, but I chase it away. Judgment and remorse can come later—now belongs to us, just as Rob always said it should.

His thrusts grow more possessive, every insistent inch a reminder of exactly what I’d been missing. Each subtle push buries him deeper within my sex, until finally—finally—I feel all of him snug and tight, his thickness pulsing inside my trembling body. He holds himself there, wholly wrapped within me, claiming my center. I squeeze down, reveling in how complete, how exquisitely stretched and satisfied I feel, savoring the stretch, the pressure, the pure, overwhelming rightness of him filling me.

The anticipation builds to an almost unbearable intensity—the ache of waiting, of longing for him to move, to claim me fully. Is he hesitating because the clutch of my slick, desperate walls feels overwhelming? Is he holding himself back, teetering on the edge of release, needing just a breath, a single moment more before he loses himself inside me? A thousand questions flicker through my mind as I grip him tighter, arms wrapped urgently around his neck, legs locked high over his hips, trapping his thick, throbbing length deep within me. My need spirals, raw and undeniable, and I tip my head to search his face, to read his intentions.

His answer is wordless—sudden, overwhelming—his lips soft and hot on my neck, grazing the sensitive skin just beneath my ear, his breath rough as he tastes me. I shudder, desperate for friction, for the hungry rhythm we both crave.

At last, mercifully, he shifts his hips, retreating so slowly, painfully, that every inch seems to drag down my nerve endings. The swollen crown of his cock barely lingers at my entrance before he slams back in, quick and relentless, forcing my body to yield to his width once more—a sting, a sweet, glorious ache. My flesh still trembles from the stretch of his earlier push, now reawakened and stoked by the unyielding length driving home. I don't cry out. I don't protest. I just surrender. This is exactly what I’ve been yearning for, what has burned in me every sleepless night.

He sets a deliberate pace, every thrust slow and commanding, filling me to the hilt, making my body sing with urgent need. His control sends shivers through me—I can feel the strength in him, the steady, powerful rhythm that leaves nothing to chance. Each stroke is maddening, the slow withdrawal drawing all sensation to my overwrought core, then plunging me into fullness again, our hips flush, his pelvis grinding against mine, setting off sparks of pleasure that explode through my belly and thighs.

He builds, gradually, deliciously, the tempo rising until my responses are primal—moans rippling out of me, hips rocking up to meet every thrust. My body betrays me with pleasure, the tension coiling tighter, deeper, with every relentless drive. The width of him, the exquisite stretch, the synchronized movement—it’s almost too much and yet not enough.

My breaths are ragged, my moans louder, echoing my rising climax. Terry knows—the way I clamp around him, the way I chase his body with mine, desperate, insatiable. He doesn't stop. He keeps going, relentless, until the pleasure crests and shatters inside me—a surging wave I can't hold back, splintering me apart with exquisite ecstasy. I ride the shudders, helpless, swept away by wave after wave, my cries muffled against his cheek.

This is more than relief; it's transcendence—a fuck for the ages, one of those rare encounters that leaves you gasping and weak, wondering how you endured the aching absence for so long. And yet, beneath it all, a slender shadow passes—remorse, flickering and faint, as the reality of who I’m tangled up with sneaks into my mind. I know there will be guilt, a residue of shame—later, after he leaves, after the echoes of pleasure fade. But for now, only rapture exists. I will savor it—revel in this pulsing, perfect happiness—long after the sheets have cooled.

Terry, at sixty-eight, proves himself more than worthy in the tangled sheets of my bed. Rob, in his wisdom or wickedness, has found a man who fits me perfectly in every way imaginable—a true gentleman, eyes sparkling with humor and intellect, his physique trim and healthy but not ostentatiously so, and—my aching body can attest—a cock thick and glorious, an unyielding promise of pleasure. I find myself wondering, a secret curiosity blooming—how long since he last lost himself inside a woman, how long since the shadow of his affair with the lawyer faded? Did he ache as I have ached, waiting to be filled again? If he has waited, his restraint pays off spectacularly now: his stamina seems endless, unhurried, masterful. After I shatter beneath him, after I come apart not once but twice against his relentless, hard rhythm, he is still going, his hunger for me eclipsing all inhibitions.

Even as he hovers close to climax, Terry’s innate courtesy doesn’t waver. His breath is rough in my ear, thick with need, but his voice remains gentle, “Can I come inside you?”

A rush of joy and mischief brings me to the edge of laughter. Why not? At my age, the only thing I risk is joy itself. I clutch him harder, my voice hoarse and desperate, “Yes—God, yes, I want to feel you, Terry. Please, come for me.”

His control slips at my urging. I feel the tremor wrack his body, his guard finally dropping as he moans, “Oh, fuck, inside you feels so good.” The first hot surge pours into me—an indulgent, molten heat spreading from my core—and with every pulse, he empties himself, shuddering, into me. For a moment, he collapses on me—his weight a delicious comfort rather than a burden, so light compared to Rob. But I push the comparison away; this moment belongs only to the man gasping into my neck, his body glued to mine by our shared sweat.

We linger, two bodies fused together with the sticky, sweet seal of sex, neither rushing the end, grateful for the feeling of skin and musk and the primal intimacy of remaining joined. I close my eyes, content to feel his subtle breaths warming my throat, my hand tracing idle circles along his back. It’s been so long since I’ve luxuriated in the aftermath, a man’s body sprawling over mine, his still-hard cock softening slowly inside me.

Eventually, Terry eases himself free, untangling from my grip and rolling onto his side. The warmth departs with him, and the bed feels suddenly too cool, too vast. My mind starts racing—is this the close, the final act? I’m greedy; I ache for more, but don’t want to be demanding. I’d let him drift to sleep there, spread atop me, if only to hold the memory a little longer. Perhaps we’ll just curl up, nap, or share lazy post-coital chatter. Or maybe, bold with afterglow, I’ll text Rob and tell him explicitly just how well Terry’s looking after me—he’d approve, I know, but guilt and anticipation tangle messily within me.

Turning, expecting him to be lost in sleep, I instead find Terry watching me, those lively eyes gleaming. I feel shy, oddly girlish, and my gratitude slips out—soft, aching, “Thank you, Terry. Truly.”

His lips twist into an irresistible smile. “It’s my pleasure, Evelyn. But don’t think I’m finished just yet. Give me a moment to recover—let’s see if we can go again, shall we?”

The thought makes me giddy—childish delight bubbles up, breaking out in a high, breathless squeal. I try to play it cool, tamp down my eagerness—“Are you sure? I had hoped for another round, but didn’t want to push you—”

Terry leans in, brushing his hand down my thigh, a promise lurking in his touch. “No pressure, Evelyn. I’ve had the best time—I still adore sex, especially with a new partner who excites me this much.”

Blushing, warmth dancing in my belly, I tease, “You were incredible, Terry. I imagine you’ve had more than a little practice delighting women?”

“No, it’s not what you think. I haven’t had all that much experience, especially lately. I didn’t even marry until I was twenty-seven, so sure, I had my share of girlfriends from when I was a teenager—almost ten years playing the field. My wife and I, we were insatiable—sex everywhere, trying everything, never enough of each other. When I lost her, it gutted me. I spent years in that ache before I managed to convince myself to try and live again. Then I met a lawyer at some networking evening. Sparks flew—three months of pure heat, couldn’t keep our hands off one another, barely a night apart. Then, suddenly, she was just gone from my life. She cut me off cold—calls unanswered, texts unread. As if the sweetest, roughest wine was snatched away right when my lips were still parched.”

A sympathetic ache passed through me, my hand unconsciously stroking his arm. “God, that’s so familiar,” I sighed. “That terrible, dry emptiness. That’s exactly what happened when Rob couldn’t get hard anymore. Our world—the pulse of our nights, our secret wildness—just vanished. And because everyone knows Rob, I can’t even confide to my best friends. I have to pretend nothing’s changed while inside, all I can think about is how he used to fill me up, how easily one day it could all disappear. It’s so cruel.”

His expression softened. “I never found out why she vanished,” he admitted, voice low and warm. “Never had closure. She was a bit of an enigma—unpredictable, endlessly sexy, and impossible to forget. That kind of blow made me wary of women, if I’m honest.”

“So…” I traced a lazy circle on his chest, “how long since she left?”

“Six months,” he answered.

A wry laugh escaped me. “That’s as long as it’s been since Rob’s last time, too. No wonder we practically devoured each other.”

His eyes glinted. “And I’d do it all over again, Evelyn. If Rob keeps encouraging this... I might become a vice you just can’t give up.”

Heat curled inside me at his words. “God, you’re dangerous. But he found you, didn’t he? And I never thought I’d be grateful for something like that. I only wish I’d been able to talk to my friends, but it’d be awful for Rob if they found out he was... well, not the man he used to be. He’s given me everything for so long—I never thought it would just stop. Out of nowhere.”

He squeezed my hand, his palm rough and grounding. “I count myself lucky, Evelyn—never lost my drive. Not even for a moment.”

I offered him a mischievous smile. “And now you’re passing that luck on to me, aren’t you?”

Still, curiosity tugged at me. “Tell me, Terry, is that all you, or is there a secret ingredient?”

He chuckled, eyes crinkling. “Back when Jean—my wife—was alive, I never needed any help. But with the lawyer? She was relentless. Always hungry for me. She had stamina I couldn’t believe, and truth be told, I started to worry. Maybe I was slowing down, maybe I’d lost it, too. So I asked my doctor for a little assistance.”

“What kind?”

He grinned sheepishly. “Little blue pill. Not quite Viagra, something similar though—it lingers longer. Sometimes I’ll stay hard for a couple of days off just one.”

My jaw dropped. “Two, three days? Oh, Terry, do I need to ask Rob’s permission for you to move in for the weekend so I can make the most of it?”

He laughed, the deep sound vibrating against my skin. “If only—sounds tempting.”

For a second, I wondered if he thought I was genuinely asking. “I’m teasing, Terry. I’m not asking you to stay over. Unless—”

He winked. “I know. I was teasing, too.”

Relief and a delicious tension slid through me. “Just as long as we both remember—this is brilliant, but we can’t let ourselves get too tangled up, okay?”

“Yes, Evelyn, I get it,” he murmurs, his deep voice sliding over my name with a gentle possessiveness that makes me shiver.

I exhale, words tumbling out before I can stop them. “Terry, with you being so thick... if we keep going today, do you think I’ll be sore inside later?”

His eyes ignite with a wicked sort of tenderness. “I can’t say. The lawyer before you never mentioned it, but I promise I’ll be gentle. And if you do get too sensitive, well—” His hand trails boldly along my thigh, barely grazing, “—I can simply slide into your arse.”

My breath catches; heat flares and wariness prickles in the same moment. “I hope you’re not suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

He answers in that low, teasing rumble. “If you’re talking about anal, then absolutely. It’s all the rage, you know.”

A soft laugh escapes me, tinged with disbelief. “This old girl doesn’t do anal, Terry. That’s never been my thing.”

He grins, slow and knowing, seemingly unfazed. “Really? I think you might not realize what you’ve been missing out on.”

His confidence is maddening. “Not everyone wants to, you know. Rob never wanted to and I never needed to,” I shoot back with a sly smile, secretly defiant.

He shifts closer. “Honey, you have to try new things in bed sometimes. Trust me, Jean and I, we explored beyond the basics. You stay married long enough, you need to play, experiment—shake things up or the years just plod along in the same old rut.”

His words nudge a memory of Rob and I, how much we’d loved. I bristle a little. “Don’t think for a second that Rob and I were boring,” I say, voice low but proud. Terry couldn’t possibly know the things we dared: all the risks, all the decadent pleasures. Just because we never tried anal doesn’t mean our marriage was vanilla.

I shift the conversation away, letting it drift to safer, softer places. We talk about our lives, memories, occupations. Banter about how long we’ve lived in this sleepy suburb, how old we were when we started our first jobs. For a stretch of time, sex slips into the background—a contented normality hums between us, warmth in the gentle sharing of stories.

My hands gesticulate wildly as I ramble about my school days—forty-one years ago and still clear as yesterday—until suddenly, unexpectedly, Terry takes my hand, guiding it down, low, placing it with deliberate certainty on his cock.

A teasing smirk curves my lips. “Was my story about graduating that boring?” I say, unable to resist. But my witty quip skids away—my fingers close around him and I realize he’s already half-hard, thick and swelling in my palm, so alive and eager.

A wicked grin flickers across his mouth. “Those little blue pills are a marvel, Evelyn. It’s almost a pity they didn’t work for Rob.”

“A shame, but... if they had, you wouldn’t be here now.” I let the meaning hang between us, not sure if I regret it or relish it.

His compliments, his hungry praise of my body, start to unsettle me. This isn’t supposed to be a connection; it’s a one-night surrender, nothing more. Yet the way he touches me, the way his words warm my skin from the inside out, all threaten to coil into some secret, dangerous longing. It’s alarming how, after barely an hour tangled in these sheets, I already sense the spark of wanting more. Four orgasms... My body still thrums, aching for more, greedy for it—and I know we still have hours left.

I should pull away but I don’t. The intimacy, easy and uninhibited, wraps me up. I never predicted this—a first time that unfolds so naturally, finding myself idly stroking him, relishing in the weight and pulse of his cock as I play his body like a favorite song, feeling it stiffen hungrily under my grip.

He hums his approval. “Pills are only half the story, Evelyn. It takes stimulation too—visual or physical, you know—to wake me up like this.”

I tighten my grip around him, emboldened. “Oh, I’m sure this is stimulating enough...” My hand glides with purpose, coaxing his length to full, glorious attention, marveling at the way he hardens for me. “God, look at you.”

He groans, gaze devouring me. “That’s the physical, darling. As for the visual... I can’t stop staring at your breasts—those beautiful, suckable nipples. It’s impossible not to want you again.”

“Terry!” I scold, only half serious, warmth flaming across my skin at the way his eyes linger on me—hungry, adoring, insatiable.

“Oh, come on, Evelyn! You’re really not going to let me worship them? I can’t help myself—you have to know how much your gorgeous body makes me ache. You have no idea what that does to me.” His voice is thick with need, his eyes shamelessly lingering, devouring me.

“Terry, those are words for lovers to whisper, and that’s not what we are… not now, not ever.” My own voice is firmer than I feel, though my fingers—traitorous things—are still wrapped possessively around his cock.

He sighs and tilts his head, watching me as if he can see every hesitation flicker across my skin. “I know. I respect that, I do. Just… you deserve to know, Evelyn—the way you move, the way you sound, every part of you excites me beyond anything I expected.”

“I don’t need to hear it,” I murmur, trying to sound blasé, even as warmth blooms in my stomach. “Yes, it’s flattering. It’s more than flattering, actually—it makes me want things I shouldn’t be allowed to want. But we can’t get too close, Terry. Not emotionally. If you keep sweet-talking me, I’m going to have to ask you to leave. And we both know that isn’t what either of us wants right now.”

He answers with a wicked, slow grin and a tilt of his hips beneath my hand so I feel the throb of him growing even harder. “If you really send me away, Evelyn, think what you’ll be missing…” He nods toward his cock, and a bolt of desire rushes through me as I stare at it—thick, heavy, a living memory of the pleasure he’s so recently given.

I can’t help but stare. I feel that greedy little pulse between my thighs, recall each shattering orgasm, the way he made me unravel—and shame aches, sharp and bittersweet in my chest. Rob’s memory hovers in the edges of my vision, but it’s Terry’s body I crave now. “You’re right,” I admit in a trembling whisper, unable to disguise my hungry gaze on his swollen cock. “I would miss it. I would miss this, Terry. So, you’d better stay… a while longer.” My hand tightens a little, savoring his thickness, wishing I could banish the ache of loss I feel for Rob’s failing body.

He grins and arches beneath my grip, clearly savoring my surrender. “So, Evelyn,” he rumbles, voice deliciously low, “what do you want this time? Are you in the mood to ride me, cowgirl… or should I take you from behind and let you feel every inch of me?”

I arch an eyebrow, letting sarcasm cover my sudden nerves. “For someone so convinced I’m not adventurous, doggie is… actually my favorite. Rob always loved it that way.”

He laughs, wicked and unrepentant as ever. “Doggie it is—one for Rob, then. And before you scold me again, do you realize you’ve brought him up fourteen times since we got in bed?”

My mouth drops open. “You counted?”

“Only after you ordered me not to mention his name. Seems a bit unfair, don’t you think?” His tone is teasing, but the question stings.

“Well, he is my husband,” I confess, aware of the undercurrent swirling between us—envy, longing, guilt.

Terry softens slightly, his voice velvet. “And he’s the ghost in the middle of us, but that’s not going to spoil what’s happening now.” He shifts, making space beside him on the bed. “Come here, Evelyn. Kneel up for me. Hands and knees.”

The tension is heady, pricking across my skin as I obey. The sheets are cool beneath my knees, my heart pounding as I rise, offering myself—naked, vulnerable, aroused. Terry slides in behind me, palms finding my hips, fingers curling possessively as his swollen cock presses into my slick folds. I’m hyper-aware—my bare ass on display, the pucker of my tight little hole must be so visible to him, exposed and tempting.

Recalling his earlier suggestion, my voice is low but clear, “Only straight sex, Terry. Don’t let your imagination run wild—you’re not getting into my arse.”

He laughs, deep and richly amused, his thumb grazing suggestively over the curve of my hip. “I promise, no surprises. But your ass is begging to be admired from this angle, Evelyn. That’s a conversation we’ll revisit…”

Oh, you wish, Terry, I think, my body hovering on the edge, quivering with an arousal that makes my skin tingle and my breath catch. I’m desperate—aching—for him to fill me, to thrust so deep I’ll forget everything except the exquisite ache inside me. Rob has always insisted this position was made for the deepest possible invasion, and right now my mind flashes to him, then back to the decadent pleasure of Terry kneeling behind me. But—why isn’t he pushing inside? The anticipation claws at me, maddening, his hands tight and possessive on my hips.

Then—god!—something slick and hot touches the forbidden place, my most secret little star, and I jerk, alarm colliding with excitement as I let out a startled, half-panicked shriek. “What are you doing?” My voice trembles on the edge of need and apprehension.

I twist, trying to see, mortified and wildly aroused all at once. And then I feel his tongue—his tongue!—circling, teasing, caressing that tight, delicate ring that’s never been touched like this before. I watch, breathless, as his face is buried between my cheeks, shameless in his desire. My mind stutters—I want to tell him that’s not for him, not for anyone—but I remember the way I’d basked in hot water earlier, every inch of me scrubbed and lavender-scented, my arse included.

He traces that sensitive rim, wet and insistent, and the pleasure zings up my spine. I let out a needy gasp, louder than I mean, utterly betraying how breathtakingly good this is. His tongue circles, slower and deeper, then stiffens—it pushes, insistently, shocking my body with raw, pulsing excitement as he breaches me, tongue sliding inside. The sensation is electric, a wicked jolt that courses through my limbs, making my arms tremble and legs nearly give out as pleasure ripples from my centre to every extremity.

I cry out, abandon and disbelief tumbling together, as his tongue fills my tightness, stirring and claiming me in ways I never imagined. And then his finger, slick with my own honey, finds my clit, pressing and stroking as his mouth continues its sinful devotion. Oh god, oh god. I’m melting—set on fire—my body wild and desperate, overrun by delicious, relentless sensation.

I shatter. Without warning, the orgasm rips through me—raw, overwhelming, a crescendo of pulsing pleasure that has me collapsing, boneless and gasping, face pressed to the sheets. The world blurs—my vision dims—I think I fade out, for just a breath, lost in the afterglow, trembling and stunned.

When awareness creeps back, Terry sprawls on top of me, his chest against my back, his erection—slick and eager—nestled against the curve of my arse, a bead of desire gathering at his tip. He doesn’t rush me. He lets my body settle, warm breath feathering over my neck, grounding me in the aftermath.

“What happened to doggie?” I murmur, half-drunk on bliss, my voice thick and lazy.

He chuckles, low and sure. “Just a little detour, Evelyn. I wanted you to have that. Doggie’s next.”

A smile tugs at my lips—sleepy, satisfied, hungry for more—but I rally, feeling his hands curl possessively around my hips, coaxing me up onto my knees once more. I obey, shivering with anticipation as his length presses to my entrance, poised and ready to fill me all over again.

Terry’s voice is a sultry caress, low and teasing, laden with wicked pride from behind me. “Judging by the way you melted, I’d say my tongue was a hit back there.” His words settle like heat along my spine, my limbs trembling as I stay perched on hands and knees, shivering under the memory of his skill.

Breath catch in my throat as I try to answer. “Oh, God, Terry, nothing has ever made me feel like that... it was so wild, so unexpected, I can barely…” My answer dissolves into a gasp when the thick, swollen tip of his cock nudges my slick, needy entrance. “Oh, mmm, yes, right there…” My voice trails into moans as he slowly stretches me open again, the sensation so consuming I can barely form sentences. “Wait—um, where was I? Oh God, the tongue… you—no one’s done that to me, anywhere, ever. It was… intense. Incredible. I didn’t know I could even feel that way.”

He chuckles, a dark, proud rumble from deep in his chest. “Told you, baby, there’s more to anal than just cock. It’s all about the foreplay, the build-up. You’ll take to it like a natural, I can feel it.”

I laugh, but it’s breathless and wanton, cut off by another slow urge of his hips. “We’ll see,” I tease, my body already on fire, remembering every forbidden, decadent flick of his tongue.

“That’s my girl,” he murmurs, vocal approval low and electric, fingers tightening on my hips as he begins to move in earnest. Conversation fades, the languid push and retreat of his cock wringing soft, desperate moans from my lips. Each deliberate stroke fills me—stretching, claiming, stroking every velvet ripple inside me until I am gasping, arching, liquid with need. He goes exquisitely slow this time, dragging out every second, every inch, fueling the ache instead of quenching it.

It’s maddening how exquisitely he draws it out. Time loses all meaning—my arms shake with the strain of holding myself up, but I can’t find the will to ask him to hurry, to push harder or faster, even as my pleasure coils tighter and tighter. I picture the clock on the nightstand, blurry through half-lidded eyes—it must have been at least half an hour, maybe more, of constant, aching fullness, never quite reaching that edge.

And yet I don’t care. I stay kneeling, open, welcoming him, letting him set the pace—his, not mine. I’ve climaxed more times tonight than I can count; now I want the privilege of surrendering, letting him have my body however he desires, a gift and a pleasure mingled as one.

The slow rhythm breaks—his pace quickens, thrusts suddenly wild, deep, relentless. The gentle waves turn to a tempest and I shatter, twice over, writhing and pulsing around him. Terry’s voice cracks in a hoarse, throaty cry as he spills inside me, his release fierce and claiming.

Boneless, I slump forward, body spent and sticky with shared ecstasy, dragging him down with me. His chest presses to my back, hot and reassuring, the full length of him heavy and perfect as we catch our breath together. Between my thighs, I feel the last languid throbs of him emptying into me, mixing with my own slick heat. We lie there tangled for a small eternity, bodies and hearts beating out the same ragged, satisfied rhythm.

As I linger on the edge of sleep, basking in the soft, hazy glow of spent desire, Terry's solid form gradually shifts beside me. His warmth doesn’t abandon me entirely, instead, he drapes himself over my side, his skin pressed close to mine, his leg possessively tangled over my hips and thighs. There’s a comforting heat in this cocoon we’ve created—a heady blend of sweat and sex lingering on the sheets and clinging to our bodies. My eyelids flutter shut, drifting into a delicious, relaxed surrender, lulled by the gentle rise and fall of his chest and the faint, contented hum in the air. Perhaps it’s the ache in my limbs, or perhaps it’s just our age, but exhaustion pulls us both under after such torrid abandon.

The abrupt shrill of my phone is an unwelcome intrusion, slicing through my rest, but I refuse to move, unwilling to disturb the sweetness of his body wrapped so tightly around mine. Whoever it is can wait—nothing could compete with this moment, with Terry’s quiet breathing in my ear and the lazy sense of satisfaction humming through every curve of me. Let the world wait. Lunch plans with girlfriends pale, insignificant, compared to this shivering aftershock.

Terry’s hand begins to roam, a slow, delicate tracing down the bare expanse of my back, lingering where the gentle swell of my bottom meets his lap. I feel him, hot and ready, his cock hardening against my skin, the glistening evidence of our coupling slick between us. I can hardly believe it—he’s still firm, pulsing with promise, as if our fevered sessions weren’t enough for him. Rob, my dear husband, always faded after two rounds at most. But Terry, insatiable Terry, seems not the least bit sated, and I marvel at my own hunger alongside his.

A rumbling sound splits the quiet. “Mmm, not a bad way to be woken up, is it?” His lips brush my shoulder, his fingers idly circling.

I murmur my approval, melting into his touch. “You keep finding excuses to touch me, don’t you, Terry?”

He laughs, a deep, intimate sound. “Honestly, Evelyn, I can’t seem to help myself. You make it impossible to keep my hands off you.”

My heart kicks inside my chest, every nerve ending tingling. But then he pauses, a sheepish tone coloring his words. “Darling, as much as I want to stay just like this…I need to pee. Don’t move. Hold that pose for me?”

I laugh, shaking my head, amused and aroused all at once. “By all means, go. Better that than wetting my bed.”

The bed shifts as his weight disappears. Cool air slips into the space where he’d been, and I can’t help glancing over at the bedside clock—12:45. Nearly one in the afternoon. Where did the morning vanish to? Terry arrived just after nine, and already we’ve lost ourselves to two rounds of bliss in less than four hours. I bite my lip, smiling to myself at the memory.

Again, my phone erupts. Persistent, determined, refusing to be ignored. I reach for it, my mind still buzzing with the feel of Terry’s body. The caller ID blazes across the screen—Rob. My heart flutters with a rush of nerves and anticipation.

“Hi Rob, what’s happening? Shouldn’t you be deep into your golf round by now?”

His voice is familiar, crackling with gentle irritation. “Hey, gorgeous. Yeah, should be, but we’re stuck. Damn slow group ahead keeps stealing our momentum. Figured I’d check in. So…you haven’t seen Terry around, have you?”

The question hangs, loaded and suggestive. Does he know? Does he suspect that Terry is right here, seconds away from lacing his hands through my hair, from making me moan again? Something inside me wants him to know, wants to make this confession.

“Yes, Rob,” I answer, letting the truth slip free. “He’s here with me.”

Rob chuckles, low and knowing. “Thought as much. Everyone here’s shocked he’d skip a Thursday for anything—they said it must be damn important. I had a guess where he’d be. I’d say you two found something even better than golf. So, you changed your mind about Tuesday, then?”

A deep heat fills my body—desire, relief, a hint of exhilaration. “Oh, Rob, I did. I barely thought of anything else yesterday. I knew I’d let you down—Terry, too—when that stupid panic attack got the better of me on the way to his house.”

He hums, understanding in his voice. “So, when did you pick today?”

“Right after you left this morning. I woke before dawn, needed to hear his voice, to tell him how sorry I was. When he forgave me…I tried to call you too, but your meeting must’ve already started.”

“I saw your missed call. I appreciate you trying, love. Next time, just leave a message, okay?”

“Rob, I just... I couldn’t do it. Leaving something so personal in a message—it felt wrong,” I admit, my voice low and trembling with honesty.

"Maybe you're right," he replies, his tone warm with understanding. "So, where are you now? Terry’s, or...?"

"I'm here. Our house," I breathe, unable to hide the small thrill in my admission. "When I called Terry earlier, I asked him to come here. I couldn’t risk losing my nerve again in a strange place."

A ripple of amusement colours his voice, "Ha! That’s clever. Have to outwit yourself sometimes, hmm? So—how’s it all going?"

I’m caught in the neat twist of his question, knowing how loaded it is. “Well, darling, you said before you didn’t want to know the details...”

“Not the details, Ev,” he murmurs, warmth and love flowing through the line. “But just... tell me, are you happy?”

The smile that curls my lips is involuntary, the bright satisfaction blooming through my body. “Absolutely. You know, I doubted... I wasn’t sure this would work, but—what I’m getting, it’s just what I needed. He’s been wonderful, Rob. So tender, so respectful.”

“Mm. And in bed?” His voice almost cracks with mischief.

Now I laugh. “Oh, you—you didn’t want to hear that, remember?”

He lets the tease hang for a beat, and then: "I called a short while ago—were you in the middle of something then?"

Heat tingles across my skin. “Maybe, yes... or possibly sleeping. We wore ourselves out—Terry and I, all morning.”

A deep, lovely pause. “Then I’m glad for you. So long as you’re finally having what you’ve missed.”

“Oh, today I have, Rob.” My voice softens to a hush filled with grateful, ferocious love. “Thank you, darling. For sharing me this way. For your trust.”

While I’m perched on the edge of our bed, Terry emerges from the bathroom. Completely naked, his presence fills the space—broad-shouldered and tall, his confidence so blatant, so beautifully unashamed. My gaze can’t help but trace down his body, over his chest, along the flat planes of stomach, before lingering where it’s impossible not to: at his cock, jutting out proudly, swollen and thick with readiness. Even after everything, he’s still—so impossibly—hard. The sight flusters me, wicked excitement fluttering low in my belly. I want to touch him. Taste him.

Suddenly, without filtering my thoughts, I gasp out loud, “Oh God, look at that...”

Rob’s voice is instantly alert through the phone. “What, love? What is it?”

“Oh—um—sorry, I didn’t mean to—” My words stumble out, clumsy and hot.

“What is it, honey, talk to me?”

“Oh, I…” Embarrassment burns my cheeks as I try to laugh it off, but honesty wins—spurred by wicked delight. “It’s Terry. He’s back from the bathroom and his... his cock is… it’s big again, Rob. Or maybe it never went down.”

His chuckle is low, indulgent. “Isn’t that what you wanted, Ev? Sounds like he’s delivering what you need.”

“Oh God, yes, Rob. He is. I never expected this. But forgive me... I should’ve thought of your feelings.”

His voice is kindness itself. “Don’t worry. I’ve got to go, they’re finally moving. Enjoy yourself, darling.”

The call drops, but I sit for a moment, flooding with gratitude and arousal. How can one man be so composed—so giving—while I indulge every craving with his friend, tearing the rules apart together?

I’m still on the bed, my knees parting slightly in silent invitation. Terry approaches—unashamed, powerful, the heavy fullness of his erection mere inches from my lips. The urge is irresistible. My breath grows shallow and hungry as I lean forward. My tongue traces the delicate smoothness across the tip, savoring every shiver and gasp it coaxes from him, the muscles in my thighs tightening with anticipation for what’s coming next.

Rob has always complimented my skills with my mouth, so I’m taken aback when Terry gently halts me, his hand threading softly into my hair, stopping my movement just as I begin to lose myself in the heat of it. For a moment, I wonder if I’ve disappointed him, but he simply smiles—reassuring, generous. He murmurs that he doesn't need to finish this time—that today's remainder is wholly for my pleasure.

With a thrill blooming deep inside, I let him guide me onto my back, but he shakes his head, tugging me atop him instead. I straddle him, thighs spreading to either side of his hips, my knees sinking into the mattress as his warm, solid body supports me beneath. Slowly, deliberately, I lower myself onto him until I am completely enveloping him, every inch sheathed inside me, an exquisite fullness, heat radiating between us.

Settling astride, I claim control, riding him cowgirl—this is my tempo, my indulgence, and I savor it. We move together in a lazy, unhurried cadence, hips rolling, the friction deep and sweet. Time blurs; seconds spill into endless, honeyed minutes as I set the pace, pausing when the pleasure grows too sharp, then sliding down harder, quicker, chasing release with greedy insistence. Each crest brings another wave, and I ride them eagerly, one orgasm dissolving into the next, body throbbing, thighs trembling from the delicious strain. Terry watches me, his hands resting on my waist, letting me own every moment—my body, my climax, all for me.

At last, drained and breathless, I can hardly bear another tremor of pleasure. My sensitive folds ache as I reluctantly ease myself off his now softened cock, my sex tender, swollen, still tingling. I collapse against him, my skin slick and flushed, his arm curling around me as we lay tangled together, content and comfortably spent. Finally, our hunger satisfied—for now.

Eventually, we make our way to the shower, bodies glowing, laughter echoing off the tile. But as soon as we’re standing naked beneath the streaming heat, washed with soap and one another’s nearness, the energy between us reignites. My inner lips are deliciously sore, marked from hours of Terry’s persistent, girthy thrusting, but desire crackles anew. His hands are everywhere—playful, hungry—until he slips two soapy fingers into my ass, coaxing my body open, my forehead pressed hard against the wall while scalding water pours over us. With his other hand, slick from water and my arousal, he finds my clit and begins to rub slow, skilled circles. The sensation builds in tandem—the pleasurable invasion below and his deft, insistent touch—until I gasp and shudder, wracked with a final, shocking orgasm, tears pricking my eyes as I cling to him and the tiles for support.

After, I thank Terry—earnest, laughing, grateful—telling him how much today has meant to me. He draws me to him, pressing one last, deep, lingering kiss to my mouth, the kind that almost convinces me to beg him to stay a little longer. But by two-thirty he’s dressed and gone, leaving with my promise: another day, another afternoon. Long after he’s left, the echoes of pleasure curl through my limbs; my body is awash in euphoric afterglow, all languid and humming.

I glance down to the bed and have to stifle a smile—sheets damp and tangled, blotched with cooling traces of our sweat and sex, evidence of just how thoroughly we claimed this space together. I strip and change them, remake the bed with fresh linen, restoring the order of a housewife, even as my body pulses with lovely, aching reminders.

Is this too much to give? Too much of myself? I dismiss the thought. Terry is a stand-in—kind, attentive, but not my lover, never that; he simply filled a need, nothing more. Soon, Rob comes home, finds me exactly where he expects, his warmth and gentle lips pressing to mine in greeting as if it’s just any ordinary evening, and he asks—soft, knowing—“So, how was your day, love ... a success?”

For two long hours, my mind had been churning, rehearsing how I might answer Rob’s questions, trying to find the perfect balance between honesty and restraint. I wanted to sound breezy and radiant so Rob could revel in the brilliance of his own orchestrations, but not so giddy that I’d stoke any latent jealousy simmering beneath the surface.

“Terry was amazing, love. I got what I desperately craved. Thank you,” I breathed, letting the warmth in my voice speak for me as my body still pulsed with secret echoes of pleasure.

His eyes searched mine, smiling. “So long as you’re happy, Evelyn?”

“Oh, very happy,” I replied, barely containing the afterglow dancing through my veins.

He quirked an eyebrow, voice lowering. “Did you cum?”

A wicked little thrill raced through me. My god, if only he knew—how many times did I lose myself? It was a torrent, an ocean, I lost count. “Yes,” I managed coyly, “a few times.”

“That’s good. Means you could really let go with him. Did you… was it in our bed?”

I bit my lip, the memory flashing electric across my skin. “Yes. Is that all right?”

He shrugged, hesitated. “It’s fine, I suppose. Um… how was he, down there? You’d said you were a little worried about, you know, size.”

I hadn’t prepared for that one, his curiosity catching me off guard. My cheeks flushed. “Rob, you’re ridiculous! Besides, you’ve been insistent—I’m not to share every gory detail, remember?”

He gave a half-smile. “True, true. I don’t really need to know how he pounded you, but any man would be curious. After all, you haven’t been with anyone besides me for almost forty years. At least… you haven’t, right?”

I laughed—a soft, earnest sound. “Don’t be silly, love, of course not. I never even considered it. You’re the only one.”

His eyes softened as he leaned closer. “I know, sweetheart. Still… a man likes to size up the competition.”

I shook my head, smirking at his playful persistence. “Rob, he’s not some challenger. He’s just filling in where you can’t right now. Let’s just say he… fit the bill very nicely, and left me satisfied.”

“Not a monster, then? Not too little either, I hope?”

I couldn’t help the laugh that bubbled out of me. “Honestly, he was certainly not small. Not outrageous either. But—he’s a bit thicker than you.”

Admitting it made my heart beat harder; I’d rather have kept that secret, but Rob’s needling wore me down. The conversation ended there, tension flickering between us, something forbidden and tender bleeding through.

Later, determined to bless my husband for his generosity—his wild, entirely unorthodox love—I wrapped my lips around him, giving the kind of slow, worshipful blowjob I knew he relished, my tongue working him to gratitude and pleasure. It was the very least I could do.

Even so, the tenderness between my thighs—the sweet ache lingering deep inside—stayed with me through Saturday. Each night, when I slipped into bed beside Rob, nestled warm in his arms, I drifted to sleep replaying how exquisitely Terry had filled me, the delicious weight of him stretching me, claiming me to the core.

Still, I found myself hungry for more. By Saturday evening, emboldened by the wine and the memory, I broached it over dinner, swirling my fork idly. “Darling, do we have any plans for tomorrow?”

Rob shook his head, attention piqued.

“Good,” I purred, summoning courage from somewhere delicious and deep. “I was thinking I might see if Terry is free again—just for an hour or two.”

Nervous anticipation fluttered low in my belly as I awaited his reaction. I’d overheard Rob mention the possibility of something regular when he first asked Terry to help, but we’d never set it in stone. My body ached for more—impossibly soon.

“Already?” he replied, surprise flickering on his face. “I thought Thursday’s adventure would have satisfied you for at least a couple weeks.”

“We never set a rule about how often,” I countered, my voice soft but insistent.

He stared at me, eyes bright with wonder and something darker—desire, disbelief. “True, but I just didn’t expect you’d want him again so soon. Twice in four days?”

A flicker of doubt glimmers in Rob’s eyes—a subtle, almost imperceptible shift in his mood that I can’t ignore. Until now he’s been nothing but eager, encouraging, but perhaps I've let my hunger get the better of me. Guilt prickles over my skin. I scramble to reel myself back in, my tone immediately softened. “You’re right, Rob. We really shouldn’t be too greedy with Terry. It’s not fair to expect so much from him.”

But Rob, in that familiar, steady voice, doesn’t let me escape so easily. “Oh, don’t worry about Terry—I have no doubt he’d jump at the chance to have you again and again. I was thinking more about… not pressing my own boundaries. You should be mindful not to take my openness for granted.”

The sting of his honesty makes my heart pit-pat with unease. My eagerness has tipped too far. Embarrassment warms my cheeks and silences me instantly. I force myself to retreat, swallowing the words and cravings that threaten to spill out of me all week long. I say nothing, not wanting to test him, though I can’t wipe away the relentless replay of Terry’s thick hardness stretching me, filling me—an exquisite memory that haunts me through every hour.

When Terry’s call comes on Monday, my breath catches, anticipation fluttering despite my conscience. I confess I got carried away, that my appetite overtook my reason. His deep, measured voice soothes me, the ache of longing echoing in our conversation. “It’s alright, Evelyn,” he assures me, understanding, willing to let time draw out the anticipation. We agree to wait, both of us aching but patient, knowing what it means to crave someone’s body after tasting utter, wild fulfillment—even when restraint feels almost impossible.


Part 3

Evelyn’s Story

A low laugh escapes my lips, almost betraying the electric current of anticipation sizzling just beneath my skin. But I reign myself in, determined to hide the wild hunger raging through my body. Rob studies my face, searching for the truth—all while my mind flickers with tantalizing memories: Terry’s thick length stretching me, the delicious ache that lingered long after, and the slow, decadent build to those raw, shattering releases.

I set down my wine glass, trying to look casual as I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from confessing how desperately I ache for Terry’s touch again. The mere thought of him sends a tremor skittering up my spine, heat pooling low and insistent between my thighs. I play with the edge of my napkin, affecting practiced apathy. “I just don’t want you to feel pressured,” I murmur, careful not to let my voice tremble. “You know, like this has to happen all the time.”

But inside? I’m humming with need, my body coiled tight with longing. Every night since that electric encounter, I’ve replayed every wicked detail—his hands roaming my skin, his thick hardness slipping inside me, filling me deeper, stretching me until all that existed was pleasure and surrender. It’s a hunger I can’t douse, even with discipline and distraction.

Rob watches me with narrowed eyes, a flicker of something raw—possessiveness, a hint of jealousy—dancing in their depths. I sense he’s wrestling with his own feelings, the dynamic shifting between us in delicious and uncertain ways. The air hangs heavy with things unsaid, every breath thick with anticipation.

But I refuse to push further. Not out loud. My craving for Terry is my secret, burning bright and insatiable behind every polite smile and nonchalant shrug. Inside, I ache for the next time, desperate for release, desperate for the way Terry’s confidence and power unmade me. But I wait. And I hunger.

Did I just sound detached? I need to fix this before Rob believes I've stopped wanting all this. I reach for his hand across the kitchen table, trying to anchor us in the heat that still simmers between us. “No, Rob, I do care, believe me…” My voice softens, the words tiptoeing between us, “…but since you were the one so eager for me to be with Terry—practically marching me to his bed—and then you went silent afterwards, I started to wonder if you’d changed your mind or didn’t want me seeing him at all.”

He sighs, a low, heavy sound. “No, Ev, I think it’s still the right thing. I just—umm—” His hesitation is palpable, the tension stretching between us, thickening the air.

“Rob.” I press his hand, urging him to meet my eyes. “Whatever’s on your mind, just say it. We’ve always been able to talk through anything.”

He hesitates, then finally lets the words tumble out. “I don’t know if I really thought it all through back then. Maybe I didn’t expect to react the way I did, after your first time with Terry. My cock giving up like that—losing what we had—was a blow. It broke something in both of us, but the pain in your eyes, it gutted me, Ev. I had to come up with something—and Terry seemed like the perfect answer. I figured an afternoon with him would recharge you, maybe make you feel a bit lighter. But that night, when I saw you gliding around the house, all humming and smiling, you were glowing… You didn’t just look satisfied.” He swallows, his fingers trembling beneath mine. “You looked like a woman who’d fallen in love, not just a woman who’s had a good hard fuck or two with an old friend.”

I feel heat rise in my cheeks, a flush of memory coursing through me—the fullness of Terry inside me, the way he claimed every inch of my desire, and the endless waves that crashed over me. It’s true: I didn’t realize how much I’d changed, how a whole new light sparkled under my skin. Maybe I underestimated how attuned Rob is to my moods. Next time, I’ll have to guard that glow, wear my pleasure more carefully.

“You should have told me you felt that way, Rob. I never wanted you to think this changed anything real between us. All those hours in bed with Terry—it just made me feel alive. Honestly, it reminded me of all the early, wild times with you—when it was just us, tangled in sheets, addicted to each other. It’s not as different as you think.”

A shadow flickers over his face, but the ghost of a smile appears. “Well… except maybe a little thicker, yeah?” His tone tries for lightness, but I hear the undercurrent.

“Oh, honestly, Rob, can you let that go? Please?” I squeeze his hand harder, urgency and affection twining together.

He sighs again and shrugs, a wry twist to his lips. “I know, I know. But the truth is, it bugged me. I’m trying, Ev, really. I know every man’s different. Just not enough of them in your life to compare, I guess.”

I give him a look, and the tension dissolves into something much softer, resigned and sweet.

“I’ll let it go. I’ll try—really. And I thought…I wanted to give you the option. You can see him again, if you want.”

A ripple of relief and excitement coaxes a smile to my lips. “Thank you, Rob.” My voice is breathless, awash in anticipation. “That means a lot. So, you’ll be all right with me seeing him again?”

“I think I’m alright with it now,” Rob murmured, his gaze searching my face, an earnest warmth in his eyes. “I’ve been paying attention these past couple of weeks, you know—silently watching you. And honestly, you seem so at ease, like you’re not secretly aching for him. Terry’s the same, at least from what I can tell. We played a round of golf today and he actually brought you up—said he hadn’t heard from you since the last time. I could tell he meant it, that there hadn’t been any secret games between you two.”

His words stirred something in me—a subtle tension, seeping right through my core.

“You really think I’d sneak around behind your back?” I shot back, surprised by the sting in my voice. “Rob, you know me better than that. I can’t believe you’d even let that thought cross your mind.”

He reached for my hand, squeezing it apologetically. “I’m sorry, I know. I shouldn’t have doubted you. It’s just… Ever since that first time, there’s been something different about you.” His thumb brushed my skin—a silent reminder of the gentle love that bound us.

I met his eyes, steady and honest. “Darling, that’s not who I am. If you honestly feel uneasy about any of this, I’ll stop. I won’t seek him out again, not if it’s making you unhappy. I swear it.” The words tasted bittersweet as they left my lips, trembling at the edge of possibility.

Inside, my body snapped taut, my breath caught on the knife-edge of sacrifice. The very idea of surrendering Terry after those wild, boundary-shattering hours together—it felt unthinkable. My mind reeled with snapshots: the arc of his back, the weight of his body pressing me open, my whole body electrified by his relentless, intoxicating thrusts. I’d spent night after night replaying every touch, every moan, congratulating myself on managing to relive so many orgasms I’d lost count after seven. Terry had shaken loose something deep inside me, something greedy and radiant and utterly impossible to put away again.

Rob’s voice, low and steady, cut through my thoughts. “No, Ev. I want you happy. Let’s keep things the way they are. Call him tomorrow, okay? See when he can make time for you. I’m sure he’ll be thrilled to hear from you.”

I nearly shivered with relief, imagining Terry’s reaction—the pleasure etched on his face, the hungry tension between us. I’d kept a careful distance, afraid to fall too far, too fast, but the thought of another day in his bed already pulled me under, hope thrumming in my veins.

That night, sleep evaded me. I lay restless, fantasizing bold new encounters, the reckless abandon of his hands and mouth and cock all over again. By morning, anticipation bled into every cell of my body. Around ten, as sunlight poured across the kitchen, Rob sidled into the room, feigning casual interest.

“Have you called Terry yet?” he asked, as though the question were a mere aside.

“No, not yet,” I replied, secretly wishing he’d give me a little space. Rob had barely left my side all morning, almost as if he wanted to listen in. It wasn’t that I needed to talk sweet nothings to Terry—I just craved the privacy to say whatever I wanted, unfiltered, if his deep voice got suggestive and filthy in all the right ways.

“Here’s another idea,” Rob continued easily. “Why not set it for Wednesday? I’ve got meetings in town—might help keep my mind off things. I was golfing last time, remember, and that distraction made it easier. I can drive you over to Terry’s place on my way, and then he can bring you back home afterwards. Does that work?”

The arrangement fluttered inside me like a secret promise, delicious and just dangerous enough to make my heart race.

God, five whole days. Can I possibly keep myself together that long? My body aches for him—the ache sharpened by an endless count of days, hours, minutes since I last felt him buried deep inside me. Fourteen days, eighteen hours, and thirty minutes—a craving gnawing away at me, as if every second is a little tease. But I try to rein myself in. There’s no choice except to wait, every part of me thrumming, desperate, remembering each touch.

Rob’s new plan is intoxicatingly strange—he’ll drive me right to Terry’s house, almost like he’s parceling me off for pleasure. Is he quietly jealous I first took Terry into our bed, under our roof, and now wants our tryst in unfamiliar territory? He even asked which bedroom we’d used—my cheeks flushed at the memory.

When I finally call Terry, the raw need in his voice is unmistakable. A warm flush runs through me. The anticipation coils tighter. I tease him softly, lowering my tone to a sensual purr, “No touching yourself until Wednesday, Terry. I want you pent up and hard for me.” I’m met with a deep, husky promise. God, hearing him like this stokes the fire even higher. Some things you just can’t say with someone listening in the same room, not even Rob.

The days crawl by, hours stretching to eternities. Wanting him just makes the wait more torturous. By the time Wednesday finally arrives—the twentieth day since my world exploded in his bed—I’m a bundle of nerves and torrid, needy arousal. I dress with trembling hands, shivering as I slip into my daringly seductive new lingerie. I’d shopped with only Terry in mind, ditching the safe black for something vivid and wicked, designed to make him devour me with his eyes.

Rob wanders in and out of the bedroom as I dress. It feels illicit, sharing the intimacy of preparation when he knows exactly where I’m going and for what wicked purpose. “Is that new?” he asks as I scrutinize myself in the mirror. His eyebrow arches, a glint of pride—or possessiveness?—in his gaze. I savor the illicit sensation, the thrill that crackles between the three of us.

Then we’re in the car, winding toward the rendezvous. My heart thunders. When we roll up beside Terry’s house, I lean over to gift Rob a quick kiss. My pulse flutters at the thought—these lips, kissed by my husband seconds ago, will soon be bruised and bitten by someone else. Is Rob imagining that, too?

Stepping out, my heels crunch on the driveway. I turn back, playful but breathless, tossing, “Have a nice day, darling,” over my shoulder, trying to hide my anticipation.

He answers, tone layered with secrets, “You too, honey!” If only he knew—or does he?

Just as I approach the door, Rob moves to get out as well. My nerves tangle; I shoot him a warning look. “No need to come in, love. I’m fine—I’m a big girl now.” He lingers, not quite convinced but finally relents.

And then—the door swings open. There he is. Terry. His tall frame is draped in a loosely tied dressing gown, skin sun-warmed, bare chest peeking through, radiating virile hunger. His eyes devour me before he even speaks. My heart stutters, heat blooming low in my belly. My gaze darts between the two men—one mine by marriage, the other by raw, unbridled choice—uncertain if they’ll shake hands or share some secret greeting. My whole body prickles with anticipation, nerves stretched deliciously taut, poised on the edge of another unforgettable day.

Terry strides toward me, his presence magnetic as I linger between the sanctuary of our car and the threshold into his world. Without hesitation, his arm encircles my shoulders in a fierce, unmistakably possessive gesture, drawing me tight against the warmth of his body, still wrapped in that loose, intimate robe. The silent claim in his touch blazes as clear as if he shouted: She’s mine now—yours no longer. A tiny shiver of nerves dances down my spine, and I glance back at Rob, searching his face for a last flicker of emotion.

Rob waves from the driver’s seat, voice bright and far too casual. “Bye, you two. Have fun.” As though he’s sending us off for popcorn and a movie instead of what it truly is.

“We sure will,” Terry tosses back, his words heavy with double meaning, smug and unapologetic. Against him, I can’t loosen his iron grip around me—not that I want to. Already, my pulse beats wildly as the car glides away, my husband dissolving behind tinted glass, leaving me in the sole custody of the man whose touch I’ve craved.

Suddenly unshackled from pretense, I turn and drink in Terry, the man who holds me so utterly. My gaze dips lower, shameless now, my attention drawn with guilty delight to the unmistakable bulge beneath his dressing gown—thick, bold, straining. An illicit thrill washes through me, matched only by a surge of embarrassment. Did Rob see?

Terry catches my gaze, a sly grin tugging at the edges of his lips. “Ha. You like what you see? It’s all yours now, Evelyn.”

A flush rushes up my cheeks, heat coiling low in my belly. “Oh Terry, you know I do. It isn’t that Rob doesn’t know what’s happening here—he absolutely does—I just can’t bear to flaunt it. God, if he’d caught even a glimpse of that, of you, knowing he can’t—" My voice cracks, honesty spilling out.

Terry’s hand tightens at my shoulder, his tone unyielding but gentle. “Don’t be sorry, sweetheart. Rob’s got his problem, but that doesn’t change anything between you and me. I can’t and won’t apologize for being exactly what I am—for giving you exactly what you need.”

The sadness catches in my throat, bittersweet. “You’re right, I know… It just hits me sometimes.”

“Sounds like you need to forget,” he murmurs, his palm curling possessively as he guides me inside, shutting the door on the outside world. The hush of his home wraps around us—a cocoon of secrets and stark craving. And here, in the soft, filtered light, I finally let my hunger loose. My hand slips inside the folds of Terry’s robe, shivering as my fingers close around the thick weight of him—hard, hot, unmistakably male.

“Oh fuck, Terry, I’ve missed this...” My voice is low, rough with longing, utterly transformed from that hesitant woman I was—now brazen, demanding, alive.

He stiffens even more at my touch, pre-cum slicking over my palm as I grip him firmly, dragging my hand along his length, savoring every shudder, every pulse. “Just how I like it, Terry. Always so ready for me.” My thumb teases him, coaxing another bead to the surface.

His breath hitches, but he grins. “Can I offer you something to drink?”

I stroke him once, twice, delighting in the way he twitches against my fist. “Later,” I whisper, voice fierce with need. “After you fuck me—after you give me what I’ve been starved for these past endless days.” Another rough pull and he hisses. “Take me to your bed, darling. Now.”

Reluctantly, I let go of his thick, pulsing cock, slipping my arm through his as he guides me down the softly lit hallway and into the sanctuary of his bedroom. The world falls away the moment we arrive at his bedside—just him, just me, the subtle heat building between us. He turns to face me, eyes greedy and wanting, and I don’t hesitate. My fingers find the smooth cord of his robe, and with a practiced tug, I undo the knot until his gown parts open. The silk falls away from his body with a whisper, baring him completely to me—naked, gloriously bare from head to toe, with his magnificent cock jutting straight out, thick and eager, a silent, intimate invitation.

"You were so naughty, strolling outside all bold and bare under your robe," I purr, my gaze devouring him, the evidence of his excitement impossible to ignore. "The minute I saw how that gown hung off you, I knew there was nothing underneath—just you, waiting for me. I bet Rob suspected too."

He smirks, rakish and unashamed. "Everything I do is for you, sweetheart. I know how impatient you get—didn’t want to waste a single moment undressing."

I laugh quietly, heat blooming in my cheeks. "Clever man… But just wait, you’ll need a little patience now. Once you see what I brought for you, you’ll be glad you waited." I turn slowly, teasing him with the subtle, sensual sway of my hips. "Would you unzip me, love?"

He leans in, lips brushing my neck as his clever fingers find the zipper at the back of my dress. The sound is soft but electrifying, the gentle rasp of fabric surrendering. I feel the cool air kiss my back as the silk parts, the bodice falling open, slipping off my shoulders with his eager help.

"The colour’s incredible," he breathes, hungry appreciation in his eyes as the dress pools at my feet. "So bold, so perfect on you. Let me see it all. Hurry."

His hands tremble slightly as he tugs the dress down, and I peel away the last of the fabric until I’m left standing in my brand new lingerie ensemble—everything deep, wicked maroon, hinting at dark secrets and decadent pleasures. My bra is cut daringly low, barely contained by a cute, lacy camisole. The panties are high on my hips, framing my curves, revealing more skin than I’ve ever dared before. Above them, the garter belt clasps my stockings tightly against my thighs, glossy and inviting.

“Evelyn, you have to let me see,” Terry demands, settling himself, wide-eyed and awestruck, against the headboard. I strike a pose, then saunter closer, teasing him with a slow, deliberate little dance. Each movement is deliberate and sultry, the fabric flirting with his imagination. He can’t hide how affected he is—his eyes devour every inch of me, his mouth half-open, cock straining, completely enthralled.

Something inside me uncoils—confidence blooms with every second under his hungry gaze. I forget any trace of shame or hesitation. I want to be seen, to be devoured, to own this moment. I let my hips roll as I turn for him, then bend over scandalously, knowing full well what he’ll see—the shadowed secret of my sex, the curve of my backside, perfectly framed by maroon lace. I hear him groan, and it only makes me bolder.

How strange, I think. Just yesterday, nerves made me shy, but now—now I prowl, reveling in every approving word, every appreciative gasp. Here, in Terry’s hands and gaze, I feel seen and wanted and powerful—fifty-eight and on fire for him, every fearless inch of me.

With Terry already propped comfortably against the headboard, I shed the final traces of fabric and, gloriously naked, move toward him. I straddle his thighs, skin to skin, and our bodies align in a feverish hush—my breasts are right at his lips. The charge in the room crackles as he takes my nipples eagerly into his mouth, teasing, kissing, hungry for me, making me shiver with every devoted suck. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him to me, needing the wet heat of his tongue to satisfy. We each lose ourselves, our mouths finally connecting for an indulgent, achingly hot kiss, mouths open, tongues tasting one another as if it were our first stolen moment. Every inch of me is alive, buzzing with anticipation, my breasts flushed, nipples sensitive from his attentions. When my body’s drenched in want, when his cock aches desperately beneath me, I lift my hips, breathless, and slowly guide myself over the thick, smooth head of him, sliding down with a greedy moan as he fills me inch by perfect inch.

Our rhythm finds its own urgent beat as I ride him, bodies tangled, gasping, chasing and catching pleasure over and over—twice my body shudders deliciously around him before he gives in, groaning my name and thrusting deeply. I feel powerful, wild, unfettered—there’s freedom in letting him take his pleasure from me just as I claim my own.

The day drifts in a familiar decadent haze. Everything echoes our last secret tryst: the same heat, the same laughter, the same insatiable way his cock never seems to lose interest. He finds every part of me, lips and tongue teasing over my skin, returning again and again to lavish intimate, wicked attention on my tightest secrets. Each time he circles my arse with his tongue, pressing for more, I smile, firm and gentle, turning away his persistent hints for more. His hard cock and hungry mouth tempt me to lose myself, time slipping through my fingers far faster than I intend. When he finally takes me home, the sun is low and the heat of Terry’s body is still tingling through my veins—it’s past four.

My car is already parked in the drive: Rob’s home. As I lean over to kiss Terry goodbye, just a soft, almost innocent peck on his cheek, I sense the weight of being seen. He grins, playfully, “Should I come in and thank Rob for another wonderful afternoon?” I jerk back, the nerves fluttering in my stomach, and mutter, “No, please don’t!” I wave him off, heart pounding as I walk into my own house, bracing myself.

Before I even take off my shoes, Rob’s voice cuts the air—“You’re late.” His tone is rough, disappointment laced with something raw. Oh God. Guilt pricks at my skin; maybe I’ve taken my freedom a little too much for granted. My insatiable craving for Terry—his thick cock, his hands, his mouth—has betrayed Rob’s unexpected generosity. I stammer, hoping to explain, but he barely lets me finish. “We never set a time, but surely you didn’t need more than six hours,” he says, voice clipped, tired.

Dinner is awkward, conversation stilted, both of us lost in our own silent doubts. When he finally breaks the quiet, it’s with a single question—just, “Did it go alright?” I can only nod, shame burning beneath my skin. He retreats to bed early, while I’m left by myself under the flickering television, uncertain and alone until the small hours.

My heart pounds with worry—have I pushed Rob too far? Will he end my delicious, illicit arrangement with Terry after this slip? Having another man’s cock inside me, wet and wild, isn’t normal for most marriages, no matter how thrilling it is for me. If I’m given another chance—I silently vow—I’ll have to show a little more self-control.

My marriage to Rob has always been a source of comfort and contentment. Restraint wasn’t something I usually had to practice—not until recently. Over the following weeks, I commit myself to it with an intensity I never thought possible, keeping silent about Terry. I say nothing of him to Rob, not a syllable. Yet, the forbidden allure of my other man never loosens its grip. I manage to carve out stolen moments throughout the week, whispering into the phone with my secret lover, clutching it to my ear as if I could coax his presence into my bedroom at will. Each time Terry’s low, masculine voice thrums along my nerves, heat blooms deep and hungry between my thighs, a relentless ache sparking to life. Desire pounds through me; I want him desperately, the urge returning with even more force as the days drag by.

More than three barren, aching weeks pass since our last time together. I suffocate in anticipation. Then, one warm Thursday evening, Rob comes home from his golf game with a glint in his eye, surprising me with news that instantly fans my secret longing.

“You know, darling,” he says, loosening his collar, “after the game, the guys were talking about how scorching this weekend’s going to be. Just as I was leaving, Terry quietly pulled me aside and said we’re welcome to spend a day at his pool.”

My heart stumbles. “Oh... anyone else joining us?” I manage, careful to keep my tone neutral.

Rob shakes his head, lips quirking. “I doubt it. He asked quietly, out of earshot; seems like it’s just us he wants.” He stares at me knowingly, as if trying to gauge my true feelings.

I agree, trying to sound casual, but my skin crackles with excitement. The chance to see Terry again, so soon, tugs me mercilessly. Of course, the possibility of being that close yet unable to touch—not without risking everything—promises to be exquisitely torturous.

Chapter Six

By early Saturday afternoon, we pull up outside Terry’s house. The sun is merciless, scorching, the sky a hard blue. I’ve indulged a secret wickedness: a rushed Friday shopping trip, hunting for the tiniest bikini I could find. I end up with a daring little number I’ve never owned in my life—a breath away from indecency. Thank god my hours sweating at the gym have left me with a toned stomach and hips, because this suit offers no forgiveness at all. Two minuscule triangles barely contain my lush C-cup breasts, thin ties drawing across sun-kissed shoulders. Below, a reversed triangle of fabric covers just enough in front, the string at my hips disappearing between the peach-smooth curves of my backside, each bare cheek exposed shamelessly. When I’d bought it, the saleswoman leaned in and warned me, her voice conspiratorial: “Careful—once this is wet, you’ll barely be wearing anything at all.” I blushed, but deep down, that’s exactly what I wanted.

What possessed me—a mature woman of fifty-eight—to wrap myself in such youthful temptation? Three weeks of craving Terry’s thick, wonderful cock, desperation simmering inside, that’s what. I’m restless, greedy, trembling for him.

When Terry opens the door, there’s a brief, charged awkwardness—his eyes flickering over me with open hunger. In front of Rob, he enfolds me in his arms, tugging me close, lips brushing boldly against mine—a kiss that lingers just a beat too long but never crosses dangerous territory. No tongue, just the unmistakable taste of promise, heat melting between us, all under Rob’s heavy, searching gaze.

Terry escorts us straight out to the glittering embrace of his backyard oasis, where three sun loungers are carefully aligned shoulder to shoulder, anticipation practically shimmering in the air. It’s immediately obvious there won’t be any other guests—this intimate stage is set exclusively for the three of us. The heavy tension between us all hangs deliciously, like a secret about to be unveiled. I steal curious glances at Rob, who seems perfectly at ease, sharing a beer with Terry, as though there isn’t a deeper, hungrier undercurrent swirling just beneath the surface.

Our host is gracious, offering up a round of drinks. I choose an intoxicatingly fruity cocktail—something that promises just the right amount of dizzy unsteadiness—while the men opt for beers, their hands gripping the chilled bottles, knuckles flexing, eyes flickering toward me far more often than the conversation warrants. We converse easily enough, each of us artfully sidestepping any mention of our secret arrangement, or of the delicious possibility of when—or if—the three of us will indulge again.

Instead, our sunny afternoon falls into a lazy, seductive rhythm—floating in the cool, inviting water, then sprawling out beneath the wide sheltering umbrellas, my skin tingling from wetness and sun. But soon, all pretense of modesty dissolves. The saleswoman was absolutely right: as soon as the water clings to my barely-there bikini, the fabric fails almost entirely. My nipples jut out, pressing rigidly against the nearly invisible top, their outline bold and shameless, while below, the soaked material parts around my mound, allowing that unmistakable, intimate contour to show through. Every time I rise from the pool, water racing down my body, the men’s gazes devour every inch of me. The thin string buries itself between my cheeks, displaying my rear to both of them, and their appreciative stares linger. The first time, I flush with embarrassment, but exhilaration quickly takes over, their silent interest feeding an exhibitionist thrill deep inside me.

I find myself inventing excuses to swim more often, craving their admiration, deliciously aware each time their eyes sweep over my body—the silent praise as arousing as any touch.

After a few hours, and more drinks than I should admit, I tumble into a tipsy, dazzling haze. Rob and I flirt and splash in the water as Terry excuses himself, promising a tray of canapés from the kitchen. The pool cools my skin, but nothing can quench the heat low in my belly—the relentless, aching pulse of want that has possessed me for weeks.

When I climb the ladder to leave the pool, Rob’s hungry gaze lingers on my glistening backside. He lets out a soft, low whistle that goes straight to my core.

"And where do you think you’re going?" His tone is playful, eyes locked on my exposed buttocks, following my every slow, teasing move.

I glance over my shoulder, purposefully pausing at the very top. "I desperately need to pee, darling. All that wine."

He smirks, voice low and mischievous. "Just go in the pool, love. I did."

"God, Rob, really? In this gorgeous water? With you in it, we’ll all be swimming in pee." I wrinkle my nose and arch an eyebrow, my indignation only partly feigned.

Laughing, he shrugs, eyes raking over me. "Trust me, you won’t notice. Chlorine takes care of everything. Don’t be long."

I blow him a kiss and pad across the sun-warmed grass, heading for the kitchen door, my every nerve tingling with the combination of sweet wine, anticipation, and absolutely wicked confidence. This bikini—so sheer, so scandalously revealing—makes me feel brazen and bold. Nearly naked, adored by the two men who want me most, my body thrums with sweet, unrelenting promise.

Terry doesn’t notice me at first, his attention devoted to arranging an elegant trail of savory morsels on a platter, shoulders broad and golden under the kitchen lights. The moment my soaked silhouette slinks up behind him, I press my slick breasts against his heated back, my needy, water-slick pussy flush against the strong curve of his ass. I can’t help but run my palms over his chest, feeling every muscle twitch beneath my hands, and then greedily slide my fingers down—finding his cock straining against the thin, damp fabric of his swimwear, thick and unmistakably hardening at my touch.

Without pause, breathless and emboldened by the wine, I press my lips to his ear and murmur, my voice urgent, “Bathroom. Now. I need you—so much.” My demand comes out as a gasp, needy and deliciously wicked.

I tear myself away, bare feet silent on the floor as I hurry across to the tiny side bathroom tucked beside the laundry—a little secret I remember from past visits that Rob surely hasn’t uncovered. Desire and practicality wage war; I truly am desperate to pee, but every cell in my body vibrates with anticipation for Terry behind me. Room too small for modesty, I barely manage to push the door open, forgetting to even close it behind me. In a heartbeat, bikini bottoms tangled at my knees, I twist to straddle the seat, the porcelain cool against my skin, and let my urgent release flow in brief, trembling spurts that give me both relief and a strange, hot thrill.

Terry is already there—a shadow in the doorway, eyes wide and bright, unable to tear his gaze from this indecent act, watching me unabashedly as I pee, something so intimate it feels almost illicit. My cheeks glow with heat but my arousal soars.

“Sorry, love—I really had to go first, too much wine,” I laugh, my gaze pulling him closer. “Rob knows where I am so who knows how long we’ll have—come here, now. I want you.”

I open my arms, summoning him, and he doesn’t hesitate. In a swift, eager move, I hook my fingers into the waistband of his swimsuit, yanking them down until his cock springs free, heavy and promising. I waste not a moment—my mouth wraps around him, hungry and slick, working him with deep, desperate determination. He’s already thickening, swelling beneath my tongue, responding greedily despite the odds. The taste, the weight of him, the raw scent of lust mixes with the aftertaste of chlorine and wine on my lips.

Not wasting a second, not even bothering to reach for tissue, I push out the last droplets, my muscles still quivering. Then, abruptly, I draw away, panting, and stand, letting my bikini bottoms fall to my ankles. Back pressed to the cool bathroom wall, I hike one knee up, foot braced on the toilet seat, thighs spread wider than is proper for anyone but a lover—and I am almost taunting him with how shamelessly open I am.

“Come on, Terry. Now. We have a minute, maybe two. I can’t stop thinking about you, watching you, desperate for this. I want to feel you inside me, now.” My voice shakes with need.

He lingers, dark gaze trailing over my body hidden by nearly nothing. “That bikini, Evelyn—it’s indecent. It’s like you’re naked for me. I can see everything I’ve missed all these weeks…every ache you’ve left in me.”

I smirk, turned on by both the hunger in his words and the wildness in his eyes. “I bought it for you, you know. It’s shameless on me, isn’t it…? But I wanted to drive you crazy.” My laughter is low and sultry as I let my fingers slowly drag along my inner thigh, inviting him closer, desperate for every inch of him.

A sly smile dances across my lips as Terry’s gaze roams hungrily over my body, his compliment washing over me like a caress I no longer resist. I’ve surrendered to the thrill of it now—his willingness to devour me with words and eyes alike. His body moves in close, pressing that thick, swelling length against my yearning core. I shiver at the raw promise of it, letting my fingers guide the satiny head through the glistening folds between my thighs, smearing my slick arousal over his velvet skin. With a whimper, I tease him to my drenched opening, desperate to feel him fill me.

I barely have time to gasp before Terry drives forward with a fierce, urgent thrust, forcing his shaft deliciously deep into me, stretching my tender flesh. The shock of sensation tears a ragged moan from my lips. “Oh, fuck!” My voice trembles with the shock and ecstasy mingled in that moment. He hesitates, concern flickering in his eyes. “Did I hurt you?” The gentleness melts me.

I shake my head, fiery with need. “No, I want it all, Terry. God, I’m soaking for you. Give me everything—I need it, now. Don’t hold back.” My words are more breathless plea than command, but he hears me. Hips flexing with determination, he grinds forward, plunging his entire length into my clutching heat, stealing the air from my lungs. My cry is guttural—raw and unhinged.

He pauses, searching for any sign of pain. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. Do it—hard and fast,” I rasp, hunger roughening my voice. The tiny bathroom fades away. My world narrows to the relentless rhythm of his hips, the deep pounding that sets my nerves ablaze. He slams into me, each powerful thrust slamming my body against cool tiles, the thunder of our bodies echoing off porcelain and painted brick. He’s never had this wild, demanding version of me—the one who wants to be taken, absolutely and without mercy.

It’s desperate, frenzied—the kind of fucking that happens only when need outweighs reason, when three weeks apart has wound my hunger to breaking point. Our time is stolen, measured in heartbeats and shallow breaths. Anxiety for Rob’s return twists in the background, but neither of us can stop, tangled in this clandestine, fevered chaos.

I sense Terry’s rhythm falter, the relentless tempo softening, but the ache in my body flares in protest. “Don’t you dare stop!” My scream is jagged and unrestrained, and I wrap my leg tighter, pulling him deeper, my nails clawing at his back. He answers with a savage intensity, hammering me against the wall, the force sending shocks of pleasure rippling out from my core. Only four more, three—yes, yes, gods, yes—I explode, pleasure detonating through me in a blinding rush, fireworks behind my eyes.

Boneless and breathless, I slump against cold tiles, every part of me shimmering with aftershocks. My climax came so fast, so powerfully—it shocks me, a testament to how fiercely I’d needed this, how long I’d craved his touch.

Terry’s still hard, rigid and throbbing, frustration tight across his face. “I’m nowhere near close, baby. Takes longer for me.” He kisses my shoulder. “Maybe we’ll get lucky and snatch another round.”

“I hope so,” I murmur, catching my breath, though I can’t imagine how. “Quick—go distract Rob, before he wonders why I’ve vanished.” I scramble awkwardly for my bikini, heart pounding.

But Terry lingers for a moment, his cock jutting out, still slick with our mingled desire. A trickle slides down his length, proof of our hurried, reckless joining.

“Shit, no, you can’t go out like that.” My eyes widen at the sight—he’s big, swollen and dripping, far too obvious for anyone to miss. Guilt stings, both for leaving him like this and how very much I needed it. “I’m sorry, love. I wish I could have finished you.”

“It’s alright, love, really. But you’ll have to be the one to head out there. Tell Rob I’m still fussing over our little afternoon spread,” he whispers, voice low and tinged with bittersweet longing. “I’ll try to make this beast behave and disappear.”

“Don’t you dare stroke it off,” I beg in a sharp, husky whisper, my eyes flicking hungrily over his aching arousal. “Don’t waste a single drop. That’s mine, and I intend to claim it later.”

With trembling fingers, desperate to compose myself, I tug my bikini bottoms up my slick thighs, adjusting them so the delicate triangle just barely veils the sensitive lips of my still-flushed sex. I squirm the thin string of fabric between my cheeks, trying to disguise the evidence—at least enough to fool anyone not looking too closely—but the heat lingers, my swollen folds throbbing from the relentless ride I just took. I sneak a furtive glance downward to check my reflection—am I convincingly innocent, just as Rob saw me moments before when I left the pool? My body pulses with a new, raw confidence, lit from within by orgasmic aftershocks, but I see it plainly: my labia are plumper, bolder, bulging against the meager fabric, the telltale outline of my arousal impossible to entirely erase.

Legs weak from satisfaction, I force myself to leave the sanctuary of the bathroom. Every step betrays me, my thighs brushing slick and sensitive, my gait a subtle confession. God, I hope Rob attributes my stumbles to the afternoon wine rather than the powerful climax I stole away to have. I stride across the sun-dappled grass back to the pool, bracing for his gaze. Rob’s eyes latch onto me—sharp, intent. Panic flares. What does he see? Did I forget something, some damning clue?

I glance down quickly and my cheeks flush hot with embarrassment and wicked pride—my nipples, tight and tall, threaten to punch right through the thin fabric of my bikini top, swollen points unmistakably betraying my secret. No mirror in the house could have warned me, but now, out here in the sunlight, there’s no hiding the way arousal thrums through me.

From the glimmering blue of the pool, Rob calls out, “All done?” An innocent question, but it shivers with strange implication. Did he sense it—what Terry just did to me?

Clinging to my casual mask, I toss back, “Yes, I feel tons better now,” the words laden with truth and hidden in plain sight; they paint exactly what transpired only moments before, though I hope all Rob hears is something mundane, some restroom relief.

“That’s good, you needed it,” he returns, and his tone is almost knowing, a smile curling on his lips. My heart thunders. Does he suspect? I can’t read him—not fully.

“Did I?” I ask, tilting my head, my pulse racing. Our banter sounds light but glows with double meaning. Has he pieced it together? Or am I just imagining his shrewdness?

I slip back into the water beside Rob, heart pounding, skin buzzing with sensation. He glances past me. “What’s keeping Terry?” he wonders aloud.

“I don’t know, darling,” I murmur, reining in my nerves. “He seemed caught up in something in the kitchen when I went through. I didn’t want to interrupt.”

A lie, smooth as silk—but if Rob only knew how very much I interrupted our gracious host.

Terry finally emerges after what feels like an eternity, moving with that deliciously loose swagger that only comes from sustained, aching arousal. His attempt at modesty is almost comical—a plush white towel looped low around his hips, though the thick, rigid outline of his cock is impossible to disguise. If anything, the fabric only frames his hardness, the drooping front draped precariously over the pronounced bulge that strains for freedom. There’s a concealed heat about him—his eyes flick over to me, and the electricity dancing between us charges the humid air.

As Terry approaches the pool, he carries a tray in both hands, elevating it in an obviously strategic spot that does nothing to hide the tent at his groin. The dishes—a selection of savory nibbles and ripe fruit—should be the centerpiece, but neither of us can focus on food while that shameless evidence is front and center. Rob, already half-lounging with that tipsy boldness starting to twinkle in his gaze, takes it all in, his eyes not missing a single sinful detail.

“Well, now it’s clear what took you so long,” Rob calls out, his tone dripping with mischief. “You sneaked off to take care of yourself, didn’t you, mate? Try to get off and no luck?”

Terry feigns confusion, that mask of innocence barely holding. “What’s that? Sorry?”

Rob snorts, voice cutting through the air. “Come on, Terry. Looks like you hid yourself away for a wank and still couldn’t finish. Evelyn’s bikini must’ve been too much for you—a feast for your eyes, at least. Hey, I get it. Sometimes you just need to jerk off and nothing happens. As long as you don’t blow your load in the dip, you’re fine by me.”

His brazen words hit me like a heatwave; embarrassment floods my cheeks and my heart thumps wildly. I chew on my lower lip, torn between shutting this down and letting the blistering tension play out. I look at Terry: he flicks a glance at Rob, then me, then back again, expression growing more complicated.

“That’s right, Rob,” he retorts, tone cool but loaded. “Those nights alone since my wife passed, the only way to sleep was to get myself off. Lately, though, I don’t have to resort to that as much.”

My stomach clenches. The implication is as blatant as the cock straining under Terry’s towel. I flash a glance at Rob; his mouth twists, jaw working as something ugly simmers beneath the surface. Has Terry gone too far? Is Rob itching for a confrontation or just lashing out with the booze steering his tongue? Either way, I have to step in—fast.

“Boys, please,” I chide, my voice low and soothing, trying to pour cool water on this fiery standoff. “This afternoon is perfect—don’t ruin it with this childish bickering.”

Rob gives a crooked little smile, but his words carry a jagged edge. “Then maybe your friend here should tuck that thick erection away before I lose my appetite.”

Heat explodes across my face. “Rob, you promised not to bring that up,” I say sharply, anger mixing with erotic guilt as I try to rein him in. The persistent jabs about Terry’s size always sting; he knows they do.

He grumbles, tone petulant. “Yeah, well…”

I breathe out hard, exasperation and a secret thrill tangled inside me. “Don’t blame me or the bikini, Rob. It’s not my fault he’s… built that way.”

He arches an eyebrow, not believing me, the accusation hanging heavy in the hot air. “Isn’t it?”

“No, Rob. And honestly, I’m offended by what you’re implying,” I snap, determined to shut down this spiral before it gets even nastier. Guilt gnaws at me anyway—I set this chaos in motion, the echoes of my stolen pleasure still pulsing through me and Terry’s spectacular hard-on on display because of my appetite. If only I’d stayed in that bathroom long enough to bring him to release, none of this tension would be boiling over now. As it stands, the desire, resentment, and secret knowing flash between all three of us, crackling and unresolved.

Mercifully, my less-than-honest rebuke works its magic—Rob falls silent, his bark of bravado fading. With a sheepish smile, he mumbles a soft “Sorry, Terry,” the apology awkward and heavy in the balmy air.

But, darling reader, if you’re thinking the weirdness of this day has reached its crescendo, let me promise you, the night has far more in store—a delicious unpredictability swirling in the air like electricity before a storm.

As day surrenders to the sultry embrace of evening, we linger by the shimmering pool, tipsy laughter rolling from our lips, the sweet tang of alcohol stroking my senses. The sun dips toward the horizon, painting the world in bronze and gold. We slip in and out of the water, damp skin glistening under the nighttime sky, Rob and I genuinely intoxicated—but Terry, ever sly, only pretending to stumble through the fog of drunkenness. While his eyes twinkle with mischief, I begin to understand how controlled his movements truly are.

By seven, dusk has enveloped us, and we're draped across sun loungers, catching our breath between lazy swims, the air thick with heat and longing. Without warning, Rob rises from his seat, a little unsteady, still swaying from the drinks that have soaked his senses. “Well, my beautiful friends,” he declares grandly, “I’m off home to bed.”

“Oh Rob, don’t vanish yet,” I protest, desperate to prolong the velvet intimacy of this evening, still yearning for a chance—any chance—to finish what Terry and I began in secret.

He barely glances my way, his voice teasing, insistent. “Sweet Evelyn, if you were paying attention, you’d have heard me. I—just me, alone—am going home. You, my enchanting wife of thirty-six years, are free to stay. Besides… it’s been ages since you and my good mate Terry enjoyed one of your private little soirées.”

My gaze darts to Terry—his grin is wicked, knowing, all control and hunger under that calm facade. Embarrassed heat scorches my cheeks. “Rob, that’s not necessary—” I start, my protest feeble, insincere. I want Terry’s hands on me more than I want to breathe.

But Rob just winks, his smile lecherous, conspiratorial. “Yes, it is. You deserve a thorough ravishing, love—a proper stuffing from my friend. It’s overdue, and I know you’ve been craving it, even if you’ve tried to be a good girl and keep quiet. Go on, indulge yourself.” He gives us one last, lingering look, his low laugh rumbling in his chest. “Goodnight and… enjoy yourselves.”

I flash Terry a smile that speaks of want and anticipation, my heart beating wild and hot. His answering grin is the promise of things about to get indecent. Suspicion prickles my skin—had they planned this? Has Terry been waiting for Rob to step aside, his self-control keeping him semi-sober, ready to pounce? The questions fade quickly, burned up by the fever building inside me. My earlier protest was nothing more than a performance—I am burning, desperate, hungering for Terry’s fullness.

I let my desire show, the corners of my mouth curving into a slow, complicit smile as I turn to face Rob. “Then, darling, we accept your generous offer.” Terry’s eyes sparkle, a silent dare passing between us as he winks, pleasure and promise written across his face.

“But Rob, you’re in no condition to drive,” I say, my voice barely steady, heavy with unspoken promise.

“No worries. I’ll call a cab. You take the car—you can bring it home tomorrow, after you and Terry are… thoroughly finished with your night together.” He fumbles for his phone, humming as he dials, while the air between Terry and me grows thick with electric anticipation, our bodies on the brink of something wickedly delicious.

My head is spinning with unexpected delight, desire swirling through me as I realize the enormity of Rob's gift—a whole uninterrupted night with Terry, not just a hurried window snatched during daylight hours. My heart pounds with the anticipation of all that could unfold, though there’s a prickling regret at having indulged in so much wine. The idea of losing myself to drunken sleep now, with so much at stake, leaves me cursing my lack of restraint. Tonight is not a night I ever want to miss a moment of.

Rob fumbles with his phone, slurring softly as he arranges for a cab, eyes half-lidded and distant. We shuffle into the living room, costumes still glued to our bodies, clinging damply from the pool. Rob collapses into a big, overstuffed chair, his body sagging like a puppet whose strings have been cut. I nest into the firm cushions of the two-seater, the soft fabric cool against my bare thighs. My pulse flickers when Terry, wearing the shadow of a wicked grin, sinks down right beside me, taking his place at my side with the boldness of a man who knows the evening’s purpose.

I lean in slightly—our knees nearly touching—and whisper, hesitant, casting a quick glance toward Rob. “Should we really be sitting this close, while he’s still with us?” My voice trembles with nervousness and anticipation.

Terry’s voice, low and velvety, brushes against my ear. “We’re barely touching, sweetheart. What’s the harm in that?”

My chest tightens with affection for Rob’s generosity, even as my desire for Terry spins wildly inside me. I murmur, voice low and laden with hope, “He really is the most generous man, giving us this private time again. After the last time, when he was so upset, I thought we’d lost the chance forever. But now… a whole night, Terry.” The longing laces my words, and I can't hide the quaver of excitement. “God, I only hope I didn’t drink too much. I don’t want to waste a second.”

Without warning, Terry’s hand slides onto my thigh, daringly close to where I ache the most—a naked inch from my heat. A gasp escapes my parted lips. I shoot him a warning look and try, unsuccessfully, to lift his hand away. Instead, his fingers splay confidently, possessively, exploring my skin with purpose. “Not while he’s here, Terry,” I murmur, voice pleading but weak with arousal.

His eyes meet mine, dark with intent. “He’s long gone, trust me, babe. He couldn’t see us if he tried.” His words spark a wicked flutter in my core. His hand shifts, his fingers pressing between my legs, the thinnest stretch of wet, transparent fabric doing nothing to mask the heat of his touch. My body arches into him, unable to resist. One deft finger slowly traces the seam of my bikini, following the shape of my desire, while his thumb circles over my throbbing clit.

A cascading moan betrays me, slipping out before I can even think to hold it in. “Oh god… no, you shouldn’t… oh!” My protest is feeble, swept away by the surge of sensation.

Desperate for his pleasure, craving to return the favor, my hand finds his lap. I wrap my fingers around the pulsing outline of his erection, rock-hard and urgent, straining against fabric as if it’s been fighting the world all day. “Terry, hasn’t that been driving you mad all afternoon? It feels like it’s never gone soft.” My thumb grazes along his shaft, feeling the heat of him.

He grins, his eyes flickering with barely contained hunger. “It’s your fault entirely, love. I was aching for release, but I couldn’t risk Rob catching us. All I want now is to bury myself deep inside you, finish what we started. That’s where I belong.”

His words stoke the fire inside me, making me clench with need. “Yes, yes—god, me too! Where the hell is that damn cab? It’s taking forever.” My usual restraint crumbles, frustration and wild, greedy lust making my words rough and impatient. Only the thin line of Terry’s fingers and the drunken oblivion of my husband keep my longing in check, for now.

We stay pressed together on the cramped two-seater, the thick heat of our need pushing us past decency, my fingers boldly wrapped around his rigid length—hungry, brazen—while his hand is unashamedly wedged high between my thighs, claiming everything for himself. The thrill of his palm pressed right against me, his fingers molding to my desperate sex, is almost dizzying and so wickedly exhilarating, especially with Rob collapsed in a drunken stupor just across from us. Never before have we strayed so close to being caught, never with the danger of his eyes fluttering open just as Terry’s fingers tease me on the brink.

I risk a glance at Rob, steadily measuring the slackness of his limbs, searching for any flicker of consciousness. Each time I confirm he’s dead to the world, I let my legs drift open wider still, surrendering myself to Terry’s clever touch. The cool dampness of my bikini turns nearly transparent against those insistent fingers, the friction of his thumb and the merciless pressure close to my clit making me bite my lip. Lust and shame swirl together, sharp and sweet—I’m seconds away from losing all self-control right in front of my husband. The idea of him hearing my stuttered cries, even half-asleep, sends a wicked jolt through me. But I want Terry’s fingers more, want my body’s surrender more than my pride.

Suddenly, a clumsy drawn-out groan jerks me back—Rob is stirring, voice thick with sleep and the weight of too many drinks: “Ummppff! Err ... where am I ... oh, where's my fuckin' cab?”

I yank my grip off Terry’s cock immediately, startled, my breath catching in my chest. My heart thrums feverishly. But Terry, steady and unflappable, keeps his hand between my thighs, now moving with deliberate slowness, every stroke more illicit for being witnessed. The thin fabric is soaked, his fingers relentless as they press along my slick seam, and I have to clamp my lips together to swallow the sharp eager gasp threatening to betray us.

Terry answers, his voice calm, almost casual: “It hasn’t come yet, buddy. Looks like a long wait tonight—busy Saturday, yeah?”

It almost makes me laugh—how can he talk so calmly, so convincingly, while his other hand is driving me wild, making my hips twitch toward his touch? My whole body is aflame, breath coming in short, ragged bursts. I stare past Rob, barely processing his muttered cursing as he mumbles something about crashing here tonight.

Does he see? Has he noticed the frantic way I’m breathing, the tremor in my muscles as Terry’s fingers slip under the edge of my bikini and finally, achingly, find my naked core? Oh god—one finger glides into me, curling skillfully, searching for that spot I so desperately crave. The exquisite torture breaks me; all my restraint unravels in a rush of sensation. My body bucks helplessly on the sofa, thighs quivering open, pleasure racing through me uncontrollably. I can’t help the desperate, shuddering moans—his fingers are merciless, pulling an orgasm from me in full view, dismantling me until I dissolve in trembling release, the world narrowed to nothing but his touch and the pounding want inside me.

I’m caught between fading tremors of pleasure and a frantic beat of apprehension, my mind whirling with questions. Has Rob’s drunken gaze cut through the haze, seen the hungry way Terry’s skilled hand seduced me to an explosive climax right under his nose? Did he witness his friend’s fingers plunging into me, coaxing my cries of release? The daring of it makes my heart race—this goes far beyond what we agreed, doesn’t it? Terry was just meant to satisfy me with his cock, no lingering caresses, certainly nothing so decadent as making me shudder and shout before Rob’s slack-jawed presence. Was I wrong to enjoy every second of it? Does it even matter if Rob didn’t approve?

Even as embarrassment prickles my cheeks, lust blazes hotter. The aftershocks leave my thighs quivering, my core fluttering with afterglow, but I’m not ready to let Terry off the hook—oh no. My hand finds his thick, rigid cock again, wrapping around it with renewed need. My grip is possessive, determined. He deserves his own reward, and I ache to give it to him, to make his body convulse as mine just did.

Awareness trickles slowly back, and the din of my own moans lingers in my ears. In the middle of my frenzy, there was a voice—a deep, familiar one, crooning encouragement: “Go girl, cum for me!” The words echo, teasing me with the possibility that Rob wasn’t as lost to the world as I’d hoped. Was it really him? Or just a feverish hallucination born of pleasure? I search Terry’s face for answers, my breath still uneven.

Leaning close, I whisper, barely controlling the blush that threatens me, “Did Rob say something while I was cumming?”

He chuckles, his blue eyes glinting wickedly. “Oh, he did, sweetheart. He said, ‘Go girl, cum for me.’ I guess your sounds are so unmistakable, even half-drunk he knew what was happening. Maybe he even thought he was the one giving you all that pleasure.” His words are smooth, teasing, but the thought of Rob witnessing—perhaps approving—makes my body pulse with a confused, exhilarating thrill.

“Oh god, please tell me he didn’t open his eyes?” My voice trembles with shame and delight.

Terry strokes my thigh, both reassuring and tantalizing. “I don’t think he did. He seemed pretty out of it, babe.”

I bury my hot face in his neck, stunned by my own brazen wickedness. “I can’t believe I let you do that—cumming for you in front of my husband. What is happening to me? Am I some kind of wicked witch… no, something filthier, a greedy bitch?”

He draws me back to meet his gaze, brushing his lips to my ear. “You just love pleasure, babe, and you take it wherever you can. Nothing wrong with that. Trust me—Rob won’t remember a thing when he wakes up.”

His confidence seeps into me. Still stroking him, my hand glides along the velvety length, relentless, greedy for the power trembling between us. I glare at the clock, anxiety and impatience bubbling over. “Where the fuck is that cab?” My voice is low, needy. “I want Rob gone, Terry. I want you free to have me exactly how you want—and believe me, I’ve been fantasizing about this for three weeks.”

I shift my grip, firmer now, and stare at his cock, lust twisting inside me. “Tell me, darling, how do you think my sweet friend here feels about going someplace a little… tighter tonight? Is he still craving to explore my ass?”

He picks up on the tease, stroking his cock through my grip, a wolfish grin on his lips. “Oh, I think both of us would love that, Evelyn.”

His answer sends a thrill straight to my core. “Well, maybe you’re in luck,” I purr, emboldened. “Turns out you’re not the only one curious. All those weeks, I kept picturing it, feeling daring. I even read that every woman’s trying it now. Tonight, with enough wine swirling inside me to numb the last of my fears—I want to feel every decadent inch of you there. What do you say, Terry? Still think I’m that sweet, innocent little housewife?”

He surges to his feet, voice low and commanding. “Let’s finish this in the bedroom, right now.”

“Not until Rob’s gone, love. Can you drive him home? It’s so close—and you’re nowhere near as tipsy as Rob and me. Please?”

Terry’s eyes flicker with amusement. “No, I’m not. I’ve got it under control.” He glances at the slumped figure on the couch. “Why not let him crash here? He’s practically dead to the world.”

I shake my head, voice urgent. “No, Terry, I don’t want him sleeping it off here. I need the house to ourselves, privacy; the delicious freedom to do anything, anywhere, with you. No checking over my shoulder. No risk he’ll barge in while you’re deep inside me.”

He grins in defeat. “Alright, I’ll take him. Use your car, yeah? Easier—since it’s on my drive. Grab his keys for me?”

I dig into Rob’s pocket, fishing out the keys, and watch as Terry manages to pull him upright. Rob’s somewhere between limp and lumbering, and Terry steers him outside, propped between his own strong arms, all easy power and patience.

At the car, Terry pauses and looks at me, his lips curling into a wicked promise. “Coming?”

A giggle slips out before I can stop it. “Again?” I tease, shameless. “Twice already today, Terry.”

He flashes me a dark, hungry look. “Going to be trouble tonight, are you?”

“Not if you do everything I crave,” I purr, my voice thick with playful menace. I step into the gleaming glow of the headlights, turn and arch my back, fingers hooking in the waistband of my bikini. In one slow, sinuous gesture, I peel the bottoms down, baring my naked arse for him—a silent proposition, a flagrant dare.

Terry lingers just a moment, savoring the view. “Keep it warm for me, baby,” he calls, his voice a caress from behind the wheel. “Won’t be long. Ten minutes.”

When he’s gone, the house suddenly feels bigger, charged with anticipation and forbidden promise. My pulse is wild as I hear my own car rumble off, knowing it’s Rob being delivered home—my husband safely out of the way, every barrier between me and Terry dissolving into nothing.

His words about keeping it warm echo in my head, but an impish idea flickers through me. Why warm? Why not chill myself—just a little? Smiling to myself, I strip the last piece of my bikini free, dropping top, then bottom to the grass. A breadcrumb trail just for him, leading to me.

Naked, I slip into the pool—cool water seizing my skin, setting every nerve ending smoldering with contrast. I swim long, smooth laps, letting my body float and stretch, savoring the silky caress of water wrapping my pussy and sliding along the cleft of my ass. Every movement teases and awakens, leaving me tingling with anticipation and reckless need.

I rest at the shallow end, back arched, arms stretched along the rim, breasts buoyant and nipples tight, my body naked and exposed under the moon’s watchful eye. The quiet of Terry’s home presses around me, the memory of my teasing display still scorching my mind. Had anyone seen? Had Terry’s neighbors glimpsed my bare body, my wanton act? The thought only makes me shiver with wicked excitement.

Am I really going to give myself to him like this, surrender and let him explore me in ways I’ve only ever fantasized about? Is tonight the night I let go, daring him—and myself—to taste everything?

Before I can answer, the silence shatters with the thud of a door and his familiar low call echoing inside. He’s home. He’s searching. He wants. And soon, every inch of me will belong to him.

“There you are,” Terry exclaims, a note of delighted surprise in his voice as his eyes take in the sight of me floating naked and open against the side of the pool. His gaze lingers on the arch of my body, stretched out, exposed, waiting. “What made you come back in?”

I let my lips curl with teasing mischief. “I remembered that time Rob and I dove in naked—how it all ended with incredible sex. I thought, why not tempt fate again?”

His grin is hungry, approving. “Inspired choice, baby.” He wastes no time, dropping his swim shorts in one fluid move. He stands gloriously naked at the edge, moonlight glinting off the proud, thick length jutting forward, impossible to ignore.

Terry steps in, sending cool ripples licking at my heated skin. The water laps between my legs as he strides over, his cock bobbing boldly toward me, intent and insistent as he closes the distance. I let my thighs fall wider, inviting him in, watching the shadowed hunger in his eyes.

Our bodies have been begging for this all day. No coy hesitations, no ritual games—just pure, raw need. Terry slides a hand down, aligns his yearning arousal, and thrusts inside me in one decisive, delicious motion. I gasp, overwhelmed by the slick thrill as he fills me under the cool swirl of water. Each thrust pushes tingling waves around my hips, making my whole body pulse with electric pleasure. I can’t help it—I clench around him, head tipping back to the stars as my orgasm snaps through me, dazzling and fast. But he’s right behind, his own need urgent after hours of delicious torment. With a ragged groan, he drives deep, trembling as his climax rips through him. I see the pleasure flare in his eyes, the intensity almost more than I can bear.

Lifting out of the water, the night air kisses our wet bodies with a shiver. He’s thoughtful, wrapping me up in the impossibly soft embrace of his thickest towel, rubbing me down as if claiming every inch anew. Together, flushed and laughing quietly, we slip inside and head straight for his bed.

The thrill of being taken out there, in the open night, still hums beneath my skin. All I want now is to melt into Terry’s embrace, to spend this rare, stolen night wrapped around him, decadent and shameless, letting him pleasure me again and again. As soon as our bodies hit the bed, exhaustion wins, and we collapse into each other’s warmth, the clock not even touching 8 p.m.

It’s almost 10:30 when Terry stirs, his body hard and urgent against my thigh. The tension of earlier has melted, replaced with something lazier, deeper. He nudges me atop him, urging me to take delicious, slow control. I ride him at my own rhythm, drawing him deeper, feeling every inch of him stroke that secret ache. I don’t rush. For once, there’s time. He fills me, steady and hot, and the pleasure builds and lingers, teasing me right to the edge…and then over, again and again. Three times—my body convulses and contracts, surrendering to waves of shattering bliss. I can’t help but grin, almost smug, marveling at Terry’s indomitable desire. Sixty-eight, and more virile than any man I’ve known.

Spent, sated, we almost drift off again when our stomachs remind us we skipped dinner for sex. Pulses still erratic, bodies basking in the glow, we pad to his kitchen hand-in-hand, limbs loose and happy, where Terry plays chef and fixes us something decadent to satisfy a different sort of hunger.

My body trembles with a deep, decadent exhaustion—a testament to everything we’d done: wild, frenzied passion in the pool, that impulsive tryst in the narrow bathroom, and Terry’s brazen teasing of me on the sofa while my tipsy husband looked on, oblivious. With so much wine and pleasure swirling in my veins, I feel deliciously heavy, teetering on the edge of sleep.

Sometime later, while the world outside is still completely shrouded in darkness, I’m lured from my dozing with the faintest graze of Terry’s fingertips—smooth, skillful, reverent as he explores the bare skin of my thighs and the curve of my lower back. A gasp escapes me, half-dream, half-want. “Mmm—what a decadent way to wake up, Terry. But there’s not a hint of morning out there… what time is it?”

His voice, soft and raspy, curls around me in the dark. “It’s two thirty, baby.”

My groan is half complaint, half smile. “Oh god. I know I said we should make the most of tonight, but I can barely keep my eyes open, Terry…” I turn my cheek deeper into the pillow, my body boneless beneath his gentle onslaught. Only then does it dawn on me—his hands are lingering, circling almost solely over the fullness of my bare ass, tracing each contour with wicked intent.

Somewhere in the muddled haze left by lust and too much wine, I remember what I’d so cavalierly suggested to him earlier: that I might be ready to try anal. Was that brave? Foolish? Both? Does it even matter now, feeling his fingertips glide so lovingly along that hidden seam?

Summoning just enough will, I bring one hand behind me, grasping at his wrist, trying to gently pull him away. “No, Terry… not now.”

He pauses, breath a whisper against my skin. “Honey, you said tonight. I swear, I wouldn’t have woken you if you hadn’t asked. And god, I need you.”

“I’ve changed my mind,” I whisper, squirming under the promise of his touch.

He hushes me with a smirk in his tone. “Too late, sweetheart.” His exploring hand escapes my weak attempt at protest, fingers teasing through the heat and cleft of my ass with infuriating finesse.

“No, Terry… it’s never too late. It’s a woman’s prerogative to… to change her mind,” I insist, my voice wavering, the word itself a trembling, drawn-out plea.

He chuckles softly, nuzzling his lips between my shoulder blades. “That’s a big word for this hour. But tell me, doesn’t this feel good?”

My body betrays me. It feels incredible—intense, filthy, irresistible. Despite my supposed protest, I relax, thighs drifting apart to give him easier access. His fingertip circles my tight entrance in feather-light spirals, sending shivers through my core. “Oh… god, yes, that… just like that, Terry. Just keep doing that, nothing more…”

He obeys, continuing to rim me in slow, sensual strokes, while his mouth roams to my neck, pressing lingering kisses until he finds that secret, electrifying spot that turns my bones to honey and pulls a deep moan from my lips.

Arousal thrums through me, sudden and overwhelming. My own voice tantalizes me, urging him on in spite of all my misgivings—Was that really me? Am I truly about to give Terry what Rob never dared to ask for, even in our boldest, most adventurous nights together? I’m not sure if I’ve thought this through at all. How much will this hurt? I’ve read every article, devoured every confession, but reading is nothing like the exquisite, terrifying reality of being poised on this precipice.

For a moment, I wonder if there’s even still time to stop. What if I say yes—what if my body decides for me, right now, and there’s no going back from here? Or has his skilled seduction already swept me too far?

Terry’s touch feels hypnotic in the darkness, each movement of his talented fingers gliding over my skin, worshipping me with practiced confidence. The room is quiet except for our breathing, the intimacy made almost electric by the late hour. My body hums beneath his attention, surrendering to the slow, deliberate exploration of his fingers tracing the sensitive flesh around my tightest opening.

There’s unexpected slickness—his fingers are deliciously slippery as they glide over my tender flesh. He must have prepared, thinking ahead, slicking his fingertips with lube while I was still drifting in sleep. The memory of that little tube hidden in his drawer flashes through my mind, making me shiver in anticipation and a hint of nerves. His knowledge, the way he lingers with each lazy circle, assures me I’m in skilled hands; whatever uncertainty I feel is pacified by his gentleness.

I’m surprised by the pleasure, by the growing heat that builds inside me with every teasing stroke along my trembling rim. The slow dance of his finger lingers, circling, teasing, never forcing—until finally, there’s a subtle pressure. He tests my resistance, asking my body to let him in. Instinctively, I tighten, my muscles clenching in hesitation.

“Relax, love… don’t fight it, just let me in. Let your body soften for me. Trust me,” he whispers, his words like a soothing balm in the darkness.

And somehow, listening to his husky encouragement, I let go, just a little. Enough for his single finger to breach me, gliding inside with such care, barely a sting—just a warm, stretching fullness. I arch into the sensation, exhaling a soft, involuntary moan into the silence. The vulnerability is intoxicating; knowing he can feel every small response.

He rewards me with a slow, gentle thrust, his finger seeking hidden pleasures inside me. I gasp, torn between nervousness and arousal, and then he slides back, almost out—only to press another finger beside the first. I tense reflexively, but his voice is there again: insistent, tender. “Don’t tense, baby. Let me make you feel good.”

“Sorry…” I breathe, my cheeks flushed, heart racing. I realize with a ripple of excitement and fear that I’ve probably gone too far to stop this now, even if I wanted to.

His fingers work me with infinite patience, parting and stretching me, coaxing my body to yield. There’s no pain, just a growing fullness, a swirling need as he explores gently, never rushing me. When he finally draws his fingers out, I hear a wet sound that sends a thrill through me, and then his hands grip my hips, urging me up on my knees. The sheets rustle around us. I feel exposed, wanton, a little desperate as his slicked fingers return, adding more lube both over and inside my begging entrance.

A wild tangle of thoughts flood me—should I stop him? Is it too late? The ache inside me sweeps the doubts away as something far larger than his fingers presses insistently at my entrance. A gasp escapes me before I can stop it. I am stretched wide, his cock’s thick head nestling at the tight ring of my ass, unyielding but eager.

“Oh, my god,” I gasp, breathless, as he positions himself, coaxing himself in, stretching me in new, shocking ways. The fullness is daunting, exhilarating—almost overwhelming.

He steadies me with his big hands, voice rough with restraint. “Don’t move, love. Stay right there… It’ll be easier if you try to push against me, just like… when you’re having a shit.”

The blunt eroticism of his words, the way my body clenches around his thickness, makes my mind spin. I hover on the edge between fear and wild, reckless desire—so exposed, so utterly his.

I clench and force myself to listen, desperate for my body to cooperate. Following Terry’s advice, I push out with my muscles—just as he suggested, an unfamiliar blend of anxiety and anticipation twisting inside me. The subtle act invites him deeper, my tightness reluctantly allowing his cock-head to breach my trembling ring. He feels so thick, the intrusion sending a fierce jolt through my nerves. A whimper escapes my lips, loud and unfiltered, echoing my disbelief.

His words drift into my ear, soothing but relentless. “You can’t give up now, sweetheart. You’ve already taken the hardest part.” I search for comfort in his encouragement.

“Are you really in?” My voice wavers as sensation washes over me, panic and want locked in battle.

Terry’s tone is low, grounded, close. “Just the head, love. The rest isn’t any bigger. All you have to do is breathe.”

“But...” My protest is weak, needy. “There’s so much left, Terry. I… I don’t know if I can…”

He strokes down my spine, warm palms steadying my shivering frame. “Just relax, Evelyn. I’ll get more lube; we’ll take it slow. I promise.” I hear the wet squelch behind me and wonder if he senses my doubt—the way fear knots inside desire.

“It’s easy for you to say,” I mumble, but the heat of him flush against my back makes every thought scatter.

He laughs, soft and wicked against my ear. “Your ass, the way it’s gripping my cock, it’s incredible,” he murmurs, voice honeyed by pleasure. “I know I already came tonight, but I don’t think I can last. Just being inside you—I feel like I’m going to burst, it’s so fucking tight, so hot.” His admission stokes something bold in me, makes the pain softer, the urgency brighter.

His pleasure mingles with mine, uncoiling the shame and hesitation in my belly. Somehow, knowing the effect I have on him turns fear into lust, urgency crowding out my nerves. I relax, steeling myself for him.

He warns me, fingers digging gently into my hips like anchors: “Get ready, sweetheart. Just don’t clench.” A deep breath, and then I feel the deliberate press of his cock again—inch by slow, hungry inch. My body yields, burning and stretching. Terry’s groan rumbles above me as finally, he sinks fully inside. His wiry hair grazes my skin, the base of his cock nestled flush with my ass, sending a reckless thrill through me.

“Are you okay, Evelyn?” He sounds distant, mind glazed by the feeling of my body wrapped around him.

My moan is barely coherent. “I thought it would hurt, but… it’s just tight—so filled. I can barely believe it. Can you move?”

He answers with a smile I barely see but feel in the trembling tension between us: “I’m about to, sweetheart. Get ready—we’re going to fuck now, love. In your perfect ass.”

Those words vibrate inside me, forbidden and magnetic. He stays pressed close, cock locked deep as his hands encircle my hips, possession and promise tangled in each syllable and heavy thrust against my most secret place. This elegant man, the one whose refined manners I’d admired only a day before, is raw behind me—about to take what I once swore I’d never give. And as he begins to move, steady and relentless, I realize just how much I want to hear him say it again.

Terry’s hips begin a slow, deliberate motion—he’s truly making love to my arse now, each retreat coaxing a delicious, erotic relief from the aching fullness, only for his cock to drive home again, the sweet pressure swelling inside me all over. My entire body braces and arches for him, every measured thrust filling me to a dizzying, almost overwhelming edge. His length stretches and fits me so completely, my breath catches as he meets some secret place deep inside.

With each steady surge, pleasure unfurls through my belly, taking the place of panic and nerves, leaving me exposed and wanting. Terry’s voice—a rough, shocked gasp—breaks across my back, raw and sincere, so utterly lost to sensation. He’s never sounded like this before; every groan is a whispered confession reverberating in the air between us. I can hear how good this is for him, the way my body holds his cock impossibly snug. Is it really so different, this intense friction, this wicked tightness that draws shudders from his core? The thought, the sound of his pleasure, makes my sex throb with a surprising spike of pride.

As the minutes pass, my body yields and adapts, meeting his driving rhythm with unexpected, hungry pulses. The stroke of Terry’s cock grows urgent, reckless—he is pounding through me now, utterly surrendered to the rawness between us, until all I can hear is the slap and strain and his desperate, ecstatic moans.

“Oh God, Evelyn... so perfect, so tight... fuck, I can’t—oh, I’m going to come. I can’t stop it, I’m going to flood you... fuck!” His words are broken and rough, more honest than any confession, and then with a guttural cry I feel it: shocks of warmth erupting deep inside me, his climax jetting into my body. Terry collapses against me, his weight pressing me deliciously to the mattress, his chest heavy on my back. I gasp, falling forward, surrendering to the aftermath—his cock still inside, twitching and emptying, marking the place where we’ve both crossed into something new.

The only sounds left are our uneven, desperate breaths echoing through the quiet sanctuary of his bedroom, the room vivid with the scent of sex and the shared heat of our bodies. As the storm eases, neither of us moves—the weight of his body, the lingering stretch in my arse, the soothing throb of satisfaction. He’s never too heavy—he knows just when to let me breathe, curling protectively over me, his spent cock buried in the proof of what we’ve done.

Terry’s soft questions break the silence, his voice gentle, uncertain. “Tell me, love—how was it? Tell me everything you’re feeling… would you want to do this again?”

I never imagined I’d allow anyone this much, not until tonight. I’d thought pleasing Terry just this once would be my sole indulgence in his secret, sinful hunger. I’d braced for pain, discomfort, even regret—but the reality settles over me quietly: I made it through, and, against all odds, I found moments of raw, shocking pleasure. My body feels tender, achy, his slow withdrawal almost bittersweet, but the experience, as unexpected as it was intense, lingers like a promise. Not something to crave every day, but if chance and curiosity should lead me here again... perhaps I’d open my body—myself—to it once more.

Although exhaustion clings to my limbs and all I crave is the sweet oblivion of sleep, Terry entices me towards the shower, his reasoning sharp and unyielding, cutting through my fatigue. It’s edging on 3am, yet he insists—if we cleanse ourselves now, when dawn finally breaks and inevitable need flares between us again, we’ll be ready—unencumbered, clean, desperate for more, instead of fumbling for the virtue of hygiene before indulging. Practical, and infuriatingly right, he points out the necessity: any remnants from tonight’s delicious depravity must be thoroughly washed away, making sure I remain safe and untroubled when desire inevitably spikes again.

Still shimmering with soreness and satisfaction, I yield, letting him lead me into the steamy enclosure. Hot water drums on my aching body as I brace myself against the slick tiles, letting him take over. My first time surrendering the last of my resistance to him didn’t deliver the dizzying climax my body usually wrings from his touch, but Terry is determined not to let me float out of this night unfulfilled. His hands are quick, insistent, igniting familiar tremors deep inside me, fingers working skillfully between my slippery thighs. Electricity surges through me—a wicked, urgent friction mounts until I’m coming hard, shuddering under the pulse of water, my moans echoing in our private cloud of steam.

Spent and cleansed, we collapse into bed and sleep tangled and entwined, the heavy satisfaction lulling us into a rare, dreamless rest. When light finally pries through the room, desire cracks open with the dawn—an unspoken agreement sending us tumbling together again, bodies moving with adolescent urgency, unable to keep from rediscovering each other all over.

By eight, hunger finally tempts us from Terry’s bed. He suggests breakfast, grinning with the satisfaction of a man who missed dinner but feasted in every other way. In the kitchen, the scent of frying bacon and eggs mingles with lingering arousal. Once the food is ready, I slip onto his lap at the table, straddling him, my back arching towards the empty plates as he settles me over his lap, his cock hard and insistent, sliding up inside me in one smooth, effortless motion. The heat of him fills me, pressing snug and deep. As we eat, every so often he rocks his hips, sending gentle pulses of pleasure through my core, keeping me on edge with every subtle, teasing thrust.

Between mouthfuls, Terry’s lips are on my breasts, his tongue circling first one nipple, then the other, sucking until pleasure and hunger blur together deliciously. I squirm on his lap, squeezing him with my inner muscles, loving the thrill of being physically joined, the secret, scandalous intimacy of this act while we feed each other bites of food and stifle laughter at our shamelessness. By the time we’ve finished eating, his measured thrusts have grown impatient, hungry, so I wind my arms around his neck, devour his mouth with mine, and ride him until waves of pleasure crash over me, leaving me trembling and breathless in his arms. He’s grinning, spent, nearly spent—his balls aching, unable to give me anything more.

Sated, I finally slide off his cock, gathering our plates and heading to the sink, my body humming from another powerful climax. Somewhere in the background, the shrill ring of my phone slices through the soft calm of the morning. Terry moves, answering before I can even reach for it, tracking the sound out by the pool. When he returns, phone in hand, a wickedly innocent smile plays on his lips.

“Yeah, Rob, she’s right here. Not in bed—breakfast time, she’s just washing up. I’ll put her on now,” he says, eyes glittering as he hands me the receiver, my husband’s voice faint on the other end.

Terry places my phone in my hand, his fingers brushing mine in a lingering tease that sends a little shiver through me. I press the phone to my ear, my heart fluttering with uncertainty. What mood will Rob be in? Did he truly intend for me and Terry to spend the night together, or did last night’s drunken haze twist his intentions? I brace myself, my voice light but wary as I greet him. “Hi Rob, how are you feeling?”

His voice is rough, thick with the edges of a hangover. “Um, quite hungover, honey, you probably guessed that. I really went for it, didn’t I? Remind me, how did I get home? I know I was wasted, but I don’t remember chatting with a cab driver, not even to tell him where to drop me.”

Relief flickers through me, tinged with guilt. “Terry drove you in our car. The cab never showed up—they probably weren’t interested in such a short fare, or maybe your booking disappeared into the system.”

He groans, but there’s a slow smile in his voice. “That was good of Terry, but he didn’t have to. I could’ve slept on his couch, or found a spare bed.”

But I could never say that I begged Terry to take Rob home, desperate not to have my husband close enough to catch the naked, hungry sounds of my ecstasy—or, god forbid, stumble in and discover us locked together in the dark. “I just thought you’d be more comfortable at home in your own bed,” I reply gently, my mind replaying the night before.

There’s a pause. “Why didn’t you come home too, Ev?”

A knot tightens in my stomach. He doesn’t recall his tipsy magnanimity out by the pool, handing Terry and me our first all-night freedom together. How will he feel, knowing now? “Rob, when you were by the pool—right before you called a cab—you told Terry and me that since we hadn’t had one of our special… um… evenings in a few weeks, I could stay.”

“That’s what I said?” He sounds genuinely surprised. “Well, I must’ve thought it was a good idea then.”

I hesitate, the question burning through my nerves. “So, you don’t think it’s a good idea now, Rob?” My voice barely above a whisper.

He draws in a breath, softer now. “No, it’s fine, honey. Honestly. Did you… enjoy yourself?”

A smile curves on my lips, lingering heat pooling low inside me as I remember every lingering touch, every stolen moan. “I’ll say that. Yes, love, it went well. I feel really—” My voice drops to a sultry purr— “refreshed.”

He laughs, gruff and teasing. “Is ‘refreshed’ your new way to say satisfied?”

I giggle, a little wickedness bubbling up. “Maybe it is. Or if you’d rather, I’m feeling more than just satisfied. And I can’t wait to see you, darling. I think I’ll be home soon.”

There’s a thoughtful pause. “Maybe I should come pick you up?”

The idea of Rob arriving at Terry’s house, so soon after a night of deep, messy indulgence, makes adrenaline spike in my veins. “You sure that’s wise? You drank a lot—you might still be over the limit.”

He dismisses my concern with a soft chuckle. “No, I’ll be fine. I’ll just get dressed and come. I should be there in fifteen minutes.”

The line goes dead. I stare at my phone, cursing Rob—loving him and quietly panicking. Now I have to hurry, pulling myself together, smoothing wild hair and swollen lips—wanting to look respectable for my husband, fresh from my lover’s… well, from my surrogate lover’s… bed.

Terry slips into the room, brazen and utterly naked—his skin flushed from our recent escapade, his smile wicked. “So, what’s happening, Evelyn?” His eyes roam over me, hungry and possessive.

I can barely catch my breath. “Rob’s coming in fifteen minutes to pick me up. Christ, I have to find my things, get dressed! I can’t be standing here like this… and you need to get some clothes on, too.”

He just laughs, deep and unrepentant. “Screw that. You know I like Rob—he’s a stand-up guy, always polite, but right now I wish he’d stay away. I was hoping for one more round with you before you left. Should I call him, tell him you’ll be late? Besides, he shouldn’t be driving yet—not after how he was last night. He’s probably still soaked in last night’s liquor.”

I roll my eyes as I dash around, gathering my clothes, his possessiveness sending a thrill through me. “No, Terry—don’t cause trouble.” I grab his cock, my fingers circling him, still warm and thick, not quite hard but not entirely soft either—always ready for me. I stroke him, just once, unwilling to let go. Regret pulses through me as I release him, feeling greedy for more but knowing Rob can’t be kept waiting. I whisper, low and desperate, “God, as much as I want to, I couldn’t stand another three weeks without this inside me.”

My hands tremble as I scatter through the house, collecting my abandoned bikini, my blouse, a forgotten earring, my wristwatch. My mind is frantic, body flushed, desire still simmering under my skin as I slip hurriedly into respectable clothes. I barely make myself presentable when I hear the tires crunching on the drive outside, signaling Rob’s arrival.

Before I move to the door, I spin and throw my arms around Terry, my lips crashing to his in a feverish, hungry kiss. My breasts, now clothed but still sensitized, press against his chest. I grind my hips against his cock, feeling him harden anew beneath the thin cotton. He tastes of sleep and sex and something forbidden. I moan, savoring the rush, then force myself to pull free as the doorbell rings—once, impatient, then again, demanding.

I check my appearance one last time, making sure my nipples are hidden, my hair is tame, my lips not too swollen from Terry’s kisses. I open the door, painting on a wife’s smile. Rob stands there, looking a little rumpled and remarkably sober. “Hi, honey. Good to see you.”

He pulls me into his arms, presses a chaste kiss to my lips—no heat, no tongue, utterly different than what I’d just shared with Terry. No regret flares in me, only a secret thrill that washes through me at the memory of what we’d just done together.

I step back and the men exchange a brotherly hug, Rob thanking Terry for his hospitality and for bringing him home after his bender—oblivious to how else Terry looked after me last night, how thoroughly he laid claim to every part of me. Rob could never guess I’d let Terry take me in ways I’d never even dared imagine—he would never thank Terry for taking my last untouched place, for coaxing pleasure from pain, for making me his utterly.

We walk to the car, my hand trembling as I open the passenger door. I lower myself carefully onto the seat. Suddenly, pain darts up from my still-tender rear—sharp, raw, a stinging memory of Terry’s ruthless, beautiful claim. “Oooh!” I gasp, biting my lip, unable to hide the wince, the unexpected ache making me blush in secret humiliation.

Rob looks over, concerned. “What’s wrong, honey?”

Rob’s gaze flickers over to me, sharp and attentive, picking up instantly on the involuntary gasp I let slip. I school my features, desperately pressing my lips into a little smooth smile, trying not to give anything away. “Oh, it’s nothing, Rob. I promise—I’m fine,” I lie, my voice soft and soothing, hoping he’ll take the bait and drop it.

But as I shift in my seat, gingerly raising my hips away from the unyielding leather beneath, another jolt of soreness ripples up my spine. I can’t suppress a tiny wince. His brows knit together in concern. “Are you in pain? Tell me, sweetheart, does something hurt?”

Panic stirs in my stomach—a warm, tingling anxiety. If only he knew the real reason for my discomfort; the brand-new ache radiating from my most secret place, proof of the unrestrained pleasure Terry gave me just hours ago. How am I meant to confess this? I scramble, fumbling for an excuse that he might accept. “Um… it’s a little embarrassing, really. I think—maybe—I’ve got a bit of a sore bum. Like a hemorrhoid or something. Maybe from sitting strangely?”

Rob glances at me sidelong, unconvinced. “A hemorrhoid? That came on fast. I didn’t notice you wincing or complaining yesterday. And with that skimpy bikini, wouldn’t you have felt it then? Sweetheart, let me check when we get home. If it’s something, I want to help. Could be serious.”

My chest tightens. The thought of him examining me, spreading me apart, peering at the evidence of what Terry did… The shame would be unbearable. I wrangle my panic, forcing a gentle laugh, waving away his concern. “Oh, darling—you’re lovely, but you’re not a doctor. What would you even do, diagnose it in the living room? I’ll make a doctor’s appointment first thing tomorrow. Don’t fuss, really.”

As Rob drives us the short distance home, I lapse into anxious silence. My body is all sensation—acutely aware of tender, raw places that ache deliciously every time I shift or sway. I think back, mind swirling: Why didn’t it hurt this much when I sat astride Terry at the breakfast table? Then it comes to me: my weight balanced on his powerful thighs, bottom suspended above his knees, never pressing down on a hard surface. No wonder. The memory sends a secret heat spiraling through me, mingled with a delicious pang deep inside.


Peeping Mom

A lonely divorced mother's routine morning takes a shocking turn when she stumbles upon her son's best friend in the bathroom.

Lisa’s Story

Who can really say who’s at fault when a moment of innocent, distinctly feminine curiosity erupts into something so much bigger—no, I have to catch myself—perhaps “bigger” is a rather telling word in this context. My mind can’t help but linger on those suggestive proportions that turned a routine disturbance into this humiliating tangle, yet I realize I owe you an explanation before you spiral off imagining the wrong things.

Now, my dearest friend of over twenty years accuses me of trespassing boundaries, threatening to unmask me as some sort of predatory woman lurking in the shadows, and my own nineteen-year-old son—he won’t speak to me anymore. Chaos, it’s chaos I’ve sewn into the fabric of our life, and all because I dared slip from my sheets as dawn crept near, surrendering to the familiar urge to use my own bathroom, the same way I have every blurry-eyed morning for as long as I can recall.

When I crawled into bed hours earlier, the house was silent and mine alone—so why would I even consider knocking or pausing by the bathroom door? There was no one to disturb, no reason to hesitate. So, lost in sleep’s lingering embrace, I flung back the covers, my bare feet padding softly across the hall, sleepy fingers curling around the doorknob. I gave it a gentle twist and stepped inside, expecting nothing but shadows and moonlit tiles.

The light was off. Only the silvery radiance of a full moon slipped through the window, bathing the room in its cool, watchful glow. Still half-dreaming, I swung that door wide—and froze, startled by a figure, bold and masculine, cast in sharp silhouette by the pale light streaming in.

He could only be male, standing with unmistakable intent at the toilet, lost in private relief. If I’d burst in at mid-morning, any sunlit hour, and found some man peeing in my bathroom, I know embarrassment would have tinted my cheeks scarlet. I’d have stammered an apology—perhaps, “Sorry, didn’t realize…”—and scrambled away, mortified by my intrusion.

But this was the hush before dawn, me only half awake and utterly convinced I was alone. Maybe that’s why I hovered, unable to look away; my mind racing ahead, certain I needed to assess the threat. Had some brazen burglar broken in, pausing for a mid-crime piss? Or—dark imagination running wild—was it a rapist, emptying his bladder before prowling my room with wicked intent? Don’t roll your eyes or scoff; at forty-three, divorced and not yet faded, I still like to believe I’m alluring enough to warrant some caution.

As I lingered in the threshold, my hand gripping the cold metal of the doorknob, I found myself rooted to the spot—eyes straining in the dreamy silver wash of moonlight. The figure before me was unmistakably male; his stance and the arching stream from his shadowed body leaving no room for doubt. But the shock of the hour and the unexpected intrusion kept me fixed, breath held tight to my chest as I tried to discern his identity. Yet, in that blue-tinged gloom, seeing his face was close to impossible—his profile a mere suggestion drawn by the moonlight’s brush.

Instead, my gaze was helplessly drawn lower—to the very reason for his visit to my bathroom—the masculine flesh in his hand, perfectly visible in silhouette and utterly impossible to ignore. His cock was long and heavy, hanging lower than seemed plausible, an impressive and unguarded display. I couldn’t make out who he was, but I could hardly miss the bold statement of his body. Soft, as it must have been for nature’s call, but no less formidable for it.

A hot flush crept up my skin, part embarrassment, part the guilty thrill of voyeurism that I couldn’t resist even if I’d wanted to. I found myself estimating—comparing—old trivia bubbling up from memory, perhaps in some desperate defense. Judging by the undeniable length, the swollen tip dangling far closer to his knee than his thigh, my sleep-fogged mind calculated it had to be at least seven inches, slack and heavy. An extraordinary endowment, and precisely the sort of measurement that would have sent my ex into a gleeful, swaggering monologue.

God, my ex was obsessed with size—forever reciting those tedious global averages, so proud to rank above the rest. He had once bragged that he measured six and a half inches when hard, and that insignificant statistic seemed to fuel his entire ego. The memory flashed—him caught red-handed with the tape measure in our bathroom, swollen with pride. He’d even found occasion to share the details with friends over wine at one of our dinner parties, as though sexual competence could be measured and served like a dessert.

Now, standing here in the hush before dawn, confronted by this unknown man’s extraordinary, natural reveal, I felt the strangest heady rush—a mix of reckless curiosity and deep, forbidden arousal.

So, with a self-satisfied grin and the flourish of a man who truly relished attention, my ex had regaled our dinner guests with intimate statistics he found so fascinating—spouting off about how apparently, the most well-endowed men hailed from the Democratic Republic of Congo, boasting an average of 7.1 inches, while those in North Korea apparently endured life with just 3.8. He lapped up his own trivia, expectations clear in his eyes: the women would surely glance at me with envy, lips parted in admiration for my supposed luck, while the men would clap him on the back, conspiratorial and approving. But in his oblivious arrogance, he failed to recognize how utterly uninterested our guests truly were. Eyes glazed, polite smiles frozen, the table had been draped in awkward quiet rather than admiration.

And yet, standing in the darkened hallway now, confronted with this brazen, unashamed display of masculinity—this unfathomably impressive length of flesh held indifferently in Brandon’s grasp—I couldn’t help comparing that memory with what I saw before me. My mind reeled in disbelief: a flaccid shaft so generously proportioned it must have measured near seven inches, eclipsing even my ex’s ill-gotten pride and every statistical boast he’d paraded over candlelit meals. Double the supposed average, and then some. How on earth would it look—would it even fit—when hard?

I realize as I pour this confession out that it’s stretched across pages, but truly, the whole surreal tableau unfolded in a silent flurry of seconds. Memory replayed it back, each moment stretching, lingering.

Door swinging open, just a fraction—my pulse stopping: someone at the toilet, a man.

The next tick—panic: Who is it? Is this a stranger, a danger hiding in the familiar lines of my own home?

Then, recognition: oh God, he’s standing—peeing. Utterly unaware.

Curiosity, fear, and stark fascination pierced through my caution. Just look at it—look at him. That pendulous, heavy length… Could that truly be real? Instinct took over and I stared, transfixed—reminding myself I’d only ever seen something close to that on heavy-limbed stallions at the countryside horse shows.

The seconds ticked onward; shame and intrigue tangled deliciously in my gut.

At last, by some miracle of willpower, my eyes dragged themselves upwards—past narrow hips, a lean torso, to the shadowed, familiar features. Recognition lit across my mind like lightning. Brandon? Michael’s best friend? The same Brandon whose diapers I had changed as a bored teenager when his mother and I swapped gossip in this very hallway? The world tilted, reality quickening in a sudden rush of unintended, utterly forbidden arousal.

He finished his marathon stream at last, turning his head and greeting me without a flicker of embarrassment, his words thick, heavy with bourbon and the reckless abandon of youth. “Hi Mrs. B.” Even now, he clung to that touch of formality Heather and I had fiercely instilled.

I prayed he wouldn’t remember my intrusion—my barely disguised curiosity—when daylight broke. Breathless, pulse skittering, I withdrew and gently nudged the door shut. I waited just outside, pressing my back against the wall, fumbling for the switch and flooding my small hallway with light, craving some fragile illusion of respectability after witnessing something so intimate, so shockingly arousing, in the midnight dark.

I barely had a moment to compose myself before the door swung open once more. And there he was—Brandon, all six feet of him filling the narrow hallway, the oversized tee-shirt just grazing the tops of his thighs, the rest of him deliciously bare. My breath caught. Despite my better judgment, despite the sober, responsible part of me that whispered warnings, I couldn’t help but drink him in with my eyes. Curiosity had a wicked pull, and it anchored my gaze right where it shouldn’t linger—downward.

It was so close now, that impressive cock hanging loose, heavy and swinging as he took a lurching step towards me, swaying with each unsteady movement, so brazen and unashamed. I could almost feel the heat of his skin, the faint musk of his body wafting toward me in the sliver of space between us, intimate and raw. Just for a second, the tip nearly brushed against my thigh, sending a scandalous jolt down my spine.

At last, somewhere behind the haze of intoxication, he seemed to notice the path of my gaze. His hands jerked to cover himself, not quite successfully, and his cheeks flushed nearly as bright as his voice was slurred. “Oh shit, I’m sorry, Mrs. B,” he mumbled, the words thick and stumbling. “I wasn’t… I didn’t mean to— Didn’t think I’d be staying over.”

I forced steady composure into my reply, trying to ignore how my pulse hammered traitorously. “It’s alright, Brandon. Did Michael put you up in the guest room?”

He nodded, his movement slow and endearing. “Yeah, Mrs. B. Just crashed in there…”

“That’s good,” I managed, my voice softer than I intended, “You should get some more sleep. You look like you need it.”

Without protest, Brandon turned—giving me an uninterrupted view of his bare, athletic backside beneath the hem of that tee-shirt, the sway of his hips hypnotic as he wove his way down the hall. I shamelessly watched him retreat, only dragging my gaze away when the door to the guest room clicked shut behind him.

Only then did I step into the bathroom, the air still tinged with the earthy scent of his presence, and lower myself onto the toilet, my skin tingling as though his nakedness had imprinted itself onto my very nerves. As I relieved myself, my mind replayed the scene in exquisite detail—every inch of that uninhibited display, the confident weight of his body, the lazy way his cock moved, almost beckoning.

Normally, a midnight bathroom trip wouldn’t disrupt me at all. I’d keep the lights off, shrink from the world, drift back to dreamless sleep. But how could anyone—how could I—return to peace after unexpectedly witnessing such a potent, forbidden vision? My body refused to calm, my mind whirred. The darkness in my bedroom became thick with erotic memory. How was it possible, I wondered, for an eighteen-year-old boy to possess a cock so magnificent? Was it some quirk of fate? A genetic gift? I’d known his father Jim as long as I’d known Heather, and believed me, Heather and I had shared no shortage of bedroom confessions, but never—never—had she spoken of endowments like this.

Sleep became an impossible endeavor. The images burned behind my eyelids—taunting, insistent. By seven, exasperated and hopelessly aroused, I surrendered. I wandered into the kitchen, crafted a steaming mug of coffee with trembling hands, and perched on a stool, the newspaper open, pages fluttering. My mind, however, refused the distraction. The only thing I could focus on was whether I should busy myself by whipping up pancakes for the boys—or whether the mere sight of Brandon, sauntering in with that irresistible morning-after swagger, would undo me completely.

There was no one else in my life now—just me, truly alone in the house. My dirtbag of a husband had abandoned us for a younger, far blonder woman at his job two years ago, and honestly, I couldn’t even muster up the energy to be shocked when he finally walked out. Even in the early days of our marriage, I’d known he was trouble—his roving eye lingered on every pair of shapely legs, and he never cared much for boundaries. Sometimes, I caught him leering at my friends, and while his departure hurt at first, I soon realized I was only mourning what I’d wished we had, not the man he actually was. Now, with some distance and a little quiet reflection, I saw just how much lighter my life felt without him weighing me down.

But what a blessing my children have been—if anything truly lasted from my marriage, it was them. Michael, my nineteen-year-old, still called my place home, although who knew where he landed on any given night? His wild parties and impromptu sleepovers with friends meant the guest room was almost never free, and there were more than a few nights he vanished entirely, probably tangled in bedsheets somewhere with a girl he met at the club.

My daughter, Alison, twenty-two and fiercely independent, had left just before her father bolted—pure coincidence, though it felt almost prophetic. She worried about me, bless her, and she’d even offered to move back in so I wouldn’t have to rattle around the house all alone. I loved that about her, her warmth and thoughtfulness, but I shooed her concerns away; it was her time now, her adventure, and I wasn’t about to hold her back.

Still lost in my thoughts, I sat at the kitchen table with my coffee, sunlight bleeding in slowly through the blinds, when Michael stumbled into the room at half past eight. He looked every bit as hungover as a college kid could, bleary eyed and unsteady. “Looks like you and Brandon went all-in last night,” I teased, arching a brow at the state of him.

He grunted, rubbing a hand through his disheveled hair. “Yeah, we hit it pretty hard. So… you’ve seen Brandon? Is he up? Meant to leave you a note—didn’t want you freaking out if you ran into him.”

A secretive smile curled at the edge of my lips as I remembered the earlier encounter. “Let’s just say I’ve seen Brandon, and no—he’s still asleep, but he might as well be awake, after what happened.”

Michael blinked, his curiosity instantly piqued. “What does that mean, Mom?”

“Nothing you ought to know,” I deflected, enjoying the growing confusion on his face, the mischievous spark that ignited something inside me.

“Seriously, Mom. Now I have to know. What are you talking about?”

I drew a slow breath for effect, letting the silence stretch until he squirmed. “Well… your friend Brandon had a little adventure of his own last night. I bumped into him in the bathroom in the early hours… and let’s just say, he wasn’t exactly dressed for company.”

Michael’s mortification was instant. “You didn’t. Oh God, Mom, please tell me—what was he doing in there? He wasn’t… you know…? We both struck out last night.”

A laugh threatened to rise, but I kept my composure, heat creeping up my neck as I replayed the stunning image that was now seared into my memory.

My cheeks warmed with the memory, a wicked thrill running through me. “Oh sweet heavens, no, nothing like that, darling,” I said with a laugh that fluttered just a little too close to nervous giddiness. “Goodness, wouldn’t that have been a sight?”

Michael cringed, the corners of his lips twitching in exaggerated dismay. “Believe me, Mom, you seriously do not want that image rattling around in your head.”

But I pressed on, lowering my tone to a mischievous hush. “Well – that’s the thing, Michael. I, well, I sort of already saw it.”

He blinked, caught off guard as if he doubted my confession. “You just said he wasn’t… you know, going at it.”

“He wasn’t! But… oh, I saw it, sweetheart. I swung open that door and there he stood, utterly unguarded, taking a piss. And that… well, that cock of his was right there, absolutely impossible to ignore. My God, Michael – it’s enormous.”

With a theatrical groan, my son clamped his hands over his ears as if he could block out my words. “La la la! No, Mom, please – that’s way past my comfort zone. Moms aren’t supposed to swap dick stories, especially when it comes to their son’s friends. And the size? Ugh, Mom, no!”

I waited for him to drop his hands, my heart thudding with a kind of wicked curiosity. “Michael, you have to understand – I’ve hardly lived a wild life. I wasn’t out sampling every man I met like your father did. The last penis I saw up close was your dad’s, and let’s be honest, it’s been ages. The last time I glimpsed yours, you could barely reach the sink on your own.”

He winced, clearly mortified. “Mom, please, enough! Trust me, you don’t want a refresher course – mine’s not exactly worth writing home about. Not like Brandon’s, apparently.”

But I was captivated, unable to let the image go. I leaned forward, voice dropping, heat curling low in my belly. “But surely, Brandon’s… well, just how does he cope with it? Does it scare the girls off? I can’t even imagine! When did it get to be so – so impressive?”

Groaning, Michael shook his head. “No, Mom. Absolutely not. We are not dissecting my friend’s cock over breakfast. Let’s switch topics – please. I can’t handle this.”

I barely heard his plea, lost in the rush of embarrassment and forbidden fascination. “I’m sorry, honey, but after living with your father’s endless obsessions about size and all those awful dinner parties where he’d actually brag about his measurements, it’s a bit of an eye-opener.” I paused, my voice softening with old resentment. “He’d go on and on, quoting statistics, comparing countries, making sure everyone knew how proud he was. Sometimes I wonder how I survived all that nonsense.”

Michael shot me a warning glance. “Mom, whatever you think, he’s still my dad. And you always said you wouldn’t trash-talk him when Alison or I could hear.”

I sighed, regret at the edge of my words. “I know. We agreed. But sometimes, it slips out, and I get so damn frustrated remembering everything I put up with. Now, what were we talking about? Oh, yes, Brandon’s unforgettable… endowment.”

Michael groaned again, pushing back from the table as if physical distance might save him. “No, Mom, you were talking about it. I’m done. For the love of God, don’t go asking Brandon about… that. Just don’t.”

A sly smile tugged at my lips. “We’ll see. I might have to get all my questions answered from the source – straight from the horse’s mouth, so to speak. Though, maybe I shouldn’t use animal metaphors right now…”

“Seriously, Mom, stop!” he blurted, bolting for the door in mock horror. “And don’t you dare try to chat up my buddy about his dick. Promise me.”

I called after him, struggling not to laugh, “But I was going to whip up pancakes for you two!”

“Skip it, Mom!” he yelled, retreating. His footsteps faded, leaving me alone with my thoughts – and that vivid, forbidden image I doubted I’d ever forget.

After lingering over the last words of the newspaper, I let myself slip into the familiar comfort of making pancakes—still warm stacks, fluffy and golden. Despite Michael’s protests, I couldn’t resist the maternal urge, so I polished off one plate myself before venturing down the hall toward his room. I paused at his half-closed door and rapped lightly, my tone softened by guilt. “Michael, darling, I hate when we argue. There’s fresh pancakes in the kitchen, if you’re hungry. They’re still hot.”

He murmured back, grateful but guarded, “Thanks, Mom.”

I left him there, drawn on a different impulse—a curious, eager sort of ache that led me to Alison’s old bedroom, now just the guest room. My hand hesitated at the doorknob before I slipped through the door, closing it softly behind me. The blind was half-drawn, and filtered sunlight painted pale streaks across the room. And there—flat on his back and blissfully unaware, mouth parted in careless sleep—lay Brandon. His breath puffed quiet little snores into the room, his chest rising beneath the thin tee-shirt he wore to bed. The top sheet pooled at his hips, carelessly tossed aside.

But my hungry gaze landed lower, helpless as gravity. Nestled against his thigh lay that magnificent, impossible cock—unmistakably thick even in its softened state, its head heavy and flushed. I stared, transfixed; it was extraordinary, a marvel in repose, its tip far nearer to his knee than his groin. My mind whirled with half-forgotten statistics—what had Matt once said, that only three percent of men exceeded eight inches hard? But this… this thing was formidable even now, at rest. God, how much would he grow? The question danced in my head and twirled hotly in my belly.

An involuntary longing clenched inside me. It had been more than two years since I’d touched or tasted a man; desire—raw and liquid—thrummed through my veins with new urgency. My skin tingled with the dangerous promise of being this close, of being so entirely unseen. I hesitated, then let my hand drift downward, trembling—but resolute. Carefully, I slid my fingers along the thick length, starting near the warmth of his balls and tracing up toward its swollen crown. The skin was velvety, silken and yielding beneath my fingers.

As I reached the rounded head, I traced the silky underside, exploring the most sensitive flesh. His cock jumped, throbbing in unconscious reaction, and my heart seized in panic. Had I gone too far? Was he waking? His breathing stopped, snore interrupted, and I froze, caught between terror and arousal. For long moments I watched, chest fluttering, but his lids never fluttered open. A slow release as his deep, even breaths resumed; he was still lost to dreams, and I—breathless and trembling—remained deliciously, wickedly undetected.

The urge to flee pulsed through me—I knew I was inches from crossing a line I could never return from, and yet the magnetic pull of that heavy, magnificent shaft was nearly impossible to resist. There was a delicious thrill, dangerous and sharp, to the whole thing: the forbidden quiet, the faint light brushing over silky skin, the stretch of uncharted length lying dormant and waiting. I let my trembling fingers glide along him once more, indulging my craving. This time, when I traced the velvety ridge underneath the head—feeling the heat, the promise—I didn’t flinch as he tensed beneath my touch.

His cock twitched, more insistent, thickening now, the change stirring something wild and empty inside me. My breath was shallow as I lingered, barely grazing with slow, adoring movements, coaxing a deeper reaction from his body. I watched, spellbound, as he hardened just a fraction more—flesh warming under my idle worship—until a bead of clear, shimmering arousal welled up at the tip, begging for attention. I collected it with the pad of my finger, unable to resist tasting him. The sensation on my lips, the faint salt and heat—there was nothing quite as intoxicating as this secret act, this reckless defiance.

Every heartbeat was like thunder. The risk of exposure throbbed with the kind of sweet fear that left me dizzy, my core molten, strangely alive. Reluctantly, I took one long, reverent last glance at the perfection splayed before me, then settled him gently along his thigh—slow, deliberate, savoring the memory for later, when I’d ache for it even more than now.

At the door, I paused, nerves on fire, listening. No footsteps, no voices. The living, breathing house was still mine, for a moment longer. I slipped out into the hallway, closing the door silently behind me, trying to steady my pulse, trying not to let the truth show in my cheeks or the way I smoothed down my trembling hands.

That attempt at composure barely lasted a second—Michael stepped out from the bathroom, his gaze sharp and far too perceptive. His eyes locked on mine, suspicious, accusing, and I felt the heat in my face, all too aware of what I’d just done.

"Where have you been, mom?"

Swallowing, I forced a thin, unsteady smile, hoping he couldn’t smell my guilt. "Just the sun room," I lied, hating how unconvincing I sounded.

But Michael saw right through it. "No you weren’t. I checked the sun room. You were in the guest room, weren’t you? What is going on, mom? Tell me you didn’t—God, did you do something with Brandon?"

I tried my best to keep my voice calm, feigning ignorance, but my nerves were raw. "What are you suggesting, Michael?"

He shook his head, frustration and suspicion intertwined. "I don’t know, but you’re acting weird. Were you in there? You were, weren’t you?"

I forced myself to sound casual, dismissive, masking the chaos churning inside me. "I just checked on him. He seemed pretty out of it when I saw him earlier."

Michael glared, not buying a word of it. "Stay there." He marched past me to the guest room, disappeared inside, then returned, eyes burning with realization and disappointment.

His voice was low, incredulous. "What were you doing in there, mom? Seriously? He's eighteen—you’re, what, forty-three? That’s old enough to be his mother. Oh wait, you can’t be his mother because his mom’s actually your best friend. Can you imagine what she’d say? Jesus, mom, you can’t just go in there and ogle your best friend’s son. Get a grip. Please. You have to act your age."

He spun away from me, his words stinging, and disappeared toward the kitchen, leaving a bitter chill in the hallway where he'd stood accusing. Shaken, I slipped into my own room, letting the door click shut behind me, and all at once the world shrank down to the wild beat of my heart and the ache between my thighs. I lay atop the crisp sheets, eyes wide, but my mind could hold nothing except the memory of Brandon—of the way his cock had responded to my touch, thick and alive in my palm, the astonishing heat and weight and promise of it. The pulse of longing spread through me, hot and urgent, drowning out guilt and shame and years of careful restraint.

It crashed over me just how desperately lonely I'd become since Matt had left, how my own needs had been buried under layers of silence and solitude. Two whole years, starved for any real touch, existing on fragments of fantasy and stolen glances. No wonder my control had slipped around Brandon—wasn’t it just simple curiosity, I tried to tell myself? Wouldn’t any woman be entranced by a cock like that: so impossibly hard, so perfectly formed? If another man had filled my bed in these past years, would I be obsessed with one forbidden touch now? Maybe. Maybe not.

Restless, throbbing with unsated need, I rose and made my way to the bathroom. The hiss of hot water seemed to beckon me, a promise of relief or release—or both. As the steam curled around me, I soaped my body with slow, deliberate strokes, letting my thoughts drift to that moment again: Brandon’s swollen tip, the clear bead of arousal, how boldly I tasted his essence on my lip. My hand slid lower, fingers circling my clit, hunger unfurling inside me, and I let myself surrender for just a moment, eyes closed, mouth parted, stifling a moan that threatened to escape.

Eventually I wrapped myself in a towel, skin tingling, hair damp around my face. Back in my room, indecision gripped me as I faced the open wardrobe. A housecoat? Hideously short, far too revealing. Tracksuit? Drab, unflattering; it would smother any hint of the new energy dancing beneath my skin. My clingy gym clothes? Absolutely not—what on earth would Michael think? What would Brandon think? I bit my lip, a wicked little thrill pulsing through me, and drifted toward my dresser instead. My hands found the powder-blue lingerie set I’d bought on a daring whim: high-cut panties, a delicate matching bra, a camisole that barely kissed my hips. Slipping them on, I felt a forgotten spark flicker to life, a flush blossoming inside me, wrapping me in confidence and secret anticipation. My heartbeat quickened as the silk hugged my curves, an intimate, sensual glow chasing away the grey emptiness of the last two years.

Pulling my dressing gown on over the lingerie, I padded softly through the house in search of my son, desperate to bridge the distance that had sprung up between us. He was nowhere to be found. Frowning, I pulled out my phone and dialed his number, chewing my bottom lip as it rang.

“Michael, where are you?”

His voice, shaking off some of the anger, filtered through. “I picked up a bit of work from a friend I saw yesterday, Mom. Needed the money. Should keep me out of your hair for a few days.”

Relief tangled with concern. “I’m proud of you, Michael. It’s good—taking initiative, not always counting on me. When will you be home?”

“Maybe five, five-thirty. Depends how late I get held up.”

“Should I plan on you for dinner?”

He hesitated, the briefest pause. “Yeah, that’d be good, Mom. Is, uh… is Brandon still there?”

I sucked in a breath, caught off guard by his lingering suspicion. “I really don’t know, Michael. I haven’t checked. I lay down for a bit and just showered.”

“Please, mom, just leave him alone—he’s only eighteen. I’d honestly die of embarrassment if I found out you’d… you know, caught him with his dick out or something. Promise you’ll just let him sleep it off. We both partied pretty hard last night.”

A reluctant sigh escaped my lips. “Alright, Michael. But darling, you really do need to keep an eye on your drinking—not just how much, but how quickly your wallet empties each time you go out.”

He gave a half-hearted laugh. “That’s one reason I got a job. Those club drinks drain me fast, mom. I could use every extra dollar. I’ll see you tonight, okay?”

“Dinner at five, then. I love you.”

“Love you too.”

As soon as the call ended, I set the receiver gently on the counter, trembling just a little. Alone, I let the heavy, concealing robe slide from my shoulders, pooling in a soft heap at my feet. The air kissed my half-naked skin—just silky blue lingerie hugging my curves, a whisper of a camisole clinging to my hips, painted with the memory of arousal that still hummed beneath my skin.

My breath stuttered as I crept down the hallway, heart hammering shame and longing in equal measure. Just beyond that door, Brandon slept—innocent, vulnerable, utterly oblivious to the wickedness stirring in me. I hesitated, hand pressed to my flushed chest, mind roaring with guilt and need. This was all kinds of wrong, I knew it, and yet—God help me—I craved the sight of him again, my own body defying reason, every nerve still burning with the image of his glorious cock heavy in my palm.

Steeling myself, I twisted the doorknob and edged the door open, my nipples pebbling, breath shallow as I peered anxiously toward the tangled sheets. Maybe he’d slipped out while I’d been showering, realized his predicament and run for home. The room was still, sunlight painting his bare skin; Brandon lay sprawled obliviously, lost in sleep, his tousled hair splayed like a halo on the pillow.

Before I could step closer, a shrill ring shattered the hush, echoing sharply down the hallway. “Shit,” I hissed, startled, and hurried to the kitchen, the air cooling my heated skin even as adrenaline surged through me.

Snatching up the phone, I tried for composure. “Hello, Baker residence.”

“Lisa, hi—it’s Heather.” Suddenly, the world shifted. Heather: my oldest friend, Brandon’s mother. My heart jackhammered again, not with lust but wild panic. If only she knew what I’d just been about to do; her gorgeous son, her precious boy—sleeping in the next room.

I willed my voice bright and casual, even as my knee threatened to buckle.

“Oh, hey Heather! How are you?”

Heather’s warm, familiar laugh floated over the line. “I’m well, just a little worried. Brandon didn’t come home last night—and I know how boys are, how they crash at each other’s places after a big night, but he usually remembers to call. Michael’s not with you too, is he?”

“Don’t worry, honestly—he’s here, safe and sound. Both boys stumbled in really late; I didn’t even hear them arrive. Brandon’s crashed out in the guest room.” My voice softened, motherly, practiced. “He looks like he needs every minute’s sleep after the night they had. I made pancakes, but he’s out cold—I thought it’d be best not to wake him.”

“Oh, sweetheart, that’s such a relief—I just needed to be sure he was safe, you know? No matter how grown up they get, we can’t help worrying about them, can we? I’m glad he’s with you, honestly. He couldn’t be in better hands, Lisa. You treat him like one of your own, and I’ve always admired how nurturing you are. You really are a rare find, darling.”

“Thank you, Heather.” My voice was steady, polite, even gracious, but inside... God, the irony of her words scorched me. Here I was, supposedly this paragon of motherly virtue, while under my demure tone I was all nerves and want—the silk of my panties clinging damp between my thighs, my breasts straining against lace cups as I yearned for this call to end so I could slip into the guest room, back to the young man lying so vulnerably in that bed.

Even as gratitude oozed from Heather’s sweet praise, guilt prickled beneath my skin. Envy, too. She saw me through the pristine lens of long-term friendship—the responsible, trustworthy Lisa. But beneath that layer, under sheer lingerie chosen less for comfort than for seduction, I quivered with anticipation. The warmth of my desire—the reckless pulse of it—surprised even me. What was I thinking? Was there even a plan? Did it matter, when all I could picture was his cock, thick and heavy, the image seared into my mind since last night? I never thought I’d crave anything other than what I’d known during my marriage—certainly never considered hunger for something so much more... substantial. My ex-husband, that selfish bastard, loved to remind me that other men measured up so much larger—but I’d never longed for proof until now.

Heather’s husky, familiar voice punctured my reverie. “So, what are you up to today, darling?”

“Oh, nothing extravagant. Maybe I’ll catch Dr. Phil or Ellen. Or just melt away beside the pool.” I twisted a lock of damp hair around my finger, feigning casualness, though inside I throbbed with impatience.

A warning note crept into her tone. “Lisa, I hope you don’t mind me saying, but if you do decide on the pool—just be careful what you wear while Brandon’s there. I know you have those tiny bikinis, and, well, you still look incredible in them. My Brandon, he’s at that impressionable age. And while you’re like an aunt to him, you know how boys can be. I’d hate for your gorgeous body to stir up things he can’t handle.”

I tsked at her playfully, reprimanding the suggestion with practiced indignation, though my reflection—writhing inside translucent lingerie, nipples pebbled, thighs hot and eager—betrayed the truth.

She softened, chastened. “Sorry, that’s just awful of me to say. Please, forget it. I know you’d never do anything to jeopardize our friendship. Have a lovely day, gorgeous—see you soon.”

The line went dead. Silence swelled, thick and electric. I leaned on the kitchen counter, letting her words tumble around my mind—her trust, her fear, her unknowing. My body hummed, arousal tangled with guilt and an intoxicating sense of danger. And then, dismissing her warning, trembling with anticipation, I stole down the hall on silent feet. My heart pounded louder with every step, every brush of lace against flushed skin, until I reached the guest room door.

I peered inside. Relief—and wild, delicious excitement—tingled through me. Brandon was still there, sprawled on his back, just as I’d left him.

With deliberate care, I slipped into the dimly lit room, the scent of his untouched warmth heavy in the air. My bare feet barely made a sound as I crept to the bed, my pulse thrumming loudly in my eardrums. There he was—sprawled across the faded sheets, golden in the gentle morning light. My gaze lingered on him, taking in the relaxed sprawl of his youthful body, every inch of him so deliciously unguarded. And there—his right hand curled lazily around his magnificent cock, as if even in dreams he couldn’t resist. For a heartbeat, panic surged—had he already pleasured himself, spent his seed before I could taste it? Leaning closer, my breath caught; there was nothing, no milky trace to mar that flawless, throbbing length.

Relief washed over me, mingled with a wave of raw, pulsing hunger. I perched on the narrow edge of the single bed—once my daughter's, and now the scene of my fevered fantasies—my heart fluttering. My need to touch him was impossible to deny, an ache in my core that demanded satisfaction. Gently, so gently, I eased his fingers from his shaft, prying them away one by one. He didn’t so much as stir, his soft snores still fluttering in the fragile peace of the morning.

Reverently, I let my middle finger find the tender underside of his shaft, and my thumb hovered atop it, trembling a little as I slid them together from base to tip. The skin was smooth and astonishingly hot, his arousal a living, pulsing thing beneath my touch. At the head, I paused, lavishing the sensitive ridge on the underside with delicate attention, savoring the tension coiled there. Then, slowly, my fingers glided back down, tracing his swollen thickness with aching anticipation. The heat that rose up from his body seemed to set my own aflame, cheeks prickling with forbidden excitement. With a shaky hand, I let my free fingers slide under the barely-there lace of my panties, finding that slick center where my thighs parted. I was soaked—already ruined by lust before I’d even begun.

God, what was wrong with me? At forty-three, I’d never imagined craving like this, my thoughts consumed by the hypnotic urge to worship this boy, to take every inch of him for myself. Did I care what I’d say when he finally woke and found me there? My mind was blank, save for mouthwatering images of how he might respond—surprise, desire, that first flicker of understanding in his eyes. I caressed his cock with greater urgency, my thumb and finger tightening just so, sliding faster, feeling him twitch and grow even thicker under my touch. His breathing shifted—deeper now, uneven. Was he stirring? Anticipation coiled tight in my belly, I watched his closed eyelids, desperate for them to flutter open, to see me—his friend’s mother, dressed to seduce, stroking him into wakefulness.

I tore my gaze away for just a moment to admire what my attention had wrought: his cock, gloriously hard, the veins thick and proud, a fresh droplet of translucent arousal glistening at the tip. Without hesitation, I scooped it up, painting it across my lips, savoring the salty tang and thrilling at how absolutely wicked I’d become.

A low, needy murmur slipped from him, deliciously vulnerable. “Umm!” Barely more than a whisper. Heart in my throat, I edged closer to his warmth, clutching at that intoxicating sense of anticipation, waiting—eager and trembling—to see the exact moment his eyes opened, to witness the untamed desire I hoped to find there.

There it was—the subtle flutter of his eyelids, the faint struggle to make sense of his surroundings in the muted glow of the bedroom shadows. He blinked, his pupils searching through the gentle dusk, trying to place who was at his side, fingers softly claiming him. Leaning closer, my breath a whisper against his cheek, I shushed him, my tone coaxing, soothing. “It’s alright, sweetheart… let yourself wake up slowly.” Even as he swam toward full consciousness, my tender caresses never ceased, gliding surely along the thickened length of his cock.

He let out a throaty moan, raw, uncertain, the sound trembling on the edge of awareness. “Oh—oh God, that feels… what’s going on? Where am I?”

I smiled softly, cupping reassurance in my voice. “Shh, darling, you’re safe. It’s only me—Mrs. B. No one else. You’re in the safest hands tonight.” My palm wrapped lovingly around his heat, pressing the delicious weight of him toward my palm, the slick silkiness of his skin sparking ache between my own trembling thighs.

His eyes widened, the full force of recognition blooming there, locking with mine—hungry, unsure, desperate. “Mrs. B? Is… are those your hands?” His voice pitched higher, disbelief and longing tangled together as my fingertips lingered around his swelling head, slick with anticipation.

“Yes, love—it’s me.” I leaned over him, letting my hair brush over his bare skin, heightening the thrumming tension between us. “Tell me, does this feel good? Am I touching you in the way you like?” My voice dropped lower, emboldened, desperate to imbue him with the dizzy pleasure I felt pulsing in my own core.

A shudder ran through him as he arched upward, hips jerking, his cock pushing fiercely against my closing fingers. “Fuck—yes! It feels… better than anything.” The confession tumbled from his lips, a ragged surrender.

I pressed a finger against his lips, tender and commanding. “Easy, darling, don’t move yet. Just let me take care of you.” Each word dripped with promise as I gripped his shaft, worshipping the length and girth with reverent, savoring strokes. “Let me give you everything tonight. I want you to lose yourself in this.”

His chest rose and fell, breathless, unsure. “But… why, Mrs. B? Why are you doing this?”

I smiled, the hunger vivid and unashamed in my gaze. “Because I can’t help myself. This morning… I saw you, Brandon. I caught a glimpse of your magnificent cock and just the memory of it has haunted me. My God, you’re so big, so beautiful.” I curled my palm around his hardness, letting the heat and steel of him fill my grasp, marveling as he stiffened, proudly jutting away from his toned body.

He searched my face, confusion and longing bright in his eyes. “I… showed you? I don’t remember. I shouldn't have done that, Mrs. B. I’m sorry—why would I even—?”

I silenced him with a gentle shake of my head, my thumb stroking circles at his base. “Don’t apologize, love. You didn’t know. You and Michael came in so late; I walked in on you in the bathroom—saw you like this. The sight of you… I could hardly breathe, I wanted you straight away.” My hand closed with renewed passion, stroking him with a hunger I’d never dared let loose before.

He laughed, nerves and arousal melding in the sound. “It’s just my dick, Mrs. B.”

My lips curled in wicked delight. “Not just any cock, Brandon. This is extraordinary—you have no idea. I’ve seen men, trust me, but none come close to you. Honestly, my ex would have sold his soul for even half this size.” I pumped him harder now, hand working him with urgency, a stellar fever in my touch.

He cried out, deep and guttural, hips twitching upward, one hand flying out to grip the sheets. “Fucking hell—don’t tear it off!”

A laugh rippled from me, low and thick with need. “Oh, love, was that too much? I thought that’s how you boys liked to do it. Wouldn’t you like to cum for me? I want to see you—watch you fall apart for me. Let go, darling, show me.”

His brow furrowed, torn between guilt and lust. “I… I’m not sure. I don’t know if this is right, if you should be—if we should—”

“Brandon, darling, who made those rules? Who decided a grown, hungry woman like me can’t show a young man real pleasure?” I teased, my lips curling at the corners as the shadows played across my face.

His cheeks flushed as he stammered, “Well, that’s, uh, what my parents always said.”

I laughed softly, letting the sound wrap around us in the hush of the bedroom. “We don’t need to give them something else to worry about, do we? This is just between us.”

I let my hand slip away for a heartbeat, releasing his thick, heated length from my palm’s embrace. My fingertips resumed their featherlight journey, my middle finger gliding slowly along the silky ridge of his shaft, my thumb teasing the tender underside. I was determined to savor every moment, to draw out the anticipation—his and mine. I wanted this to linger, to become something he’d remember every night he was alone.

His hips quivered and he groaned, involuntary and raw. “Oh god… that feels amazing too.”

I leaned in, my voice molten and close. “Which way do you like more?”

He bit his lower lip, eyes glittering with need. “This…like this. If you did it the other way, I’d lose it right away.”

A wicked smile tugged at my mouth. “You think you’ll still come if I go slow and soft like this, Brandon?”

“Yeah… it’ll just take longer, I think.”

I purred, “That’s perfect. We have hours to get lost in each other today.”

My gaze was magnetized to his arousal—long, impossibly hard, glistening with the slick bead of his excitement at the swollen tip. I watched, entranced as my finger and thumb gently coaxed more from him. Occasionally I broke my stare to drink in his expression—eyes wide open now, lucid and burning with lust, every trace of sleepiness obliterated by my touch. He might’ve stumbled in here lost and hungover, but now he was completely present, lost only in me.

He let out a shy, breathless laugh. “You look so pretty right now, Mrs. B—especially with what you’re wearing…”

So sweet, so earnest. My heart thumped in delight. “Thank you, Brandon. A woman loves to hear those words… You know, you could touch me too, if you wanted. Anywhere,” I breathed, voice silk against the air.

Those clear blue eyes flickered with temptation. “Thank you, but… I’m not sure if I should. It’s strange, knowing you since I was a kid, and now—seeing you like this…”

I slid my thumb along his leaking tip, teasing his pleasure. “You’re a red-blooded young man, Brandon. Don’t tell me it never crossed your mind what I looked like under these dresses, or at those summer barbecues, slipping around the pool in my bikini. Were you ever curious? Did you ever want to pull away the fabric and see what’s hidden beneath?”

He looked away, a flush darkening his cheeks, then admitted in a low, breathy voice, “Yeah, I did. I—I never told anyone. Not Michael, definitely not you. I’d be mortified if you ever knew I thought about you like that. I mean, I couldn’t go to my friend and say, ‘your mom’s fucking gorgeous.’ Or tell my parents I was hard just watching you.”

My body pulsed with delight at his confession. “Is that so? You really got hard just seeing me in my bikini, baby?”

His eyes locked with mine, vulnerable and hungry. “Yeah, I have. Especially in that little green and yellow one… you still have such an incredible body, Mrs. B.”

My heart fluttered with exquisite delight, a wicked, almost guilty thrill coursing through me. To know that Brandon, this sweet, forbidden young man, had looked at me with hungry, secret eyes—had been aroused by just the sight of my body—filled me with an intoxicating sense of power and reassurance. Suddenly, every furtive glance at him by the pool, every charged, unspoken fantasy, was recast as mutual desire. It didn’t change the appropriateness of the moment, but it soothed the prickle of guilt simmering at the edge of my consciousness.

Perched at the side of the bed, I shifted my weight with purpose—a deliberate, seductive invitation. One knee tucked beneath me, the other still reaching toward the floor, I leaned in, hovering over his length, captivated by the way my fingertips slid so smoothly, each touch sparking more life in that beautiful, eager cock. I offered him a chance, an open invitation to explore me as he wished, to let curiosity and temptation overcome his nerve. But he hesitated; the distance between my body and his seemed suddenly immense.

I remedied it—slowly, sensuously. Both legs slid up onto the bed, my thighs pressing against the sheets as I pivoted and repositioned myself, body coaxing closer until my hips were right at his side, the heat and wetness contained only by the thin barrier of my already-soaked panties. My torso came to rest beside his legs, head propped on my right hand, elbow braced alongside his knees. All the while, my left hand glided and worshiped, stroking the heavy, heated length of him and drinking in his every shudder.

Now, my hips, my damp, hungry center, clad in nothing but damp cotton, hovered within easy reach of his trembling hand. I could only hope he’d have the nerve to claim what I was offering.

“There you are, love..." My voice was a velvet caress as I glanced up at him, teasing. “If you want to touch me—if you want to feel how wet I am for you—you can. But you don’t have to. Honestly, I adore touching you... This cock of yours is just gorgeous.”

I couldn’t stop myself—a sensual, greedy urge surged inside me. I wrapped my palm firmly around his shaft once more, squeezing with reverent lust, relishing the silky, hot rigidity pulsing inside my grip. Brief, deliberate, just enough to tease and tempt.

And finally, the tension broke. I felt him—a tentative touch, rough male fingers grazing the inside of my thigh, sending heat surging straight through me. That first, delicate caress, feather-light yet insistent, made me ache with shining want. It had been so long since I’d felt a man’s hand slide over my skin, seeking, exploring, awakening every hidden nerve ending.

With a shaky sigh, I loosened my grasp on his cock, returning to the swirling, playful dance of fingertip and thumb—delighting as the thick shaft pulsed and hardened in my hand. He was swelling, fuller and more powerful than ever, hot and ready beneath my touch, his body betraying every ounce of arousal stirring between us.

Unable to resist any longer, I parted my thighs, slow and sinuous, inviting—my age a delicious, forbidden contrast to his youthful hunger. One leg sprawled flat on the bed, the other crooked high and wide, knee bent in open invitation. I gave him everything to see—the glistening vee of my soaked panties, the curve of my hips, proof of my want. All for him.

“Brandon, I’m not sure what you’ve done before—how much you’ve explored with girls, or women,” I breathed, letting my words spill into the thick electricity between us. “But maybe you already know how things work for us, down here. When we’re turned on like this… we get drenched.” My voice was velvet, teasing, confessional. “I mean right here—you know exactly where. If these panties weren’t in the way, you’d see just how wet I am for you.” I couldn’t resist flashing a sly grin as I watched him—a mixture of sweet inexperience and hungry awe painted across his face. “What do you call it? My pussy?” I teased, my tone playful, my pulse hammering. “Calling it a ‘pussy’ has always seemed odd—it doesn’t look anything like a cat, does it?” I giggled, the sound thick with want.

Brandon’s gaze fixed, transfixed, on my saturated panties—the delicate silk plastered to my swollen flesh, every contour on display for his eager eyes. “Can you tell how soaked they are?” I murmured, heat curling in my stomach. “That’s all you, Brandon. That’s what just looking at your gorgeous cock does to me.” My fingers continued their lazy, feather-light dance along his growing erection, coaxing and worshipful, every stroke deliberate, teasing both of us to the edge. “If you’re curious… if you want to touch me there, to feel what you’ve done, I’d love nothing more.”

I held my breath as his fingers moved higher, sliding softly along my trembling inner thighs—closer, closer, until at last he grazed the needy fabric between my legs, tracing the outline of my slick, aching folds through the soaked silk. My hips tilted, greedy for him, letting him map the shape of my desire. I knew he could see it—the obscenely visible cleft, the way the flimsy material hugged every inch, every secret, my body shameless and eager for his touch.

“I want more, Brandon,” I whispered, my voice barely there, consumed by need, “If you want to, you can pull my panties off… or just slip them to the side. See how desperate I am for you.” My eyelids fluttered shut, surrendering to the shivers of pleasure as he stroked the panties pressed tight against my throbbing slit, exploring my slick heat, the outer folds throbbing beneath his shy but hungry fingers. I whimpered, rocking into his touch, “Yes, please, more—don’t stop…”

Then suddenly, his fingers left me. My eyes flew open in a jolt of panic, a desperate ache surging through me—until I realized he was only following my invitation. His hand found my hip, fingers curling around the elastic of my panties, tugging at the waistband. I lifted my hips for him, letting him peel away the damp blue silk, eager and trembling, want pooling between my thighs.

Brandon slid my panties smoothly down my legs, his hands warm and eager. As the fabric gathered at my ankles, I freed one foot, flexing and arching my leg so my thighs opened wide for him again, an invitation as explicit as a whispered secret. My most intimate place was now completely exposed to his hungry, fascinated gaze. He drank in the sight of me, his eyes tracing the soft triangle of neatly trimmed hair I’d left above my slit—a deliberate invitation, a gentle arrow guiding him to where my desire lay open for him. I’d never given much thought to the fashions younger women followed; the delicate line of hair felt bold and feminine, especially now, revealed and glistening, the secret part of me laid bare.

His touch returned, fingers separating my slick lips, dipping into my aching heat. I let myself sink into sensation, breath hitching as the cool air met the wet, flushed skin he revealed. He could see everything now—the vivid pink of my inner folds, pulsing with need for him. Each gentle, tentative stroke of his fingers made my hips twitch and my voice catch, soft gasps escaping me as pleasure curled tight and hot in my belly. I bit my lip, desperate for more, silently begging him to be bold, to fill me with the hard, stretching promise of that thick cock I’d admired. Was he ready for this? Was he fearless enough to take me without shame, or would I have to lead us deeper into the fire?

Then his nervous voice broke the air—“This feels so weird, Mrs. B!”—and for a heartbeat, the world stuttered. It wasn’t what I wanted to hear from the man who’d just made me shiver with such exquisite want; I craved his surrender, his recklessness, not his doubt.

“Doesn’t it feel good to touch me, Brandon?” I murmured, voice low and coaxing, fingers dancing up his shaft as encouragement.

His reply trembled, thick with lust, “Oh y-e-s-s-s! It does, it’s so good!”

I grinned, keeping my tone playful but commanding, “So you wouldn’t want me to stop, would you?”

“Oh no, Mrs. B, please don’t stop!”

I let a sultry laugh slip out, arching into his fingers, “And I love how your fingers feel inside my pussy. Do you like touching me there, Brandon?”

His moan was drawn out, needy and unguarded. “Oh y-e-s-s, that too!”

“You’re doing so well, darling,” I breathed, thrusting gently into his hand. “The way you touch me is perfect. See? If it feels this good, it can’t be so strange. Just close your eyes, let your hands talk for you, and let us both feel even better.”

He looked at me, awe and disbelief dancing with desire in his gaze. “I never thought I’d ever be here with you, not ever—couldn’t even imagine it.”

I traced a slow, teasing path over his hip, voice wicked and tender. “Life’s full of surprises, darling. Sometimes the best ones come when we least expect them. I wouldn’t be doing this with you if I didn’t know we both wanted it… Wouldn’t you like to cum for me, Brandon?”

“Oh, yes, I would!”

I let my confidence crackle between us, my body arching toward him, hungry for more. “Then let me ask you this, Brandon… Do you want me to keep stroking you until you cum, or would you rather cum inside me? Wouldn’t you love to feel this thick, beautiful cock slipping right into my body, filling me up while you let go whenever you want?”

“Oh, yes… Mrs. B, that would be incredible.” His words were rough with hunger, that powerful yearning making my pulse flutter with anticipation. I could tell by how desperately his hand stroked my thigh, fingers trembling as if barely able to process the sensation of my slick flesh, that he was wound even tighter than I'd imagined—so ready, so needy. The thought that I might push him over the edge too quickly sent a spiral of excitement through me, but I wanted to savor him, wanted him buried so deep inside me that we'd lose all sense of anything but each other.

I watched him—his expression a mix of raw desire and nervous awe as I kept my palm wrapped around him, feeling his cock throbbing in my grip. If sex was still a new world for Brandon—if he hadn’t practiced with eager college girls or found himself worshipped at the altar of teenage lust—then this was my chance to guide him, to be his first true seduction. His eager fumbling at my soaked pussy betrayed his innocence, each touch uncertain, wondering, seeking approval from me. Was it youthful inexperience? Or the intimidating reality of just how big he was? I imagined girls his own age might have balked, overwhelmed by what he had to offer.

The moment shimmered between us, heated and urgent and laced with longing. After too many lonely nights, I was ravenous for the feel of a man again—the solid press, the deep stretch, the heady power of someone inside me. But then, like ice down my spine, came the practical reality that threatened to break the spell: birth control. I very nearly moaned at the inconvenience, but managed to keep my need from derailing as I whispered, “Brandon—do you have any condoms?”

His face fell with the innocence of a man caught unprepared, boyish and apologetic as he shook his head. “No, Mrs. B… I don’t,” he said, his voice heavy with disappointment.

“Damn.” I didn’t even bother to hide my frustration, the word escaping me in a throaty sigh. My hands reluctantly stilled on his gorgeous cock.

“I’m sorry!” he blurted, looking stricken, his fingers withdrawing from me as if he’d done something terrible.

“Oh, sweetheart, this isn’t your fault,” I soothed, stroking his cheek, unwilling to lose the heat we’d built together. “How could you have known this would happen? Maybe Michael has some…” Just the mention of my son's name sharpened the moment, sending a guilty thrill twisting inside me. I’d tried so hard to keep his name out of this, to pretend he wasn’t tangled up in the frenzy unraveling between his best friend and his mother.

But I couldn’t ignore reality, not even for the sake of pleasure. Since Matt had left me, I’d drifted away from my old routines—birth control forgotten in the fog of heartbreak and loneliness. There was no way I could risk it, not with everything at stake. For a split second, the urge to just give in and let fate decide warred inside me, but caution won out.

“Don’t move,” I murmured, my voice low with need and regret as I slipped from his grasp, his cock slipping from my palm as I hurried across the room. I barely glanced back, my breath tangled in my chest as I ducked into Michael's bedroom in desperate hope. Every second away from Brandon’s touch felt like a denial, but I was driven—yanking open drawers, rifling through the mess for any sign of latex salvation. Nothing. Not a single packet. He must have kept them tucked away on his person, always careful, always private.

A helpless, desperate curse muttered itself against my lips. Fine. I’d come too far, and nothing would turn me back now. I’d simply have to trust him—to warn him, to demand he pull free before the last moment. As much as the risk teased me at the edge of my desire, I needed him too much. I needed to feel every inch of him filling me, stretching me, making me his.

I hurried back into the guest room, my heart pounding with a wild cocktail of urgency and desire, hoping Brandon hadn’t been ambushed by guilt in my brief absence. He lay just as I’d left him, sprawled vulnerably atop the rumpled sheets, his skin flushed and eager, his eyes flickering between nerves and excitement. I couldn't help but feel a rush of possession as I slid onto the bed, claiming my place straddling him, poised above his unspoken ache. My thigh brushed the heat of his length—so magnificently thick now, the girth swelling impressively, though the growth was more in fullness than in length. Nine beautiful inches, I wagered, broad and proud, resting against my slick, aching center.

I curled my fingers around his shaft, relishing the hardness, the thrumming pulse beneath my palm. Guiding him, I parted my swollen lips just enough to nestle his crown at my entrance—already slick and aching, eager to welcome him where his tentative fingers had recently explored. The anticipation shimmered along my skin. He gazed up at me, his darkened eyes searching my face, a blend of uncertainty and hunger. A part of me wondered if some last-minute worry would break the spell, but I could feel the tension—how badly we both needed this.

A trembling question cracked the silence. “What about the condoms?”

His vulnerability sent a pang through me—a flicker of care that only deepened my longing. “I’m sorry, love,” I whispered, my hand stroking his cheek. “Nothing here—after Matt, well… it’s just been me. You’ll have to pull out before you finish, darling, promise me.” My tone left no room for compromise; the risk hummed beneath every word.

“Okay,” he breathed, eyes wide with trust and anticipation.

I met his gaze, all warmth and warning. “No mistakes, Brandon. I can’t risk it, not now. Promise me.”

“I promise,” he murmured, his lips parted, breath shallow.

The tension coiled delightfully between us—dangerous, delicious, irrevocable. I let my body dip down, guiding his swollen head right at my entrance but suddenly, I hesitated. Something wasn’t right—foreplay, I’d skipped the best part. My breasts, still wrapped in my cami and lacy bra. I remembered Matt—how he’d worshipped every inch of me before entering, the tease of tongue and teeth, the aching want.

Now, with my thighs bracketing Brandon’s hips, his thick cock poised at my entrance, I slowly peeled my cami up and over my head, baring my lacy bra to his eager gaze. God, the way he looked at me—his eyes traveled hungrily over my body, need sharper than ever. My fingers trembled as I reached back, unclasped my bra, and eased the cups away with a slow, provocative flourish, finally revealing my bare breasts—soft, full, flushed—just for him. His sharp, hungry inhalation made my nipples tighten with anticipation.

I lingered above him, watching his pupils dilate, letting the moment build and smolder, knowing the best was yet to come.

Brandon’s eyes widened in sheer awe, as if he’d never truly seen a woman—not like this. His hungry gaze ravished every seductive curve of my breasts, palms twitching on the sheets, desperate for permission. My lips curled with wicked delight at his dumbstruck arousal. “Would you like to taste them, Brandon?” I whispered, my voice low and sultry, pressing the invitation thick between us.

He didn’t answer with words—he didn’t need to. His eager nod, the flush in his cheeks, the intensity in his stare said more than any protest ever could. Leaning forward, I brought my breasts just above his waiting mouth, my skin tingling in electrified anticipation. Brandon lifted his head from the pillow, and then his lips sealed around my aching nipple. The sensation sent a violent shiver all the way through my body, and I moaned, soft and breathy, into the dim room to urge him on.

Every flick of his tongue, every tug of his lips against my delicate skin turned my nipples into tiny, needy peaks. My hands cradled his head, fingers curling in his hair, guiding him from one breast to the other, relinquishing each to his greedy mouth. I drew back for a heartbeat—just enough for my nipple to slip from his lips—then angled my body so he could feast on its neglected twin. Each time his mouth found me again, I gasped anew, desire pooling low and molten between my thighs.

And throughout all of this, that immense, impossibly hot head of his cock pulsed just at my entrance, teasing and parting me, my slick arousal rolling over its swollen crown. I shifted my hips, savoring the exquisite agony of anticipation—the friction, the stretch, the aching promise of being filled after so long. My body was desperate to claim him, but I forced an excruciating patience, wanting to draw out every torturous moment.

Finally, lust and danger swirled together in equal measure; we could risk no more. Reluctantly, I drew my breasts from his hungry mouth. Our eyes locked—mine wild, his blazing with disbelief and raw, boyish need. Breathless, I watched his thick, beautiful cock poised at my slick, needy opening, poised at the precipice of total surrender. My pulse thrummed everywhere at once. Tilting my hips, I nestled the broad tip directly against my entrance, feeling my body give way to him at last.

With a deliberate, hungry push, I pressed my weight down onto him. The sheer width—oh, the stretch!—forced me open, deeper and wider than I thought possible. My wetness clung to him, greedy, enveloping, as inch by glorious inch disappeared inside me. I clung to him—hands and thighs trembling—as I sank onto his unyielding hardness, the passage tight and unbelievably hot.

Brandon groaned, a deep, startled sound that mingled with my own desperate gasp. “Ahhh—!”

“God, yes—” I breathed, awestruck, quaking around him. Butterflies collided in my belly as I memorized every sensation—the pulse of need, the incredible girth, the heady scent of sex in the air. “Do you feel that, Brandon? That’s what you do to me.”

He was panting, cheeks flushed, voice strangled with disbelief. “It’s so… tight… Mrs. B—God, you’re so hot inside.”

“Mmm,” I moaned, moving my hand between us, fingers wrapped around the thickness still unclaimed, guiding him deeper. “Only for you, Brandon. You’re filling me—stretching me open. Just for you.”

I tamped down the wild urge to take him ferociously, instead sliding slowly, inch by tantalizing inch. The fullness, the risk, the insane forbidden hunger—it all collided as my body trembled atop his. I paused, letting myself mold to his size, to the delicious pain-pleasure of being taken again after so long. I wanted to remember this—every pulse, every forbidden thrust—the exquisite heat of being filled at last, despite the peril of being caught mid-sin.

Yes, this would be forever scorched in my memory—my first taste of forbidden pleasure in two long, aching years, and the recklessness only made it sweeter.

With his magnificent length and girth buried entirely within me, I slowly lifted my torso upright, straddling him, coaxing every inch deeper inside as I savored the sensation of being so intimately full. I gazed down at the forbidden place where our bodies were fused, unable to resist the primal thrill of watching myself seated around his thick cock, his hardness stretching and claiming me. My breath shivered between parted lips as I looked into Brandon’s eyes—his young face awash in disbelief and desire, lips curled in an irresistibly boyish, slightly drunken smile. He was both overwhelmed and exhilarated, stunned by the reality that he was about to fuck the woman he once called Auntie Lisa, now only Mrs. B. The sharp edge of anticipation heightened everything—the illicitness, the hunger, the awareness that I was crossing boundaries I’d never imagined.

For a brief moment, before I began to move, I rocked my hips gently, my inner muscles tightening around the inescapably large shape of him. The thick head of his cock felt as though it nudged up against my very core, making me gasp—a dizzy, deliciously stretched fullness. My mind was astonishingly clear, brutally honest, naked. There was not a hint of intoxication to blame for my actions; instead, it was pure, aching need—a craving awakened after years of loneliness. I had chosen this, seduced him, beckoned him between my thighs, simply because I longed to be possessed by this virile, young man.

Poised there, my slick, eager folds wrapped greedily around him, I stared down at him—his gorgeous innocence, his growing awe—and suddenly felt the compulsion to confess, to give voice to the reckless longing that had swept us into each other’s arms.

“Brandon,” I whispered, pressing my palm against his chest, feeling the frantic thrum of his heart beneath my skin, “I know what we’re doing might be considered wrong, maybe even unforgivable. But you have to understand, it’s been so long for me—too long since Matt left. The moment I saw you this morning… your beautiful young body, that impossibly big cock—I just needed you. Needed all of you, deep inside me.” My confession spilled from trembling lips as I moved my hips just enough to tease myself with the friction of him, holding his gaze prisoner. “Whatever happens tonight, you must never tell your mother what we’ve done. Can I trust you, darling?”

His face grew solemn, but his arms locked possessively around my waist as he nodded, a vow etched into his trembling breath. “Yes, Mrs. B. I promise. Cross my heart.”

“And Michael too,” I murmured, my nails tracing spirals against his chest as desire coiled low in my belly. “You mustn’t ever tell him. I know how boys talk, how friends share everything—but this… this has to stay just between us. Promise me, Brandon.”

With a reverent look and breathless excitement, he promised again, “I swear it, Mrs. B. I won’t tell a soul.”

His gaze was blurry, adrift in the soft fog of too much liquor, and I found myself questioning what he truly understood of this forbidden moment. But logic and caution had slipped away with each needy beat of my heart—his glorious cock was already buried, swollen and insistent, stretching me open around him. With our bodies locked together, righteousness and rational restraint seemed almost laughable. We were too far gone. I arched my back, barely giving him time to answer, and let myself glide up his length, the slick fullness as he slipped out of me blinding in its delicious tension, until only his bulbous tip remained inside. Holding him there, I grinned and offered a throaty tease, “Wait for it,” drawing out the anticipation just a second longer before taking him back, welcoming the entire girth of him again. Every inch resheathed, every sensation raw and electrifying—I silently wondered if he had ever experienced anything close to this before, if I was branding myself into his memory.

I had chosen to straddle him, longing for control, only half sure this thick, youthful cock would even fit. Each time I lowered myself, I marveled at my body’s hungry stretch, at the vice-like grip I had on those nine potent inches that pulsed and throbbed inside me. Our rhythm began to build, wet and languorous, my hips rolling as my lips parted in gasping pleasure, and a new desire stirred—a craving to surrender, to feel him take command, to be utterly possessed.

My voice was breathless as I offered, “Do you want to be on top, Brandon? Should we roll over?” He barely reacted, distracted by raw lust and urgency, a silent nod all I received. Typical eighteen-year-old, I thought wryly, his arousal sharp and simple—a need to come, unbrushed by guilt or consequence or longing. I shifted us slowly on the narrow bed, careful not to break our connection or let his cock slide free. In a tangle of limbs, I pressed my back to the sheets, now pinned under the weight and reckless drive of his body.

Brandon took control instantly, his hips slamming into me with a desperate, primitive rhythm. Gone was my slow teasing—he fucked me hard and fast, every deep thrust pounding out a fevered need. Despite the pleasure, I recognized the telltale signs: the ragged breath, the gathering tension, the pace he couldn’t possibly sustain. He was close—I’d seen it before, and I couldn’t risk him finishing inside me, not when my head was clear. My eyes darted over his face, searching for a sign, a warning, but his lashes were pressed tight, cheeks flushed, lost to sensation.

“Brandon, listen—” I rasped, panic threading through my desire. “You have to pull out before you cum. Promise me you understand.”

His eyes fluttered open, bloodshot and unfocused, but he nodded, slurring, “Yes, Mrs. B. I’ll pull out.”

Even as his breathless apology escaped his lips, I registered the sudden, inescapable heat flooding deep inside me—his cock battering my cervix with every eager, uncontrollable thrust. “Brandon, no!” My cry rang out, desperate, pleading, my voice raw with panic and a surge of forbidden lust. “You have to pull out—don’t come, not inside me, please, oh God!” But my pleas tumbled uselessly into his ear, lost in a rush of his ragged moans.

His eyes clamped shut, jaw slack, unable to answer in words—only rough, guttural sounds escaped as his body convulsed and jerked against mine. His length pulsed and throbbed within me, hot, sticky release spurting out, filling me deeper than I’d thought possible. The sensation was visceral and illicit, his reckless climax flooding my sex, the evidence of his surrender already too far gone to stop. Helpless beneath his weight, I felt his body crumple over me, spent and limp, his shuddering cock still buried inside, twitching with the last aftershocks of his orgasm—slippery and impossibly full.

A wild, anxious calculation raced behind my eyelids. What day was it, where in my cycle? The risk, the uncontrollable gamble—my control had vanished the moment I’d invited him to take charge, seduced by the delicious promise of being dominated beneath him. Foolish. On top, I could have dictated every detail: the pace, the withdrawal, my own pleasure. Instead, his inexperience and alcohol-dulled focus had left me teetering on the edge, denied the climax I’d so desperately teased from the start. My hunger remained unsated, the aftermath stark with disappointment and delicious frustration.

There was nothing I could do now. His release was complete and irrevocable, every drop inside me a reminder of my recklessness and the sweetness of risking it all. I swallowed my regret and let him bask in the rapture, body still shaking, heartbeat fading finally into heavy, almost narcotic lethargy.

But as his breathing slowed, threatening to slip into sleep atop me, I roused him with a firm shake of his shoulder. “No sleeping yet, Brandon,” I murmured, voice low and edged with amusement.

He jolted, blinking dazedly. “Huh? Oh... yeah, sorry, Mrs. B. You just wore me out. That was... fuck... that was amazing.”

Smiling slyly, I let him prop himself up, his weight easing from my chest. “You certainly looked like you enjoyed it, darling. I’m glad you did.”

He gazed down at me, naked devotion fighting with embarrassment on his flushed face. “Yeah, Mrs. B, you’re... you’re so fucking hot. Your body, your tits... I loved having them in my mouth. And your pussy, God. It’s just so tight, and you’re so wet for me. When I was on top, it was like your cunt was pulling me in, and I just— couldn’t help it. I had to come.”

His words tumbled out raw and unfiltered, and for a moment, the thrill of his dark confession soothed the ache of being left without release. He was young, hungry, and entirely undone by me—exactly as I’d intended.

His cock, now soft and slick with our shared evidence, slipped from inside me with an easy, wet whisper, a far gentler exit than its heady arrival. I nudged him off, the weight and heat of his young body rolling beside me, barely fitting together on the narrow bed, so intimate our breaths mingled. I turned to him, my pulse still settling, a complicated swirl of satisfaction and regret coiling through me. "You do remember what you promised me—about pulling out before you came? Did that completely escape you in the moment?"

His eyes flashed wide, a boy caught red-handed. "Oh shit, yeah, I know, Mrs. B—I totally forgot. I just... it felt so fucking incredible, everything inside me just... I couldn’t stop it. Are you... Are you going to get pregnant now?"

The reality of his careless ecstasy hung between us, sharp as a shard of glass. "It’s possible, Brandon. Imagine explaining that to my children—I’d never be able to look them in the eye. I don’t even want to think about it."

He looked suddenly earnest, earnest and terribly young. "Would... would I have to marry you if that happened?"

Despite the anxiety thrumming under my skin, his clumsy proposal drew a reluctant, surprised laugh from my lips. I shook my head, brushing a strand of hair from his sweat-dampened forehead. "No, sweetheart, I don’t think that would solve anything."

He grinned along with me, painfully adorable, and for a moment I let myself enjoy his glow: flushed and so pleased, clearly basking in the euphoria I’d gifted him. Still, curiosity edged in—I wanted to know more, know just what sort of secrets I’d tangled myself in tonight. "Tell me, Brandon, have you been with many women before?"

He straightened defensively, chest puffing a little. "Oh, yeah, sure!" The bravado was obvious, a performance for my benefit, and I could tell he wanted to impress me. But then, just a beat later, doubt crept over his features: “Well… not, y’know, that often. Nowhere near as much as Michael.”

A jolt struck my heart at my son’s name—a small, sharp reminder of the tangled, taboo reality we’d embraced. Michael, always in the background, had no idea that his oldest friend was still sticky and sated from my body. Still, I couldn’t stop myself, hungry for more insight into the hidden parts of Brandon. “Is Michael really popular with girls, then?”

An eager nod. "God, yeah. He’s always bedding someone—never goes a week without bragging about it."

"And you? It sounds as if you don’t always dive headfirst into those kinds of adventures?"

He hesitated, face coloring, eyes dropping as if confiding a terrible secret. “Not really. I get nervous—girls are intimidating, I guess, and Michael’s got all the lines. I don’t.”

My curiosity sharpened. “So, how many times have you actually...?”

His answer was reluctant, voice barely above a whisper, “Just twice. That’s all.” Shame glazed his cheeks, as if expecting me to laugh or dismiss him for his inexperience.

Instead, I reached out, touching his face—gentle, reassuring, my voice purring with warmth. “Brandon, that makes this all the more special for me. It means I was able to give you something you haven’t had much of before. That’s precious, darling.”

He beamed, basking in my approval, the tension slipping from his shoulders. “I did really enjoy it, Mrs. B. More than I can say.”

I met his gaze, the pulse in my core newly awakened, voice low and promising. “Would you want to do it again?”

He flushed deeper, swallowing. “I… I want to, but I’m not sure I can… not just yet, Mrs. B.”

“No, darling, not right this second,” I murmured, letting my fingers trail over his kissed skin, warm and flushed beside me. “Let’s just savor the moment for a while. When the urge finds you again, when your body aches with want, you can tell me. Maybe we’ll try something new... another position. I haven’t even reached my own climax yet.” My voice softened, ripe with suggestion, longing shimmering beneath every word. “I crave that slow, delicious crescendo with you, Brandon. Yes, I know how illicit this is, but we’re already lost in this forbidden current—one more embrace won’t damn us any further.”

His eyes lingered on mine, full of earnest devotion. “It doesn’t feel wrong, Mrs. B. You made it all seem so natural, like it was exactly where I was meant to be. I loved every second.”

A soft, grateful smile curled my lips. “That’s lovely of you to say, sweetheart.”

His tone faltered, quiet and uncertain. “The two times before… they were both with different girls. The second time went better, but honestly, I think they both thought something was off—like I wasn’t... normal. They didn’t want to try again with me.”

“Did it hurt them, darling?” The question came gentle, a concern sliding through my voice as my hand continued its lazy dance over his stomach.

“The first girl said it did.”

I wondered aloud, “Perhaps she was a virgin?”

He shook his head, brow furrowed with the memory. “No, she was supposed to be experienced; that was why I wanted her for my first time. I thought she’d know how to make it good.”

I leaned closer, my voice a sultry whisper. “Even a woman who’s been with others, love, might not know how to take a man your size.” My fingers grazed teasingly near his pelvis, drawing a trembling gasp from his lips.

He tried to explain, a nervous edge in his tone. “Yeah, maybe. The second girl… she’d only lost her virginity once, before me. She was scared when she saw how big I was. At first, she didn’t want to do anything, but I went slow—like really slow—and she seemed to like it... at least, she told me she did.”

I traced playful circles just above his groin, my nails lightly scratching his skin. “But you haven’t seen her again?”

His breath hitched as I grazed the damp length of his now-soft, but glistening, shaft. “No. But that was just a few weeks back. Maybe there’s still hope. I think I liked her.”

Now, his entire sexual history lay bare between us, intimate and raw. Smiling wickedly, I wrapped my fingers completely around his slick, sensitive flesh, caressing it with practiced tenderness. Brandon whimpered, hips twitching beneath my touch. “Does that feel good, darling?”

“Oh, God, yes… it feels amazing. Are we going to do it again?”

I squeezed just a little tighter, delighting in the way he stiffened. “That’s up to you, stud. Tell me—do you want me again? Is that fire sparking back to life?”

His laughter was nervous, aroused. “I don’t think I ever stopped wanting you. Christ, I could get used to this.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “No, don’t get any naughty ideas.” My tone was teasing but firm, my resolve laced with desire and danger. “Tonight was a beautiful, reckless moment—just once, Brandon. We can never let this happen again, and you must never, ever breathe a word to your mother or Michael. This secret belongs to us, locked away forever.”

He sounded wounded, longing. “But why? If it feels so incredible, how can it be wrong?”

I paused, my hand still curling softly around him. “There are endless reasons, love. Most of them are tangled in the way the world works,” I said, my voice husky but resolute. “A woman my age shouldn’t seduce a boy still finding his way. Society would crucify us both.”

He persisted, desperate. “But as long as no one knows—”

I pressed a fingertip to his lips, silencing him tenderly. “Which is why you’ll never tell a soul what I let you do to me tonight. Let the memory burn, but never let it escape.”

My hand worked him skillfully, coaxing life back into his thick, glistening shaft. Every stroke was a slick slide, our mingled juices slicking his length, and I savored the intimate warmth of his flesh regaining its urgent hardness again beneath my fingers. My lips curled into a slow, knowing smile as I sighed, “Looks to me like you’re more than ready for round two. Do you think you’ll be able to wait for me this time, darling? I’d love to finish with you.”

He shuddered beneath my touch. “I’ll do my best, Mrs. B.”

I shifted, every move deliberate and fluid, raising my hips and bracing myself on trembling hands and knees, head toward the foot of the bed. I looked over my bare shoulder, desire flickering in my gaze. “Why don’t you take me from behind this time? I want to feel you deeper, right to my core.”

The mattress dipped under his weight, the heat of his skin grazing the tender skin of my thighs. His presence behind me was electric, thighs pressed tight against mine as he knelt between my parted legs. “Is this—um—is this called doggie?” His voice was low, laced with anticipation.

A wicked smile tugged at my lips. “Yes, very good, Brandon. Have you ever done it this way before?”

He hesitated, a flush creeping up his neck. “No, not really. Michael told me about it, though. Said a guy can get in the deepest like this.”

I raised a brow in amused surprise, heat curling low in my belly at the mention of my son’s sexual education. “I’m impressed. Sounds like he’s picked up quite the repertoire. I wonder where he learned that—maybe from his father.”

Brandon’s fingers slipped between my thighs, slick and bold, gliding in the wet heat of my arousal. I pressed my hips back, aching for the feel of him, relishing the anticipation. Then I felt the broad, pulsing head of his cock nudging against the plush curve of my backside—teasing, searching. Suddenly, it pressed insistently at the tight bud of my ass and I gasped, “No, not there, Brandon. That’s not for me.”

He stilled, uncertain. “People do it, right?”

I couldn’t help but laugh softly, swinging my hips enticingly. “Has Michael mentioned that too?”

He snorted, a deep blush on his cheeks. “Yeah—he has! With a girl. He said she was wild for it.”

I shook my head, smirking over my shoulder. “Well, call me old-fashioned—but my tastes are a little more traditional. Let’s stick to what we know. I want you where it counts, Brandon. Take me properly. I need to come, and I want you filling me.”

He shifted, guiding his thick shaft away from my ass, the swollen head pressing low against the drenched entrance of my pussy. My body trembled, already aching with need. He pushed forward, and I steadied myself, thighs braced wide, relishing the brutal, exquisite stretch as he breached me inch by delicious inch—a slow, relentless invasion that left me gasping.

My inner muscles clamped greedily around him, relishing the full, deep ache he brought. Would I ever want anyone smaller again? Impossible.

“Oh, fuck, Mrs. B—it’s even better than before,” he groaned behind me, his voice raw and breathless.

A shiver danced up my spine. “Of course it is—you’re in deeper, right where I need you.”

He hesitated, awestruck. “This is just—God—amazing.”

Then words disintegrated. He drew back, almost slipping out completely, leaving me empty and wanting, only to ram back into me, rock hard and impossibly deep. We both gasped, pure sensation sparking through every nerve.

“Oh, Mrs. B—this is insane. I can see everything…watching my cock glide in and out of you—fuck, it’s such a turn-on.”

Brandon’s hands slid eagerly beneath me, his eager palms cupping my breasts with an unrestrained hunger that sent a sharp, electric thrill through my body. He kneaded my flesh slowly, reverently, his thumbs occasionally rolling my nipples until they were tight, aching peaks, sending shivers of pleasure spiraling down while his cock continued to pound into me with beautiful, reckless authority.

I craved release, desperate for the kind of climax that would shatter me completely, and he read my body perfectly—his rhythm deliciously ruthless, each thrust angled to stroke that sensitive patch deep inside. Pressure built swiftly, flooding my senses until my orgasm crashed over me, heat gathering then releasing in violent, exquisite waves. I clung to the bed, hands shaking as sensation rippled out, making my thighs tremble and my head swim. Bliss left me raw and breathless, lost in pure physical rapture.

As the fevered haze faded and my breathing slowed, I remembered to listen for him—my view lost, all I could do was feel his hips snapping against me. Judging when he was close was new territory, but the raw intensity of his movements told me everything. His cock felt impossibly thick, his grip possessive and urgent. Even as the aftershocks of my climax still tingled, a second climax began to claw its way through me, sharp and impossible to ignore. I let it consume me, my knees weak, my body buckling with another surge, the pleasure so bright it almost hurt.

Lost in sensation, my mind clouded, Brandon’s voice suddenly found my ear—his words so close they made me jolt. “Do you want me to pull out this time?”

His question barely registered, I hovered between confusion and ecstasy, the afterglow of double orgasms muffling everything. When his voice sounded again, panicked and rough, “I’m gonna cum, Mrs. B, should I pull out?” I hesitated, my resolve muddled by pure pleasure and his pounding, frantic pace. Each thrust made decision impossible, sending new floods of heat through me.

I barely managed to gasp, “Oh, I—maybe you should!” even as instinct warred with responsibility.

“Too late!” he cried out, his voice cracked and wild, and I felt him explode inside me—hot, thick floods of his seed pulsing deep within, the sensation obscene and intensely intimate. His body shuddered with every jet, filling me recklessly, and I arched back into him with a whimper. I knew, with a wicked little thrill and private smile, that the danger was already done—if I had been fertile, his first furious climax would have been enough to seed me. His second, reckless finish was simply another delicious surrender to the pleasure between us.

I forced myself to banish the lingering dread, determined to savor the dwindling ecstasy still pulsing between my legs as I braced myself on hands and knees. Each desperate thrust from Brandon drove shudders through my body, his hips colliding with mine as he pushed the very last surges of his orgasm into me. I felt every trembling pulse of him, the heat spilling deep, my own body greedily tightening around his thick shaft, coaxing every drop out of him as he shuddered against my back.

His chest pressed down over me, pinning me deliciously, his breath hot and ragged in my ear, his cock softening but refusing to part from my slick, aching flesh. I relished the aftermath—the liquid hum of pleasure inside, the illicit warmth stretching across my thighs, my womb filled to overflowing. It felt dangerous and decadent and so terribly right. When at last he pulled away, a slick warmth trailing against my skin, I collapsed onto the mattress, face pressed into the linen, limbs heavy and sated.

I let myself sink toward sleep, exhaustion pulling at me, my senses clouded by physical bliss and the lingering hint of forbidden thrills. But the shrill peal of my landline jolted me. It echoed through the house—one, two, five desperate rings—before switching to voicemail somewhere distant and irrelevant. I was too spent to care what interruption had clawed at the edge of our afterglow. I wanted only to breathe in the musky scent of sex, the slick press of Brandon's cooling body, his sloppy, wet cock sticky and hot as he nestled half across my back, half slumped beside me, his seed still slick between my thighs.

But peace didn’t last. My mobile, perched right beside my pillow, vibrated angrily. Its insistent buzz shattered the drowsy calm. Groaning, I reached for it with an unsteady hand, fumbling the screen, my voice a fractured mumble. “Yes…?” It was all I could manage.

A rude, sharp voice spat through the line—Heather: my best friend, Brandon’s mother, and the last person I ever wanted to hear from as my skin still prickled with the memory of her son’s hands on my body. “Can I speak to Brandon, Lisa!” Her tone was frigid, clipped—steely with outrage and the chill of confrontation.

I scrambled for composure, shame prickling at my sweaty nakedness. “Heather, hi! How are—?”

“Never mind how I am, Lisa. Put my son on.”

There was no warmth in her voice. Only suspicion. Maybe even anger. A cold sweat slid down my spine. Panic made my thoughts scatter, searching for a decent lie. I considered brushing her off, claiming Brandon had stumbled home earlier, but something stopped me—guilt, maybe, or the fear of getting caught out.

“He’s…sleeping. Really out of it—maybe you could call later? He drank too much last night, poor thing.”

“I want to speak to Brandon now, Lisa.” Her reply left no room for argument.

“Okay, just a sec. Let me go find him, he’s crashed in the spare room.” The lie slid from my lips, my heart hammering with the delicious terror of almost being caught.

I let the phone dangle to the edge of the bed, pressing it into the mattress to muffle our whispers. Turning, I found Brandon’s face so near, his breath still ragged in the quiet aftermath, eyes dark and shining. My heart thudded hopelessly. I bent close, voice hushed with wary amusement and lingering arousal. “Can you talk to your mother? She sounds absolutely furious,” I whispered, my words feathering against his lips, both of us tangled in post-coital heat and stolen risk.

“Mmm, yeah,” he murmured, his lips descending to mine for a languorous, lingering kiss—soft at first, then slick with promise, as if I’d somehow unlocked the lover curled up beside me. His breath was honeyed temptation, and I felt the edge of his grin against my needy mouth before he finally broke away.

As he shifted to snag the phone, I teased him by rolling onto my back, keeping the device just out of his touch. My palm hovered, commanding him to pause—every movement deliberately slow. His brow furrowed, a silent question in his dark, heavy-lidded eyes, but once I tilted the phone away and raised my voice, he seemed to understand.

“Brandon, are you awake…? Brandon, your mum’s on the line,” I called, letting the words ring out, threading sleepy reluctance into my tone. My performance was all for the ears inevitably listening on the other end.

He slipped into the pretense effortlessly, drawing from somewhere deep a mumbled, drowsy answer. “Hmm? W-wha—where am I…? What’s happening?”

“You’re sleeping it off at Michael’s place,” I coached, warmth tinged with wicked delight. “Rough night, tiger?”

He grinned—a dazzling, conspiratorial flash—then leaned over and stole another kiss, this one brazen, tongue demanding entry and tangling with mine, not caring that his mum waited on the line. Desperate as I was for another taste, I finally relented and passed over the phone. “Hi, Mom,” he said, his tone suddenly innocent, obscenely normal.

I lay beside him, bathed in the afterglow of what he’d given me, devouring every nuance of his voice. My curiosity and arousal danced feverishly; I couldn’t resist sliding my hand over his warm, still-damp skin, tracing the defined line from his broad shoulder down the dip of his waist, savoring the heat and salt clinging to him. My fingers found his beautifully spent cock, slick and sticky, and I stroked him, slow and possessive, sliding my palm through the evidence of our joining. He barely reacted, too engrossed in whatever frantic accusations his mother hurled his way.

“No, Mom, I barely just woke up… (He listens, stifling a smirk as she rants.) No—no, I wouldn’t, and she wouldn’t either… (Pause, his eyebrows arch in disbelief.) Oh come on, where do you dream up these insane ideas? You’re being ridiculous… (Another pause, an exasperated shake of his head.) No, Mom, don’t—don’t say things like that about her. I seriously just crashed here. Michael and I were blitzed last night… (A stretch of silence, tension radiating from his jaw.) Yeah, I’ll be back in a bit… (He sighs, still rolling his eyes.) I don’t know, a couple hours? Mom, just… chill, okay? I’ll see you soon… Yeah. Bye.”

He stabbed at the end call button and handed back my phone, fingers brushing mine—an electric touch that lingered. I examined the screen just to be sure, then set it aside, pressing my palm to my chest as my racing pulse slowed.

“That sounded… intense. Tell me, Brandon—what happened just now?”

“Jesus, she actually believes you seduced me. How the hell could she possibly know, or even get that idea in her head?”

I let out a low, breathless laugh, still cradling his soft cock in my palm, my thumb idly tracing the messy slickness of our shared craving. “I truly don’t know, but god, she’s frighteningly accurate, isn’t she?” That last word escaped as a moan as his hand moved down, nimble fingers dipping eagerly into my shamelessly wet cunt. He found my aching clit without hesitation, circling it softly, teasing, and I shivered at the boldness awakening in his touch—a new confidence, born right here in my bed. He was discovering everything about me, exactly how I liked it, how I needed it, and I could feel his curiosity as something almost electric, alive between us.

“Did she try calling you before? She mentioned she’d already rung, demanding I go home.”

“No, baby, she didn’t. Mmm—” I couldn’t stifle my desperate gasp, his fingers drawing tight, syrupy circles over my throbbing clit. “All she wanted was to know if you were here, honestly. That’s all—like she always does after you end up here, worn out. There wasn’t any mention of you needing to run home.” I shuddered again, all pretense of composure lost as he kept caressing me, relentless and sweetly cruel. “God, though, did she maybe call Michael? If he picked up, did he say anything?”

He shrugged, his hand not missing a beat, two fingers pressing perfectly—he was learning so fast, I could scarcely stand it. “She might have, but why would Michael say something?”

“This morning he was upset with me, actually.” My words came out as staggered breaths, my hips grinding helplessly against his hand. “We had a stupid argument—oh, fuck, just like that, yes!” His touches grew more purposeful, firm and loving, and the pleasure crested sharply, each throb threatening to undo me. “Oh god, keep going—don’t stop, Brandon—right there, yes, yes—oh my god, yes, yes, yes!” My climax washed through me, fierce and hot, pulling my muscles taut, every part of me alive with wild, rippling sensation.

Spent and trembling, I curled closer to his strong, youthful body, breathing in his scent and the afterglow of our wicked secret. For a quiet moment, the world stilled; I kept my eyes closed, unwilling to face anything but his gentle warmth pressed against my side.

He gently broke the silence, voice rough with curiosity. “So, Mrs. B, you were saying—that fight with Michael, was it really over me?”

I kissed his shoulder, overwhelmed by need and something dangerously close to affection. “You, my gorgeous troublemaker. God, you have no idea what you do to me. And those fingers—are you sure you haven’t done that before?”

He flashed a sly grin. “Michael’s told me a lot, you know. Tips for how to make a woman feel good.”

The irony made my heart clench—a wicked little revelation that twisted my pleasure with guilt. My own son, unknowingly teaching his friend exactly how to undo me.

His voice softened, suddenly very serious. “Mrs. B, really—did you and Michael argue bad enough that he might have told my mom something?”

“Oh… yes, that.” My cheeks flushed hotly as I tried to gather my thoughts. “Before Michael left for work this morning, I… I confessed to him about stumbling into the bathroom last night and catching you mid-stream. I couldn’t help but notice—well, let’s just say the sight of you, so unabashed, left quite the impression. I told him, too, how I marveled at you—at just how gorgeous and impressively endowed you are.” I paused, my hand still laid reverently around his shaft, fingers tightening just a touch, teasing him with affectionate strokes. “He accused me of slipping in here afterward, of coming to... inspect things for myself while you slept. Told me I shouldn’t even think of doing anything foolish. Oh, if only he knew... He was dead-on, wasn’t he? I did it all—and then went even further.” My fingers gripped him more intimately now, almost possessively. “And you know what? I don’t regret a single second of it.”

He was grinning, warm and unashamed, his gaze molten with desire. “Nor do I, Mrs. B. Every moment with you has been incredible. Do you think—maybe—we could do it again soon?”

A guilty thrill twisted through me as his hopeful plea echoed in my ears. “Brandon, you know I said we shouldn’t. I meant it—we really can’t… as tempting as it is.” I tried to find firmness, but my words quivered with longing. “It isn’t right. But, my god, I can’t remember the last time I felt so alive. You’ve given me back a happiness I thought had vanished for good.”

We went back and forth—logic faltering against desire—as I struggled and failed to convince us both that we shouldn’t cross the line again. It was impossible to resist the heat between us, the unspoken need simmering just beneath the surface. At last, the only thing that could hush his pleading was when I surrendered entirely, sliding beneath the sheets and letting my lips find their way to his glorious cock once more. I tasted the delicious blend of our mingled arousal, my hunger banishing all hesitation. My lips sealed over him, tongue swirling sensuously around the head, teasing the sensitive veins beneath, coaxing him to swell and throb with mounting need.

As he grew beneath my ministrations, impossibly hard again, I lavished attention—suckling, flicking, savoring every heated inch, intent on pushing him over that tantalizing edge yet again. And when he broke, pulsing hot and urgent into my greedy mouth, I swallowed eagerly, trembling with satisfaction. For the very first time I let myself taste the fullness of him, every drop, loving the decadent intimacy, the loss of all former inhibitions.

Things with Heather have never returned to normal. She still doesn’t have proof, but she knows something happened—she can smell the truth, as if the scent of our spent passion clung to Brandon when he finally went home. Michael remains at home too, silent and distant. Whatever trust once lingered between us has dissolved, words left unspoken and too dangerous to confront.

Those next nine days stretched on with an exquisite, torturous suspense that gnawed at the edges of my sanity. My thoughts capered wickedly between secret elation and piercing shame: could I truly be carrying the child of an eighteen-year-old boy, conceived in a breathless haze of forbidden passion? The very possibility sent pulses of heat and fear spiraling through me, shame flushing my cheeks as I imagined what people would think, what my family would say. Yet, beneath that tremulous embarrassment flickered something scandalously hopeful—a tantalizing thrill at the idea of nurturing a life born from such reckless ecstasy, the notion that my careless hunger for youth could blossom into a third child, wholly mine to love.

These fantasies made me giddy with desire one moment, while the next I would be drowning in dark doubt, lost in the terror of confronting such a reality. Would I even consider ending the pregnancy, snuffing out evidence of my betrayal? Or, if I braved motherhood again, would my children despise me forever, disgusted by my surrender to temptation? The weight of possibilities pressed against my chest, sharp and suffocating, while my body became a battleground for both dread and anticipation.

Brandon, meanwhile, was blissfully undisturbed by these storms inside me. He called almost every day, his voice thick with feverish longing, scarcely interested in the possibility of my pregnancy. He barely let me speak on the topic at all, his boyish eagerness focused on engineering another rendezvous, another tumble in my bed. His crude admissions—how he now stashed condoms in his wallet, always ready—made me smile despite myself. His relentless, youthful desire was a delicious temptation in its own right, intoxicating in its shamelessness.

On the ninth day, I was trembling with nerves, my senses on high alert as I waited for the arrival of my period. I’ve always been so predictably regular, never a day early or late. But that morning, the fateful day, nothing happened. No sign, no relief. The anticipation wound through me, keeping me awake most of that night, mind racing with all the possible futures that danced before me in the dark.

But when dawn finally crept through the house and I stumbled wearily into the bathroom—my thoughts thick with exhaustion and unfulfilled panic—I peeled down my cotton panties and saw, to my immense relief, those small, vivid red spots staining the white fabric. Desire melted into pure, rapturous relief. My period had come, just a day overdue. I wasn’t pregnant. Brandon and I had escaped the consequences of our recklessness, for now.


Insatiable

Diagnosed with hypersexuality, Lisa's body burns with a relentless desire that never faded. With her husband, Mark, in a coma after an accident, her cravings become a gnawing addiction that thrummed beneath the surface.


Part 1

Chapter One

The release of the film “Thanks for Sharing” back in 2012—a movie that dared to explore the tangled cravings of men and women shackled by their own sensual appetites—had a way of stirring my own memories. It brought to mind a true story, one that shimmered just beneath the surface of my ordinary acquaintances, involving a woman with an almost hypnotic allure: Lisa. At thirty-nine, Lisa vibrates with an infectious energy, utterly radiant in her role as second wife to the formidable Mark Mitchell, a successful man basking in his own mature confidence at fifty-three. Mark’s past life is never far—two children from his first marriage, a son on the threshold of adulthood at eighteen, and a daughter just past the tumultuous edge of twenty.

Stepping into the Mitchell household, Lisa embraces her role as stepmother with nearly mischievous delight. For her, it’s the best of both worlds: all the warmth and laughter of family life without the mess, the pain, the animal vulnerability of childbirth—a thing she’s always insisted wasn’t for her. That’s Lisa in essence: affectionate yet fiercely self-serving, glittering in company, sometimes wickedly fun, sometimes frustratingly absorbed in her own desires. She loves Mark, truly, and she cares for his children—just enough. Yet there’s always a sense of her keeping something for herself, a secret pulse of pleasure running just beneath her polished surface.

Their story began in the glitter of 1999, when Lisa was just twenty-two and flying across continents, serving the glamorous travelers who floated above the earth in supple luxury. At five-foot-five, with a halo of soft, mousy hair cropped close to her cheekbones in an impish cut, she knew how to move between people, how to disarm and captivate. That day, Mark appeared—an older man, radiating quiet wealth, accompanied by his patrician first wife, Belinda. There was an instant—a flicker between them, a charge that thrummed through Lisa’s veins. Their conversation, light at first, lingered teasingly. Mark, with his easy laugh and seasoned charm, simply captivated her, drawing Lisa in until Belinda’s frosty glare and tight-lipped asides forced her to retreat.

But as darkness pressed against the cabin windows and the world outside fell silent, Mark sought Lisa out again in the quiet galley at the rear of the plane. Ostensibly, he was after nothing more than a drink, but the look in his eyes, the way his voice dropped to a private register, told another story altogether. While Belinda slept just a few rows away, they let their words tangle, letting curiosity and anticipation thread between them. There was no scandal, no furtive joining in cramped airplane restrooms—the shadow of Mark’s marriage was too close, too real. But beneath the polite distance, something electric shimmered.

And as fate—or perhaps something far more deliberate—would have it, their paths twisted together again and again in the years that followed. Mark, ever the global citizen, seemed to find Lisa on seven different flights, their meetings charged with coincidence and tension. On the third such encounter, he flew alone, and fortune handed them a night together in sultry Singapore. The hotel bar was a cauldron of possibility: shared glances, laughter, hands brushing as drinks were served. Desire hovered close, the promise of flesh on flesh hanging deliciously in the air when Mark finally made his intentions clear. Lisa balanced on the knife’s edge of temptation, craving his touch—the heady possibility of surrendering to the chemistry that crackled so fiercely between them. But that night, they tasted nothing more than anticipation, letting the unsated want simmer, ever brighter beneath their cool facades.

Lisa’s desire simmered just beneath her skin, a visceral ache pulsing in that dark, secret place, yet nerves prickled along her spine—never allowing her to forget the risk. The memory of Belinda’s icy contempt on that fateful flight still haunted her; the prospect of being tangled in another couple’s ruin, especially with such an older man, made her hesitate even as her body yearned for him.

But fate had its own designs. When she spotted Mark, years later, lounging in First Class on her seventh coincidental flight, his eyes ignited with unmistakable pleasure—this time, he was unmistakably eager to see her. In those stolen moments alone, Mark confided in her, his voice tinged with both bitterness and relief: “You wouldn’t believe it. She took off with my business partner—cleared out two hundred grand before they disappeared. Now it’s just me, these mountains of debt, and two little ones—six and eight—relying on me.”

Six years had sculpted Lisa into a woman who could appreciate such honesty. She listened, heart racing, as Mark peeled back the ugly truth of his failed marriage. Hearing him confess how vindictive Belinda had been only sharpened her intrigue. As their plane drifted gently into their shared hometown, Mark seized his chance. No wife. No barriers. His invitation was electric: join me for dinner?

She agreed, feeling liberated—no longer threatened by the stigma of being the other woman, suddenly uncaring about their age gap. With the last restraint gone, they tumbled headlong into a fevered affair. In just three months, passion carried Lisa straight into Mark’s arms—and his bed. By the time his divorce papers were inked, her suitcase was already in his hallway. Mark, after years of yearning, found himself astonished by Lisa’s wild hunger; every touch, every breath, every night, she demanded him, body and soul, until his own desire barely kept pace.

Sex had always run like wildfire through Lisa’s veins, kindling early. Reflecting back, she remembered the rush of discovery at sixteen—though then, she held herself in check, unfolding her secrets only for those who truly earned them. But as her twenties unfolded, her appetite became relentless, flaring fiercely in every cell. With a steady partner, it was bliss—an endless symphony of tangled sheets and gasped confessions late into the night. Without one, though, her need became a maddening hunger. Toys gave her fleeting satisfaction, nothing close to the delicious heat of skin on skin, the pulse and surrender of the real thing. She couldn’t bear meaningless encounters with strangers, so when single, she’d slip into bed with one of several carefully chosen friends—men who knew just how deep her craving ran and who left her, every time, thoroughly, wickedly sated.

When Lisa became Mark’s wife, her days as a flight attendant were finally over. No matter how much she adored soaring above the clouds, waking up in foreign countries, and that beautiful pulse of takeoff, all of that was eclipsed by her yearning to fall asleep—and wake up—with him every single night. Trading her navy blue uniform for a ground job at the airport, Lisa slid seamlessly into her new world and found herself smitten not only with her husband, but with the two children that came as part of the package. Suddenly, she had a family—instant, electric, and real.

Their connection, both emotional and physical, was nothing short of explosive. The chemistry between Mark and Lisa was palpable—hungry, uninhibited, and always urgent. In every inch of their home, on the soft carpet beside their bed, against the cool marble of the kitchen counter, Lisa would arch her back and gasp his name as Mark drove her wild, igniting her body with every practiced touch. Whether they were tangled up under the stars behind the garden shed, or pressed against the foggy glass of the shower, she was insatiable and he was always, always ready for her. He cherished her reckless enthusiasm, her perpetual arousal—the irrepressible hunger that she surrendered to over and over. To Mark, Lisa was everything he’d secretly longed for—so unlike his ex-wife Belinda, whose coldness he remembered with a shudder.

Lisa’s appetite for pleasure was unmatched by any woman Mark had been with before. It was more than a burning need; it was a driving pulse inside her—a relentless desire that never faded. She was consumed by lust, quick to beg for his hands, his mouth, his cock… Her cravings never slipped into routine or fatigue. It took her almost a year to gather the courage to share her secret with him—a hungry, vulnerable confession about her own body she’d never admitted out loud.

Years earlier, after grappling with the incessant drumbeat of her own arousal—the nights when she couldn’t sleep without her vibrator, the afternoons spent leafing through glossy magazines in her hotel rooms around the world—Lisa had turned to her doctor in desperation. Her GP seemed unflustered and wise; he’d seen enough, he suspected enough, to refer her to a specialist. The verdict was clear, clinical, and startling: hypersexuality. A physiological addiction to sex. She learned to call it what it was—nymphomania. Lisa’s mind crackled with erotic daydreams, and her body demanded regular, intense release. It wasn’t just that she wanted sex; she needed it. Over the years, she’d become a ravenous consumer of porn—DVDs, high-gloss magazines collected in Paris, Tokyo, Milan, all stashed away. Her collection of vibrators and dildos filled half a drawer. Some days she got herself off two, three times before work. Masturbation was not just a supplement, it was her survival when she was between lovers.

And yet, for all the intensity of her craving, Lisa had never once been tempted to betray Mark. Because, by some stroke of erotic luck, she’d found a man who could feed her hunger, who could fuck her until she was gasping, laughing, and utterly spent. Mark took on the challenge—his stamina, his desire for her, made their marriage intoxicating and faithful in equal measure.

But their marriage was about to turn a page. Their tenth anniversary was approaching, the promise of freedom fresh in the air—their two children, now grown, living their own lives outside the family home. Lisa’s plans sparkled with excitement: she wanted a wild party, their house filled with friends, laughter, glasses clinking deep into the night. But Mark had his own fantasy—a secluded hotel suite, a table for two, and a long, luxurious evening devoted entirely to savoring each other’s bodies, alone, with nothing but whispered secrets and slow, decadent sex.

Serendipity or perhaps cruel fate, Mark’s business obligations had swept him away right as their anniversary approached, demanding his presence overseas for well over a week. Their plans, both carefully and hungrily anticipated, slid a little off course. Lisa’s vision of celebration—lavish, noisy, their house buzzing with friends beneath the soaring ceilings and sparkling wine—won out. Mark assured her, with a familiar confidence that had always made her melt, that he’d be home in time for the party. His company was flourishing, flawless, the past betrayals of his former wife and snake of a business partner now far behind him, wiped away by his unapologetic success.

Yet a thin thread of frustration pulsed through Lisa, tight and insistent. Mark’s plane wasn’t scheduled to touch down until four, cutting their margin razor thin. Then, at half-past five, her phone finally pulsed to life. His voice—slightly roughened by fatigue and an edge of anticipation—brushed over her like warm silk. “Babe, we’ve just landed now. That bloody storm had us circling for what felt like forever. Customs is still ahead of me, then I’ll jump into a cab. Realistically, I won’t roll through the door before six thirty. Please tell everyone I’m sorry—just hold the fort till I get there. You know we’ll make up for lost time as soon as I walk through the door.”

Lisa’s breath caught, hunger flickering in the secret places of her body. “Okay, darling. Oh, I’m counting the minutes. Funny, isn’t it? I gave up my wings just to have you every night, and lately you’re the one always in the clouds.” Her voice dropped, slipping into a husky whisper that only he could catch—even with their kids moving somewhere out of earshot. “Mark, I ache for you. Ten days may as well be ten months—I swear, I crave the feel of you inside me so badly I could scream. Your cock, god, I’ve been picturing it night after night. Maybe you were right, maybe a hotel room would’ve been bliss. There’s every chance I’ll drag you upstairs mid-party, I just don’t know how I’ll contain myself until this place empties out. Hurry home to me.”

He groaned, a gravelly note of promise in his laughter. “Just need to survive Customs, then I’m yours again. Haven’t you missed your toys at all? I was sure you’d have burned through some batteries while I’ve been gone.”

Her cheeks flushed, pulse accelerating with the memory. “Of course I did—wore them out, more than once. Still, plastic and silicone can never compete with your flesh, with the taste and heft of you in my hand, filling me up. Nothing compares, Mark. Oh—damn—the rain’s started here, that storm of yours has finally chased you home. Forget the patio drinks, looks like I’ll have to press our guests close inside. Just get here, Mark. Get here safe. I need you.” She hung up, a slow, wicked smile on her lips, anticipation thrumming through her veins like hot electric current in the sudden storm.

The storm outside intensified, relentless sheets of rain hammering the windows as guests hurried in, dripping and laughing nervously about the treacherous dash from their cars. Though the house pulsed with warmth and music, Lisa’s eyes never strayed far from the clock or her phone, hope turning to unease as each minute ticked by. By seven, a cold knot of fear had started to squeeze her chest. Mark was still absent—a lengthening shadow at the edges of her celebration.

She gripped her phone, dialed his number again, pressing it to her ear with hands that trembled. No answer. No soothing voice, no familiar laughter or teasing promise. Only the hollow echo of unanswered rings feeding her terror. The house had grown louder with their friends’ voices, but for Lisa it was all muted, distant, the dull thundering of her blood in her ears drowning every other sound.

Then, at half past seven, the doorbell cut through everything, slicing through her dread. Her body moved before her mind could catch up—a stumble, a desperate hope clashing with horror—she flung open the door. The sight that greeted her turned her blood to ice: two officers standing tall and grave, uniforms darkened by the rain, the world narrowing around them with brutal clarity.

Lisa's breath hitched. “Oh God, no... not Mark—please, what’s happened?”

The taller officer’s expression softened, concern flickering across his features. “We’re looking for Mrs. Mitchell. Are you—?”

“Yes. Yes, I’m Mrs. Mitchell.” Her chest ached, panic undercut with confusion. “He wasn’t driving—what’s happened?”

His eyes found hers, steady but sorrowful. “I’m sorry to inform you, your husband’s been involved in an accident.”

Her knees buckled, a keening sound escaping her as she clung to the frame. “Oh my God, no... is he—will he be all right?”

The officer continued, voice low but direct. “He was in a taxi that lost control on the wet road—driver missed a red light, and they were hit from the side by a truck. Your husband was on that side of the car.”

Tears blurred Lisa’s vision, a silent scream building inside her, threatening to shatter. “Is he alive? I—I need to know, is he going to—?”

“He’s alive, Mrs. Mitchell. Paramedics took him to North Shore—he’s being evaluated in Emergency. I have to tell you, he was in serious condition at the scene. The next forty-eight hours are very important. I understand if you want to get there right away—can you drive?”

She nodded, breathless and raw, her lips barely forming the words. “Yes, I’ll manage. Thank you for telling me.”

As she turned, shaken but gathering herself, the faces of her stepchildren and a close family friend appeared at the entrance, alarm and confusion clear in their eyes. Her voice shook but steadied as she quickly explained the terrible news, each word making it feel all the more real. But something inside Lisa snapped into place—a steel core rising through the panic. Somehow, with a trembling grace, she handed off instructions to stunned guests, delegating the care of her home, her friends, the celebration that now seemed trivial.

She slipped on her coat, still shaking, as her stepchildren clung to her. The house receded behind them, laughter and music a ghost at their backs. Together they drove out into the howling storm, windshield battered by rain, hearts pounding in unison—tonight should have been passion, joy, and reunion. Instead, it was desperate hope and longing, every second aching with the absence of the man who was her world.

Lisa had to wait her turn, tension clawing at her chest as she watched strangers—machines, nurses, grim-faced orderlies—crowd the space that separated her from her husband. Mark was barely recognisable, battered and bruised beneath sterile white sheets, so many wires and tubes attached to him that he barely looked human anymore. The hush of the Intensive Care Unit seemed almost sacred, thick with the promise of hope and the dread of loss. The doctor, his voice calm and certain, explained that Mark had been placed in a medically induced coma, his body forced to rest while his shattered form tried to piece itself together. “Critical, but stable,” he intoned, his eyes kind but holding that flicker of uncertainty Lisa could not ignore. “He bore the full force of the accident.”

Lisa tried to focus on the positives, but a bitter twist of irony sliced through her: Mark had traversed continents, survived turbulent skies and the ache of distance, only to be broken in the final, mundane lap of his journey home. A careless taxi driver, a flash of red ignored, a life upended.

Unable to speak to him, unable to reach for the steady reassurance of his voice or the heat of his embrace, Lisa refused to leave his side. Planting herself in the flimsy hospital chair, she curled her fingers tightly around his hand, willing her warmth and presence into his slack, unresponsive grip. The night crawled by in a haze of fluorescent light, the only sounds the soft whirrs and agonising beeps from the machines that kept Mark alive. Alone with her thoughts, the pain of waiting—of not knowing—coiled insidiously in her gut. She tried to push away the selfish edge to her hunger, the aching, clawing need for the man she adored: the man who had, up until ten days ago, filled her nights with heat, their bodies tangled together, their lust as fierce as it had ever been.

She pictured him—whole, vital, ardent—pressing into her, filling her with his strength, and the deprivation made her ache. Now, tonight—when she should have been gasping under him, their skin slick with passion—she was left clinging to mere memories, starved for his touch and cursing the cruel hands of fate that threatened to steal months, perhaps years of pleasure and intimacy from them.

It was around 4am, when the ICU seemed to pause, the soft hush broken only by the electronic heartbeat that tethered Mark to life. Lisa glanced cautiously around; the nurses were absorbed elsewhere, shadows and distant movement. Driven by desperate need and a twist of anxiety, she slid her hand beneath the coarse edge of the hospital sheet. Her breath caught as she traced his thigh, gently edging the stiff cotton gown upward until her fingers found his cock, warm and mercifully intact, though limp in the grip of unconsciousness. A shudder of relief mingled with longing slipped through her. The smooth weight of him reassured her—no bruising, no unnatural angles—her body’s solace not stolen, not lost. She clung to that tiny, forbidden relief, her longing as raw as her fear; if fate meant to torment her, it had, at least, left intact the delicious, vital part of him she loved most.

With trembling fingers, Lisa lifted the sheet and gazed beneath, her breath catching in her throat as she glanced at him—Mark’s cock resting silent and slack, unscathed despite the brutal wreckage his body had suffered. Relief flooded her, washing over the sharp edges of her worry as her hand lightly traced along his length, marveling at how familiar he still felt, even in such a fragile state. Her soft caress lingered, though she grew acutely aware of the sterile plastic tubing running from him—a catheter discreetly draining the evidence of his helplessness. Despite the clinical intrusion, she clasped him gently, needing that tactile connection. Silently, she prayed that somehow, in the space between their entwined hands, something of her longing would spill into his unconscious mind.

She stayed there through the early hours—just the hush of machines breaking the stillness—her palm curled around him, seeking solace, craving to comfort him as much as herself. The nurses had encouraged her to talk, saying familiar voices could reach the comatose, but Lisa placed her faith in touch, sure that Mark, even drifting in drugged darkness, might sense her presence, her need, her love.

Almost an hour blurred by in this intimate vigil, desire and despair swirling together in the fluorescent gloom. At last, movement in the corridor snapped her from her trance—a flash of white coat, a lean, young figure approaching. She let go swiftly, pulling her hand clear, heartbeat quickening as the intern appeared at the foot of the bed. He adjusted Mark’s chart and monitored the whispering machines, competent fingers moving swiftly and without fuss.

In the midst of all this anxiety and grief, Lisa’s hunger refused to be dulled. She stared at the doctor—so youthful, so utterly male, with deft, graceful hands, and the clean lines of his face framed by those sensual lips. A blush crept over her as her mind unraveled, imagining those hands exploring her, those long, clever fingers slipping inside her aching heat, his lips closing over her hard, needy nipples. Fantasy swept her away, her body responding almost against her will—her nipples tightening beneath her blouse, the pulse between her legs throbbing with desperate want.

Lisa cursed her insatiable hunger, resenting the sharp pang of arousal in such a bleak moment. She knew herself too well—this relentless, gnawing addiction thrummed beneath the surface, only contained by Mark’s nearness. Now, with him locked in painless oblivion for weeks ahead, her most primal cravings coiled free, more dangerous and overwhelming than ever.

A flush of shame twisted inside her as she sat there, acutely aware of her hardened nipples pressing against her blouse and the warm, slick trail coursing between her thighs. All the while, the young intern worked quietly around the bed, completely oblivious to the storm of raw, pulsing need that left Lisa nearly breathless. The delicious humiliation burned through her as she indulged the wicked scene unfurling in her mind: she pictured herself inviting the intern to take her seat beside Mark, then standing before him in a slow, provocative display. With deft fingers, she imagined teasing the hem of her skirt higher, slipping her hands underneath to peel her panties away—deliberately letting the soft, soaked fabric pool at her feet before collecting them and draping the damp crotch across his mouth and nose. The thought of her arousal, so tangible it soaked the tiny piece of lace, thrilling him as he inhaled her scent, made her desperate with want.

Still fully clothed except for the missing panties, she envisioned turning her back, gathering her skirt around her hips, shamelessly exposing the round curve of her bare backside. She imagined climbing onto the intern’s lap, lowering herself until her slick, needy heat pressed flush against the imagined thickness of his cock—her fantasy always endowed him lavishly. She could picture the sensation of grinding herself desperately down, feeling every inch of him gliding inside her, their movements becoming hungrier, needier, as his hands cupped and claimed her breasts. All the while, they faced the hospital bed, her comatose husband lying silent beneath the sheet. In the tangled fantasy, her hand found Mark’s slack cock, wrapping her fingers around him as she bucked and moaned with release, shuddering with forbidden pleasure.

Reality crashed back into her with the gentle voice of the intern breaking the spell. “No change, Mrs. Mitchell,” he informed her, matter-of-fact, already turning away.

Lisa jolted, her voice shaky and embarrassed as she forced herself to respond. “Uh… oh, sorry, what was that?” She struggled to shake off the intense, erotic images still lingering behind her eyes, desperately searching for balance in the wake of so much private longing.

The young doctor offered a sympathetic smile. “I said there’s no change in his condition,” he repeated as he slipped past the curtain, leaving her aching and alone with Mark.

For a moment, Lisa stared at the narrow space in the hospital drapes, her body trembling. The urge to call after the intern—begging him to come back, to take her right there because she could no longer endure this hungry ache—was almost overwhelming. She needed a man, needed to be taken, filled, fucked until every last ounce of this desperation melted away.

She shuddered and clenched her thighs together, chastising herself for letting such depraved cravings rule her even now. But it was her curse—her relentless appetite for sex and fantasy. Most nights, Mark’s embrace kept these demons at bay, but after his long absence abroad and now this cruel, indefinite silence, Lisa ached with need more unbearably than ever. How much longer could she restrain herself, she wondered, when each hour made the hunger more impossible to ignore?

Standing at the edge of the hospital bed, Lisa gazed longingly at Mark, her heart aching as she contemplated the bleak stretch of weeks—perhaps even months—she might spend without the intimate embrace she craved so desperately. The harsh reality pressed into her mind, acute and relentless: How could she possibly survive this tormenting hunger, when every cell in her body was thrumming with need? She doubted she’d last even a handful of days, let alone the eternity of absence stretching before her.

Sunday morning arrived and with it Mark’s children, their faces clouded by fatigue and worry. They tried to comfort her, voices gentle, gently urging her to go home, to get the kind of rest one couldn’t find in a plastic chair next to a hospital bed. They promised faithfully to keep vigil by their father’s side, and to call her at the slightest shift in his condition. Grateful yet heavy-hearted, Lisa obeyed, her insides coiled tight with longing as she slipped out.

Driving home, the world outside blurred, but the house greeted her with callous reminders. A “Happy Anniversary” banner drooped above the doorway—a cruel memento of the celebration so brutally cut short. Traces of last night’s abandoned revelry lingered, despite her friends’ efforts to clean. She paused in the hallway, lonely in her sultry black dress—the very one she’d chosen to make her husband’s return unforgettable, her excitement rushing back in sharp, bittersweet waves.

In her bedroom, she faced her reflection, drinking in each detail—the elegant arch of her ankles in new stockings, the teasing hint of skin above her garters, the scandalous G-string she’d splurged on. The delicate ensemble was meant for Mark: a private performance that would end, deliciously, with him dragging every last scrap from her body. Instead, she found herself alone, the only audience to this spectacle of seduction.

Dragging teasingly slow fingertips up her ribcage, Lisa unfastened everything, peeling away the lacy armor—stockings, garter, the delicate wisp of her G-string, and finally, her bra. She caught a glimpse of her nipples, still flushed, achingly taut, her body’s longing undiminished by grief. Lips parted, she bit back a moan, the memory of the young intern thrusting unbidden into her mind—how easy it would be to lose herself with a man like that. Eager, shameless, she let her hand glide between her thighs, fingers slipping, sliding into the slick warmth that proved her need.

She raised her glistening fingertip before her eyes, breath coming faster—soaked, needy, hungry for more than any daydream. “Yes,” she murmured hungrily, her voice thick with anticipation. “If Mark can’t have me, something else surely must. Time to see which of my lonely toys can soothe me tonight.”

Crossing to her bedside table, Lisa opened the drawer with impatient, trembling fingers, selecting two of her favourite toys—sleek, cool, gleaming in the morning light. Each one promised a different sensation, but together, perhaps, they could give her the solace she so desperately craved. Naked now, her skin prickling from the chill in the air and the ache of longing, she stretched out on the fresh sheets, their softness cooling the heated curves of her body.

She reached for the battery-operated vibrator, its familiar hum thrumming with anticipation. Slowly, teasing herself, she traced it along the delicate seam of her pussy, parting her folds with the tip—slick already with her need, her breathing faltering as the first sparks of pleasure shivered through her. God, yes. Nothing could compare to the intoxicating depth of Mark’s flesh inside her, the heat and pressure of his body, but this—this would have to sustain her, at least for a little while. Maybe a day, if she was lucky. Maybe less.

As she slid the smooth silicone deeper, her hips began to move in a slow, urgent rhythm. Waves of sensation built, her thighs tense and slick, her nipples hardening to aching points. The pulse inside her grew faster, spiraling higher and higher, until pleasure broke through her—sharp, wild, beautiful—forcing her body to writhe alone on the linen, desperate for release. Alone, in the marriage bed they’d shared, she trembled through her orgasm, pressing her face into the pillows to muffle the aching cry.

Afterward, sleep drifted in and out until hunger finally pulled her back. A late lunch, eaten at the kitchen counter, felt mundane and empty. Was this really her life now? Oscillating between the hospital’s relentless hum, the hollow ache of her own body’s insistence, and the brief, unsatisfying distractions of meals and routine?

For the next few days, evenings at Mark’s side turned into restless nights where anxiety and desire tangled inside her chest. His family manned the daylight shifts—kids, parents, siblings, even extended relatives—all coordinating, watching, waiting.

Tuesday morning found Lisa exhausted, her head swimming with fatigue after another sleepless vigil. When Mark’s mother arrived, Lisa excused herself, heading home as dawn spilled through the kitchen window. She nibbled half-heartedly at her breakfast, staring at the corridor that led to her bedroom—a room now echoing with silence and longing. The thought of rifling through her drawer of electric pleasures left her feeling hollow. Instead, she decided to escape—to wash away this stale routine and lose herself elsewhere.

A long, scalding shower, her hands lingering on her skin, trying to find traces of comfort. Then she dressed and went downtown, surrendering herself to the anonymity of shoppers, the bright distraction of stores, desperate for an antidote to her endless, aching wait.

Now, perhaps, I should let Lisa speak for herself. Let her voice fill in the details, raw and unvarnished.

Chapter Two 

Lisa Relates Events from here…

I wandered the mall, not searching for anything in particular, just thankful for motion, for crowds, for something outside the relentless ache of loneliness. When lunch hour rolled around, I met Carla—my truest friend, my confidante. She’s my age, thirty-nine, her husband vibrant and young, worlds apart from Mark, who at fifty-three feels like he belongs to another era entirely. She’d been there at the party when the world spun out; now she wanted every detail.

I found myself pouring out a jumble of hope and frustration. “The doctors think he’ll recover, fully, eventually—they’re confident, and that’s something. Only, he’s not coming home anytime soon. Carla, I’m losing my mind. I wish I could bring him back, just for one night, just to feel his arms, his breath on my skin. I miss him in ways I never thought possible.”

Carla leaned across the table, her eyes glinting with mischief as she grinned at me. “Oh, just listen to you, Lisa,” she teased, drawing out my name like a caress. “I know exactly what’s going on in that filthy little mind of yours. Admit it, honey, you’re not just missing Mark—you’re dying without that cock of his.” Her laughter was low and throaty, intimate in a way that made my cheeks smolder. “Honestly, the way you talk about your sex life, I thought Brad and I were insatiable. But you and Mark—girl, you put the rest of us to shame.”

The teasing was light, but her words carried an undercurrent of curiosity, of shared secrets. Carla had been my closest confidante since those wild airline days—yet, I’d never dared share my deepest truths, the darker cravings that haunted me. She thought I was just an insatiable nymph, a woman who lived for the heat of flesh against flesh. But there was more—so much more churning inside me. The ache for Mark wasn’t just loneliness; it was a desperate hunger, an emptiness that no vibrating plastic could fill.

I hesitated, searching her eyes, longing to spill everything. Years of shame and secrecy trembled on my tongue. “Carla,” I breathed, my voice coming out smaller than I intended. Something in my expression must have alarmed her because her smile faded and she reached for my hand.

“Lisa, what is it? You look like you’re about to confess to murder.”

I squeezed her fingers, searching for the courage I’d never found before. “There’s something I haven’t told you. No one knows—except Mark. Him, and some doctor with a clipboard and a brisk bedside manner.” My chest tightened as I struggled for words. “All those stories I share about Mark and me, about how I can’t get enough—well, it’s not just wantonness. It’s not just being a brazen slut in bed.” I managed a weak laugh, eyes shining with nervousness. “There’s actually a reason. A medical one. Years ago, I was diagnosed with something called hypersexuality. I’m not just horny all the time, Carla—my mind is like a furnace, always smoldering with craving. The doctors say my body needs release almost daily. It’s not a whim. It’s a compulsion.”

Carla’s eyebrows arched, and for a heartbeat she looked astonished. Then that wicked twinkle returned to her eyes and she broke the tension with her laughter. “Oh my God, Lisa! Is it catching? Because, honestly, who do I see about getting a dose of that?” Her mirth rumbled between us, but when she saw the gravity in my eyes, the humor faded and she gave my hand another gentle squeeze, signaling she was ready to truly listen.

“No, Carla, I’m completely serious,” I said, my voice trembling with the intensity of everything I’d been holding in. “You might think this is some wild joke, that it sounds exciting to want sex all the time. Believe me, it’s not always the fun you imagine. Sometimes it feels like an ache taking over my whole body, filling my head until nothing else matters except this overwhelming need—this hunger to be completely filled, to lose myself in raw sensation.”

I leaned closer to her, lowering my voice, the confession spilling out of me. “Honestly, if it weren’t for Mark, I don’t know who I’d become. He’s insatiable too—which is such a blessing for me. He grounds me, fucks me when I’m frantic, gives me what I need to feel whole and sane. But when he’s gone…” My hands shook as I remembered. “When he had to leave, Carla, it was ten days of nothing but longing, clawing at my skin from the inside out. I was desperate before he even got home, finding myself restless, needy, unable to focus on anything except wanting him inside me. And then—God—when he was in that accident on Saturday night, when he landed in the hospital, I lost it. It’s been two endless weeks since I’ve been properly fucked. Two weeks without that glorious stretch, the fullness, the heat.”

I felt myself flush with the memory, the longing, my confession half-whispered and trembling with shame and desire. “I sat next to his hospital bed, Carla… in the early hours, four in the morning, just holding his cock in my hand, his body still and so vulnerable. I couldn’t stop myself—I just needed to feel him, remind myself he was real, that I could still have him, that he wasn’t gone. And when the young doctor came by to check on Mark, I nearly lost control.” My heart hammered. “I honestly thought I might throw myself at him right there, beside Mark’s bed, in that cold ICU as Mark slept in his coma. That’s how desperate I felt. That’s what this does to me.”

“Lisa, that honestly sounds like nymphomania,” Carla whispered, her eyes wide with a mixture of disbelief and worry.

“I know. I am, Carla,” I admitted, every part of me raw and exposed. “That’s the word people use, right? Nymphomaniac. It’s the same as hypersexuality. It’s real and it’s overwhelming. Orgasms help, for a little while, but soon after, the fantasies come rushing back—hotter, more vivid—until I’m crawling out of my skin again.”

“What are you supposed to do?” Carla asked, her hand brushing mine, squeezing for comfort.

“I wish I knew,” I murmured, my voice cracking with need. “I masturbate three times a day, grinding against my toys, using my vibrators until I’m shaking, but nothing scratches the real itch. Nothing replaces the way it feels when a hot, hard cock is deep inside me, filling me, fucking the need away.” I shivered, desperate and a little ashamed. “It’s been too long, Carla—too fucking long. I’m afraid one of these days I’ll do something reckless. That I’ll be so desperate I’ll grab some stranger off the street, beg him to fuck me senseless just to get some relief.”

Carla looked at me, stunned. “Lisa… you can’t do that.”

But the ache inside me didn’t care what I could or couldn’t do.

Carla, you have no idea—the way this urge takes over, it’s like something scorching and wild, a fever burning under my skin that refuses to be tamed. I can sit here trying to act normal, trying to focus on innocent chatter or the taste of my coffee, but all I see are possible ways to satisfy this relentless ache. Look—right now—do you see that man across the room, just quietly absorbed in his magazine, oblivious to the storm inside me? My mind spins the most vivid, carnal scenarios: in a heartbeat, I could stride across the café, rip his clothes from that gorgeous body, and fuck him right here on this polished floor, lost in the rawness until he’s making me cry out his name. In this state, I couldn’t care less about the stares, the whispers. All I want is that primal release—hard, messy, mindless—until the desperate throb at my core is soothed, if only for a moment. Even now I can feel it—I'm soaking through my underwear, the wetness slick and shameless. I keep sneaking off to the restroom to change my panties, but it’s useless—they’re drenched again before I’ve sat back down.

We kept talking, picking apart my desires and frustrations in circles, but there was no answer—just the comfort of letting it spill out, Carla’s empathy wrapping around me, her eyes soft, voice gentle. Still, I could tell she was searching for something, some solution, but it all seemed hopelessly out of reach. After we finished our lunch, Carla leaned in, her tone low and sincere.

“Lisa, I want to help you—whatever I can do, especially while Mark’s away… and honestly, Brad would want to help too, once he understood how badly you’re suffering.”

A rush of embarrassment flared through me. “Carla, please—you can’t, not Brad. I couldn’t bear it if he knew everything. It would be mortifying for any man to hear just how desperate I am.”

She squeezed my hand, her expression unwavering. “Sweetheart, Brad’s incredibly kind—he’d never judge you. He’d want to help.”

“I believe you, genuinely, but it’s too much. I can’t let anyone else in on this. The fewer who know about my… my need, the better.”

She sighed and shook her head slightly, voice softer. “Lisa, I love you—you know I do. We’ve been together, as friends, through so much. I can’t believe you never told me any of this before. If you weren’t hurting this much I’d be mad at you for keeping it bottled up. You know you can trust me with anything.”

My heart thudded. “I do trust you, Carla. I wanted to say something so many times, but it always felt too sordid, too raw. Being married to Mark has kept me on steady ground—he’s my anchor. Before him… you remember, I always had new men around, and that was the only way I could keep my cravings even half-satisfied. It was just about finding someone to fill that emptiness, no matter the cost.”

She nodded, her lips lifting in that supportive half-smile. “I won’t say a word to Brad—not unless you want me to. But please, let me talk to him, see if there’s something, anything, we can do to help.”

“Thank you, darling, that’s so thoughtful of you, but I think—fingers crossed—I’ll manage,” I replied, painting a grateful smile across my lips, even as the wicked edges of my imagination curled around Carla’s suggestion. Did she really understand what kind of ‘help’ Brad could offer, if he only knew what was simmering restlessly beneath my composed exterior? Stop, Lisa. Don’t go there. Carla and Brad have been friends for years—it’s absurd, it’s outlandish even to let my thoughts idle on the possibility that Brad might step in as some salacious saviour.

Shaking off these dangerous musings, I tried to ground myself. “The lawns, the pool—they’re such a handful, honestly. The place is massive, and I wouldn’t dream of burdening Brad, or anyone, to take it all on for free. I’m actually considering getting some young guy in, you know, someone reliable to keep things up to scratch until Mark’s well enough again.”

Carla’s eyes glinted with reassurance, her loyalty warming me. “Like I said, sweetheart, don’t hesitate—we’re absolutely here for you.”

As I gathered myself to head home, I let my mind drift back to Mark, grateful for how bravely he’d bounced back after his partner’s betrayal and his own heartbreak. Now we lived amid these sprawling grounds, landscaped like an indulgence, every corner echoing with memories of his care. It had always been Mark wrangling the ride-on mower, coaxing the pool jets—his domain, our sanctuary. But he’d hinted more than once lately that it was maybe time to hire help.

Mentioning my plan to Carla at lunch made it feel suddenly concrete. Thoughts of employing someone—preferably young, strong, eager—unfurled in my mind, threaded with the shimmer of forbidden daydreams. Even as I scanned the logistics—schedules, duties, vetting—the images flickered in the background: a helpful stranger, sweat-slicked from work, muscles taut and glistening, hands capable of much more than yard work. My need felt like a living thing, pulsing between my thighs, unstoppable, insistent, urging me to bring fantasy into reality. Mark’s absence stretched ahead, endless and lonely; sooner or later, I knew I’d need something—or someone—to silence the ache burning through my body.

A stop at the supermarket brought a distraction—a community board lined with colorful ads from local tradesmen, skills offered for any and every task. I found two cards with promising numbers and, almost trembling, tore off their stubs as anticipation curled hot and thick within me.

Back at the house, my heart racing, I called each man, arranging separate appointments to see who might fit my needs—publicly the property’s, privately the cravings that gnawed at my restraint. Even as I dialed, that decadent fantasy of seducing the pool boy, of being taken right there beside the shimmering blue water, slithered through my thoughts. Yet every step forward tangled with guilt, my loyalty to Mark battling the hunger that threatened to sweep me away.

The first one showed up later that very afternoon, punctual as promised. So young—eighteen, no more than my stepson, and for a moment the awareness sent a delicious, wicked twist through me. I appraised him openly, letting my gaze linger over his lean frame and earnest, almost shy posture. God, he could easily be one of my stepson's friends, I mused, my mind automatically filtering him through my own physical checklist and into those forbidden mental spaces. Physically, he was far from detestable—cute, even—but his demeanor screamed inexperience. There was an awkwardness about him, a certain innocence in the way he didn't quite meet my gaze, and I found myself dismissing any hope that he could fulfill the dirtier corners of my imagination. Far too green, I thought, not the kind of confident, raw masculinity my fantasies demanded—the sort of young man bold enough to bend me to his will rather than falter under my intention.

I thanked him, voice smooth and polite, and let him go with a promise to call only if he was needed for the job. I might have been plagued by relentless, rising desire, but I prided myself on a cool head; I wasn’t so desperate as to leap hungrily at the very first man to cross my threshold after so long. Decorum still won, for now.

The second candidate wouldn’t be available until the next day—twenty-four more torturous hours of solitude. It meant another restless night, fingers and toys my only solace beneath the sheets, imagination ravaging me with faceless, nameless men who invaded every corner of my thoughts. My hunger for touch, for reckless release, only seemed to escalate with each passing hour. At least the hospital had sent a sliver of hope—Mark was due to be brought out of his coma soon, by the weekend even—but until then, my loneliness felt thick, almost suffocating.

Wednesday, just past noon, the next young man was due. The house was empty, the step-kids still several hours away at college and work. My anticipation swelled as the clock ticked down; I let my darker impulses take over, allowing myself to dress with deliberate seduction. I was nearly forty but felt scandalously alive as I pulled on my skimpiest bikini bottom—so scant that, if I hadn’t meticulously tended to my waxed sex, there’d have been no end to stray curls peeking out. My bikini top stayed in the drawer; instead, I favoured a flimsy, powder-blue halter that barely restrained the buoyancy of my breasts. Without ever nursing a child, they still sat high and pert, refusing gravity’s pull—a fact I admired with decadent satisfaction.

Minutes before his arrival, I studied my reflection in the hallway mirror. My cheeks glowed, not just from the warmth of the afternoon but from the cocktail of nerves and want spiraling inside me. Was I being too obvious, too shameless in my intent? A wicked grin curled my mouth as I decided, staring at the woman in the glass—a hot, wanton woman, reckless and alive. Was I really about to go through with this? The sweet tension between fear and anticipation sent a pulse straight to my core, leaving me teetering deliciously on the knife’s edge of right and wrong.

The sharp buzz of the doorbell tore me from my swirling, unrestrained thoughts. My pulse leapt, anticipation burning through me as I hurried down the stairs. As I flung the door open, I was met with a downright delicious sight: the man standing on my porch was strikingly attractive, far more than I could have concocted in my wildest daydreams. He had that boyish charm—no doubt in his early twenties—but his body was anything but boyish. Towering close to six feet, his tanned skin was bare, all smooth planes and taut sinew, only the faintest dusting of hair trailing down his chiseled stomach. My gaze traveled hungrily over him—his broad shoulders, the flawless six-pack, those defined arms hinting at strength forged in countless hours at the gym.

His shorts—if you could call them that—were nothing more than frayed denim, hugging his hips and barely skimming his thighs. The edges looked haphazardly cut, as though he’d torn them away in a moment of heat, and my lips parted as I looked him over. There was a definite flicker in his eyes when he took me in; was I imagining the flash of surprise at my own brazen attire? My cheeks heated, but excitement fizzed up my spine. Perhaps he caught the quick, hungry sweep of my gaze before I forced my face into something like composure. My mind, already intoxicated with forbidden daydreams, delighted in imagining exactly what he might think about walking into this scenario—bare-chested and clearly unbothered by it.

“Come on in,” I invited, my voice syrupy and warm as I slid the door wide and stepped aside, feeling my breasts shift beneath the thin halter. “You must be Joshua.”

A little grin curved his lips. “Yeah, just Josh to my friends.”

Oh, the temptation in that. “Then Josh it is—let’s keep this nice and friendly,” I purred, biting down on my own childish giddiness at playing this particular part. The line tasted embarrassing as it left my lips—me, a grown woman flirting with a young man here on business. But god, I wanted to savor the risky frisson of it all, let myself lean into the deliciously improper tension simmering between professionalism and everything else.

I led him into the cool air of the kitchen, my hips swaying just a little too much. We took our places across the table—me barely listening to his practiced rundown of lawn experience, my attention fixed instead on the line of his jaw and the way his hands flexed as he talked. I was burning to hear stories not of mowers and rakes, but of tangled, naked limbs. When he explained he was a med student, putting himself through college by serving as neighborhood handyman, the irony hit me hard—especially given my own husband’s precarious condition.

His confidence, the way he filled the space—22, intelligent, muscles taut beneath sun-kissed skin—had me pulsing with reckless want. And when he sat there, not a scrap of modesty about his bare torso, I barely let him finish before hiring him on the spot. Whatever excuse I gave, we both knew it was only half about the lawns.

I walked him out to the backyard, trailing my fingers over his arm as I demonstrated the ride-on mower controls. Then, leaving him to tame the grass, I drifted toward the pool, feeling the thick air cling to my skin, already imagining the delicious ache building between my thighs as I watched his body move, waiting to see just how sweaty—just how tempting—he would get for me.

With Josh riding out of sight, the low hum of the mower fading into the distance, a teasing thrill overtook me. Unable to resist, I unfastened my halter top and let it slip from my shoulders, baring my breasts to the sultry afternoon air. Testing my own daring, I dove in for a swim, gliding through the crystalline water, my nipples tingling as they brushed the cool surface. Lap after lap, I savored the delicious liberation of swimming topless, so exposed under the warmth of the sun.

When I emerged, water beading on my flushed skin, I didn’t bother reaching for my top. Instead, I stretched out face down on a lounging chair, letting the sunlight caress every inch of my bare back, the curve of my hips, and the soft swell of my breasts pressed into the towel. The exhaustion of nights spent at Mark’s hospital bedside finally caught up to me. I drifted into sleep, lulled by the soft hum of summer and the lingering excitement still humming beneath my skin.

A sudden sprinkle—a scattering of cold, sharp droplets—kissed the center of my back, snapping me awake. I blinked, arching up, acutely aware that I was topless, my breasts swinging loose as I pushed myself onto my elbows. Embarrassment and arousal tangled as I turned to see Josh standing above me, sweat glistening on his chest and streaming down in salty rivulets, disappearing below the waistband of his shorts.

“Are you splashing me?” I teased, infusing my voice with mock sternness, though every nerve was buzzing inside. His boyish grin betrayed a flicker of nervousness as his eyes inevitably darted to where my breast, round and full, curved into his view.

“Sorry, Mrs. Mitchell,” he replied, his voice gruff with a masculine edge. “I just finished the lawns and I’m about to take care of your pool, if that’s alright. I figured splashing you would be less awkward than touching you to wake you up.”

I gave a low, sultry laugh, emboldened, my gaze locking with his. “Oh, Josh, if only you knew me better... there’s not much a man can do that would ever startle me.” The words hung heavily in the air, heat shimmering between us until I awkwardly steered the conversation away. “You finished so quickly. Impressive.”

He let my veiled invitation slide. “No messing about, Mrs. Mitchell. That ride-on mower moves fast.”

I nodded slowly, unable to help but admire the way sweat accentuated every lean, hard muscle of his body. His shorts clung to his hips, the fabric damp in places. I raked my gaze over him and offered, “You look like you’ve worked up a sweat, Josh. Can I get you a cold drink before you jump into the pool work?”

He flashed me an appreciative look, a little shy, a little curious. “That would be great, thanks, Mrs. Mitchell.”

I stayed perched up on my elbows, suddenly aware of how exposed I was—one breast spilling into clear view for Josh to admire, my nipple puckering in the open air. Flustered but unable or unwilling to cover myself, I glanced around for my halter top, realizing I’d tossed it carelessly to the edge of the pool, hopelessly out of reach.

Josh noticed my predicament immediately. His eyes drank in the sight of me, unabashed, and yet his voice remained gentle. “Do you need anything, Mrs. Mitchell?”

My lips curved with invitation as I met his gaze. “My top is just over there… out of reach.”

Josh stepped closer, his eyes never leaving mine. “Would you like me to fetch it for you?”

A surge of wicked anticipation thrummed through my veins as Josh simply watched me, his gaze never straying from my bare chest. It fascinated me, this hesitation in him—he sought my permission instead of snatching up the halter-top, as though the act itself might cross a different line. Was he already in sync with the sensual game that shimmered between us, picking up on the unspoken invitation I’d dangled before him? Or was my mind deliciously conjuring the scenario, reading into every pause and burning glance?

Desire began to snake through the summer air; I was determined to shift the boundaries of his so-called job, make him see the possibilities. My pulse fluttered as I weighed my options—keep covering up, or push him, show him more, erase all doubt about my intentions. Emboldened, I turned decision into declaration, letting my voice curl around us, “No, leave it be, Josh. You're almost a doctor, right? I bet you see breasts all the time—what’s one more pair?”

Heat pooled in my cheeks as I drew myself up from the lounge, feeling both vulnerable and empowered as I let him see everything—the soft, sun-kissed curves of my breasts, nothing but the skimpiest bikini bottoms left as a barrier. My nipples tightened in the open air, pricked by equal parts self-consciousness and raw anticipation. He stared—openly, almost reverently—not caring to disguise his hunger. His youthful lack of subtlety was a sharp contrast to the careful glances of older men; Josh devoured the sight of me as if he’d been starving for years.

His eyes alone sent a jolt of confidence surging through me, emboldening the need that pulsed between my thighs. It had been far too long since anyone but Mark had seen me so exposed. Now, with this twenty-two-year-old’s gaze fixed and hungry, I felt breathtakingly alive again, reckless and gloriously wanted.

I couldn’t resist teasing him further, my voice a blend of playful innocence and naked invitation. “Oh dear,” I murmured, and captured both breasts in my palms, lifting them as though in offering, “I didn’t think these would draw your attention quite so much. At your age, and with the profession you’re heading into, I thought you’d be numb to the sight of naked breasts by now—especially an older woman’s.”

His sharp intake of breath, followed by a gruff, “Mrs. Mitchell, don’t sell yourself short. Your breasts could never go unnoticed… honestly, they’re gorgeous. Nearly perfect,” was a heady tonic, making my insides flutter and tightening the ache low in my belly.

The game had begun.

His unabashed delight at my daring display sent a delicious surge of confidence through me, tickling a deeper, long-neglected ache inside. The look on his face, that mixture of awe and hunger, sent a pulse straight to my nipples—hardening them with anticipation that threatened to unravel my self-control. I took a breath, the tease in my voice rolling out warmly, "Thank you, Josh. That’s… honestly, for a woman, it means the world to be seen—and want to be seen—like that sometimes. You’re sweet." My tone lingered on the last word, full of veiled promise. "Now, let me get you something to cool down," I added, feeling more brazen with every passing second.

I drifted around him, deliberately close enough for my skin to sense the latent heat clinging to his sweat-soaked torso. His chest was bare, gleaming in the sunlight with a sheen that screamed virility; damp lines traced over tanned muscle, beckoning my gaze to linger on the way his cut-off denims hung loosely about his hips. He looked utterly edible. Tension simmered between us, thick and intoxicating as I strode into the kitchen. Rummaging in the fridge, my fingers grazed the icy bottles—cold beer seemed perfect for this charged moment. I grabbed two, popping the tops, letting one curve coolly into my palm as I took a hasty, fortifying sip. ‘This might settle my nerves,’ I mused inwardly, adrenaline and desire churning in my veins.

Returning to the patio, I found him waiting precisely where I’d left him, his eyes already seeking me out, the energy swirling as if he could see right through the thin fabric veiling my breasts. As I handed him his beer, I closed the distance deliberately, invading his space until our bodies were almost touching—so near I could feel the faint electric hum rolling off his skin in waves. Instead of shying away, he stood firm, grounds unyielding, fingers brushing mine as he took the chilled bottle from my grip. His Adam’s apple dipped with the force of his first gulp, those eager lips swallowing greedily. I matched him, lifting my bottle for another sip, letting the edge of it trace my mouth as I met his gaze.

“How about we toast, Josh?” I let the words glide out, teasing, my eyes flicking playfully up to his. “To… well, what shall it be?”

He grinned, that boyishly confident glint cutting through his restraint. “You just hired me, Mrs. Mitchell—why not to our new partnership?”

A laugh tumbled from my lips, low and suggestive. “To us, then—here’s to a… thoroughly enjoyable and mutually beneficial working arrangement.”

Our bottles clinked, cool glass against cool glass in the sticky heat, and I let my body linger shamelessly near his, savoring every intoxicating second of proximity. Josh downed another huge gulp, throat working, and I drank again, keenly aware I wouldn’t mind pressing myself right up against that slick, hard wall of muscle. If he needed a refill soon, I certainly didn’t mind the thought of fetching it for him—or anything else he wanted.

A delicious little thrill chased through me as I catalogued his assets—young, taut, his body humming with the kind of energy only youth and testosterone can breed. His abs, smooth and sun-kissed, seemed to promise everything I’d been craving: strength, stamina, and a hunger to match my own. Not cocky, exactly, just raw, unrefined desire, all openly reflected in the way he looked at me—the kind of gaze Mark hadn’t given me in years.

Yet even as my body screamed for release, my mind faltered on the jagged edge of reality. I knew what was driving me: not just lust, but the persistent ache of abandonment, the feeling of betrayal and desperation from Mark’s accident, the way my entire world had been toppled by a single shattering moment. Would I even be here, tempting this gorgeous, reckless boy at the edge of my pool, hovering so close we could slip from our clothes on a whim, if fate had played out differently? My thoughts flashed briefly to my husband, helpless and hurting in that cold hospital room, and guilt stabbed at me—but my body pressed closer, driven by a longing far past reason. Would Mark understand, even forgive, a moment like this? With our sweaty beers clutched between us, I could almost hear his voice, questioning but so very far away, as the present moment devoured me whole.

Inside my own head, I feverishly conjured Mark’s comforting voice, whispering reassurances that this—my hunger, my insistent need—was forgivable, even necessary. I imagined him telling me, soft and loving, “Lisa, darling, I understand. You must do this for your own sanity, so you can take care of me when I finally come home.” The fantasy soothed me, blanketing my guilt and fueling my courage. If Mark could say those words, why shouldn’t I follow through? Now, with Josh so close, the urgency was almost unbearable.

But a deep, dangerous ache undercut my bravado. What if Josh, this beautiful young man whose body radiated virility, turned me away? The thought stung—I hadn’t realized how much his rejection might shatter me. Warned by a flicker of fear, I cautioned myself against recklessness. ‘Don’t be too obvious, Lisa...’ But control was unraveling around me, thread by silken thread.

Emboldened by his nearness, bolstered by my imagined freedom from blame, I reached out—tentative at first, then bolder, letting my palm settle over his sweat-damp torso. His stomach was taut and hot beneath my touch; sweat trickled beneath my fingertips as I traced lazy patterns over the ridges of his abs, marveling at the hard, sculpted planes. My hand slid down, skimming just above his navel, until I lingered at the frayed waistband of his denim shorts, fingers lingering, teasing the edge but not crossing it—not yet.

He smiled, a glimmer of anticipation flickering in his eyes; maybe he thought I was about to breach the final barrier between us. Instead, I let my other hand drift upward, spreading moisture over those muscled curves, my thumb and forefinger pinching and rolling his nipple until I felt it pebble beneath the pressure. A silent, unspoken invitation hung in the sultry summer air. My desire throbbed deeper. I was all but begging for him to claim me, my intent now impossible to hide.

The heat between us coiled tighter with every touch. “You really take care of yourself, Josh,” I breathed, voice low, thick with appreciation. “Do you play sports?”

He grinned, voice warm, chest rising a little more with each breath as he responded, “Yeah, I do—football, a bit of baseball, and I swim for the college. Keeps me busy.”

“I can see that. I do like a man who knows how to keep his body… in flawless condition.” My fingers grazed his slick skin, mapping every line, every muscle, my own desire mirrored so blatantly in the way he stared—hungry, hesitant, but wanting.

A flicker of amusement glinted through my mounting excitement, watching his gaze drop over and over to my exposed breasts. My nipples, impossibly hard, ached to be touched, kissed, devoured by his mouth. God, is he that shy? How much more did I need to do before this delicious tension snapped?

Then his voice broke in, his curiosity a charming interruption. “What about you, Mrs Mitchell? I can’t imagine you live here all on your own.”

The question pierced the momentary silence. “No,” I admitted softly, “I do have a husband, Josh. He’s usually here—he takes care of everything, really. But he… he was in a serious car accident. Last weekend. He’s in a coma now, still in the hospital. Usually he’s the one who mows, fixes things. It’s all him.”

His gaze softened, sympathy in his eyes. “That’s terrible. Will he be all right?”

“Yes,” I breathed out, my voice laced with a shiver of vulnerability and heat. “He’s in an induced coma, under the watchful eyes of the ICU, but the doctors keep reassuring me—really, I shouldn’t let myself worry too much. They seem confident he’s going to recover, but it won’t be something that happens overnight.” I let a delicate, nervous giggle slip from my lips and fixed my gaze on Josh, letting my desire shimmer between us. “That’s why I absolutely had to get help, someone reliable, so this place would stay beautiful in his absence.” I leaned into the moment, my heart thundering. “But honestly? I think it’s just as important to keep me from falling apart… having a gorgeous man like you here, so close, that’s a kind of maintenance I need, too.”

Everything about his reaction thrilled me—that self-assured stretch of his arm, the way his strong hand settled on my bare shoulder, warm and steady. There was no awkwardness, only a confidence that took me by surprise and triggered a rush of arousal deep inside my belly. “I get it, Mrs. Mitchell,” he said, voice warm and steady. “Let me save you. I’ll make sure you keep yourself together—nevermind the pool or lawns. Just let me know when you need me. I’ll come running for you.” His words trembled something raw inside me, promising so much more than chores or basic company.

I couldn’t resist glancing away, pretending to scan the property, mostly so he wouldn’t notice just how deeply I was absorbing every tempting word. “Well, Josh … the lawns can mostly wait, but the pool? Maybe you could come by three times a week? Would that keep things… in shape?”

“I’d love to,” he replied, his words simple but electrifying.

His arm still lingered possessively on my shoulder. I slid my hand from his chest to where his muscles flexed and steadied, letting my fingers wrap gently around his forearm—inviting, savoring the physical connection. My body pulsed with longing, hungry for more, and almost helplessly, I tilted my cheek to nuzzle into his touch, my skin seeking the warmth and comfort of his palm. It was bold, perhaps shameless, but I couldn’t stop. The rules, the boundaries—they’d simply vanished the moment he made me feel seen again.

Was I foolish to hope he’d understood just how desperately I needed this? That every word, every action, was a plea for him to claim me right there, to throw caution to the wind and take me, hard and without hesitation? My whole body ached with the unspoken invitation, but I paused—I couldn’t quite bring myself to audaciously push my hand beneath his shorts, not yet. Somehow, as much as I craved him, I wanted him to make the leap, to seize the moment for both of us.

Maybe I could help him see what burned in me. I let my lips part, my voice trembling, intimate and confessional. “Josh, it’s not just my husband who’s being looked after by doctors right now. There’s something… you might have come across it in your classes. Hypersexuality. I suffer from it.”

I watched his eyes widen, surprise and intrigue flickering over his handsome face. “Really? You… you have that?”

“Oh, so you’re already familiar from your medical training?” My voice trembled just enough, a sultry undertone sliding through my words—this wasn’t some careless provocation, I wanted him to understand that there was intention beneath my confession. I needed him to see the difference between reckless temptation and desperate, hungry need.

“I suppose you might’ve heard it called by its less clinical name—nymphomania,” I admitted, letting the word linger in the charged air.

He nodded, his lips curving ever so slightly, that hint of mischief igniting a spark in my belly. “Yes, I recognize the term, Mrs. Mitchell. How much do you want to share with me?” he asked, his tone slow, deliberate, as if he was savoring the moment—and the confession.

A reckless thrill surged through me. “That’s a hard question, Josh. The truth is, you may have read about it, but I’ve been forced to live it. Every cell in my body burns with a need I can’t put out. I could tell you what it’s like—or, perhaps, you’d prefer I show you. Wouldn’t you like a firsthand demonstration of just how insatiable I am?”

He took a shallow breath that did nothing to disguise the way his gaze traveled over me, lingering on my curves, openly hungry. “So you’re plagued by this relentless craving, your mind filled with wicked fantasies?”

My lips parted as he finally—finally—said what I wanted to hear. “Why else do you think I’m standing here like this, nearly naked, my hands exploring your slick flesh, aching to get lost in your scent and taste?” My fingers grazed hot, damp skin, feeling the hard lines of his body quiver beneath my touch. “I’m not in the habit of seducing strangers, Josh. But my hunger has only grown deeper with every week of neglect. I need to be satisfied—completely—not by just any man, but by a man who can take charge and finish what I can barely begin.”

Understanding glimmered in his eyes. “Your husband… he’s been gone that long?”

“He’s been away for almost two weeks now,” I murmured, my voice dropping as emotion and desire tangled inside me. “First for work, then the accident—it’s been too long since I felt anyone’s hands on my skin. Too long since I’ve had any release.”

The space between us seemed to vibrate, full to bursting with the anticipation of what could—and would—happen. His strong, sure hand, once so reassuring, drifted down over my trembling shoulder, his touch featherlight until the pads of his fingers traced the upper swell of my exposed breast.

I shivered, closing my eyes against the rush—against the knowledge that in this suspended moment, my loyalty to my husband was fading beneath something darker, wilder. My marriage, my morals, everything else blurred into that electrifying sensation as a much younger man’s hand explored my need, willingly—eagerly—preparing to answer desires I could no longer keep contained.

I opened my eyes, gazing at Josh—silent, letting my expression speak what words couldn’t. I wanted him to see my desire, to know without question that I was surrendering to the heat blooming between us, to the daring boldness of his hand as it roamed across the intimate softness of my flesh. My fingers trailed along his arm, lazy and possessive, until I found his wrist—guiding, encouraging, letting the back of my hand overlay his, urging him to circle my nipple with his palm. There was no need for timid signals; I claimed our mutual intent with that small, complicit gesture, an invitation made explicit in the hush between our breaths.

A gentle moan escaped me, soft and pleading—“Mmm… Your hands, God, I’ve missed this. I need you… Please, Josh, show me how much of a man you can be for me.” His touch grew firmer, kneading the sensitive tip, coaxing it to a tight, aching prominence under his palm. I forced my heavy lidded eyes to meet his again, desperate for him to see my hunger, my honesty—the spark that leapt between us too urgent and undeniable to conceal.

My gaze dropped, greedy and breathless, to watch his fingers play with my nipple; I bit the inside of my lip to stifle another gasp. Then I looked up into his eyes, bolder now, my voice barely above a whisper, thick with want. “Josh, you can do anything you want to me. Anywhere… I want it all, right now. Don’t hold back, please.”

His eyes widened, uncertainty flickering for a moment before melting into pure intention. “Are you sure? You want this with me?”

“Yes—oh God, yes,” I breathed, lips curving into a sultry smile. “You are everything I hoped for—and so much more—when you answered my ad. Don’t stop.”

He grinned, his hand gliding to my other breast, thumb and fingers teasing my other nipple until it peaked beneath his touch. I covered the back of his hand with my own, encouraging him, whispering my assent.

“If you’d rather, I want to take you to your bed,” he murmured, voice low and full of delicious promise.

The spark that ran through me was electric, my body light and fevered. “Yes. I want you there. Come with me.” I slipped my hand from his, reaching for his fingers, pulling him with me from the sun-kissed edge of the pool, through the kitchen and toward the stairs. I felt him release my hand, heard his step fall just behind mine as I ascended—each rise of my hips a silent seduction, bikini bottom hugging and revealing every curve. I wondered if he watched the sway of my hips, the shameless roll of a woman nearly forty and burning with anticipation, knowing exactly what she wanted—and who would give it to her.

As I guided him away from the shimmering heat of the pool and into the sanctuary of my bedroom, I became keenly aware of the sudden absence of his hand on my skin. The cooler air inside the house brushed over my breasts, the chill teasing at my sensitized nipples, preserving the aching hardness he’d coaxed from me outside. Reaching the edge of my bed, I paused, turning to face him, anticipation swirling hotly in my veins. Instantly, Josh lowered his head without hesitation; his hungry lips wrapped around my needy nipple, lips enveloping it with a greedy, sinful intent.

A moan threatened to unspool from deep within me. I wavered on trembling legs, hardly able to support myself as I pressed his face to my breast, desperate for every pull and swirl of his tongue. One breast, then the other—his insatiable mouth switched from one to the next, and all I could do was thread my fingers into his thick hair, guiding him, urging him to suck harder, deeper, as if he could nourish himself on my desire alone.

“Oh, God, Josh, I need you so desperately,” I gasped, overwhelmed. Every lick and gentle bite sent electricity radiating through my core, stoking the fire that had been smoldering since the very first moment I laid eyes on him. “That’s so good, but, darling, what I need most… I need you inside me. Now.”

His reply was lost, muffled by his lips as he feasted on my breasts, but the rumble of his voice against my skin only heightened my need, every vibration resonating directly between my thighs. My patience, stretched thin by endless longing and the torturous wait while he worked in the sun, finally snapped. I pulled him, urgent and unashamed, back toward the bed.

We landed together, tangled on soft, untouched sheets. The contrast of cool cotton against my heated skin made me shudder, my senses alive and straining for more. Propping myself with elbows and feet, I scooted fully onto the bed, heart drumming, eyes devouring the sight of Josh as he knelt above me. The muscles in his arms rippled—his stomach taut, mouthwateringly smooth—and every inch of my body ached to wrap around him, to feel his weight pressing me down, pinning me helpless beneath him.

I stretched both arms up in open invitation, craving his body to blanket mine. He paused just long enough to unfasten his rugged cut-off shorts, pushing them down his thighs with haste. No underwear—God, he was gloriously bare and ready, his cock springing forth with an eager, urgent swell. I drank in the sight—throbbing and uncut, the crown flushed a vivid purple, so markedly different from Mark’s, yet promising entirely new, explosive pleasures.

A low, helpless cry escaped me as lust surged higher. In one swift movement, I hooked my fingers into the slim waistband of my bikini bottoms, peeling away the final barrier, exposing myself shamelessly. Josh’s hands replaced mine, dragging the scrap of fabric down my legs, tossing it aside without a second thought. Immediately, his fingers slipped between my thighs, parting slick folds, driving straight to the heart of my need.

“Fuck, Mrs. Mitchell, you’re dripping for me,” he whispered, voice husky, reverent and utterly hungry.

A smile played at my lips, equal parts amusement and raw hunger, as sweet, earnest Josh still clung to the formal address—even with both of us naked, skin to skin, decorum seemed preposterous. My voice, thick with longing, trembled as I parted my thighs wider, inviting him in with an urgency that obliterated all pleasantries. “Do you see how ready I am for you? I want you, Josh. I want you, right now. Foreplay can wait. Fingers are good—god, your touch is divine—but right now, I crave something deeper. I need your cock. Inside me. Now.”

My demand spilled out unabashed, my breath ragged as his body jerked into motion, his hips nestling between my parted legs. The head of his cock—smooth, taut, throbbing—nudged and teased between the slick folds of my sex, sending a hot ripple of anticipation up my spine. He stroked himself against the glistening core of my need, spreading my wetness, torturing me with restraint. But my own patience had shattered—I rolled, arched, grinding my hips beneath his, desperate to catch him, to pull him inside.

With a dart of greedy hands, I seized his ass, digging my nails in, tugging him urgently forward. When the rounded crown of his cock finally caught at my entrance, I could feel the pulse of my blood thrumming all through me. I pulled him closer, needing that incandescent stretch, that hot surrender. He gasped—an exquisite, guttural sound—as I sucked his cockhead inside the searing heat of my cunt.

He slid deeper, breaching the last of my resistance, filling me until the world narrowed to the unrestrained pleasure thrumming between us. I shuddered, years of practiced control lost to a wild, uncontrolled hunger as his length pressed home. The void inside me, starved, aching, was finally claimed. Two weeks—two interminable, aching weeks since Mark had left—had built my desire into an inferno raging at the core of my body.

I couldn’t be still. My hips bucked and writhed, greedy for friction, for completion, for the deep, animal thrusts only he could give now. I wondered, fleetingly, what he must think—if he’d ever known a woman consumed like this, devouring him, demanding every inch. Was I more, or simply different, than the girls his own age? His cock moved deftly, withdrawing until just the swollen tip lingered at my entrance before plunging back into the hot, eager sheath of my body. Lost in my wild urgency, he surrendered to the rhythm of my need, his hips driving frantically, feverishly—the hard, determined motion threatening to undo us both.

Each frantic stroke shot pleasure through me like crackling heat, my body desperate and inexhaustible beneath his, determined to wring out every last sensation from this delicious reunion.

Whatever anxiety might have flickered through Josh just melted away, because the moment his cock filled me, my entire body responded—fierce and raw, my breath ragged as desire seized control. Each gasp was unrestrained, my voice climbing louder, deeper, every syllable a demand; “Oh yes—Josh, harder. Just fuck me, don’t you dare slow down... Oh God, I’m so close... Push it, let me cum, Josh, let me shatter with you inside me... your cock is perfect... yes, God, yes, yes!” The second the words left my lips, the dam inside me broke. My orgasm crashed into me, shuddering up through my skin and bones, a wild, rolling release that obliterated my composure. It’d been so long since I’d felt this electric, this undone—two weeks without release and now my whole body felt flooded, alive, and mercilessly sensitive.

I could sense Josh hesitating as I convulsed beneath him, unsure whether to pause or slow as my climax took me apart. Refusing to let him falter for even a heartbeat, I hooked my legs over his thighs, grinding unapologetically against him, my body greedy, desperate for more, pulling him down to me with a feral need. I crushed him to my chest, pressed my mouth to his ear and breathed, “Don’t stop for anything—just keep going, just keep fucking me, give me that cock, give me everything you have.”

He obeyed, thrusting with renewed urgency, sending me vaulting into another surge, another screaming orgasm that sent my hips bucking and sweat slicking every seam of my skin. But the way my body moved beneath him—hungry, uncontrollable—pushed Josh to his limits. I could sense it, the tightness in his movements, the urgent snap of his hips signaling his own release was rushing on us. Suddenly his eyes met mine, so vulnerable and deliberate even with his cock pulsing wildly inside me. “Should I pull out? I’m close, I’m gonna cum—do you want me to stop?”

God, he was still thinking clearly, still worrying over consequences in the heat of this storm. But this was no time for hesitancy. I was ravenous, riding high on orgasm after orgasm, desperate for one last shockwave before he surrendered. I hissed, voice ragged and wild, “Don’t you dare. Don’t take it out—I want every part of you, every drop. Fill me, fill me up, I need it…I want to feel you spill inside me, my beautiful boy, let yourself go—don’t hold back.”

My hands splayed greedily over his perfect backside, nails digging as I urged his thrusts even deeper; my heels pressed mercilessly to drive him into me. His whole body tensed above me, his cock buried to the hilt as I clenched tight around him, daring him to explode. And then he did—his face contorted, breath catching, his body rigid as his orgasm tore through him. Heat spilled inside me in powerful, pulsing waves, the fullness and the wild intimacy making my insides flutter and clench, wringing him greedily for every last drop. For a moment, it was nothing but heat, ecstasy, and the delicious, reckless closeness we shared.

“Oh God, yes, I can feel you, you’re cumming for me, aren’t you, Josh? Give it to me—yes, fill me up!” I heard my own voice breaking with lust, loud and reckless, my body trembling around him as I clung to the way his cock pulsed deep inside my aching heat. Every ragged breath, every groan and moan tangled between us, their wild harmony echoing around the room, filling the air with the rawness of our shared pleasure. His release rocked through us, his cock jerking wildly inside the relentless grip of my slick, hungry walls.

For a long, breathless moment, the world narrowed to our sweat-slicked bodies locked together, hearts pounding in unison as we basked in the aftershock. Our limbs intertwined, sticky and hot, I held him trapped against me, refusing to let him drift so much as an inch away—ownership, need, and impossible satisfaction burning bright through every muscle. His head finally lifted, and his dark eyes found mine, questions and wonder flickering there. My lips pulled into a wide, satisfied smile—genuine, delighted, gloriously sated.

He searched my features, making sure—“Are you okay?” His voice was soft, almost gentle.

My arms tightened, greedy for closeness after such exquisite release. “Oh, Josh, more than okay.” I nuzzled my face into his. “You beautiful, insatiable boy, you’ve made me a very happy woman tonight. I feel…whole again.”

He grinned back, tasting pride, his fingers idly tracing patterns on my arm. “Things got pretty wild there for a minute… Did I hear you right? Did you… really cum twice?”

A low, throaty laugh escaped me. “Yes, twice. And don’t you dare play modest—your gorgeous cock gave me both. I needed that, craved it—I was desperate. I don’t even want to imagine what state I’d be in if you hadn’t showed up today, I felt like I was drowning. You’ve rescued me, you realize that?” With a sigh, some heat mingling with a little embarrassment, I added, “Although I can’t believe how brazen I was with you, I barely left anything to the imagination. Subtlety’s clearly not my strong suit.”

He chuckled, threading his fingers through my hair, fondness shining in his gaze. “Don’t apologize. Honestly, I love that about you. You’re nothing like the girls I’ve dated before—everything with them is always this game, this battle of will-they-or-won’t-they. But you… you knew exactly what you wanted, and you told me—no hesitation. It drives me crazy.”

I wrapped my leg tighter around his waist, whispering against his ear, “Want is everything, Josh. I wanted you—no, needed you. Needed you to satisfy me, fill every last ache. I told you, I have to have good sex often, and you more than delivered.”

He smiled, his lips grazing mine. “And I understand why you need that, really.”

I looked into his eyes, suddenly serious. “It means a lot to me that you get it, that you understand what’s pushing me. I’d never want you thinking I’m some desperate housewife who just tumbles into bed with any guy. I’ve never cheated before, but my body won’t let me wait months for my husband to be well again. I can barely survive a day or two without…this. Holding myself back for so long… it nearly broke me. You, Josh, you saved me tonight. But I hope you realize, I’ll keep needing you—every day you show up to clean the pool, I’m going to need you to do this for me, too.”

He grinned with a mischievous flash in his eyes. “Well, Mrs. Mitchell, guess it’s just part of the job now.”

A dreamy smile curled across my lips as I basked in the decadent afterglow, every inch of me still pulsing with satisfaction. My fingers traced lazy patterns along the slick, heated expanse of Josh’s back, still marvelling at the delicious reality of him—this beautiful young man whose hunger had so perfectly matched my own. “You really are exceptional, Josh. I adore your understanding. But I don’t want to complicate your world. You have your own life, your studies… will you be able to handle fitting me in too?” My tone was playful, but the question shimmered with anticipation.

A crooked, mischievous smile danced on his lips as he gazed down, his body pressed so intimately to mine. “I think I can manage both, Mrs. Mitchell. I like a challenge.”

I laughed, warmth blossoming inside me. “I bet you never expected, just posting a little card at the supermarket, you’d end up here. You came looking for a job—maybe thought you’d be cleaning leaves, skimming the pool. Instead… you found a married woman who can barely go a day without being filled, who wants you not just once, but again and again. I hope I won’t make too many demands of you.”

He stroked my side, his touch sending a delicious shiver through me. “Honestly, it sounds like a dream come true. Trust me, I don’t mind your kind of demands. While your husband’s in the hospital, I’ll do whatever you need, Mrs. Mitchell.”

A shadow flickered through me, real but softened by the pleasure molding us together. “We don’t know when he’ll wake. They’re keeping him in the coma for now… a few weeks at least. Certainly not days. I know it’s asking a lot, but I hope you won’t mind coming here as much as I need you, for as long as I need.”

He grinned, confidence radiating from him. “No complaints here. You suggested three days a week outside by the pool—just tell me which ones.”

I bit my lip, letting my eyes drink in his youthful eagerness and already planning the wicked things I wanted from him. “Three days is the minimum, really. Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays—I want to taste you every time you’re here.”

He nodded, his fingers tangling in my tousled hair. “Mondays, Wednesdays, Fridays. Consider it my solemn promise—I’ll be here.”

I tightened my hold on him, my legs slipping around his waist, making it clear exactly what was included in his ‘duties’. “It’s a package deal, Josh. You take care of my pool, then you take care of me—in every filthy, satisfying way I crave. And trust me, you’ll be paid appropriately for your… full service.”

He laughed, bright and delighted, his eyes shining with excitement. “For what we do in here? You don’t owe me anything, Mrs. Mitchell. The pool and the lawn, sure—but in the bedroom? That’s just pure pleasure. That’s for me as much as for you.”

I arched my hips, feeling him harden again between my thighs, insatiable, my own desire restoking. “We’ll see. You might rack up a lot of hours in this house… and I’m not letting you leave just yet. You’ve barely begun to make up for my two-week drought. There’s so much more I want you to do before you go home.”

His answer was a breathless, hungry laugh as he bent to kiss me deeply, letting me know he was more than ready to oblige.

His brows shot up, a flicker of surprise chasing across his boyish features, and for a moment I wondered if I was monopolizing more of his time than I should. “Oh, heavens, Josh—is there somewhere you need to rush off to? A lecture, some all-important study group waiting for you? Here I am, shamelessly scheduling your every minute for my own pleasure, barely considering how thoroughly I might be intruding on your life.” I paused, the realization suddenly striking me, “Oh God, I just realized—I never even asked. Am I going to have to compete for your attention? Is there some girlfriend expecting you to save your stamina for her, or are you free to lavish it all on me? If I keep you here three times a week, will there be enough of you to go around?”

Josh’s smile was warm, a confidence behind his answer that made my core pulse. “No, Mrs. Mitchell, there’s no one constant right now. Med school doesn’t really leave space for real relationships. And as for today, I’m free as you need me—I’m yours as long as you want.”

A thrill rushed through me, making my voice tremble with anticipation. “That’s exceptional. I can think of several wicked things I’d love to do… Let’s hope I don’t become an insatiable tyrant.”

He grinned, a flash of roguish eagerness in his eyes. “Trust me, I can handle every last bit of your appetite.”

“Good.” I let my fingers drift along his thigh, a tease, a subtle dare. “Now, let’s snap that cock of yours to life for me again—I feel another wave of craving rising inside me.”

The raw, startled arousal that flickered across Josh’s face was priceless. But his mouth curved in challenge. “If you want it, I’m sure I can make it happen.”

“To help you along, why don’t we get cleaned up together?” I purred, leading him by the hand toward the bathroom. “Let’s rinse each other off… And Josh,” I paused in the doorway, turning back with a sly smile, “I’m hungry for your tongue next. Think you can handle eating me out?”

With a laugh, he slipped his cock from my still-slick cunt, and we dashed down the hallway, giggling and half-naked, like we were reckless teens escaping the scene of a glorious crime—before his cum had any chance to spill onto my nice carpet. In the steamy circle of the shower, we slipped and slid, soap suds making every caress deliciously slippery. My hands roamed shamelessly over his hips, cupping his balls, stroking the thickening length beneath my slick palms until he stiffened with new, electric need.

When the desire was a hot ache between us, I killed the water and we grabbed towels, drying each other with hasty, feathery strokes, too impatient to care about droplets clinging to skin or hair. Moments later, we were tumbling onto the edge of the bed—hungry, bold, any shyness drowned by unrelenting heat.

“Your turn. Lie on your back for me.” My order was soft but commanding. Josh obeyed, his cock jutting up, needy and proud, a direct result of my unhurried worship in the shower. I straddled him, slid my lips over his velvety head, swirling my tongue greedily, then teased him with nips of my teeth. Every whimper, every little breath he let out, thrilled me. I let all the sly confidence of age guide me, intent on showing him just how exquisite a woman’s mouth could feel on his slick, swollen cock. I could practically taste his surprise each time I eased off, giving his breathing time to steady, drawing out every delicious wave of anticipation. I wasn’t about to let him finish too soon—oh, no, not yet. Not when my own desire was burning so hot.

As I let my lips slip away from the hard velvet of his cock, teasing him with a lingering look, I turned the tables—my anticipation electric. With a glint of mischief, I swung my leg over Josh’s chest, positioning myself so my slick, needy pussy pressed just above his mouth, my scent fresh from the shower and already intoxicating in the humid air. My thighs bracketed his face, and I leaned forward, fingers splaying my labia wide, my invitation unmistakable and demanding. “My turn,” I declared, my voice sultry and commanding. “Use that mouth, darling. Show me what you can do with your tongue.”

He blinked up at me, startled and eager, his eyes admiring the glistening wetness he’d drawn from me. “Have you done this for many women before?” I asked, unable to hide my curiosity as I hovered impatiently above his waiting lips.

“Only one,” he admitted softly, a hint of boyish shyness in his tone, and I grinned at the confession—wondering, and hoping, that it wasn’t from any lack of appetite for a woman’s most intimate flavor.

I guided myself lower until my heat hovered just at his parted lips, feeling the hardness of his jaw beneath my thighs. My fingers held me open for him, and he pressed the broad warmth of his tongue to my entrance, hesitantly at first, but learning fast. Need pulsed through me as I ground my hips in shallow, achingly slow circles, encouraging him to explore.

He quickly deciphered my body’s secret language, sweeping his tongue up and down the silken groove between my inner lips, each pass sent prickles of pleasure shooting up my spine. Whenever he ventured up to flick my clit, I couldn’t stop the raw, desperate gasp that escaped me, my body arching, making sure he saw exactly the effect he was having on me. His bright eyes fixed on my flushed face, every reaction spurring him to greater efforts.

A delicious tension built in my thighs—quivering, uncontainable. My hands dove into his hair, wrenching him closer, holding him prisoner to my throbbing need. “Yes, Josh, that’s it… right there, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop… Oh God, yes, don’t—fuck!” My words tumbled into breathless moans as he latched onto my clit, tongue relentless, lapping at me with the hunger of a boy possessed.

My thighs tightened almost painfully around his head as the climax tore through me, hips bucking against his mouth, wanting more, needing him deeper. The only sound in the room was my wild panting as my body pulsed and spasmed, unable to contain the deep, flooding release he coaxed from me—warm, sweet liquid pooling against his tongue, dripping over his chin. I reveled in it, the pleasure and the mess, uncaring if I smothered him in the intensity of my orgasm. His face was utterly enveloped—slick with my arousal, his eyes glazed with lust.

After long, languid moments, I slowly shifted my weight, catching my breath, reluctant to let him go but too weak to remain still. I slid down and gazed at him through heavy-lidded eyes, satisfied and purring. “Incredible tongue,” I purred, fingers stroking his damp hair, my smile full of raw approval and promise. “That was… perfect. That’s exactly what I want every time you’re here, Josh. God, I feel amazing.”

I couldn’t help but notice the bittersweet yearning in his expression—a perfect storm of satisfaction mingled with just a hint of frustration. That desperate flicker in his eyes told me exactly where his thoughts lingered. “Oh, how could I almost forget?” I teased, dragging my fingers down his chest, savoring the slightly wild pulse beneath my palm. “Your poor cock looks like it’s starving for attention again.”

I lifted myself off his face, granting him a chance to catch his breath and answer, his lips glistening from my release. “Desperate? Maybe not quite—but you did help me earlier…” His manners, that endearing innocence, wound themselves around my lust like a silken ribbon.

Glancing over my shoulder, I couldn’t miss his cock—thick, flushed, standing proud and unforgiving against his belly. I grinned, wicked and self-satisfied. “Well now, look at this. There’s no way I’m letting you leave my bed like this, sweet boy. You’ve earned something a little extra tonight.”

With deliberate slowness, I slid down his body, my breasts brushing over his skin, making him shiver. I positioned my hips right above his lap, teasing him with the heat of my entrance just hovering above his rigid shaft. “You’ll like this, Josh. I want you to relax and let me take care of everything. Let go. Let me spoil you.”

His voice was breathless, urgent. “Yes, please.” That single syllable vibrated with anticipation, and underneath it—the thrill of surrender. He watched, wide-eyed, as I wrapped one hand around his cock, guiding its swollen head to my swollen, eager slit. I held my gaze on his as I sank down, slowly, deliberately, feeling every inch as he parted me and slipped inside, stretching me deliciously until he was buried deep, completely claimed.

My walls fluttered around him, greedy and slick, drawing him in even tighter. “You’ve been so good to me, Josh,” I murmured, leaning forward so the peaks of my breasts grazed his lips. “You’ve more than earned this reward.”

I began to ride him—an unhurried rhythm that built inexorably, wave after teasing wave of pressure and pleasure. With each ascent, his cock nearly slipped free, teased by the taut grip of my pussy; each descent, I impaled myself to the hilt, grinding down to rub my clit against the root of him, every movement calculated to wring out every ounce of pleasure for us both. My face must have betrayed all the filthy, eager satisfaction ripping through me—eyes half-closed, mouth open, pulse thrumming at the base of my throat.

For a while, he lay perfectly still, completely at my mercy, fixated on the way my body owned him, possessed him, took what it needed. But then I felt him begin to react, his hips rising instinctively, thrusting with increasing urgency to match my rhythm.

“No, Josh.” I pressed both hands to his chest, holding him down, impaling him even deeper. “Stay still. Just melt into the sheets and let me make you lose control. I want to watch you enjoy every second. Don’t you dare cum until I’m ready, darling.”

Josh obeyed, his body tense but controlled, pliant under my command. I couldn't help but think about just how much he had left to learn—a whole world of pleasure he hadn't even glimpsed yet, especially under the hands of a woman like me, unashamedly hungry and demanding. His eager compliance was endearing and arousing in equal measure, making me ache to break him into each molten secret I’d gathered over the years. Despite his enthusiasm, there was a shy inexperience in his movements that almost made me ache for him, longing to show him just how deep desire could run.

The sensations built inside me with an intensity that was almost cruel in its deliciousness. I fought to maintain my composure as my orgasm gathered momentum, feeling each muscular shudder clench around his thick, hard length. It washed over me in relentless, shivering waves, stealing my strength, but I refused to let go of the reins, even as my thighs trembled and my body threatened to buckle. With a gasp, I clung to him, holding myself upright as the bliss rolled through me, soaking every inch of me with that aching, ecstatic pulse.

For a moment, I stilled—breathless, savoring the bliss, my body melting around him as my climax ebbed, but never quite vanishing entirely. The pleasure grew addictive, a tide that never receded but only built again, surging through me hotter, faster. Minutes blurred as I rode him, letting the pulses roll through me, again and again. My sex clung to his cock, greedy and glowing, greedy for more. I was almost delirious, lost to the sheer luxury of being taken to the edge by this man beneath me, his hands gripping my waist, his gaze fever-bright. My pleasure became a kind of worship, and I came again—shuddering, gasping, surrendering to the unstoppable flood that shook me.

My breaths came ragged, my body feverish and weak, yet completely, blissfully sated—the deep ache that had haunted me now thoroughly undone. The hunger of recent days was finally tamed, and I was left limp and trembling in the afterglow, still pierced by his wonderfully rigid cock.

Looking down, I met Josh’s eyes, saw my own longing and exhaustion reflected there—the adoration, the raw need. “God, Josh, you incredible man…” My voice was hoarse, thick with the pleasure that still throbbed through me. “I think you’ve ruined me—at least for the moment. I need to just collapse, darling, let my body rest… can we switch? I want you on top. Take me however you want. This time, you decide. No demands from me… just give me you.” I let my head fall back against the pillow, surrendering control with a trusting, wicked smile.

He didn’t hesitate. Strong arms encircled me, and in a fluid movement, he rolled us together, pinning me beneath him. I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist, reveling in the familiar shelter of his body and the feeling of his cock still buried deep within me. Now, with him in control, his hips found a steady, urgent rhythm—each thrust sending another shiver of pleasure deep inside my sated core. Missionary clearly suited him; he was more confident, more sure. The sensation of being taken filled me with a new kind of delight, the friction of his strokes reigniting the spark and coaxing my body quickly back towards another desperate peak.

My moans grew louder with each thrust, my fingers clawing at his shoulders, holding on as the pleasure overwhelmed me yet again. I cried out, unable to hold back, riding that frantic climax as my body convulsed around him, milking him with exquisite greed. And then his own pleasure overtook him—he groaned raggedly, cock pulsing hard, hot seed spilling deep inside me, flooding my womb while he pressed in as far as he could go, not holding back, not caring about anything but the need to lose himself inside me one final time.

Afterwards, a profound peace settled over us, a heavy, contented exhaustion as we drifted into sleep together. The next thing I sensed was the gentle withdrawal of his body from mine, the lingering heat of his touch imprinted on my skin. I must have looked wrecked and blissful, because he smiled down at me, brushing the hair from my face. “Stay right there,” he whispered, his voice soft but determined. “I’ll take care of the pool, and then I’ll let myself out. I’ll see you Friday.”

It was nearly six in the evening before I finally drifted back to consciousness, that delicious haze of satisfaction still wrapped around me. The soft click of my bedroom door caught my eye—a thoughtful gesture from Josh, shielding me from curious glances, giving me the privacy my vulnerable, utterly spent body required. I lay sprawled atop the sheets, completely unclothed, my thighs sticky and glistening with the remains of our lust—his seed lazily seeping from my swollen, thoroughly ravished folds. The mere thought of my stepchildren stumbling in early sent a jolt through me; their innocent faces did not need to witness such an indecent tableau, the aftermath of my surrender.

I slipped out of bed and padded toward the bathroom, every step reminding me of how thoroughly he had filled and stretched me. The water from the shower rushed hot over my skin, and I surrendered myself to those vivid, lingering memories. My body tingled as I recalled his hands—slick with soap—gliding over every curve, possessive and reverent, caressing, teasing, leaving trails of heat in their wake.

A decade of marriage, and here I was: undone by desire, my morals drowned beneath a flood of carnal longing. I tried to summon guilt, but what I felt instead was a deep ache of fulfillment, a joyous exhaustion. Years of secret fantasies and restless nights led me here, to moments of wild abandon and hungry kisses with a man so much younger. Fidelity, that badge I’d so stubbornly polished, had slipped from my grasp. Yet, in the quiet that followed the storm, I found myself wondering—would Mark, knowing everything, truly condemn me? He knew my desperation, my condition, the aching void my body suffered through. Perhaps, if ever Josh’s name passed my lips, my husband might even understand … but until then, I would keep this indulgence locked inside, a secret memory thrumming low and electric in my veins.


Part 2

Chapter Three

Lisa Continues Her Story…

Thursday unfolded with an intoxicating sense of renewal woven through my every thought, my body thrumming with echoes of yesterday—every lingering trace of Josh’s touch rekindling a rush of decadent anticipation. The vivid recollection of his hands exploring me, the feel of his cock deep inside me, filled the quiet spaces of the day, coaxing a secret smile from my lips. I dared to fantasize that this delicious affair would spill into many tomorrows—untold stolen afternoons with Josh, each one teasingly decadent, until Mark’s recovery pulled me back to normality.

But when the afternoon sun slanted through the hospital windows, the doctors approached, their news both dazzling and crushing at once. Mark, my husband, would soon be coaxed from his induced dream on Friday, perhaps at two o’clock sharp. My heart should have soared, and it did, but not without a pang of selfish disappointment—because at that exact hour, I’d imagined myself tangled in sheets, Josh’s firm arms wrapped around me, his hungry cock driving into my body, undoing me yet again.

My mind spun briefly, wickedly, wondering if I could possibly stretch the boundaries of reality—just one swift, greedy rendezvous with Josh before hurrying to the hospital, slick and freshly satisfied, to welcome Mark back to consciousness. The prospect was intoxicating, but common sense, relentless and undramatic, prevailed. Sighing, desire still thrumming hot and unfulfilled beneath my skin, I called Josh that evening, forcing my voice to be steady as I explained that Friday must be canceled, and he—ever patient, ever tantalizing—promised he'd wait for me until Monday.

Friday dragged, every hospital corridor an echoing reminder of what I was missing. The hours trickled by, each one fuelling a slow-burning frustration as the doctors delayed bringing Mark back until after five. My thoughts kept slipping—rebellious, hungry—back to the possibility of those lost hours with Josh, imagining the sinuous pleasure denied me, lamenting my forced obedience to circumstance.

Even so, when Mark finally woke, a comforting wave washed away my simmering resentment. Speaking with him, seeing his wary smile, hearing his voice—my relief was palpable, warm and suffusing. The children and I hovered around his bedside well into the night, sinking deeper into gratitude as Mark, lucid and whole, seemed untouched by the darkness of his recent ordeal. Even as my body ached for what could have been, my heart swelled at having my family—nearly—restored.

Saturday stretched out endlessly, hours melting away as I sat by Mark’s side in the pale, sterile light of the hospital room. He drifted in and out of sleep, utterly spent from the rush of reconnecting with us after days lost in darkness. My own mind wasn’t quiet, though—memories of tangled sheets and desperate gasps with Josh clung to me like a lover’s lingering caress. It was as if every sigh escaping my lips still carried a hint of Josh’s scent, and my skin hummed with recollections of his urgent touch even as I smoothed Mark’s brow and offered him gentle words.

Guilt nipped at me, sharp and unrelenting, tightening around my chest each time Mark, in his vulnerable, hoarse whisper, asked how I was surviving the relentless solitude. He wondered out loud—did I miss the heat of his body, the teasing ache of hunger he knew I suffered if kept too long unsatisfied? He would never suspect I’d already found relief, that I was still flushed with traces of another man’s passion deep within me. But I held my confession close, locked away for a future, less fragile moment—one where honesty wouldn’t fracture the man I still loved.

On Sunday, I returned again, arriving early—too early for the hospital’s sleepy Sunday awakening. But Saturday’s lesson lingered. After just a few hours, I slipped away, the needling restlessness between my thighs making any longer stay unbearable. With Friday’s rendezvous with Josh cancelled—their earthy, forbidden ache now receding into memory—I felt the hunger mounting again, raw and overwhelming. Four long days now without the hard, rhythmic thrust of my pool boy’s cock driving away the ache that medicine and marital devotion alone could never touch.

Driving home, the city passed in a blur—a stream of suburban lawns and storefronts unable to anchor my wandering mind. Thoughts of Josh’s rugged hands, his untamed desire, began to unravel inside me, winding me tighter than ever before. I recognized the dangers of that path—how quickly unquenched longing could turn me desperate, reckless. When Mark is here, his tender strength keeps me grounded. His daily devotion a medicine for this all-consuming need. Without him, I teeter at the edge, baited by fantasies that only flesh and friction could silence.

I turned up the drive, my heart already pounding with anticipation for a morning spent alone with my collection of toys—craving silicone and vibration, anything to dull the gnawing ache. But a car blocked the approach to the garage—a familiar vehicle, though my lust-fogged mind stumbled and failed to recall who it could belong to. Worry and curiosity tangled together as I hurried along the walkway, craving solitude but dreading the prospect of forced company. At the porch, shielded—mercifully—from prying eyes by my thick stand of trees, I spotted a man waiting on the love seat. One look, and the morning’s plan of solitary pleasure was upended in a heartbeat.

Brad—Carla’s husband, of all people—stood on my porch, his presence so anomalous that it made my pulse skip. I blinked, momentarily thrown off balance. Brad would never make the shortlist of likely visitors, especially not on a late Sunday morning when I was so desperate for solitude. “Brad?” I finally managed, my voice laced with genuine surprise. “What are you doing here? And where’s Carla?”

Brad and my husband, Mark, barely tolerated each other; perhaps it was an age gap, but truthfully, Mark didn’t make much effort to connect with Brad. Socializing across dinner tables wasn’t their thing—we only saw Brad and Carla at large gatherings where social intercourse was scattered and shallow. Brad was someone I encountered infrequently—an occasional glimpse, sometimes if Carla and I squeezed in a lunch date or if I was picking her up for a wild girls’ night. Otherwise, he was little more than familiar background noise.

He greeted me with a bright, easy smile, calling, “Hey, Lisa!” as if we were old confidants. “No, Carla’s not here. She sent me instead.” There was a half-shrug to his delivery, a sheepishness that almost made him endearing. “I realized too late we should have rung first, but we figured you’d be at home—what with Mark in the hospital and all. I didn’t mean to intrude.”

Brad stood now, poised on the threshold beside the front door, waiting—expecting hospitality. I sighed inwardly, suppressing a mix of annoyance and curiosity, and pushed my key into the lock, swinging the door open. “I just got back from seeing Mark myself. But why are you here, Brad? Have you been waiting long?” I ushered him into the entryway, a small jolt of tension fluttering beneath my skin as I wondered at his motives.

“One thing at a time, Lisa,” he laughed softly, trying to diffuse my wariness. “No, really, I’ve only been here about fifteen minutes. I figured I’d give it half an hour, then head home if you didn’t show.”

He followed me into the living room, hesitating until I gestured wordlessly to the sofa. I tossed my keys and purse onto the sideboard, turning to face him. The air between us tingled with awkward expectation, and I realized how rarely we’d been alone together—how strangely intimate this felt.

“But why, Brad? Why did Carla send you?”

He held my gaze, his blue eyes searching my face with gentle concern. “Carla’s been thinking about you non-stop since you had lunch the other day. She’s worried, Lisa. She thought maybe I could check in, offer a hand with anything you might need.” His voice was earnest, his body language open, but the insistent undertone in his eyes spoke of an unspoken invitation—one I hadn’t anticipated, one that made a slow, forbidden heat curl low in my stomach.

“Help? What kind of help do you mean, Brad?” I asked, my voice softer, uncertainty mingling with something darker, more dangerous, as anticipation began to simmer quietly beneath my bravado.

“Oh, wait, let me give you this first… before I say anything.” Brad’s voice faltered—he seemed to catch himself before continuing, whatever words that might have followed dying on his tongue. I wondered if Carla had sent him as her messenger for some domestic rescue, though he looked entirely ill-suited for any household repair. He wore a pale, crisply-ironed collared shirt, unbuttoned just enough to reveal a teasing glimpse of tanned skin, paired with tailored slacks that hugged his hips and legs in just the right way. If I hadn’t known he belonged to my best friend, I might have thought he was dressed for a clandestine afternoon rendezvous.

He took a place on my long, deep sofa, stretching out just enough to hint at casual ease, but I kept my distance, choosing instead the solitary comfort of my favorite armchair—separating us with the length of the coffee table and the safe buffer of polite unfamiliarity.

“Mysterious, a personal note from Carla, delivered directly to my door. Should I be flattered or frightened?” My voice lilted playfully as he rummaged in his chest pocket, drawing out an envelope that shimmered faintly in the late morning light, his hands steady and elegant. I watched intently as Brad crossed to offer it up to me—a stretch of an arm, the gentle brush of fingers as the envelope transferred from his hand to mine. His hands were striking—long, elegant fingers tipped with perfectly groomed nails. My mind darted, unbidden, to images so wickedly explicit I could feel my inner thighs instinctively tighten. I imagined him peeling away every trace of politeness and plunging those fingers between my legs, exploring me with a hunger I so often suppressed. The reckless fantasy caught me off guard—a ripple of hot shame, a pulse of desire I banished as quickly as it arrived.

Steeling myself, I gave my attention to the envelope, Carla’s messy handwriting unmistakable. I slit it open, sliding out a single page, her familiar script dancing with concern and secrets.

My dearest Lisa,

The shock I felt at lunch Tuesday still lingers inside me. When you confided in me about that terrifying diagnosis—what you’ve been enduring, hidden for so long—I was utterly blindsided. I think I just always imagined you were like me: a passionate wife, a woman who thrives on loving, uninhibited sex with her husband. But now I know you’re driven by a yearning much fiercer—an aching, relentless hunger that chases you through every day. I can only imagine your torment, especially now with Mark laid up in hospital, leaving that craving raw and untended.

Lisa, I wish you’d let me in sooner. All those times you looked after me, the friend I could always count on… I could have been that support for you, truly listened—means more than you know. The moment that cut deepest, though, was when you admitted in the café you could have unzipped that stranger’s trousers right there in the middle of lunch, not caring who watched. I saw the truth in your eyes; I’ve never seen longing quite like that.

My eyes drifted upward, the words blurring momentarily as emotion swelled inside me. Brad was still there, seated elegantly across from me, the fabric of his neatly pressed trousers stretched across his thighs, his posture relaxed but his gaze undeniably alert—focused solely on me. I felt the weight of his attention, heat prickling my cheeks. Was he privy to the intimate secrets pouring out of Carla’s letter, the true extent of my ache? Had they whispered about me late at night, dissected my desperate want under hushed breaths? The thought unsettled and aroused me in equal measure—a cocktail of embarrassment and raw yearning twisting tightly in my gut. Could he fathom the force of my desires right now, the needy pulse between my thighs? Did he know Carla had confided in him everything, even my shameless cravings for that stranger at the café?

Saying nothing, I dropped my gaze, feeling exposed yet undeniably alive beneath the weight of his silent observation. My hands trembled faintly as I returned to the letter, and Carla’s handwritten words seemed to burn directly through me:

‘Lisa, my sleepless nights have been filled with thoughts of you, my worry for you consuming me. Since you confessed your struggle over lunch, my mind hasn’t settled. I kept turning over the notion of how to help, questioning whether my wild solution was too much—and finally, after battling with every scrap of propriety, my love for you won out. So here it is, no hesitations: I want you to have my Brad, right now, in whatever way you need, to quiet the torment inside your gorgeous body.

You told me how Mark’s accident—and his absence—have left you untouched and desperate for weeks. My heart hurts knowing you’re suffering in such aching solitude. So use this chance, my beautiful friend! Are you sitting beside him? If not, shake off your reservations, crawl onto his lap, let him drive away your pain and fill every desperate inch of you. Today, I’m gifting you my Brad—no strings attached, no limits, no guilt. Just pleasure.

I can imagine your stunned expression, Lisa—are you actually open-mouthed with shock? I wouldn’t have believed I’d ever offer my husband to anyone, but for you, and for what you’re enduring, the boundaries dissolve. My love for you is stronger than convention or vows—I just want to see your eyes wide with satisfaction, your body sated again. Both Brad and I want to give you this moment, this delicious escape. Don’t deny yourself, don’t deny us. Let yourselves go—take every shivering second you need.

So, my darling, please, no excuses. Accept Brad fully, in the true, unguarded spirit of this gift. Take these precious hours, plunge into them, and when the day is finished, just send him back to me.

Always, your oldest and dearest,

Carla

xoxoxox’

The paper trembled in my hands—fingers slightly unsteady, heart pounding in a wild staccato against my ribs. Every syllable Carla had written blazed behind my eyelids. And still, I couldn’t bring myself to meet Brad’s gaze, even as I could feel his attention all over my skin—sharp, hungry, and impossibly patient. His silent presence in the room was like being watched by a caged lion, waiting for any tiny sign I might give, any subtle invitation. The silence between us bristled with anticipation, every second throbbing with the raw possibility of what might happen next.

Inside, I was chaos—a dizzy ache of longing, dread, and anticipation tumbling in my stomach. The offer was so impossibly bold, so intimate. I tried to imagine how I’d look up, smile conspiratorially, flirt with him in Carla’s stead. Could I surrender to this need so recklessly? Let go of the flimsy boundaries that tethered me to my former certainties? It wasn’t just the hunger burning deep in my body; it was the sharp ache of vulnerability, the fluttering fear that I was about to leap off an emotional precipice.

But what about him? Was he waiting only out of duty—because his wife decided, out of love or some kind of desire to heal me, to loan him out like an erotic salve? Or was there more behind that silent, intense regard? I found myself wondering: had Brad ever fantasized about me before, in quiet moments across shared dinners, in the pauses of polite conversation? Had he harbored any secret, forbidden curiosity? That potent blend of guilt and anticipation clouded my mind, making my skin prickle.

Mark. The thought stabbed through the haze. How would he react to this—me with Carla’s husband, a man who meant nothing to him? Josh had been different, a faceless stranger he could dismiss, but Brad was a presence, familiar, and real. Would Mark forgive me if I crossed this line, or would this be the breach that undid us? The letter blurred as I reread it, dissecting every phrase, desperate for clarity. How long had I been lost in this spin? Minutes—maybe more?

And Brad—he hadn’t spoken, hadn’t moved, but nothing about him felt passive. He was all patience and coiled possibility, watching, perhaps giving me the space to choose—perhaps simply waiting to be unleashed.

I finally dragged my eyes from the letter, lifted them, and looked at him properly for the first time. He sat across from me, only feet away, his expression unreadable, except for that simmering focus.

“Well, I…” My voice was husky with emotion I couldn’t name. “I don’t know what to say. Carla never ceases to amaze me.”

A faint, knowing smile twisted on Brad’s lips. “Yes, she’s unpredictable, isn’t she?” His eyes never left mine, his question heavy with complication. “So, Lisa… what’s going through your mind?”

I hesitated, a tremor running through me. “Honestly, I’m at a total loss. I never imagined anything like this—Carla, you… offering this to me. Wanting to make me feel…” My words faltered under the weight of hunger and confusion, the space between us growing thick with anticipation.

“Lisa, this isn’t something that Carla and I came to on a whim. We’ve been talking through every possibility for nights—endless conversations, analyzing foreseeable outcomes, turning over every stone. We wanted to be sure; especially about how this might affect you and Carla’s friendship, whether you should ever confess to Mark, or what you’d want to keep to yourself. As far as my own relationship with him goes... well, there’s really nothing to risk—I know he barely tolerates me as it is.”

The honesty in his words made my pulse hitch. It crossed my mind to confess just how little Mark cared for him, but it seemed kinder—more erotic, even—to let that remain unsaid between us.

Brad fixed his gaze on me, and in a low, candid tone added, “Listen, we’ve got to be real with each other. Maybe the idea of sleeping with me is unappealing for you—I can take it. If you want to say no, you won’t offend me.”

How was I supposed to answer that? It wasn’t as though he repulsed me—if anything, Brad was attractive in that ruggedly masculine, quietly confident way. And the way Carla had raved about his skills between the sheets still echoed in my mind. I knew if I let myself go, let my body decide, he would leave me satisfied, sated—if not entirely guiltless.

Still, I tossed the question back. “Was all of this Carla’s fantasy, or yours?” My voice came out a little husky, edged with a curiosity I didn’t bother to hide.

He didn’t hesitate. “Oh, this was all Carla. You know her better than anyone—once she wants something, she’ll spiral over it until she’s locked down every angle, obsessed with every possible risk. She’s determined, Lisa. If you say no, she’ll be angry, probably for days. But believe me, even if I’d wanted to talk her out of it, I couldn’t have. And truthfully, I never tried.” He shifted just slightly, his eyes hungry yet sincere. “I’ve always thought you were stunning, Lisa—irresistible. If our lives were different, if we weren’t each spoken for, you’re the kind of woman I’d want for myself.”

His words coaxed heat to my cheeks—a fluttering warmth that curled low in my belly. He was saying everything I should want to hear, every reassurance laced with genuine desire.

So why the hesitation? Only twenty minutes ago, heading home, I was so sexually wound up that I’d have dropped to my knees for any man bold enough to show me what he had. The need was raw, clawing at my core after days of drought, my body aching since Josh had last flooded me with release. And now Brad—all masculine temptation, thick with promise, right here for the taking—was being offered to me, gift-wrapped in Carla’s blessing.

Biting my lip, I let a coy smile play at my lips. “So... if I say yes,” I teased, my voice low and velvet-soft, “how does this happen, Brad? Have you two engineered a step-by-step plan? Are we supposed to just forget we’re married for a night and pretend we’re star-crossed lovers?”

Brad’s lips curled in a delicious half-grin. “Carla and I talked through different ways to set the mood, you know—to help it feel natural, not awkward or forced.”

I leaned in, feigning innocence yet thrumming with anticipation. “And what brilliant sexual strategy did you both concoct for us?”

“Well, Lisa,” Brad began, his voice low and inviting, “if the nerves are there—if you’re feeling a little on edge—we can take things slow, you know. There’s no rush tonight. We could sit here, have a proper chat... let the anticipation build. Maybe a glass or two of wine, until we find ourselves ready to take that next step. Or,” his gaze grew heavier, more feral for a moment, “if you’re feeling impatient, if you want to jump right into it... we could shed these clothes and let things unfold exactly as they want to. Whatever feels right. Oh—and Carla did mention you might not want this to happen in the bed you share with Mark. She thought it might be less... complicated if we stayed here, on this sofa.”

My lips curled into a wry smile, teasing apart his admission. “You and Carla really have worked all the angles, haven’t you?”

But inside, I wrestled with a tangle of sensations—a pinch of guilt, a flicker of doubt, and a torrent of raw, aching hunger. With Josh, it had always been so transactional, clean and easy—he’d never lingered in my life, just a shadow that vanished with Mark’s return. But Brad, he was different. He was interwoven in my world, an echo in the walls, the husband of my friend, and soon—if I surrendered—he would become something dirtier, messier, unforgettable. There’d be no hiding from him at dinner parties or shared holidays. And yet, my body was already betraying my mind, slick with anticipation, warmth pulsing between my thighs. Carla had practically handed me her man, gift-wrapped in opportunity and approval. Here he was, lounging in my living room, waiting for me.

I drew in a slow, shaky breath. “Well, Brad, maybe we ought to try that first option,” I played, voice gentle, aware of the heat simmering below the surface. “Let’s sit together on the sofa, open some wine… see where the evening leads us.”

He nodded, licking his lips, hopeful and electric. “Absolutely. I’d like that.”

Turning away, I glided across the room, the soft cling of my dress against my hips heightening every movement. I selected a chilled bottle of white from the fridge, my fingers trembling ever so slightly as I worked the cork. Pouring two generous glasses, I returned, feeling his gaze track me the whole way. I handed him one, careful to brush my fingers against his. Our thighs slid close when I joined him, the heat of his body a thrilling contrast to the cool leather beneath us. I risked a sly glance down, searching for evidence of his excitement—had the thought of this, of me, already lit a fire in him? Was that taut line in his jeans anticipation—or tension? Whatever it was, it sparked another rush of longing through me.

“So, Brad, shall we raise a glass....?” I ventured, my voice silken.

He held his up, eyes blazing. “Why not? Here’s to us, Lisa, and to whatever tonight brings.”

I touched my glass to his, the chime echoing softly in the dim room, and took a hard swallow of wine, nerves buzzing. I’d seduced a stranger so much more confidently—but this, this was dangerous and real, pushing me into unknown territory.

“So...” I began, voice dipping into something more serious, more intimate, “should we try to break the ice, Brad? Do you feel... awkward, sitting here like this?”

He paused, searching for the right word. “I’m not sure awkward is quite it,” he admitted, a crooked smile curving his lips. “But yes—this is definitely different. Carla and I... there’s a rhythm we settle into. This, with you, it’s new.”

I smiled, more emboldened now, enjoying the tension twisting between us. “Well then,” I murmured, leaning in, “let’s kill the awkward, shall we? Pretend I’m Carla for a moment—let’s start exactly as you would with her. What’s your first move, Brad?”

He didn’t hesitate, his voice a dark promise. “I’d kiss her.”

My voice trembled with anticipation as I whispered, “Then kiss me.” I turned just enough for my lips to wait for his, my heart drawing a jagged line between expectancy and want. Brad moved swiftly but with deliberate patience, slipping the cool wine glass from my grasp, his fingers brushing against mine—two points of contact sparking something electric. He leaned forward, a whisper of his scent mingling with the faint vanilla of the wine, and set our glasses beside each other on the low table.

Then his face was close—closer still—his eyes locked on mine like he was searching for some secret behind them. When his lips finally met mine, it was gentle, almost reverent—a maddeningly tender brush, soft enough to stir longing yet promising far more. That first contact lingered, our breaths mingling, my lips melting under his. Eager, he pressed more firmly then, coaxing my mouth to yield and part for him. His tongue traced the seam of my lips, teasing, seeking entrance until I surrendered with a shiver of delight.

Every second deepened the connection—what began as innocuous became urgent, tongues dancing between us, exploring, tempting, tasting. Our mouths moved together, caught between restraint and an ache for more. A rush of heat swept through me as Brad’s hand found its way to my blouse, caressing the curve of my breast in feather-light strokes that left my nipple straining beneath the fabric. My own curiosity, intensified by my need, urged me to reach for his lap—fingers wandering—searching. I found him there: thickening, promising, half aroused. My palm wrapped around the shape of him, stroking him through his trousers, feeling him pulse and swell beneath my touch.

He made a low, approving sound deep in his throat, his fingers responding in kind—circling, teasing, rolling my breast as if learning its every contour through my clothes. A delicious wave of pleasure rose inside me as he coaxed my nipple to tight, aching attention, even the simplest brush of his hand sending sparks outward from my center.

There was something deliciously surreal about it—remembering Carla’s letter, reading her brazen invitation while her husband watched, and now, the reality of Brad’s hands heated on my skin. I tried to lose myself in pure sensation—my desperate hunger for fulfillment, the ache that only a skilled, insistent cock could ease. Brad’s hand left my breast, and I almost protested, but he was already at work on the buttons of my blouse, his fingers steady and unhurried as if unwrapping his favorite secret.

We paused for air, lips tingling from the intensity, chests rising and falling in tandem. Then he dipped lower—his mouth descending to my neck, exposed now as he eased the blouse from my shoulders and let it fall open. His mouth found my pulse point, a spot that made me tremble uncontrollably—heat and chills flashing over my skin in dizzying waves. My legs parted, unbidden, desire throbbing with every pulse of his tongue on my skin.

My breath caught, breaking free in a long, shuddering sigh. “Ohhhh...” I moaned, giving myself up to the rippling pleasure that threatened to consume me.

Brad tasted the shape of my moan, lips mumbled against my neck, “Do you like that?”

“Oh yes!” I gasped, my fingers closing tighter around his thickening length, emboldened by the way his desire grew beneath my hand. He pressed in, mouth lingering, lips daring me closer to the edge, until I had to pull away with a reluctant, heated protest. “But no love bites,” I managed, voice hoarse with longing.

“My apologies—I got a little ahead of myself,” he murmured, voice rich with regret and heat.

I drew a slow breath, needing to anchor myself before this spiraled out of my control. “You need to understand something, Brad,” I said evenly, my voice trembling with both need and resolve. “This isn’t the effortless tryst you’re imagining. Carla might have sent you here, probably with her blessing to indulge everything you’re craving, but Mark doesn’t know anything. No one knows but us, and for now, I want it to stay that way. So, respect me. If you can’t, then we stop—right now.”

Would he take me at my word? Deep down, I knew I couldn’t pull away, not now—desire already curled, molten, in my belly. My body ached to be filled, every lingering fantasy demanding to be sated. It was already too late for second thoughts or regret.

His fingers fumbled impatiently at my bra, tugging at the cups like he wanted them gone without bothering with the clasp. For all of Carla’s stories about his skill as a lover, was Brad proving to be all hands and impatience tonight? Doubt flickered across my thoughts for a moment. I wondered if I expected too much—if maybe, I should surrender to the moment and let it unfold as it would.

But I was too impatient for my own pleasure. Both hands worked behind my back, delicately unhooking my bra before Brad’s enthusiasm could ruin it in his frenzy. That meant losing my grip on his rigid, trapped erection, which earned a guttural little protest from him.

Shrugging my bra off, I met his eyes, then turned to fumbling with his belt and the zip of his trousers, the fabric stiff beneath my fingers. He wasted no time; as my breasts spilled free, Brad’s mouth left wet trails down my skin, lips parting to claim first one nipple and then the other. His tongue flicked and swirled, teeth grazing me, soft and sharp in heady rhythm. Each hot breath and graze of his teeth dragged another desperate whimper from my lips.

Meanwhile, I made quick work of his zip, tugging his trousers down over his hips. They bunched around his knees, revealing loose boxers with that familiar, inviting gap. I didn't hesitate, my hand slipping inside—hot, impatient—to wrap resolutely around his cock. It was so much bigger than before, swollen and pulsing, warmth streaming through my palm as I claimed it for my own.

Images of Carla’s confessions flickered through my mind—her whispered compliments and teasing boasts about Brad’s impressive cock—and now it was mine to explore.

We sat tangled together on my sofa—my best friend's husband and me—our bodies at angles, urgent and hungry. My fingers wrapped tight around his smooth, rigid length, pumping him with purpose, feeling the slippery heat gather. Brad’s mouth worshipped my nipples, greedy and relentless, using tongue and teeth until my whole body tightened, eager for whatever came next.

Before Mark and I became husband and wife, whenever I found myself drifting between relationships, plagued by that aching, restless hunger only another's touch could truly satisfy, I'd find myself dialing up an ex-lover—someone familiar, someone who knew exactly how to soothe my body’s feverish demands. Now, entangled with Brad, I couldn’t help but marvel at Carla’s audacious generosity: had she truly risked the sanctity of her marriage simply to see her closest friend sated, smiling, alive with pleasure again? Maybe my health had rattled her deeper than I’d realized, sparking a boldness in her I never could have predicted. I couldn’t imagine any other friend sacrificing so much on the altar of intimacy, of friendship.

Brad’s lips remained devoted to my nipples, worshipping each peak with gentle hunger, while below I began to sense a new promise unfolding between my thighs. His fingers traced the edge of my knee, lingering as they gathered my summer skirt, nudging the fabric suggestively higher. He attended to me with exquisite patience, moving his hand slowly—agonizingly so—upward, fingers drifting along the plush, sensitive flesh of my inner thighs. Each unhurried touch teased at a tension coiling deep inside me, each stroke fueling a fever that pulsed insistently beneath my skin. The anticipation was almost torturous; I parted my legs further, inviting him in, craving more—needing more—as his touch glided closer to my heat, his hand hovering near my silken barrier.

When he finally reached the sodden core of my panties, fingers slipping over the damp silk, mapping the outline of my sex with maddening restraint, I shivered. The silk clung damply to my slick folds—so much better than cotton could ever feel—an unrelenting, luxurious caress against my most secret place. I’d always preferred delicate silk, loved the way it shaped itself so intimately around my hips, brushing my pussy, cupping my bottom, transforming even the simplest day into something clandestine, delicious. Even at the market, or walking through the city, that subtle friction reminded me of my own desires, and of everything lurking just beneath the surface.

Brad’s touch deepened, drawing little, electric shapes across my panty-clad cleft, tracing my labia through the soaked fabric in long, torturous sweeps. I felt myself drifting, melting, every nerve awake and alive. Carla’s wild scheme pulsed in the back of my mind—how easy everything seemed for Brad. Here he was, married to one beautiful woman, and now, given permission—maybe even a push—to lay hands on another. No guilt, no expectation of consequence, only the raw delight of sanctioned infidelity. Luck had graced him tonight.

Was this what a forbidden affair felt like? I couldn’t help but compare him to Mark, my mind a storm of sensation and mild frustration—a different man, a different rhythm. Brad’s tongue and teeth worshipped my breasts, his lips leaving trails of heat and longing, and I wanted to lose myself completely in the moment. But as he lingered, teasing outside my panties, never quite breaching that last barrier, my nerves frayed with impatience. I needed him, naked and urgent and unrestrained.

“Take them off!” I managed, my voice gravelly with need, breath catching as frustration and desire collided inside me. “My panties, Brad. Take them off.”

“What?” Brad muttered, his words half lost as his mouth lingered hungrily at my nipple, tongue swirling, lips teasing. He barely paused to catch my request, so intently focused on tasting every inch of my sensitive skin.

“Take off my panties,” I demanded, my voice trembling with raw want. “I need to feel your fingers—really feel you. I want you deep inside me.”

Without relinquishing my breast, still suckling and teasing with maddening persistence, he slid his other hand beneath my crumpled skirt, bunching the fabric higher around my hips. Both hands found the thin silk clinging to my skin, and together, we pushed those panties down. I arched up, offering my body to him, my legs draping bonelessly across his thighs as my pelvis lifted from the couch. I felt the silken barrier slip over my hips, down my smooth legs, finally falling away at my ankles. A shiver coursed through me as the last thread of restraint was gone—leaving me gloriously exposed from the waist down.

Lips still claiming my breasts, Brad’s hands moved with slow intention, exploring the bareness of my thighs before finally cupping the heat between my legs. His fingers slid confidently into the slickness of my waiting folds, gliding over the swollen pulse of my clit. Every touch sent exquisite electricity through my body.

I writhed into his hand, spreading wider, offering Brad all of me. His touch grew purposeful, two fingers sliding over my sensitive nub, circling, coaxing the heat higher. “Yes,” I moaned, the sound escaping my lips uncontrolled, needy. “Oh, yes…please…”

My desire climbed sharply, and Brad’s skilled fingers slipped lower, finding the entrance to my pussy. With a delicious, practiced pressure, he sank in deep, filling me, stroking just inside, targeting that hidden sweet spot inside me with practiced precision. My pussy clenched around him, greedy and grateful, desperate for more.

I melted back into the corner of the couch, surrendering myself completely to Brad’s care. My hand cradled the back of his head, guiding his kisses lower, compelling his mouth to leave the warm peaks of my breasts and journey over my exposed belly, his lips tracing fire down to where my skirt gathered at my waist.

Still stroking his cock with my other hand—soft and slow now, willing his pleasure to wait for mine—I coaxed him lower until my voice, thick with anticipation, broke into the quiet. “I hope you don’t mind tasting me?” The words escaped as half confession, half command. I knew there could be no denial.

His lips grazed my skin just above the mound of my pussy, so close to where I burned for him. “This is exactly where I wanted to be,” he murmured, his voice vibrating through me as his mouth hovered. “Your breasts were too tempting. I had to savor them.”

“Hmmm. You definitely took your time,” I teased breathlessly. “I think you might like them a little too much.”

He chuckled, low and wicked. “I better not say how much, or Carla would never let me out of her sight.”

I smiled and arched against his mouth. “Your secret’s safe. I know how to be discreet.”

He nuzzled lower, voice warm with laughter. “You know Carla—she’ll call tonight, or tomorrow at the latest. She’ll want every single detail.”

“Oh, I know,” I purred, raking my fingers through his hair as he moved between my thighs. “But I promise, Brad. The best parts stay just between us.”

“We haven’t even started yet, so don’t rush to judge how good—or bad—I might be,” he teased, a roguish grin in his voice.

“Oh, there’s no chance of disappointment,” I whispered, the words thick with anticipation. “Carla’s always giving me the dirtiest details of the fun you two have. Now I finally get to discover you for myself…”

He chuckled, that sound deliciously dark and secretive. “It’s a bit dangerous, you two sharing all those intimate confessions.”

While our words tangled in the charged air, Brad slipped gracefully down from the couch to kneel between my open thighs. His face hovered just above my heated skin, his eyes drinking in the sight of me—bare, wanton, aching for his mouth. My hands drifted to cradle the sides of his head, fingers tangling in the riot of his hair as his cock, so recently in my grasp, was left throbbing just out of reach.

He met my gaze, his lips curling into a wicked smile, before withdrawing those tormenting fingers from inside me. My body protested—their absence an ache crying out for more. But I bit back the urge to plead, knowing Carla’s praises hadn’t been hollow; what came next would be even better. I dropped my chin, watching with hungry fascination as his face nestled itself where my thighs formed an inviting vee.

Then—oh God—his tongue trailed slowly, luxuriously, up my slick folds. The sensation shot through me like liquid fire. “Yes…yes, just there, please, suck my clit, Brad,” I gasped, hips arching up to beg for more.

He set about his task with sinful devotion, tongue lapping in long, deliberate strokes from my perineum right up to my swollen, desperate clit. His mouth closed around me, lips firm and hot, sucking the tip just the way I needed. For a blissful moment, he stayed outside, savoring my need, until—unexpectedly—he stiffened his tongue and drove it deep inside, drawing out my juices, tasting me, devouring every bit I had to give.

I couldn’t help wishing for the comfort of my bed, some sanctuary for the storm he was building within me. But the urgency of our lust—the way it had tumbled from conversation to fevered touch—left no room for second thoughts or changing locations. I dug into the couch, letting it cradle my arching body as my thighs clamped desperately around his head, a wanton plea for him never to stop, never to leave the throbbing, aching mess he’d made of my pussy.

The intense, devastating pleasure rose and threatened to sweep me away far too quickly. My body shuddered against his mouth, thighs trembling with need as something huge cracked open within me, the promise of release trembling on every ragged, panting gasp. I barely recognized the guttural sounds pouring from me, lost as I was in the dark, sweet glory of his tongue and lips, all thought dissolving into slick, electric ecstasy.

The orgasm rolled through me with the force of a tidal wave—my body helpless beneath the onslaught. I convulsed uncontrollably, hips lifting off the sofa in desperate surrender, only for Brad to pin me back down with his relentless mouth, his tongue plunging deeply into my slick, pulsing core. Each shuddering spasm wracked my body, a guttural cry spilling from my lips as pleasure washed over me and persisted, refusing to let go. My fingers fisted in Brad’s thick hair, intention fraying between needing him closer and wanting a breath, but he wouldn’t relent. His tongue—wicked, tireless—pushed me straight into a second release before the first had even run its course, dragging me over the edge again with panting abandon.

As my trembling gradually calmed, Brad rested his cheek against the bare slope of my stomach, his breath warming my skin as I flicked restless, reverent fingers through his hair. Every muscle in my body ached with pleasure. “God, Carla didn’t exaggerate,” I whispered, finally able to breathe, “You’re spectacular at that. I never thought… not with you.”

His eyes found mine, twinkling with affectionate mischief as he pushed himself up. The slow, deliberate way he stood made my heart thud in anticipation. His trousers slid off with effortless grace and pooled at his feet, followed swiftly by his boxers. My gaze dropped, greedy and unashamed, to the stiff arch of his cock—unrestrained, flush with arousal, a pearlescent bead of anticipation glistening at the tip. The thought of taking him, of feeling him deep inside me, sent another frisson of need skittering through my recovering body. I couldn’t help but pause, drinking in the sight, so unlike what I knew—the foreskin shifting over the velvet head, so different from Mark. And with that, a flash of guilt—Mark, unconscious in a stark hospital bed, while here I was about to have every aching need fulfilled.

Brad caught my lingering stare and grinned, utterly at ease with his nakedness. “Do I pass inspection?” he teased softly.

I resisted the urge to voice my comparison. “You look better than good,” I murmured, voice still rough with want. He bent, intent on kneeling before me again, but I stopped him, pressing a hand to his chest.

“One second,” I murmured, a sly smile lighting my face. “Let’s swap places.”

He cocked his head, questioning. “What, you want to ride me? Cowgirl?”

“No,” I laughed. “I just want a change of scenery—can we go up to my bedroom? I want comfort, not contortion.”

His eyes warmed instantly, no hint of disappointment. “Bed sounds perfect.”

“Come on, lover,” I purred, rising and extending my hand to him, “Let’s make ourselves really comfortable.”

The skirt, bunched and useless around my waist, felt laughably unnecessary now. With a sultry lift of my hips, I shimmied it down my thighs and let it fall, draping it over my arm with a careless elegance. Now utterly naked—matching Brad in vulnerability and anticipation—I reached out for his hand, feeling the warmth of his palm close around my fingers. Together, we slipped from the living room, leaving behind the tangled sofa and heading, entwined, down the hallway. Where Josh’s gaze had lingered hungrily on my swaying hips just days before, Brad’s touch was different: strong, proprietary, his arm sweeping securely around my waist as if he’d already claimed me. We began the climb upstairs, moving in sync, his bare shoulder brushing mine with promise every other step.

I led him into my sanctuary, the room still thick with memory and the faintest trace of recent lovers. The king-size bed loomed, inviting and decadent, layers of crisp sheet waiting to be rumpled. I remembered Josh’s nervous excitement only days ago, but with Brad, it was something else entirely—deeper, more dangerous, thrilling in its forbidden comfort. “Do you have a side you prefer?” I asked, the question oddly intimate. “Are you right or left-handed?”

He gave a roguish grin. “I’m right-handed, so… this side, if that’s alright.”

“That’s perfect,” I replied, voice low and a little breathless. Climbing across the expanse of mattress on my knees, I slid to the far side and let myself fall back onto the sheets, spreading my hair across the pillow, inviting him to join me. There was a brief, surreal flash—almost amusement—at how casual this felt: two near-strangers, naked, negotiating bed positions before a night of unapologetic, unromantic sex.

Brad eased onto the bed beside me, but I wasn’t ready to surrender control just yet. Before he could even think about taking charge, I bounced up, giving him a playful shove that rolled him onto his back. My pulse thundered with anticipation and a devilish smirk curled my lips. “I know you and Carla planned this—just to scratch my itch—but as I was stroking your cock, I had this mad urge to taste you.”

I didn’t pause for permission. Sliding lower, I pressed my lips to the iron heat of his cock. His skin was silken, the tip already slick with his need. The weight of him sat perfectly on my tongue as I took him deeper, sealing my lips around the swell of his head and savoring the salty bead of pre-cum. Brad’s cock was different: visually striking, perfectly uncut, clean, and as I began to move—slowly sucking, swirling my tongue—I felt myself getting lost in the moment. I wondered how far I could push him, whether I could take him all the way or if I’d risk leaving him spent and unable for round two. At his age, would he be able to recover quickly? The idea of waiting for him to get hard again, sprawled naked and desperate beside him, made my pulse quicken; but I ached for him inside me.

But I didn’t even have to decide. After only a few frantic, hungry minutes, his hands tangled in my hair, strong and trembling, gently but insistently lifting me from his throbbing erection. I let his cock slip from my lips with an exhale and a wicked pout. “Hey, I was just hitting my stride,” I teased, my voice almost a purr.

He gave a low, breathless laugh. “So was I, Lisa, but God—you’re too good at that. Let’s put a pin in it for now. I want you. The main event’s all I can think about.”

His words sent a shock of heat through me. Main event? Was this just the beginning? Did he plan on staying for hours, working through my every filthy desire until I was utterly sated? Had Carla set a curfew for her borrowed husband? The questions flashed through my mind with electric urgency.

“Oh, the main event…” I grinned up at him mischievously, rolling my hips invitingly. “Shouldn’t there be a fanfare for that?”

As much as I relished taking Brad’s cock in my mouth—getting lost in the sensual rhythm, the hot weight on my tongue, the thought of swallowing every last drop just to show him how much I adored it—it was clear this wasn’t the moment for it. Brad had called it the main event for a reason, that urgent gleam in his eye telling me this was what he’d come for, what Carla, devilish woman, had envisioned when she served her husband up for my pleasure. It had been just four days since I’d had a man inside me, but God, my body ached as if it had been so much longer. I craved that fullness, that hard invasion, almost desperately.

I settled back on the soft bed, anticipation tightening every muscle, my legs parted for him as he crawled between them. His cock—so thick, already glistening with need—hung proud, only inches from my desperate, welcoming heat. The sight set everything inside me swirling; I could feel my heartbeat speeding up as I watched him shift into place, knees sliding up to cradle my hips, the promise of what was coming stretching this moment out exquisitely.

I tried to look down, wanting to see the moment he finally joined with me. His shaft nudged against my soaking slit—slick, swelling, almost trembling with impatience. My breath caught as he angled himself, the broad bulb of his cockhead hunting down the center of me, finding me open, slick, achingly ready. Only a second passed before, without further warning, he pushed his hips forward, spearing into me in one long, relentless thrust.

A sharp gasp ripped from my lips—a startled noise as my body gripped him, stretching around his thickness. He filled me in a rush, deeper than I’d expected, and the bruising force made my entire body shiver and tighten. The sensation was blissful, almost overwhelming; I loved every inch of it.

He paused, eyes searching my face, concern flickering through the flame of his arousal. I saw it—Brad, careful, attentive even in his carnality. “You alright?” he asked, and the warmth in his gaze made me smile through my ragged breath.

“Oh, God yes, Brad,” I answered, my insides fluttering with an anticipation that bordered on frantic. Every man had his way—Mark would coax and ease, gently filling me. Brad, in contrast, wanted to claim, to take with sudden, thrilling force. The difference sent a new rush of arousal flooding through me. I wasn’t complaining; I needed this—needed him—just like this.

He gave me a sheepish, endearing little grin. “I might’ve gotten a bit overexcited. It’s been ages—Carla’s the only person I’ve had for years. You’ve got me so hard, I needed to feel you around me. Now.”

A woman loves to hear those words sometimes, that desperate hunger for her, that raw confession made with a cock already buried inside. My chest tightened with pride and lust—so wanted.

He lingered for one more look, then, just as abruptly, thrust again, stealing the breath from my lungs and sending another glorious shock through my body. I wriggled beneath him, adjusting until his angle hit just right, accommodating every hard, insistent inch. He shifted with me, eyes never leaving mine, and once he sensed me surrendering, relaxing, he drove the last bit home, filling me to the brim, making me gasp with the exquisite fullness.

His rough entry, so unlike the tender men of my past, was its own wild, thrilling seduction. Once he was buried inside, there was nothing but pleasure—no more thinking, only the incredible sensation of being taken, filled, possessed. “Oh, fuck yes, that’s so good,” I moaned, arching under him.

A dark, hungry smile curved his lips. “Then let’s do it.”

The sudden, powerful entrance had made me brace myself for a quick, thoughtless rut—just another frantic, forgettable fuck. But Brad stunned me: after those possessive first thrusts where he claimed my body so utterly, his rhythm shifted. He withdrew tantalizingly slow, so that the swollen head of his cock barely lingered at the slick threshold of my pussy, lingering, making me ache for him. Then, with exquisite patience, he filled me again, pushing every heated inch deep inside, his tip nudging at the furthest reaches of my hungry core, teasing the entrance of my womb with promise.

With this unexpected tenderness he revealed a deft, practiced touch; deliberate, almost reverent, he made love to me in long, dragging strokes. It was a gentle torment, building something inside me I hadn’t expected, even as his measured pace felt so different from what I was used to. My body responded, gradually, pleasure blooming slow and warm from the inside out until, finally, that first crest rolled through me—gentle, drawn-out, utterly delicious.

But he kept the same unhurried pace and aftershocks still trembled between my thighs. Circling my legs over the backs of his, I hooked my heels into the firm muscle of his ass, grounding him to me. “Harder, Brad. I want to feel you. Give it to me,” I demanded, my voice rough with wanting.

He paused, searching my eyes, a question in his gaze. “You’re sure, Lisa?”

“Fuck yes—hard, now. I need to feel you fuck me. Don’t hold back.”

That was all the spark he needed. He surged to life above me, pounding into me with primal energy—relentless, ferocious, exactly what my body begged for in that moment. Each slam of his hips sent me spiraling higher, his cock stroking every velvet inch and pushing me towards another dizzying climax. I shattered around him, a fierce orgasm dragging cries from my throat as he gripped my hips and drove even deeper, never easing the pace.

And he didn’t—he held nothing back, plundering my soaked pussy, stoking the embers of my pleasure until they blazed brighter and hotter, until another orgasm—maybe a new one, maybe the last refusing to end—exploded, wracking my body in trembling aftershocks.

His control finally snapped; I saw it, felt it, his hips pounding desperately, breath ragged. “Oh God, Lisa—you’re getting to me,” he gasped, a wild tremor threading his voice as he fucked me hard. “Jesus, I want to last, but I can’t—I’m gonna fucking cum—”

He erupted, spasming deep inside me, flooding me with hot, thick pulses that sent aftershocks through my core. His face twisted in rapture, lost to the waves I’d already ridden twice. I clung to him, milking every last twitch from his body, exulting in the sensation of him surrendering, completely, to my willing flesh.

Spent, Brad collapsed on top of me, and I relished the solid weight of his body pressing me into the bed. We lay tangled, silent except for the harsh rush of our mingled breaths—heavier than air, hotter than before—until our hearts gradually slowed and we drifted, sated and shuddering, in each other's arms.

“Mmm, Brad, that was incredible… thank you,” I murmured, my whole body still humming from the aftershocks, my voice thick with sincere admiration and a teasing ripple of gratitude. I couldn’t resist adding, “And send a thank you out into the universe for Carla, wherever she’s slinking around right now.” I may have laid it on a touch thick—perhaps to soften his ego in the vulnerable hush between us, to let him know he’d been wanted, enjoyed, worshipped—maybe even a little claimed. Brad had been every bit the passionate lover, though if I was honest with myself, no fiercer, no more potent than the feverish energy of younger, less-seasoned Josh. My fingers curled into his hair, urging his face toward mine so I could pepper his lips with tiny, playful, grateful kisses—each one a spark of rekindled intimacy.

He grinned sheepishly, still basking in the glow and the gentle press of my body beneath him. “Carla’s off shopping, I think. She’s remarkable, really… so composed, letting me waltz over here to…”

“Ravage me?” I interjected, laughter trembling just above my words—because that’s exactly what he’d done.

“Basically, yes. It was her idea, but I’m not sure she could surrender to the idea of waiting at home, picturing us tangled in sheets, fucking ourselves senseless.”

“So, her therapy is shiny new distractions—retail therapy, total avoidance,” I teased.

He nodded, sliding his hands up and down my flanks in a lazy caress. “That about sums it up.”

“Well, whatever her reasons, I’m just grateful I risked total embarrassment and spilled the truth about my… predicament to Carla the other day. I couldn’t have fathomed this would be my cure. Without Mark around, a drawer full of toys only goes so far. Brad, you’ve given me something I truly needed—it almost feels like you and Carla have restored me. I feel steady again, almost myself.” My tone brimmed with appreciation, even if the truth was softer, messier—fragments of secrets Carla and Brad would never know. Because neither of them had any clue about how, just last Wednesday, Josh had appeared in my bedroom, youth and heat and raw intent, taking the edge off my hunger with urgent, unscripted sex. Brad might have sated a fresh ache twisted in me these past four days, but he wasn’t privy to my wilder, secret indulgences—a delicious duplicity I had no intention of breaking.

“I love your enthusiasm, Lisa—you throw yourself into bed with this incredible hunger… It’s intoxicating to be with a woman who lives for the thrill, who really craves it,” Brad confessed, voice rough with renewed interest.

“Oh, I do. But you shouldn’t sell Carla short,” I whispered, lowering my lashes, giving him a sly smile. “She’s every bit as voracious.”

His eyes twinkled with shared mischief. “Oh, absolutely—I wasn’t suggesting otherwise. If anything, it’s a warning. I knew from the instant she hinted at your appetite… both of you are just… insatiable when you see cock.” He leaned in close, his words a lustful rumble. “Carla made it clear—told me I’d need stamina. You’re just as hungry as she is.”

Brad remained nestled intimately inside me, his cock softening but still lingering at the sensitive gateway of my body—a delicious reminder of the connection we’d just made. I felt alive with possibilities, certain that he wouldn’t be satisfied with only one electrifying encounter—not with the glint in his eye and the warmth of his skin pressed to mine. My mind wandered toward the untouched wine downstairs—a perfect, decadent excuse for prolonging this exquisite interlude, for giving him time to recover, to let anticipation build again.

“Are you thirsty?” I murmured, tilting my head, brushing my lips along his jaw. “Should I bring us another drink, Brad?”

He groaned softly, shifting just enough that I could feel the possibility of him, heavy and languid between my thighs. “Didn’t we leave two glasses half-finished downstairs?”

A smile twisted on my lips—slow, knowing. “Exactly. Would you like me to go down and get them? Or do you want to keep me right here, wrapped around you a little longer?”

He smiled, the corners of his mouth curling in that irresistible, boyish way. “You don’t have to move a muscle. Let me—just relax here, indulge yourself in that delicious afterglow.”

I sank deeper into the pillowy mattress, a smile tugging at my lips. “So gallant—thank you. Those orgasms…mm, they were exquisite, Brad.”

He slowly withdrew from me, his softening cock slipping out with a wet, sticky release that left me aching for more, already missing the gentle fullness. I watched as he disappeared downstairs, only to return moments later, our freshened glasses of wine balanced carefully in his hands. The heady, sweet aroma of the drink promised a languid decadence, and we sat naked side by side atop the rumpled sheets, giggling shamelessly—two lovers with nothing to hide, baring more than our bodies to the afternoon sunlight.

We traded soft words, moist lips still tingling, but as the minutes ticked by my craving eased back into focus—a slow, burning impatience coiling in my belly. My fingers began to wander over his thigh, teasing deliberately, the pads of my fingertips dancing toward his cock and curling possessively around his shaft. As I stroked, he thickened in my hand, a promise of more pleasure swelling between us. I watched his eyelids grow heavy with anticipation.

Taking the glass from his fingers, I set it aside, then grinned hungrily before pushing him backward. I trailed kisses down his chest, my breath feathering over his skin. Climbing astride him, I straddled his hips, the wet heat of my sex hovering just above his hardening length. My body ached, wet and ready, and as he stiffened beneath me, I didn’t hesitate—I slid down and enveloped him with a moan, savoring the delicious friction as I filled myself again.

We moved together in a slow, lazy rhythm, rocking and grinding, my hips twisting just enough to find every pulsing sweet spot. There was no urgency, just a luxurious savoring of every inch, every trembling sensation. My climax took me twice, rolling over me in thick, intoxicating waves. But hunger built with each crest, an ache that finally demanded more.

With a desperate whimper, I began to ride him harder, need guiding every movement—my nails dug into his shoulders as I bucked and bounced atop him. The slap of my flesh echoed in the room, his groans lost in my hair as he surged deep inside. Suddenly, he shuddered, fingers clawing at my back, hips surging upward as he spilled hot and hard within me, a molten flood that sent aftershocks racing through my core.

Breathless, I collapsed atop him, boneless and giddy, his arms drawing me tight across his chest. I felt his cock soften inside me, but neither of us moved, clinging to the last remnants of that luscious connection. His skin was slick with our mingled sweat and the heady, slick mess between my thighs. Wrapped in his warmth, my eyelids fluttered and—before I knew it—I drifted off, content and utterly spent.

I was startled awake by a gentle motion beneath me, vague confusion giving way to the delightful reality of Brad’s body tangled with mine. My heart stuttered as I glanced at the glowing clock—3pm. Had I truly slept for two hours, sprawled naked and sticky on this man? Embarrassed, I propped myself up on one elbow.

“Oh Brad, I’m a terrible hostess—I didn’t mean to fall asleep on you like that, I swear.” My cheeks flushed, embarrassment and satisfaction mingling dangerously together. “It’s just, two more orgasms and my body just… collapsed.”

He grinned, wrapping an arm around me, voice warm and languid. “You feel incredible, Lisa. Really—I liked it. You trusted me enough to drift off, and I just closed my eyes too.”

I laughed softly, shifting to ease my weight off his chest. The sheets told the story of our afternoon, damp with our combined desire—a messy, delightful reminder. “Oh god, look at this… We’ve left our mark everywhere.”

He grinned sheepishly, his voice a low, rough rumble. “Yeah, that’s me. Carla’s always teasing me about how much I shoot every time. Sorry for the mess.” 

I brushed off his apology with a soft laugh, slipping my fingers along the rumpled, damp sheets. “That’s nothing to apologize for. These sheets were begging for a change anyway.” Still, a sly curiosity unfurled inside me as I reclined against the pillows, taking in the languid, satisfied man beside me. He’d completed his wifely assignment—and so beautifully, had left my limbs trembling and satiated. But was he already planning to dash off, or had Carla set some silent timer for his return? “So, Brad... when does your wife expect you back home?” 

He smiled, his eyes trailing over my naked, flushed skin. “No strict orders. She just said to stay until you’re truly happy. Tell me, Lisa—are you happy yet?” 

His question made me flush hot, a pulse of gratitude at their generous, wicked arrangement fluttering in my core. I managed a reassuring smile, not daring to voice my tug of uncertainty. “Yes, I’m happy, trust me.” I probably could have ended it then, content and spent, but etiquette—and a whisper of lingering desire—held me in place. 

Brad’s gaze darkened with unmistakable intent. “How about one more round before I go? I’m sure I could get hard for you again.” It was clear, suddenly, this was Brad’s wish, not Carla’s scripted scenario where I played the lead. 

My response, a steady “Of course, Brad,” lacked some of the earlier sparkle, but he didn’t seem to notice—or care. 

He suggested we wash off the remnants of our earlier frenzy, and there was something deliciously intimate about the way we lathered each other under the scalding stream. I massaged his cock with slippery, soapy hands until he thickened beneath my fingers, and he slid his hands over my body, exploring every inch and hidden fold with teasing dexterity. 

Dripping wet, we dried each other slowly—warm towels drawn across skin still tingling and sensitive—then made our way back to the bed, only after I swapped the sheets for fresh ones crisp against our limbs. 

Perhaps it was exhaustion, perhaps fondness, but this time, the sex was different. Brad’s pace was gentle, almost reverent, lips brushing mine between unhurried thrusts, soft hands tracing reverent paths along my ribs and hips. I’d wanted raw, unbridled heat, but what he gave was an endless, liquid tenderness—soothing, deep, romantic. And yet, even in this lazy rhythm, pleasure rippled through me again, coaxing another pair of orgasms from my exhausted body. 

After what felt like ages, with sweat damp on my lower back and his cock still buried inside, Brad suddenly halted. He glanced down at me, mischief flickering in his eyes. “Would you finish what you started earlier—the way you did before?” 

I understood at once, sliding down his body—the taste of myself still on his cock, slick and intoxicating. I opened wide, taking him deep, my mouth moving with hungry intent. He groaned, hips arching as I licked and sucked him, every salty, wet inch, swallowing him again and again, until he finally erupted, spilling down my throat. I didn’t stop—couldn’t—until he was utterly spent, his fingers tangled in my hair, my mouth claiming every pulse and drop of him. 

By the end, my body hummed, every need satisfied, every secret itch soothed; ready, finally, to face whatever new week awaited on the other side of this glorious Sunday surrender.

Brad and I lingered together in the growing hush of my bedroom, our bare skin cooling as the charged heat between us slowly faded. The spell had been broken; passion’s afterglow gave way to that familiar awkwardness, as if we’d both become painfully aware that, beyond these tangled sheets, we were little more than acquaintances tangled up by circumstance and desire. What was Carla’s husband—no longer my wild lover, but just Brad, ordinary Brad—doing in my bed?

He broke the silence first, his voice soft, thick with resignation. “I should go,” he murmured, already gathering his clothes from the foot of the bed. I reclined back against the pillows, the cool linen pressing against my skin as I watched him put himself back together—buttoning, zipping, each layer restoring him to the Brad who had arrived meek and unsure, before all the boundaries melted away.

Fully dressed, he paused by my bedside, bending down to lay a gentle kiss on my cheek, the intimacy of it tempered by a trace of awkward gratitude. “Thank you, Lisa. I hope I did what Carla wanted.”

I turned slightly, directing his lips away from my own, offering him my cheek instead. “Tell Carla thank you, too,” I replied, my tone light and maybe a touch dismissive, as if fending off the guilt warming unexpectedly in my chest. Was I too cold? My lips twitched into a friendly smile—enough to soothe his ego but nothing more. “You did well, Brad… let Carla know it worked.”

The relief in his eyes made me smile, too—he even looked proud. He pressed his lips once more to my cheek, then straightened, hesitating at the bedroom door. “Stay there, you look so comfortable. I’ll let myself out.”

I watched his silhouette recede, crossing the room with a last, hesitant glance. Brad paused at the edge of the hallway, a glimmer of hope tightening his voice. “Same time next Sunday?”

Was this honestly part of Carla’s grand arrangement, or just Brad trying his luck? I met his eyes and shook my head, barely hiding my amusement. “I don’t think so, Brad,” I teased, a final flicker of mischief in my eyes. “But I’ll call Carla.”

No, as sweetly as this tangled tryst had played out, I wasn’t aching for a repeat—at least, not with him. My desires wandered elsewhere now. Josh… oh, Josh was another story altogether.

Chapter Four

I had cleared my calendar for Mark’s return—cancelled all my usual distractions, including that luscious young man I hired to handle my lawn, my pool, and, most importantly, my aching body. On Monday, with Mark’s tentative awakening from his coma weighing on my conscience, I cancelled on Josh again, that eager, delicious student I’d intended to entertain every week, three times over, until Mark was back on his feet.

But after Brad’s thorough efforts on Sunday, my body’s urgent ache had gentled, replaced by the pressing call of responsibility. Guilt and loyalty steered me to the hospital instead, my lips wistfully silent as I dialed Josh. His disappointment was palpable, stretching across the line and making my heart clench. I almost felt sorry for letting him down—he’d sounded so hopeful, anticipating the carnal pleasures I’d promised when I first hired him: my youthful Adonis, there for my indulgence.

But reality cut through my reverie. I needed to remind myself—Josh was here for my pleasure, and the thrill of servicing an older woman, plus a little cash in his pocket, were more than any college boy could expect. That was the deal. I owed him nothing more than the chance to worship my body… and whatever he got out of it was, for him, just an intoxicating bonus.

No matter how thoroughly Brad had appeased the hungry ache within me, a gnawing guilt still haunted my thoughts—the inescapable shame of surrendering myself to not just one, but two lovers to bridge the void Mark’s absence had pressed upon my life. That restlessness tangled with my conscience as I spent the entirety of Monday at the hospital, devoted to my recovering husband. Mark was showing real progress, his complexion less pale, his aura a faint echo of the man I missed so deeply. The doctors’ updates sent a flutter of hope through me; with some luck, in as little as two weeks, Mark would be able to come home. The idea that my solitary bed was only weeks away from never being empty again sent a warm shiver across my skin—but as hope-filled as that prospect was, it remained a minimum, nothing promised.

I tried to steel myself for the long wait ahead, but I knew hunger—my body, still thrumming from Brad’s touch, confessed a need that wouldn’t soften so easily. The notion of waiting weeks before Mark could claim me again filled me with a desperate longing, an impatient ache throbbing low in my belly. Josh’s particular brand of therapy still beckoned—a fantasy I hadn’t quite let go of, something I desperately wanted to surrender to again. I recognized my tryst with Brad for what it was: an indulgence that felt unnatural, a jarring collision of old friendships and raw desire. I’d known Brad only as Carla’s husband, a man who hovered at the fringes of our social circle, someone Mark was always wary of but never quite respected. Sleeping with him for Carla’s sake was an intoxicating, yet unsettling, collision with the forbidden—one I now felt better tucked away as a rare anomaly, never to be repeated.

At least, with Josh, I could convince myself the line was clean—detached. Before our first night, he’d been a stranger, nothing but a beautiful body to use and forget, and when Mark returned, he’d slip out of my life as discreetly as he’d entered it. There would be no awkward reunions, no reminders, no reason for Mark to ever suspect.

Late that Sunday, Carla phoned, her voice rich with a tension she tried to mask with the casualness of small talk. Of course she’d pressed Brad for every sordid detail—as if my body were an experiment, or perhaps a gift she’d unwrapped vicariously through her husband. Polite as ever, I dodged her probing, assuring her we’d catch up later in the week, my tone intentionally vague. She called again Monday, her curiosity obviously mounting, but I let her down softly—told her I was quietly holding Mark’s hand at his bedside, and, with my husband so near, now wasn’t the time to dredge up the aftermath of our clandestine encounter.

But delaying Carla was only useful for so long. By Tuesday morning, the pressure had grown thick in the air between us. I rang her to arrange lunch, promising an update on Mark’s condition first—a buffer I knew she’d have to wade through before she could get to what she really craved: the lurid details. Her voice, though couched in sympathy, couldn’t fully conceal her impatience; it shimmered with thirst for gossip, for confession, for the thrill of hearing how her plan to share her husband had played out in my bed. The anticipation sizzled between us, raw and unrestrained.

And when I finally slid into the chair across from her at the café, Carla’s face brightened, her fascination barely contained. She barely waited before pouncing, her questions tumbling out breathless and eager, "So Lisa, tell me—how was it? How did you feel, what was Brad like, and what was going through your head when you realized he was on your doorstep, being offered to you like that? God, there’s so much I need to know. You have to spill everything."

“Hold on, Carla—let’s at least order lunch first, can we?” I tried to steady my voice, aware of the hunger growing in her eyes—though it was anything but for food.

She waved away my protest with an impatient flick of her hand, all but squirming across the little table. “Forget eating, Lisa. I need to hear every detail, right now. The suspense is killing me. Please, just start—don’t hold back.”

With a reluctant sigh, I surrendered myself to her insistent curiosity, the memory already tingling under my skin. “Fine. I got home from the hospital, it was somewhere close to eleven. I saw a car in the driveway—one I recognized but couldn’t quite place at first. The whole way up the path, I was racking my brain, trying to figure out who it belonged to. My curiosity was burning by the time I opened the gate.”

“Yes—your place is so secluded, I can imagine you’d have to walk right up before you could see anything,” she pressed, her eyes gleaming, hanging on every word.

“Exactly. And then—there was Brad. Alone. Out of everyone I might have expected to find on my porch that morning, your husband would have been last on my list. He looked… nervous, almost, but determined.”

Carla practically vibrated across the table, her pupils blowing wide. “God, the anticipation. What did you think? What went through your mind?”

“He told me he was there because you’d sent him. Which immediately struck me as odd—why would you send him to me, alone, instead of coming with him yourself? It felt… loaded. So I pushed him to explain. That’s when he handed me your note, said to read it and everything would make sense.”

“Honestly, Lisa—did you have any idea what I was up to?”

I met her smoldering gaze and let a sly smile curl my lips. “Carla, I’d be lying if I said it hadn’t crossed my mind, even just for a flash. I remembered the way you sometimes talk about your fantasies, how you hinted at things after I confided my… situation. A part of me absolutely believed you were wild and uninhibited enough to orchestrate something like this.”

“Oh my god, I love that you know me so well,” she gasped, one hand pressed to her chest, the other trembling against her glass.

“I welcomed Brad in. He sat on the sofa looking just a little bit out of place, and I sat opposite, heart thudding, and tore open that letter.”

“So?” Carla’s voice was a husky whisper—almost reverent.

“It was so perfectly crazy, only you would dare dream it up,” I confessed, heat skittering along my spine. “Unpredictable, bold, and deliciously tempting. Entirely you.”

She grinned wickedly. “I’ll take that as the highest compliment.”

I pulled my shoulders in, feeling a tremor ripple along my backbone as memories flickered hot across my skin. "I read every last word, Carla… but for the longest moment I couldn't bear to lift my gaze to Brad. There was a tight, breathless tension curling in me—nervous isn't even close. I felt exposed, uncertain, utterly off-balance. Because here was your husband—a man I was friendly with, but intimacy with him was always danced around, never touched. Yet today, he'd arrived on your instructions, carrying an invitation that asked me to take him, to use him, in a way my body had ached for but my mind stumbled over. It was dazzling and terrifying for a woman deprived as I was.” My voice shook with the memory, heated and electric. “I must have read your letter half a dozen times, each word burrowing deeper, daring me to believe this could actually happen, that it wouldn’t destroy the fragile threads of your marriage or mine. Suddenly, all I could think was—how do you start something like this? Should I be brazen—stride over and perch myself in his lap, maybe even tug open his fly so I could lower onto him, right there? It was exhilarating, impossible to settle my heartbeat. That was honestly the most daunting part—making the decision was one thing, but crossing that first line… breaking the ice… that felt like leaping into fire.”

Carla gasped, liking every detail. “I get it, I really do. I suppose I didn’t imagine that moment clearly enough. In my mind, I just pictured you sitting together—one kiss and the rest would just unravel on its own.”

A slow, sensual smile curled my lips. “In a way, that’s what happened, but it wasn’t instant. I poured us both a glass of wine, to steady my shaking fingers, then slipped in close beside him. Brad, for all his confidence, looked awkward too—he actually asked, almost boyish, how we should begin. I turned it back to him—‘What would you do if it was Carla on this sofa?’ He told me he'd kiss you… so I whispered for him to kiss me.” My pulse thumped, the memory vivid.

“Attagirl!” Carla purred indulgently.

“It all flowed from that first kiss. It was slow, delicate at first, a shy uncurling. But soon, hands were wandering, lips parting, bodies shifting closer, and before long Brad’s mouth was travelling lower—he was between my thighs, his tongue drawing tight moans from my lips while I sprawled back across the sofa, desperate and cramped but too far gone to care. When release came, it hit fierce and raw. But after that, I just needed more—the ache inside demanded a real bed, room to unravel every pent-up hunger. So I led him into my bedroom.”

Carla arched an eyebrow, her voice a silk tease. “You skipped past your first orgasm, Lisa! Don’t be shy. Brad is exceptional—you know I know—was it as good as I promised?”

I smirked, heat fanning in my cheeks. “You already interrogated him, didn’t you?” I laughed softly. “Let’s just say it was unforgettable, Carla. What you and Brad did for me was beautiful. I had more orgasms than I can count and I finally feel—alive again. Now, can we please order lunch?”

She grinned wickedly. “Oh, we can eat. But I’m not promising to let you off the hook—I want every detail, all through lunch.”

She meant it, too—I could see it in her gleaming eyes. And I just knew, this favor she and Brad gave me was going to be a delicious, lingering memory she’d never allow me to forget.

By the time Wednesday rolled around, my body was burning with anticipation for Josh, my desire humming deep inside me—a raw ache that throbbed defiantly after three long days. My encounter with Brad had left every inch of me alive and aching for more, but those fleeting moments had only stoked the hunger, not satisfied it. Three days without that delicious, shuddering release felt almost torturous; my craving was a live wire simmering just beneath my skin.

I picked up the phone the instant the house quieted—kids off to school, time slipping luxuriously through my fingers. The clock read barely 8:30, but my mind was already wandering to the taste of Josh’s mouth, the press of his eager body melting into mine. My heart tapped out a frantic rhythm as I dialed him, forcing myself to sound calm. “Josh, is that you?”

His voice came back edged with doubt, a flicker of uncertainty making me tense. “Mrs. Mitchell… I don’t know if I can do this anymore.”

Ice stabbed through me. “What? Oh God, don’t say that, Josh—we had an understanding, didn’t we? Isn’t this working?”

“But you keep cancelling, Mrs. Mitchell. I worked myself up, cleared my schedule to be what you wanted—where you wanted—on your terms. And then, every time, you call to back out. Maybe I should stick with reliable work, pool jobs and lawns that don’t disappear at the last minute.”

Panic fluttered in my chest. I pressed the phone tighter, lowering my voice in a husky plea. “Don’t give up on me, Josh. I know, I canceled Friday and Monday, and I’m sorry. The hospital called—I had no choice. I’m not flaking on you today. Quite the opposite, actually.” I let my tone become warm, intimate, seductive. “Today, I need you, darling. I’m so unbearably ready for you—to feel you, taste you, have you right where I want you. I won’t say all the filthy things I’m longing to do to you, not over the phone. But hear this: I need you hard, Josh. I need you ruthless, with nothing held back.”

A thrill buzzed along the phone line. He responded, voice already thick with desire, “Oh Mrs. Mitchell, that’s not going to be a problem. God, just listening to your voice, I can already feel myself…”

I cut him off, savoring the tension straining between us, desperate to see how far I could push him. “That’s perfect, Josh. Now, when can you be here?”

“Right now, if you’ll have me.”

An eager smile curled my lips. “Yeah, I could definitely handle you right now.”

His dedication tugged at me, so I let my concern show—but couldn’t resist keeping it teasing. “Don’t skip your classes for me. I want you—badly—but your future matters.”

He was breathless, his resolve relinquished. “No worries. I only have lectures at three and six. Plenty of time.”

My pulse thrummed with anticipation. “Good. Then come over now. Actually,” I caught myself, playful as I savored the game, “wait. Give me one hour, not a moment more. I want a long bubble bath—a slow, luxurious soak—so my skin is soft and scented and perfect for my beautiful young stud. Come in exactly one hour, use the back path. I’ll leave the key in a jar on the table by the pool. Let yourself in,” my words dropped to a sultry whisper, “and come upstairs to the main bathroom. I’ll be upstairs… naked and waiting, just for you.”

I let the hot water envelop me, adding the scented bath mixture until foamy waves roiled and shimmied across the surface—thick, pearlescent bubbles climbing the sides of our lush oval spa tub. The air tingled with anticipation; every muscle in my body thrummed with excitement for the tryst ahead—a forbidden, exhilarating rendezvous with this cocky, irresistible boy nearly two decades my junior. I couldn’t help myself. The wicked thrill of preparing for him, wanting him, had me infusing seduction into every move. As I padded softly from the bedroom, I dropped sensual clues: a silk stocking here at the landing, my slinky black cami trailing behind, followed by the delicate promise of a low-cut bra, garter belt, and a tangle of skimpy panties, all leading straight to the bathroom—a seductive treasure trail for Josh to follow, guaranteeing he wouldn’t miss the way.

My heart kicked up as the clock clicked to half past nine. Downstairs, I caught the faint shuffle of footsteps—hesitant, then purposeful—then stillness, making my breath hitch. The bathroom door edged open. There, framed by frosted morning light, stood Josh. Naked. Utterly unashamed. His youthful body was tanned, sculpted, trailing droplets down muscled abs, his cock already swollen and bold, standing straight and needy. He grinned, cheeks flushed as he lifted his chin, a fresh, masculine scent lingering around him. “I left my shorts out in the hall with all your lingerie,” he murmured, voice husky and thick with want.

I raked my gaze over every inch of him—his raw energy, that cock stiff with anticipation, the memory of how well it had filled me. I smiled wickedly, heat pulsing under my skin. “That’s exactly how I wanted you. Perfect, Josh. Come and join me—the water’s just right.” The words rolled off my tongue, velvet-smooth, curling around my excitement as I patted the surface invitingly.

Josh swung a leg over the edge, strong thighs flexing, and slid into the swirling warmth, bubbles climbing his body as his skin shivered with pleasure. Desire surged through me, blurring restraint—I reached under the boiling froth, closing my eager grip around his cock below the surface. The hardness, the silky tension beneath my palm, sent a thrill racing up my spine. My hunger for sex was a fever—relentless, sweetly torturous, an addiction I would not fight.

“Come here—kiss me,” I whispered, my voice trembling with desperation. He inched closer, water slicking our skins together, the heat and foam making every point of contact sizzle. His mouth took mine, heady and urgent, kissing me deep until my lips parted, helpless to his delicious, bold tongue. I melted under him, my breasts pressed against his solid chest, longing to be utterly claimed by his youth and power.

His cock teased at the apex of my thighs, slipping between my pussy lips, making me squirm and arch, hungry to welcome him inside. But Josh was wicked—he teased mercilessly, rubbing against me, then cruelly pulling away, drawing out my ragged, eager moans.

Panting, I broke the kiss, fumbled blindly along the bath’s rim and found the spa button. With a pulse, jets came to life beneath us, sending torrents of hot water surging from every direction, stirring the bubbles and my senses into wild overdrive. I shifted, positioning my throbbing pussy straight over a jet, the stream crashing deliciously into my clit. Sensation exploded, so intense I almost sobbed with pleasure, gripping the edge of the tub.

“God—this is instant orgasm,” I gasped, letting my head fall back in shameless ecstasy. Josh watched, his eyes glazed, his chest heaving, as I pleasured myself with abandon, the sight—our chemistry, our heat—lighting a slow, relentless fire that promised we were far from done.

His words, tinged with playful jealousy, made me laugh, the sound bubbling up just like the water caressing my skin. “Looks like I’m not needed,” he said, voice thick with mock resentment. But I was far too caught up in the delirious sensation of the jet pulsing directly on my sensitive, aching clit. My hips bucked wildly of their own accord, thrashing beneath the water as the pleasure seized me, overwhelming and raw. I let go completely, shameless in my ecstasy, my body shuddering as waves of orgasm erupted through me, my cries lost in the lazy hum of the spa.

I turned to him then, my lips yearning for his taste, desperate for the fullness only he could bring. “Oh, please don’t pout, Josh,” I whispered, inching closer, my voice a husky invitation. “You know I need you—God, I need you so much more than the spa could ever offer. That was just a spark, but you… you’re the fire. Make me burn, Josh. I want you to set me alight again.”

His mouth captured mine roughly and then, under the veil of foaming bubbles, I felt his cock press insistently at my entrance—thick, hot, impossibly hard—gliding between my slick folds before slipping inside me. I moaned into his mouth, greedy and hungry, winding my arms and legs around his body, locking us together. Beneath the swirling aqua embrace, he thrust into me, his cock driving deeper each time, pushing me up against the smooth edge of the tub. The jets still pummeled against us, wild and chaotic, adding to the throbbing pressure. I surrendered to the rhythm he set, losing myself in sensation as Josh fucked me through one soul-stealing climax, and then another—each peak more soaring, more devastating than the last. It was perfect, so right, feeling him fill me, his body hard and desperate against mine.

He cried out as he finally let go, spilling inside me, and we drifted together in the hazy warmth, tangled, utterly sated, the water swirling around our sweat-slicked bodies. Eventually, the spa jets slowed and fell silent, leaving only our breathless quiet and the lazy throb of afterglow. Grinning, we hauled ourselves out and took turns toweling one another off, a dance of soft laughter, gentle touches, and whispered teases.

Wrapped in each other’s arms, we stumbled to my bed, and there, we let the hours melt away—fingers exploring, lips trailing, our bodies moving with delicious languor. Pleasure ebbed and flowed between us, gentle caresses turning urgent, teasing kisses deepening into something frantic and needy, until we were both lost in one last glorious, frenzied fuck just as the midday sun reached its brightest. Only then did exhaustion claim me, leaving me in a heavy, satisfied doze while Josh padded downstairs to attend to the pool—quiet, capable, careful as always.

It became our routine, that secret rhythm: his visits timed perfectly, my anticipation building with every message. Friday, then Monday, Wednesday, another Friday—always the promise of him. When Carla phoned, her voice sly, asking if I’d like Brad again, I politely made excuses, batting away her persistence.

“I can’t believe you’re turning down Brad,” she teased, sounding incredulous. “You need it, Lisa—or are you secretly climbing the walls?”

I laughed, a lie easily slipping past my lips. “It’s not good, Carla. I’m just coping.” But the truth was deliciously secret—Josh had become my escape, my salvation, my secret fix. I hadn’t felt so thoroughly, blissfully ravished in years, not since before Mark’s last trip. My body was humming and alive, completely satisfied. But I knew—intimately—that Josh would remain my wicked little secret. I couldn’t bear to confess, not even to Carla, how far I’d gone to satisfy myself.

She pressed again, generous and a little wicked herself. “Come on, let Brad and I handle your cravings.”

“No,” I said softly but firmly, unwilling to let anyone else complicate my carefully constructed, sinful world. “Mark would never approve—and honestly, neither would I.”

Monday heralded the start of another week, and with it, Josh’s now-familiar presence in my bed. Seven days since that first wicked encounter, and he’d swiftly become my most delicious addiction—an intoxicating secret I knew I’d have to relinquish when Mark finally returned. That awareness gnawed at me even as the memory of Josh’s warm hands faded, replaced by a languid ache that kept me grinning all morning. After Josh departed, I slipped into the shower, letting soothing water rinse away every trace of our lust, then wrapped myself in clothes far more reserved than the skin I’d worn for him.

It was time to visit Mark at the hospital, as I had for three long weeks since his accident. When I arrived, he greeted me with eyes bright for the first time in ages. He didn’t even wait for me to sit before announcing, “The doctors are letting me out tomorrow.” The words made my heart stutter with relief—I’d missed him desperately, craved the stability of his arms around me, even if my body had sought its pleasures elsewhere.

In the hush of his private room, I walked over and leaned down, kissing him softly—first sweet, then hungry as years of need welled up in me. Emboldened by our privacy and the comfort of our old rituals, my hand slipped beneath the hospital blanket, finding him now free from the indignity of a catheter. My fingers curled lovingly around his cock, warm and already firming with anticipation. I had managed my own yearning in his absence, indulging in Josh’s relentless appetite several times a week, but nothing compared to the familiar weight of Mark’s erection in my palm.

With a practiced, secret caress, I stroked him slowly, teasing out his desire with whisper-soft fingers even as nurses moved in and out just beyond the curtain. Pleasure flickered across his face—a flush blooming along his cheeks, lips parting, eyes glimmering with recognition of what he’d been missing. I saw how much he needed this, how much he’d longed for the touch and the release only I could give him.

He opened his eyes, voice strained, yet playful. “Careful love, we should behave—hospital rules.” But I wasn’t inclined to behave. The thrill of possibly being caught only sharpened my excitement, my strokes growing more assertive. I dragged my palm over his slick tip, spreading the bead of pre-cum around the sensitive crown, and he bit down hard on his lower lip, desperate to keep his moans silent.

His hips pressed up into my fist, chest heaving as he teetered on the edge. Behind me, the curtain rustled—a nurse poked her head in only to squeak, “Oh, sorry Mark!” before hurriedly excusing herself. I barely registered her—I was focused wholly on Mark, savoring the tension etched in every muscle of his face as climax overtook him.

Just as he reached his peak, I swirled my palm over the head of his cock, catching his warm release as it spilled hot across my skin—the first in weeks. For a moment, the whole ward seemed hushed, filled only by Mark’s ragged breathing and the secret, sticky evidence of our connection hidden under the sterile white sheets.

Watching the tremors of rapture ripple through Mark, I became utterly mesmerized by the raw ecstasy on his face as his cock pulsed, spilling his heat into the cradle of my waiting palm. I lingered, savoring the feel of every twitch and jet, collecting each drop of his release with devotion. Slowly, I withdrew my hand from beneath the cover, heart thrumming as I lifted it to my lips, my gaze locked with his—hungry, daring. With a deliberate, decadent sweep of my tongue, I gathered the warm, salty essence from my skin, tasting him, claiming him right there in that sterile hospital room. Mark’s mouth curled into a wicked, grateful smile, his eyes heavy with appreciation. “God, that’s sexy,” he murmured, a hoarse warmth in his voice that made my pulse skip.

It was lovely to lose myself in the comfort of Mark’s presence, sharing quiet moments of anticipation, mapping out the simple pleasures of his return home and how we might celebrate. Yet beneath the hopeful chatter, a faint tension brewed inside me—a bittersweet ache for the truth I was now forced to face. Mark would be home tomorrow; my lover, my husband, would finally be back in my arms. Which meant, inevitably, it was time for Josh to step aside. Whatever pleasure, whatever healing solace he’d brought me during Mark’s absence, there was no space for him anymore.

A knot of guilt formed as I realized I would not see Josh again before the change. Our scheduled time together wasn’t until Wednesday—much too late. I couldn't simply fire off a cold text or end things with impersonal finality over the phone; it felt wrong, cruel, after all he’d given so selflessly. I owed him more than that—gentleness, honesty, perhaps even one last bittersweet embrace to mark the end of our heated affair.

I dialed his number, needing to hear his voice one final time, hoping for some comfort in the familiar cadence. But his phone rang unanswered, diverting to voicemail. I remembered him talking about a packed day of lectures. I’d only been tangled with him this morning—how could I forget the feel of his young body against mine, the bright flush on his cheeks as he finished inside me? It was all still so vivid in my mind.

It was just after five when his name lit up my phone. His voice was bright, relaxed, full of easy affection. No wonder—he’d spent the morning buried in my body, sated and high on pleasure. “Hey, what’s up?” came his easy, boyish greeting.

“I need to see you, Josh. When are you finished with your classes today?”

“Not until nine tonight,” he replied with a groan.

“Oh, that’s late,” I murmured, torn by longing and regret.

His tone sharpened with concern. “Everything okay, Mrs. Mitchell?”

“I just…” A shiver of vulnerability threaded through my words. “I need to see you. Not just talk—I want to feel you, Josh. You, with me. I need that tonight.”

He laughed softly, teasing. “Wow, sounds urgent. Don’t tell me—you’re pregnant?”

I couldn’t help but let out a strangled, incredulous laugh at that, even as something inside me twisted. “Oh God, no, Josh. As tempting and wonderful as the idea of your child would be.” The words slipped out before I could stop them—far too intimate, far too real.

His voice gentled. “So, what is it then? Why can’t you tell me now?”

My chest tightened. I had to tell him, even though I longed to wait until I could break the truth as our bodies entangled one last time. “Mark is coming home,” I said softly, feeling the fissure of loss beginning to split between us.

“Oh.” The disappointment in his voice bruised me, making the reality ache even more.

“I saw him today—the doctors just gave him the news. Josh, I need to see you, before everything changes. Before he’s home and our world shifts back.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow. I’ll be bringing him home tomorrow.”

“That’s so soon—we never have any time,” he whispered, frustration buried in his tone. “I wasn’t supposed to see you again until Wednesday…”

“Yes, I know, and I’m sorry, but I have to cancel Wednesday,” I confessed, my throat tightening around the words I couldn’t quite say yet—how it wouldn’t just be Wednesday, but every tender, breathless day after.

His silence lingered, the air between us thick with everything I couldn’t voice. “Should I come by after my lecture tonight?” Josh asked, quiet hope lacing his voice.

My longing leapt inside me, craving him one last, reckless night, yet reality pressed against my desire. “Oh, Josh, I want that more than I can say, but my—Mark’s kids are home tonight. Always are. If they were to see you…” The idea of discovery sent a prickle up my spine, both thrilling and impossibly risky.

He let out a resigned exhale. “And I can’t invite you over. Not with my flatmates around. It’d be—awkward. All those shared walls. I don’t want to embarrass you.”

His thoughtfulness made me ache—one of the many reasons I couldn’t just let him go coldly. “I appreciate that, Josh. But what if…” I pulled in a breath, my voice trembling with resolve and anticipation. “What if I found us somewhere private instead—a hotel, just for tonight? Will you stay? Can you be mine, just for these precious last hours?” My voice dropped lower. “I need to feel you again. Skin on skin, before everything changes.”

A slow pause, then his warm agreement filtered through the line. “Yeah, I think that could work. But won’t your step-kids wonder if you don’t come home at all?”

I found myself smiling, emboldened by this reckless edge teetering between lies and longing. “They’ll cope. I’ll make up something—say I’m spending the night with Carla, my best friend. Let them wonder. Tonight is all about us, just us, Josh. One last time.” I repeated the words, my heart fluttering painfully at the finality. ‘Last time.’

He exhaled softly, a little smile in his words. “Alright. A real night to remember, Mrs. Mitchell.”

I almost corrected him, wanted to hear my own name pass his lips. But the way he said it—Mrs. Mitchell—had become its own private caress, the edge of taboo sparking between us. I liked how it felt—a wicked little secret.

“I’ll head into the city, find us a hotel, something perfect,” I promised, breathing a little easier with a plan in motion. “As soon as I have everything, I’ll text you the address and room number.”

He sounded lighter, excitement creeping into his words. “Perfect. I’ll finish my lecture and be there by half past nine.”

When the call ended, my pulse ticked with nervous anticipation. Tonight, I would send him off with a night worthy of all the stolen hours we’d shared. I ran a bath, watching the fragrant bubbles rise and break against my skin, luxuriating in the warm embrace. I lingered, memories of Josh’s hands toweling me dry flooding back, heat curling low inside me.

Afterwards, wrapped in a towel, I prowled through my bedroom, opening my lingerie drawer. For every tryst with Josh before, I’d worn so little—bikinis slipped off in haste or nothing at all, breathless and bare. But tonight would be different, a decadent farewell. I sifted through silk and lace, searching for the most irresistible set I owned, determined to make our final night shimmer, unforgettable—a gift of myself never to be repeated.

Concealed underneath the delicious secrecy of my lustrous black dress—the very one I’d chosen all those weeks ago, wrapped in a haze of promise and celebration—I wore only the most decadent lingerie, delicate and daring, chosen exclusively to seduce Josh. My every movement reminded me of the silky fabric grazing my skin, a private invitation pressed close against my flesh. I smoothed the dark dress over my thighs and glided into the living room, summoning all my composure to wish the kids goodnight, excitement flickering under my skin, almost too hot to contain.

They eyed my outfit with suspicion—a slinky dress and my highest heels, my hair styled in loose, effortless waves, lips painted in a flush of secret invitation. Before questions could become interrogations, I announced the carrot: their father would return tomorrow, and we’d all have dinner together. That news softened their curiosity. When they asked why I was so dressed up, I lied smoothly—saying Carla and I had plans for a late dinner, laughter and wine, sleepover included. My story seemed plausible enough; they smiled, wished me a good night, and I felt their relief that the family would soon be whole again. I kissed them each, careful not to linger, forcing my anticipation into a maternal smile.

The city was lit like a jewel when I drove to the hotel, my body humming between restraint and reckless hunger. I checked into a sumptuous room on the fifteenth floor, city lights twinkling seductively beyond the glass, the river dragging silver scars through the darkness. I pulled back the crisp, cool sheets—an act both ceremonial and sensual—then perched at the foot of the bed, legs elegantly crossed, and waited, every nerve ending alive with anticipation for my delicious, forbidden accomplice.

At precisely 9:35, a tentative knock shattered the hush. My heart leapt wildly. I swept to the door and pulled it open to reveal Josh, the flickering corridor light haloing his eager face. His gaze traveled the length of me—long legs glossy in sheer stockings, heels sharp and impossibly tall, hair fallen perfectly despite my amateur efforts, lips painted temptation. The raw desire in his face was almost too much to bear.

“Jesus, you look unreal. Like some impossible dream,” he whispered, awe-struck, his eyes hungry and wide.

“Don’t say I’m a fantasy,” I teased, opening my arms, inviting him into my world for this final night. As he stepped in, his embrace consumed me, solid and so achingly familiar. I tilted my face away from his chest, needing to look into his eyes as reality crashed over us.

“My sweet Josh, this ending hurts,” I confessed, voice trembling as fingers traced his jaw, memorizing him. “But we always knew this could never last forever. You have no idea what you’ve given me—how much you’ve soothed me, how you’ve held me together through the worst of storms. You were everything this morning… everything I needed to loosen the knots in my soul.”

I cupped his cheek, suddenly brave, surrendering the mask and giving him the night, my body, my desire. “Tonight, I want it to be about you, everything you’ve ever wanted, every craving, every secret. My body is yours—take whatever you wish. I want your pleasure—every shudder, every gasp, every raw, reckless fantasy. Tonight, I’ll make sure you remember me with every nerve ending, every breath.”

The expression that stole across Josh's face was almost reverent, the kind of wide-eyed, greedy wonder a boy might feel in a shop window packed with forbidden sweets. I slipped from the warmth of his embrace, threading my fingers through his and guiding him, with deliberate grace, to the king-sized bed that commanded the room. The excitement in the air was tangible, tensing and singing in my veins.

“Take a seat, darling,” I breathed, my voice sultry, teasing. He obeyed as though hypnotized, settling on the mattress, his hungry gaze never wavering from me.

“I want to start our night with a performance. Just for you.”

Josh answered with a dramatic little applause, boyish anticipation sparkling in his eyes.

“You’re eager, aren’t you?” I murmured, reveling in his keenness. “But since I’m about to lose all my modesty for your pleasure, I’d like to have a little preview from you. Unzip your pants for me, love. I want to watch you as I dance for you; let me see how much I affect you. Don’t worry, I’m being a proper lady—I’m politely calling it your penis, not your cock.”

He didn’t hesitate. His shaky hands fumbled briefly with his zipper, then he tugged down the fly and freed himself, his cock already thickening with anticipation even though the night was still so young.

“Seems I’m not the only one who’s impatient,” I teased in a low whisper. “It’s not even starting soft, is it?”

He let out a ragged laugh. “It’s been like this ever since your call. The instant you said you’d booked a hotel room... I haven’t been able to think of anything else.”

“That was hours ago,” I replied, my voice thickening with heat. “The fact that I can keep a young man hard for that long—well, it makes me feel sinfully powerful, Josh.” I drew closer, eyes locked on the provocative evidence of my effect on him. “But keep your hands off for now. I want to watch what my striptease does to you.”

Slowly, with theatrical deliberation, I dragged my palms down my hips, then slid them up, bunching my little black dress higher, exposing my thighs fraction by fraction. I didn’t look away from his erection—not for a moment. I wanted him to know that I saw exactly how I was unraveling him, every new inch of smooth skin drawing a visible reaction. His cock pulsed, twitching with anticipation.

I had made sure to stand where I could catch my own reflection in the wardrobe mirror behind him, locking eyes with myself and him simultaneously as I lifted the hem higher and higher. When the black band at the top of my stockings appeared, taut against my flesh, I knew he was transfixed. His cock surged, hardening further when the delicate flash of my garter straps slid into view.

I stilled, the dress hovering just shy of indecent, offering a tantalizing glimpse but still holding something back. Then I spun slowly, giving him a languid view from every angle—legs encased in shimmering nylon and high heels, my backside accentuated, curving out provocatively. The power coursed through me. I reveled in this delicious tension, knowing he was on the brink, spellbound by the promise of what was still to come.

“Hungry for more?” My voice dripped with mischief as my fingers continued their slow journey, inching my dress higher up my thighs. The freshly revealed skin—so soft and vulnerable between the satiny kiss of my stockings and the delicate edge of my panties—begged for his gaze. The garter straps disappeared coyly beneath the fabric, hinting at all the places his hands might travel but daring him not to.

Through the shimmering reflection behind him, I caught sight of my own desire. That thin scrap of lace—maroon with an intricate black trim—barely concealed the soft swell of my sex. I knew his eyes were devouring every glimpse, his cock twitching in clear anticipation, thick and bold in his lap. Still watching him, still intent on that delicious evidence of my effect, I lifted the dress higher, a final, languid tug exposing every detail of my briefs—so brief they left nothing to the imagination and promised everything.

Then I spun deliberately, turning to treat him to my backside. I arched forward, one hand braced on my thigh, accentuating the fullness of my arse—my cheeks perfectly cradled by the curve of those tight, lacy panties. I imagined the heat of his gaze rooting me to the spot, drinking me in. When I pivoted to face him again, the evidence was impossible to miss: his cock now stood proud and utterly rigid. Power pulsed through me; every inch of me awash in wicked satisfaction.

“So,” I teased, holding his eyes with mine, my voice laced with slow, sensual confidence, “do you think my tan does my legs justice?”

Josh’s answer came in a breathless rush: “Mrs. Mitchell, you have the sexiest legs—so beautiful and feminine.” Something raw and reverent vibrated in his tone.

I let my gaze roam down my body, then met his eyes, challenging him. “And what about my arse, Josh? Does it drive you wild?” I punctuated it with a suggestive little sway of my hips.

He swallowed, his voice tight with longing. “Yes, Mrs. M, it does. Your arse… I can’t stop staring at it. I feel like it could do so much more…”

My smirk deepened. “Is that right? What fantasies do you have?” I lowered my voice, intimate, coaxing him to confess.

He leaned in, almost whispering—a confession just for us. “I’ve never done anal. Not with anyone.” The admission fizzed between us, loaded with promise and vulnerability.

I drew closer, heat rising between my thighs. “You’re telling me you’d want to fuck my arse, Josh?” I let the words hang there, lazy and wicked. “Tonight is yours. Anything you desire.”

His eyes gleamed, their blue intensity alight, candid and needy. “Yes, Mrs. Mitchell. Please. I want to feel that—just once.”

A wave of delicious anticipation swept over me, my smile predatory, predestined. “It’s your lucky night then, darling. Anal is something I adore, and though Mark and I haven’t indulged much recently, old habits die hard. I even tossed a tube of lube in my purse—never leave home unprepared, right? No lube, no fun.”

He hesitated, cheeks flushed, eyes greedy for more. “And… there’s something else. You’ve started to go down on me before, but you’ve never let me finish.”

My tongue traced my lips deliberately, savoring the tension. “You want to cum in my mouth. Feel me swallow every last drop, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered, almost shaking with want. “God, I want that too.”

A pulse of pure power zipped down my spine. Tonight, all his fantasies would be laid out before him, ripe for the taking.

“Well, it’s a good thing I gave you plenty to choose from, isn’t it?” My voice purred with sultry confidence, knowing exactly how much I was driving him wild. “Looks like tonight’s going to be quite indulgent for you.”

Josh’s grin was wickedly boyish. “Only because of you, Mrs. Mitchell. This is all you.”

I let myself smile – slow, predatory. “I’m not one to cancel delicious promises, Josh. Merely pointing out the feast you’re planning. At this rate, my pussy might end up feeling a little neglected tonight.”

He shot me a cocky, almost defiant look. “Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure. I’ve got stamina. I’ll keep every inch of you plenty occupied.”

With a smirk, I toyed with my garter strap. “You’d better, darling. Now, where was I? Ah, yes… undressing for you – or rather, teasing you. I suppose it’s time to finally lose the dress, then let you see what your Mrs. Mitchell wore for your eyes only.”

Turning my back to Josh felt electric – every movement deliberate, my hips swaying as I eased backward to him, inviting him wordlessly. He understood, reaching eagerly to the zipper below my nape, his fingers cool and thrilling as they slowly drew it down the small of my back. The whisper of satin as I shimmied the sleeves off my shoulders made my breath catch, my chest rising, knowing he was about to see the secrets I wore underneath.

Facing him now, my dress slipping down to my hips, I savored the gaze he laid across my ample breasts, cupped perfectly by sheer maroon half-cups, black lace kissing the swells. I hooked my thumbs into the bunched fabric at my waist and danced it over my hips – slow, hypnotic – until the dress puddled around my ankles. I stood there, silken and exposed, the maroon-and-black set an illicit secret between us, my skin glowing against the stretch of black garters and stockings gripping my thighs.

Josh lifted his arms in silent invitation and I stepped closer, impossibly aware of his hunger. With a low, appreciative sound, he drew me into his arms, his lips finding the strip of bare skin between stocking and panty, nuzzling and kissing, while his warm hands molded around my ass, greedy, searching for more. He slipped under the edge of my panties, fingers stroking, urging me to surrender.

My hands tangled in his hair, anchoring him where I wanted his mouth most – pressed low against my abdomen, his lips parting the distance until I gasped, feeling his chin slide my panties down, baring me. His lips and tongue grazed my tender, swollen flesh, boldly questing until he found my clit, and I shuddered, heat coursing through me.

He worked my panties down until they joined the heap around my ankles. I stepped free, spreading my thighs open for his mouth, a silent please written in every trembling line of my body.

His tongue circled my clit, relentless and knowing, coaxing lightning-quick pleasure from my sensitive nub. My legs quivered uncontrollably, delicious tremors shooting up through my core. Waves of release built, inexorable, until my orgasm broke – sudden and overwhelming. My body bowed against him, hips arching, then slumping forward, my hands clinging to his shoulders for sweetness and support as pleasure flooded every nerve, leaving me breathless in his embrace.

When I finally steadied myself, my legs no longer weak from his delicious torment, I drew in a shaky breath and looked down at him, determined to reclaim my composure. “Josh, tonight is meant to be about you,” I told him, my voice low and sultry. “Everything we do should be for your pleasure, not just mine.”

A cheeky glint sparkled in his eyes. “Oh, but that was for my pleasure. Trust me, nothing excites me more than tasting you. I could lose myself between your thighs for hours—call it my own private research, if you want. You’re intoxicating."

His words made me laugh—a warm, genuine sound breezing between us. “You’re impossible. But sweet. You deserve a stunning, wild-hearted woman your age someday, someone who can keep up with you and leave you breathless.”

He just grinned, that youthful certainty radiating from him. “No rush, Mrs. Mitchell. I’m in no hurry.”

“That’s true. The whole world’s spread before you,” I murmured, reluctant to pull from his embrace, but craving more—wanting to bare myself completely, to watch his eyes drink in every inch of me.

I slipped away from his hands encircling my hips, stepping back from the edge of the bed. “You’re still distracting me, Josh,” I teased. “I’m not finished undressing. I want you to see every secret, every curve without anything in the way.”

His gaze heated as I glanced to his lap—his cock impossibly hard, bold and hungry against his skin, gleaming at the tip. My hands moved to the clasp between my breasts. With a practiced flick, my bra parted, and my breasts spilled free, full and eager, kissed pink at their tips. I slid back toward him, knees straddling his hips so my breasts hovered eye-level with him, showing off my longing.

With a breathless groan, he caught my nipple between his lips, his tongue swirling, then sucking hard, like a fevered child desperate for comfort. I threaded my fingers through his hair, arching willingly into his greedy mouth.

“I could suck these all night,” he murmured when he paused for breath, lips gliding hungrily across the soft, bare swells.

I let myself relish his tongue’s attention, the way his mouth worshipped every inch of skin, sending ribbons of pleasure through me, until desire had me aching to return the gift. Reluctantly, I eased from his mouth, my body humming for more. “Mmm, Josh, I’ve let you spoil me again,” I chided softly. “But right now, I want the focus on you—I want to make you lose control.”

He looked up at me, barely able to hide his anticipation.

“Stretch out. Relax. Tonight, you’re going to have the finish you always deserve,” I promised, voice smoky with intent.

His eyes went wide, anticipation glittering as he lay back along the pillows, his cock jutting urgently skyward. I positioned myself beside him, savoring that hunger in his eyes, before slowly sinking my mouth onto his swollen head, tasting the salty pearls of arousal already gathered there. I wound my lips around him, tongue dancing over every sensitive ridge, teasing and savoring him, my hand stroking his length in time with my mouth.

I took my time, building his pleasure with every slow, wet stroke, watching his breath hitch, his fingers tangle in the sheets, until finally I felt his muscles tense and his cock pulse in my mouth. When he came, he did so in shuddering waves—his salty heat erupting against the back of my throat. I swallowed greedily, determined to savor every last, decadent drop, my eyes locked on his in silent, shared rapture.

I kept his cock nestled in my mouth, only letting it slip from my lips once I felt it soften, sated for the moment. As I released him, I looked up to see Josh’s eyes glued to me, dark and utterly transfixed, like I was the center of his world. I let a sly smile curl over my lips, feeling a trace of his release still there. He grinned, breathless, and pointed it out with a slightly trembling finger. My tongue flickered out, catching the final trace of his essence, savoring the taste, the memory of his pleasure.

"God, that was unreal," he whispered, almost reverent, his face flushed and raw with satisfaction.

I quirked an eyebrow, my voice husky. "Just your first taste of what’s to come tonight, Josh. But your big moment is still ahead of us, isn’t it?"

He hesitated, a nervous excitement flashing across his face. “You mean… anal? Are you sure you want to? Is it really alright?”

I let my laughter tangle softly with my words, reaching out to tangle my fingers in his hair. “Why on earth wouldn’t it be, Josh? I told you before that Mark and I experimented a lot in the early days. It was fun—a delicious phase for us. Nothing went wrong, we just… moved on, I suppose. But I know he still enjoys it. Maybe I’ll remind him when he gets back—I think it’s time we rediscovered each other after all these months.” Heat crept up my neck at the thought—at what I was about to share with Josh for the very first time.

“From tomorrow onwards,” he said, half-laughing, half-sighing, that boyish eagerness returning.

I nodded. “Tomorrow. I can hardly believe it—this whole time, anxiety has been my constant companion. There were days I thought tomorrow would never come. But you saved me, Josh. You kept my hunger, my needs, from derailing me completely. You gave me comfort, more than you’ll ever know. I’ll always remember that, always be grateful for the way you helped me find myself again. I wish things were different—I wish we didn’t have to end this after tonight. But you understand, don’t you? I can’t juggle two men, not after tonight.”

He gazed at me, a flicker of sadness in his smile. “I get it, Mrs. Mitchell. It hurts to think this is the last time… but I know why.”

I squeezed his hand, my thumb circling his knuckles. “No more gloom tonight, Josh. We have until dawn to lose ourselves in each other, to explore every boundary until there’s nothing left but pleasure. So, lover… tell me, what’s next for us?”

He grinned, recovering his playful innocence. “Maybe… let me catch my breath first? My batteries need a moment.”

I laughed, sultry and inviting, and leaned back, arching my spine. “Well then, until you’re ready for another round, why not indulge yourself?” I guided his attention back to my breasts, full and tempting, barely constrained by the garter belt and stockings still clinging to my skin. As I rolled onto my back, presenting myself for him, Josh rose above me, his mouth hungry, devouring my nipples and flesh as if they were the sweetest, ripest fruit. His tongue flicked and circled, his lips eagerly exploring every curve.

We lost time, swept away by slow, simmering pleasure. I basked in his worship, heat spilling through me, every nerve ending awake beneath his mouth. When his cock thickened and hardened in my grasp again, I curled my fingers around it, stroking, coaxing his arousal back to life.

I met his eyes, desire flaring between us. My voice was velvet and flame. “So, Josh, are you ready? Ready to finally experience what you’ve been craving?”

His excitement was tangible, electrifying. “Right now? Can we do it now?” He was so eager, almost trembling.

I set my hand firmly on his hip. “I promised, and I keep my promises. Now that you’re hard for me again, there’s nothing standing in our way.”

He sucked in a shaky breath, the anticipation arousing us both. “Oh fuck… What do I do first?”

“For starters, why don’t you check the closet for a couple extra pillows—most hotels stash spares in there somewhere,” I purred, my voice velvety with anticipation.

Josh was instantly out of bed, enthusiastic, energy igniting the air. He found two crisp, firm pillows and brought them back, offering them to me like a glorious prize. I arranged them halfway down the bed, stacking one atop the other, then positioned myself deliciously: I sprawled out stomach-down, my hips angled over the pillows, which lifted my bottom high in the air—an irresistible display. My thighs parted, legs spread wide, and I reached back, peeling myself open. I bared everything to Josh, feeling brazen and powerful under his hungry, reverent stare.

“Josh, darling, fetch my purse—on the coffee table. There’s a tube of lube inside. Bring it over,” I murmured, heat thickening my words.

He hurried, eyes never leaving my exposed body as he rummaged, then triumphantly produced the tube of silicone-based lube. He was at the bedside now, standing with anxious excitement, staring down at my wanton presentation.

“Alright, love. I want you to cover that gorgeous cock of yours—and my arse—with lube. Make sure we’re both slippery,” I instructed, voice sultry, loaded with promise.

Josh clambered onto the bed, beside me, his movements tentative and hungry. I lay there—open, receptive, tingling—while he slicked his shaft, fingers gliding over swollen flesh, coating every inch and tip. Then, his hands roamed over the curves of my arse, gentle but exploring, but with no lube just yet. Suddenly, instead of cool gel, I felt the incredible heat of his lips—Josh pressed his mouth against one cheek, sending pleasure fizzing through my senses. I let out a low, appreciative groan. “Mmm, I love that,” I hummed, pushing back into his touch.

His confidence grew, the air growing thicker with longing, and then I felt his tongue: a daring, wet glide in the cleft between my cheeks, slowly teasing closer to the tight circle of my ring. Sensation shivered through me—raw, forbidden. “Oh, good boy, Josh. Where did you pick that up?” I asked, voice trembling with delight.

“I might’ve seen it… in movies,” he grinned, shy and a hint defensive.

“Porn movies?” I teased, enjoying the game.

“Maybe,” he conceded, his cheeks flushed.

“That’s just fine, sweetheart. You can learn some delicious tricks from those,” I smiled, relaxing further for him.

I could sense him teetering on the edge of even greater boldness, the thought of his mouth directly on my most secret place made me quiver. But then, I felt the icy-slick kiss of lube as he squeezed it onto my waiting entrance, fingertips working in slow, indulgent circles around my sensitive ring.

“You’ll have to work a lubed finger inside me, love. Don’t be shy,” I coached him gently.

Josh obeyed, touch trembling with care, and pressed his greased finger to my pucker, circling until—finally—my body yielded and drew him in. I gasped, pleasure and anticipation colliding. He twisted gently, coaxing me open, easing tension away.

“Is that enough?” he checked, voice thick with need.

“Just a little more. More is always better,” I breathed, hungry for him.

He obliged, retreating and then sliding a fresh glob of lube inside me, fingers spreading the cool slipperiness until I was impossibly ready.

“That should do the trick. Now, press your cock against me—just like your finger. Go slow,” I whispered, voice a shivering invitation.

I felt the broad, smooth crown of his cock nestle against my entrance. He hesitated, then applied the most delicious, patient pressure. My body instinctively clenched around him, resisting and welcoming all at once, while I forced myself to relax, giving in to the slow, unstoppable insistence. Then, with a pulse of thick pleasure, Josh breached that final, trembling barrier—his cockhead pushing through, stretching me wide, my body alive with the sharp, intoxicating sting of fullness.

He showed remarkable care, so deliberate and attentive—perhaps his time in medical school taught him the art of tenderness. With the long, measured stroke of his hips, Josh eased himself into me; the initial resistance giving way to delicious fullness, pleasure cresting and swelling with every subtle movement. The briefest hint of discomfort melted away—his patient rhythm coaxed me into a state of deep, primal bliss. As he began to move faster, guided by the insistent strain of desire, he worked up to a steady, captivating pace. His breath grew ragged, hands gripping my hips with a mounting urgency. I felt the thick, pulsing length of him driving in and out of my clenching heat, his shaft gliding effortlessly inside me, the lube slick between us. With one powerful thrust, he came undone—his body shuddered, cock twitching and spilling into me, hot and intense. I gasped, filling the room with the sound of my pleasure, the sensual torrent washing away everything but the moment.

It was barely midnight—already, both of our cravings had been fulfilled. Two wishes checked off his list, but the possibilities stretched out before us like the city lights glimmering beyond our window. As long as Josh could recover, the night promised more sinful delight.

Sleep eluded me in that decadent hotel bed. Josh’s hunger for me seemed boundless. Maybe it was the knowledge that our stolen time together was drawing to a close; maybe it was his youthful need to claim—and be claimed—by a woman twice his age, a woman who craved, devoured, and taught him the exquisite depths of pleasure. I surrendered myself, letting him have me again and again, until I lost track of my orgasms—wave upon wave, some gentle, some fierce, every one tearing me open with need. My exquisite boy wonder managed to come four times that night, erupting inside each of my greedy, willing holes. Every spurt was a gift, and I welcomed him each time, trembling, gasping, begging for more.

The ache of parting crept in as we finished a silent room service breakfast, my heart heavy with the knowledge our time would soon end. We found the bed one more time; I needed to feel him fill me again, just once more, to mark this bittersweet ending. Even though he must have been spent, somehow Josh coaxed one last climax from us both—my body clenched desperately around him as he emptied himself, leaving my sex pulsing with satisfaction and longing. The rush of our final crescendo sent me into emotional freefall—I pulled him tightly against me, my hands roaming his damp, trembling back, and words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Oh my God, I love you, Josh.” The confession crashed between us—not reasoned, not factual, but raw instinct, uttered in the aftermath.

What a tangled mess the mind is. I wasn’t truly in love; I knew my heart belonged elsewhere. But right now—after weeks of exploring, ravishing, and healing each other—my soul ached with gratitude for every carnal kiss, each squeeze, suck, thrust, and the countless orgasms he conjured so eagerly for me. The truth was, I loved my husband, and after all this blazing release, I was about to welcome him home, whole again, into my arms. Later today, I’d lay him in our marital bed, our love reignited. But my heart and body, wrecked and satiated, whispered one last thank you to Josh—the beautiful boy who had filled my emptiness so completely.

The last glimpse I had of him was from the polished marble lobby—he disappeared behind the revolving doors, the same way he’d entered my life: boldly, sweetly, and quickly gone. I gathered my sensible day clothes from my overnight bag—sexy lingerie now buried at the bottom—and walked out into the morning, reassembling myself to go greet my husband, my heart humming with all the secret, illicit pleasure I’d just feasted upon.

Lingering in the hotel bathroom as the morning sunlight filtered through, I let the cascade of hot water pulse over my body, determined to scrub away every residual trace of Josh’s intoxicating touch. Though, admittedly, I wasn’t alone in the steamy cocoon we created; his hands soapy and playful, the tang of sex still vivid on my skin, the memory of his mouth and those prolonged, breathless nights clinging to me under the fierce spray. I was desperate to rinse away the evidence—the scent, the slick heat caught between my thighs, the unmistakable musk that seeps into a woman’s core when she’s surrendered herself so completely.

Seeing Mark upright and dapper in jeans and a well-loved T-shirt at the hospital, my heart leapt. He looked strong, almost renewed. Arm in arm, we strolled out toward my car, the rhythm of our footsteps matching the steady thud in my chest—a tangle of anticipation and secrecy. At the trunk, I slid his nondescript luggage in next to my own, mentally chastising myself to keep them separate. I couldn’t even bear to imagine Mark opening my overnight bag, his hands brushing lace and then pausing over panties, their crotch stiff with another man’s seed—an unspoken confession that would ooze from the delicate fabric, damning in its stickiness.

It was still shy of noon when we pulled into the driveway of our secluded home, the space deliciously empty, our children scattered at their obligations. We ascended the stairs, the energy between us taut and unresolved, Mark steering me straight into our bedroom with a purposeful hand at my back. Stripping out of our clothes with impatient fingers, his eyes bore into mine, hungry and vulnerable all at once. “These last weeks… I don’t know how you managed,” he murmured, voice rough as his hands cupped my hips, guiding me onto the bed. “You must have been half-mad for want of touch.”

He knew me too well—knew how my desires gnawed at me, how my body ached for release. I forced a playful smile, curling my fingers around his rigid length, pressing my lips to the warm skin at his throat. “You know me, darling,” I purred, pressing a blossoming bruise against his pulse as a souvenir, “I ran every toy dry and burned through batteries like an addict.” His laugh was thick, a mixture of relief and disbelief. “But you’ve never gone this long.”

My heart did a frightened pirouette. I thought for a second he’d press—demand to know how I had truly staved off the hollowness—but I tugged him back, distracting him with my mouth and my hands, pulling him into the sweet theater of forgetting. “Let’s pretend, Mark—let’s be who we were when we first collided, all those years ago. Fresh, new, unsullied.” He grinned, delight chasing away suspicion, his hands suddenly gentle, almost reverent.

I let him play the role of my first lover, his touches tentative before devolving into the urgent thrusts only familiarity brings. We moved together with hungry nostalgia, and when he finally pushed deep and spent himself inside me—soothing my infernal ache with hot release—I felt something inside me unclench, just for a moment. Laying tangled in the sheets, his essence pooling within, I stared at the ceiling and let the comfort of his familiar presence quiet the riot of longing that still simmered, dormant for now, deep within my core.

“Oh, God, Mark… I’ve been starving for you, had this aching hunger burning inside for so long. I needed you—needed your body filling me up, claiming me all over again.” My words were ragged, desperate confessions murmured against his neck, my lips trailing across his warm, pulsing skin as I caught my breath.

But Mark, always searching beneath the surface, returned to that ever-fraught subject—the endless ache that’s plagued me for years. “Lisa, during every night in the hospital, I kept thinking about how you were holding up. It must have been almost unbearable for you.” His voice was soft but probing, fingers drifting tenderly over my hip.

I let out a breathy laugh and tried to keep it light, “It wasn’t easy, Mark. I prefer to call it difficult—not impossible.”

“But I don’t know how you made it through,” he persisted, genuine concern clear in his eyes. “You could’ve asked for help. You know I’d have understood.”

Was this invitation? Would he really want honesty? That tight coil of guilt and desire twisted inside me, racing as I considered how much to reveal. “Well… I did get some help,” I admitted, letting my fingers dance across his chest, teasing him as I spoke. “You were gone and I… I couldn’t last, not with all those weeks stretching ahead of me.”

He stroked my arm, curious. “What kind of help, Lisa?”

I gave a little laugh, feeling my cheeks flush with heat, a confession poised on my lips. “There was this boy… well, not a child—he’s young but grown. About twenty-two. Bright, handsome, in med school. His name popped up on the supermarket board—just a practical thing, really. He looked after the garden, kept the pool just right, mowed the lawn every ten days. You know how wild the grass gets, the way it seems to almost throb up out of the earth in late summer.”

Mark’s hand tightened at my waist, the hint of a smirk tugging at his mouth. “What was his name?”

I sucked in a breath, purposeful hesitancy coloring my tone. “Josh… his name was Josh. Sweet boy, really.”

“Well, do I get to meet him? He did you a favor—helped you get through. I should thank him properly.”

“No, love, that’s not needed. I paid him… for every bit of his time. He’s moved on now, and with you back, there’s no reason for him to come around again.”

Mark’s answering smile was slow, a glint of acceptance or perhaps recognition in his gaze. “That’s good, darling. I can only imagine how tough it was for you when I was away. It must’ve been a real relief having him… Josh… here.”

My voice dropped, a sultry confession. “It was, Mark. So hard… and such a sweet, welcome relief. But you’re back, and that’s all I care about. Nothing else matters now.”

Mark, as shrewd as ever, never pushed for more about Josh—never offered a single hint of jealousy or accusation. Perhaps he guessed, perhaps he didn’t need to know the details, and we never crossed that line in spoken words again.

Later that weekend, we threw a homecoming party and watched laughter and conversation flow around us. Carla and Brad joined, their presence almost electric with undercurrents. Mark offered Brad a perfunctory nod at both the start and close of the evening—never more. As friends trickled out, Brad pressed a civilized kiss to my cheek, Carla restrained for once, a small, knowing smile flickering across her lips. Mark and I stayed in the soft afterglow of secrecy and reunion, sealed safely behind our front door.


A Wild Ride

An opportunity is more than a mere opening—it’s an intoxicating invitation, an exhilarating sense that fortune’s wind is finally at your back. It’s the pulse of possibility that sends hope flickering through your veins and tempts you with the promise of transformation. So, when I stumbled into a stellar new job, just as I’d resigned myself to the quiet darkness of a career’s twilight, it felt like fate herself had brushed her fingertips along my path. It was a lifeline—a thrilling second chance, like the universe slipping a secret invitation into my palm and whispering, “Go on, take it.”

If only my bedroom door would swing open with such enticing ease. Lately, it feels as if my libido—and love life—has been locked away behind rusty hinges and a second broken marriage. Twice divorced and aching in ways that have nothing to do with age, I can’t help but wonder if the days—and nights—of hot, uninhibited sex are gone forever, vanishing with the echo of slammed doors and whispered goodbyes. Surely, sixty-three isn’t too old to crave, to burn, to be wanted?

Perhaps I was too hasty in hanging up my hat and calling it a day. Retirement sparkled before me like forbidden fruit: days stretched in front of me, ripe with possibility, unburdened by alarm clocks or deadlines. I believed I’d earned my rest. I mistook comfort for security, a grave miscalculation, as it turns out. Because the moment my lips shaped the words “I’m retiring,” my wife’s eyes glinted coldly, and her declaration was swift: she wanted out, and just like that—she was gone.

Life can be a cruel mistress, relentless and unyielding, especially when she exposes truths you’d rather leave buried. Throughout our marriage, my presence was apparently only tolerable in measured doses—just evenings and weekends when work still claimed the better part of me. But the instant I was hers, and hers alone, I became intolerable; freedom for me spelled suffocation for her. The irony sears: both marriages dissolved after precisely nineteen years, both unraveling as soon as the nest emptied and the children fled.

I won’t dissect every failing, every heartbreak, every moment love turned sour—though, in honesty, the lack of sexual intimacy was always there, thrumming like a steady refrain. Why does desire spark so feverishly before vows are exchanged, only to wither beneath wedding sheets? The women I loved radiated wild, uninhibited passion when romance was new, but as soon as I slipped that band of gold onto their finger, it was as if lust became taboo, replaced with tepid excuses and interminable headaches. My appetite for passionate, frequent sex—at least five times a week—was dismissed, buried beneath layers of routine and resentment, never reflected in their own desires.

I suppose I should have foreseen it. The bitterest taste is in the aftermath—the way each wife schemed with sharp lawyers, emptying my accounts and slicing my hopes along with my assets. Perhaps I was foolish, leaving my investments vulnerable, naively believing forever could last longer than two decades. Maybe, somewhere amidst the ashes, there will be another opportunity—one dripping with all the reckless, uninhibited pleasure I still ache for.

So here I am, sixty-three years old, thrust back into the job market—hardly my vision of golden years serenity. The last thing I wanted was anything too strenuous for these not-so-youthful bones, and yet, to my surprise, I landed something almost scandalously swiftly. Walking into my new workplace for the very first time, I could almost hear the record scratch: an energetic I.T. hub humming with the ceaseless activity of eighteen employees, not a single one of them even approaching midlife—except for me, the odd man out, the one who surely looked like some sort of time-displaced relic.

Then there’s the owner. Angela. Goodness, just saying her name—Angela—is enough to set something restless flickering inside me. She’s the sort of woman you can’t help but turn and watch, even when you tell yourself you’ve outgrown that reflex. She must be in her early forties, though she radiates the bright, arresting confidence of a woman perfectly at home in her own wickedly alluring skin. Raven hair, eyes that see right through you, a mouth made for bruising confessions. Her past is as captivating as her smile—Miss Something in a world-class beauty pageant back in the day, before the tide of feminist disapproval swept those competitions under the rug. From there, she strutted into modeling, and from what the whispers say, she was far from anonymous—a poised, devastating presence before a camera, the sort you could imagine draped in nothing but silk sheets or a man’s rumpled shirt.

Once the posing and parading grew stale, Angela threw herself—utterly, wildly—into the world of technology. She devoured programming, sharpened her business instincts, and when the time was right, invested in a frantic, fast-growing tech start-up that’s now her empire. That same boldness led her into marriage with Brad—a man she isn’t shy about describing, in open office banter, as her ‘hunk.’ He’s got that swimmer’s build, taut and powerful even as he edges towards fifty, his charisma burnished by Olympic medals and the fortune he amassed with endorsement deals. I met him a couple of times; the kind of man who could make a woman purr with just a glance, even after all those years.

When Angela interviewed me, she had a certain way of looking at me—evaluating, almost mischievous, as if she already knew the stories I kept hidden beneath my crisp shirt and years of discipline. She knew exactly what she wanted: someone older, someone wise to the politics of the world and the delicate chaos of a company filled with passionate, impulsive twenty and thirty-somethings. An Office Manager who could command authority without barking it, keep the finances fluid, the staff in line, and the wheels of business turning like clockwork. To my amazement, I was that man.

It’s six months now, and not a day goes by that Angela doesn’t stop me in the hallway with that dazzling, intimate smile, full of warmth and playful promise. She’s effusive in her praise, grateful for how I’ve handled the daily grind, let her soar where her real talents—and wickedly sharp mind—can grow her fortune even further. Brad, meanwhile, is rarely around; he’s almost a legend here, more anecdote than real person.

And so, that’s the strange limbo I occupy—sixty-three, freshly minted as Office Manager, every day surrounded by a hive of sleek youth pulsing with ambition and hormones, and a boss who could very well have been conjured from every secret hunger I ever dared voice. Angela is… intoxicating. Bubbly, brilliant, utterly in control, and yet she never fails to make you feel like the most important person in her orbit. If there’s such a thing as the perfect woman, she might just have written the blueprint. If I sound jaded, take it up with my two ex-wives—nineteen years and disillusionment apiece. But sometimes, sitting behind my desk, watching Angela sweep through the office in a swirl of perfume and promise, I can’t help but wonder if fate is giving me one last, delicious opportunity.

For days now, a persistent worry has gnawed at me—a heaviness wrapped in concern for Angela that's impossible to ignore. Only half a year on this job, and yet I sense every shift in her energy, every nuance of her demeanor. In the last week or so, she’s seemed hollowed out, her usual radiance muted. It all came to a head one late Friday afternoon, the office corridors winding down to a hush. Driven by instinct, I marched straight into Angela’s private world, closing the door behind me, the weight of my worry almost tangible.

There, across the expanse of her polished desk, I met her gaze, searching for the woman I’d come to respect—and, if I’m honest with myself, to desire. "Ange, are you alright? Is something the matter?"

Her answer came quickly, almost too rehearsed, lips pressed into a defensive smile. “No!” The word hung in the air, brittle and sharp. Then a flicker of uncertainty as she softened, voice lower, guarded. “Why do you ask?”

I leaned closer, the gap between us charged with something intimate, unspoken. “Forgive me if I’m overstepping. It’s just...you seem off this week. I can’t imagine work throwing you—your spirit is irrepressible. But if there’s anything I can do—truly—anything you need, you only have to say. I love working here, and I want you to know you’re not alone.”

Up close, in the sanctuary of her office, the contrast in Angela’s usual confident glow was stark. She looked defeated, shadows circling her eyes. The scent of her perfume seemed overshadowed by something far less enticing—fatigue, disappointment, secrets, perhaps. Still, she insisted there was nothing wrong. I knew not to press—she’d built strong walls for a reason. So I backed away, quietly leaving her to her thoughts.

Five minutes later, as the golden end-of-week light streamed through the hallway, she paused at my office door. Her expression was calmer, her words gentle, “Thanks for caring, but really—I’m fine, Ray.”

I didn’t believe her, not for a moment. All weekend, worry lingered. Was I reading too much into it? Maybe it was just hormonal tides; after two marriages, I’ve learned to recognize when a woman needs space more than questions.

Monday arrived, and with it, another sign that all was not well. Angela slipped into the office later than usual, her greeting barely more than a whisper tossed in my direction. She disappeared into her office, shutting out the world, and the day ticked by, tension mounting.

Then, just after one—when the sky outside was bright and the office mostly empty, my door was ajar and I caught her voice, raw and ragged, tearing through the silence from the next room.

“I knew it, Brad. You fucking dead shit, screwing around behind my back. How long has this been going on?”

A heavy pause—it rippled through the thin wall, every staff member safely out of earshot. My pulse raced, feeling like a voyeur, powerless to look away. Her voice rose again, each word laced with pain and fury.

“Who is she? Do I fucking know her? How young, Brad? Oh my god, you are so sick. Have you no shame?” Her breath caught, voice breaking in disbelief. “You’re fifty, and you’re busy pounding some twenty-year-old cunt? Christ, you’re a dickhead. Why was I ever blind to you?”

Her words, raw and pierced with intimacy. The air between our adjoining offices was electrified, every syllable pulsing with betrayal, humiliation, and that desperate edge of erotic rage I couldn’t help but feel, deep in my bones.

Pushing back from my desk, I stride briskly across the quiet threshold separating our offices. One hand lingering on her doorknob, I pull her door shut, a small act meant to shield Angela from curious ears and the flicker of gossip that would surely follow her pain. The hallway pulses with the echo of her voice, unabashed and raw, fury cutting through the usually dull office hum. Even with the door shut, her words slice through the wall, her agony as sharp as glass.

“You really think you’re going to set up house with her now?” Angela’s voice rises, blistering with accusation. “Pathetic. You can’t even keep your dick zipped, you disgusting bastard. I want every last trace of you gone from my house by tonight. I don’t care where you crawl—just disappear out of my life, Brad. Completely.” Her desperation is a storm and I stand there, transfixed, my blood racing with secondhand adrenaline. Never in all the time I've worked with her have I heard her so utterly unrestrained; the office’s queen of self-possession, unraveling with such delicious vulgarity. “Go run to your cheap whore, Brad! May your pathetic cock rot off.”

Then a hush falls—her tirade spent, for now. Quietly, I inch to my doorway, eyes flicking to the rec room where a handful of staff linger, curiosity written all over their faces. They vanish at the sight of me, retreating into the shadows of the pool table and faded company posters. I stand in indecision, heart stuttering. My memory flashes to Friday—her brittle denial, my clumsy attempt at comfort, her abrupt rejection. She has just poured out her soul, molten and bruised. Do I dare reach into that fire again?

Instinct wins. I cross to Angela’s door, rap softly, and open it only far enough to see her hunched at her desk, face buried in crumpled tissues, shoulders trembling with fresh aftershocks of grief. Her beauty glows even through her misery—a wild, wounded thing. She glances up, almond eyes rimmed with red, and barks: “Not now!” Her voice whips at me, raw and scalding, a barrier I cannot cross. Silently, I let the door click shut.

I return to my office, rattled and helpless, minutes ticking by in slow agony. Then a subtle shift—a presence fills my doorway. Angela, her curvaceous silhouette haloed by the harsh office lights, stands poised on the threshold. Even shadowed by torment, her body has an elegance, a sensuality that tugs at something deep within me. “Is it all right if I come in?” she murmurs, her voice stripped of fury, hesitant and exposed.

A tide of concern mixes with admiration—I recall her earlier dismissal and choose my words with care. “Angela, you know this space is yours whenever you need it.”

She closes the door behind her—locking out the world, just me and her in our own fragile sanctuary. She sinks into the chair opposite, breath hitching with the remnants of tears. “Do you have a minute? I just… I need to talk to someone who isn’t out of their mind.”

My tension softens, the urge to comfort transforming into something deeper, more intimate. “I’m always here for you, Ange. Whenever you need me.”

For a heartbeat she sits, gathering the scattered remains of her composure. Tears continue their slow, luminous trek down her cheeks, but her sobs have faded to quiet, vulnerable whimpers—more shiver than sound. The sight of her—so beautiful, so wounded—stirs protectiveness and desire in equal measure.

Her voice trembles, fragile as spun sugar. “I shouldn’t have snapped at you. I’m sorry. I lost control—god, the whole office must’ve heard.” She glances away, mortified. “Thank you. For thinking to close my door.”

I nod, gentle, letting her see the honesty in my gaze. “Angela, there’s nothing to thank me for. I just wanted to make sure no one saw you at your lowest.”

Angela shakes her head, disbelief mingling with the raw ache in her voice. “Honestly, it’s unreal. I suppose any psychiatrist would label me as thoroughly stunned right now. The man I married—the one I trusted—turns out to be a fucking liar, a fucking cheat. How does someone betray you like that?” Her breathing grows uneven, rage and hurt radiating from every exhale. “Until two weeks ago, if you’d told me Brad was capable of cheating, I’d have laughed in your face. Absolutely impossible, I’d have said. But then, the late nights started piling up—always some bullshit excuse. And then, all of a sudden, there’s a million reasons for us not to fuck, as if that’s just normal.” She lets out a bitter, trembling laugh. “God, that’s never worked for me. I crave good sex—I need it. We always had fire in our marriage, you know? But now? He starves me of it, makes me suspicious. So last weekend, I did something I never thought I’d do. I went through his phone while he showered. Found filthy messages—real damning stuff.” Her eyes narrow, lashes moist. Her lips curl in disgust and devastation. “And then, I checked his jacket out of pure desperation. Guess what I found?” Her voice breaks, almost a sob. “A pair of panties—someone else’s. Not mine. Women’s panties, right there in his pocket.”

A strange heat coils low in my gut as she confides in me. There’s rawness in her confession that’s almost intimate, making her even more magnetic in her wounded beauty. Each time Angela bites out a curse, I feel my cock stiffen under my desk, shameful yet intensely alive. I’m spellbound, lost in the forbidden image of her—stripped bare, hair fanned over my pillow, writhing and greedy for pleasure, her thighs parted for a man who might as well be me, ravishing her until she screams. The fantasy flickers with the echo of her burning words, her admission of wanting good sex searing through me.

I force myself to stay present, trying hard to mask just how much her dirty honesty arouses me.

Angela continues, her voice trembling, eyes locking with mine as if searching for a lifeline. “Ray,” she confesses quietly, “I actually felt dirty, guilty, snooping like that. But I had to look. I picked up those panties—inspected them. I know cum stains when I see them, believe me. There was no mistaking what was crusted in the crotch. My husband, that bastard, carrying some other woman’s messy underwear around—why?” She hesitates, fury spiking. “Did this whore hand them to him after fucking, as a prize? Or was she marking her territory, making sure I’d find them? Either way—here I am.”

Pain slices through her beauty, a storm in her eyes. I marvel—no, ache—for her, for the ferocity in her. I’ve been starved of sex since my second wife left me, and the way Angela shares these details, the rawest shards of her personal life, ignites a hunger I’d nearly forgotten. Hearing her describe panty-soaked betrayal? It electrifies me. There’s something about a stunning woman like Angela, wounded yet unbreakably honest, dropping the filthiest words—god, I can barely breathe, my arousal throbbing, desperate for release.

She presses on, her tone shifting from bitter to heady with simmering longing. “Fuck him, Ray. He’s history. I’ll mourn the sex, honestly, that’s a tough habit to quit, but I’ll manage. Just the thought of a life without a man—without all that a man brings—makes me squirm. The hassle of hunting through dates again just to find someone who knows what he’s doing in bed? Ugh. Such an exhausting idea.”

I try to lighten the mood, though my heart hammers in my chest. “You know, you could always try being single for a bit. Not that I’d recommend it. It’s… overrated.”

Angela turns those vivid eyes on me, something electric passing between us. She actually blushes; it creeps up her perfectly angled cheekbones, a wash of color that’s undeniably sexy. “Ray—god, I’m sorry, you’re single these days too, aren’t you? That was thoughtless of me, I didn’t mean—”

I cut her off, offering what I hope is a reassuring, intimate smile. “Don’t apologize, Angela. Not my preference either.” Her name feels indulgent in my mouth, forbidden.

She bites at her lip—my focus narrows on those parted lips—and she sighs. “I’m not trying to be crude, you know me by now. I’m just straightforward. You must miss the fucking as much as I do. Isn’t sex the hardest thing to lose?”

The word ‘fucking’ on her tongue throbs in my head, and lower. “God, yes, of course I miss it. Missing her? Not particularly. But losing those hot, shameless moments in bed? That’s the agony.”

“How long has it been?” Her voice drops, trailing off, laced with need and curiosity.

I force a laugh, making a show of checking my watch, though my skin buzzes with her attention. “Seven months, twenty-six days…” I pause, grinning, “and, let’s see, about six hours and thirty-eight minutes since my ex and I last enjoyed any fireworks. But who’s keeping track?”

Angela gasps, feigning a seriousness that’s laced with laughter. “Ray… you poor man, reduced to counting each hour. I’d go mad. Days without a proper fuck would destroy me, let alone months…”

The words poison my blood with anticipation. Her casual, explicit honesty is intoxicating; I can feel myself harden under the desk, helpless against the thrumming pressure in my trousers. My ex-wives never even uttered ‘fuck’, and here’s Angela—incendiary, bold, and unfiltered, every syllable ratcheting up the heat.

She laughs softly, shaking loose memories like a silk slip falling to the floor. “I love everything about sex, you know? Back when I was modeling, there was this guy I dated—we were like fireworks together, scorching and insatiable. Breaking up was messy. He called me a crazy nympho on the way out. I still hear it in my head—his parting shot.”

Her confession tugs at my cock, growing insistent and impossibly hard at the idea of Angela being that wild, that needy, that uninhibited. I risk a grin. “Didn’t you believe him? Didn’t you see yourself as a crazy nympho?”

She giggles, the sound husky and rich. “Oh, I was definitely a nympho back then. Wild, insatiable. But being labeled? ‘Crazy nympho’ made me sound so—so outrageously slutty. Not that he was wrong. Another ex called me a slut, too, after I broke his heart. Guess I’ve left a bit of a sexy trail behind me…” Her gaze is heated, holding mine.

Every word she speaks, every flicker of vulnerable desire she reveals, ties my balls in knots and makes my heart thud against my ribs, raw and wanting.

Something deep inside her breaks open again, memories and wounds and betrayals surfacing with bewildering speed. Whether it’s the shameful sting of ex-lovers’ words—slut, nympho—or simply the stark new reality that her marriage ended less than an hour ago, I can’t tell. But suddenly, Angela is weeping, her body tense and small in the plush office chair.

I’ve only worked for her a handful of months, long enough to admire her strength, never to witness it falter like this. For twenty years, she was an untouchable woman in my periphery. Now she is here, wrecked and beautiful, unraveling before me. The sight of her anguish twists a painful knot inside me; I cannot bear her distress. Quietly, I push back my chair, round the desk, and come to her side. My arm finds its way around her slender neck, hand settling gently on the slope of her shoulder, anchoring her to me. She lets go, collapsing against my stomach. Seated, she is pressed close, clutching at my shirt as her sobs shake the air between us.

Time lingers in that silence. I stroke her arm, feeling tremors subside little by little. Her tears dampen my shirt. The tissues—white, expectant—catch my eye, and I draw two free, passing them to her. She sniffs, dabs her cheeks and lashes, then tries for composure. “I’m sorry to be this… messy. It’s a humiliation—the betrayal, the loss. I must look a fright.” Her voice trembles, but my heart surges with something raw, protective, hungry.

I want to tell her she’s stunning like this, ravaged and undone, her eyes raw and shining. Instead, I say only, “Angela, you’re allowed this. There’s no shame in breaking down. Finding out your husband’s faithless—it’s catastrophic. Of course, you’re emotional.” I mean every word, though the weight of her, pressed against my thighs, ignites an ache far less noble inside me.

I swear, comforting her was innocent. If there was longing—well, I tamped it down, kept myself in check. Not for an instant did I expect the shift. The soft hesitation as her hand drifts, her slim fingers alighting on my thigh, then sliding, deliberate, to the hardening length straining beneath the fabric of my trousers. Frozen, I stare down, her warm palm now cupping, exploring the rigid outline of my cock—already swollen, thanks to the profane way she pronounces fuck.

Shock explodes inside me. But it isn’t alarm that floods my veins—not horror, not even guilt. It’s pure, dizzying desire and a thrum of disbelief. Angela—my boss—her hand moving, mapping the ridge and heft of me, boldly tracing my shape as it grows even harder under her attention. My fingers curl, still resting possessively on her shoulder as I hover, breath caught, eyes flicking down to watch—almost not daring to believe.

Six months of platonic banter, of polite office distance. Never once did I dream she’d bridge it—not like this. I hesitate, paralyzed by the soft pressure of her palm, the promise in her touch. Do I say anything? A word, a gasp, a plea? I’m always the one who initiates, who can’t keep his hands to himself. Now, I am absolutely still, afraid to disrupt whatever precious, reckless spell is unfurling between us. I don’t want her to see herself through the hateful names flung at her in the past. She isn’t a slut. She isn’t crazy. She is vulnerable, fierce, undone and arousing as hell—right here, right now, in my arms.

Oh god. That unmistakable sound—the metallic whisper of my zipper sliding down—sends a jolt of shock and arousal coursing through me. I glance down, utterly riveted, to see Angela—my boss—unfastening my pants with steady hands. In this charged silence, my senses are heightened, everything focused on the sensuous choreography of her fingers parting the fabric and delving into my trousers. The warm, almost reverent brush of her palm trails lower, curling into my underwear and tugging the waistband down just enough, releasing my throbbing erection into the cool air. My breath stutters; her delicate hand encircles me, her skin so soft and sure, dragging those first languorous strokes along my rigid length. I'm totally exposed to her—confession bared not in words but in flesh. I can’t help thinking: is she instinctively comparing me to Brad right now? My mind flickers with insecurity—am I enough? Will she be disappointed, or worse, indifferent?

But there’s no hesitancy in her touch, only confidence and effortless seduction. My gaze is locked on her, transfixed by the sight of Angela on her knees before me, face mere inches from my straining cock. Her lips part in a delicious “O,” anticipation flickering across her features—she’s about to take me into her mouth. The realization rocks me to my core. Then, impossibly soft and wet, her lips close over my aching tip, enveloping the head, sending shockwaves of heat spiraling through my entire body. Her mouth welcomes the thick shaft, her tongue swirling and enticing, every movement purposeful, sky-high with sensual promise. I’m dazed—what compelled this? Some urgent need for raw, unrestrained sex, the kind she’d alluded to in those broken, smoky words earlier? Perhaps this is revenge—sweet, reckless payback for Brad’s betrayal. Or maybe, somewhere within it all, there’s sympathy for my own recent loneliness.

Whatever the truth, my mind splinters apart as she lavishes attention on every inch of me, her lips gliding with expert hunger. The thought suddenly hits—damn, the door! It’s still unlocked. Anyone could barge right in, and yet, I’m powerless, more desperate for her than for any sense of propriety. Our backs are to the entrance—should anyone come in, they’d see little, but the risk is intoxicating, aggravating my desire further. I hesitate, torn between wanting this to last and the fear of discovery. My voice is strangled with tension: “Uh… what about the door? Should I… lock it?”

She pauses, lips glistening, turning those smoldering eyes up to meet mine while still crouched possessively at my feet. “Do you want me to stop?”

God, what a ridiculous thought. “No, god, please don’t.”

Her lips curl into a wicked little smile. “Ray, does anyone ever wander in without knocking?”

I can barely think straight, struggling to answer. “I… I don’t know. I never have the door shut.”

She gives a satisfied little nod—judgement rendered. “Leave it.” Then, as though punctuating her authority, she slides her lips back over me, resuming with renewed hunger, as if to say she owns this moment and everything in it. Relieved, I give myself over to her—Angela, my beautiful, commanding boss—relishing the slow, torturous glide of her mouth as it wrings pleasure from my long-neglected cock.

I recall telling her, half-laughing, half-confessing, that my remark about the drought between my sheets was mostly in jest—yet underneath the humor, painfully honest. Seven months and twenty-six days; just the ring of it is torture, stretching out in my memory, lonely nights and empty mornings. Now, with the hot velvet of her mouth enveloping me, coaxing and teasing every exposed inch, I feel that hunger surging dangerously close to the surface, my body threatening to betray my composure with every slick caress of her agile tongue.

Angela is masterful, mapping out a rhythm of exquisite torment. She sucks me with an insistent, relentless pressure, swirling and drawing me in, then relents, her passion gentling into slow, lingering strokes that leave me balancing over that edge of desperation, aching for more and holding back by a thread. Does she sense how close I am? Is she hearing the hoarse, needy gasp in my breath, tasting how badly my body quivers for her? She seems attuned to every signal, responding as though our desires are intertwined.

Then, suddenly, she slides her lips away, releasing me into the cool air with a soft, wet pop, leaving my erection twitching, rudderless, lost without her touch. A groan of protest escapes my lips, raw and needy, and before I can find words, Angela is tugging herself free from my grip on her shoulder—a grip I never even realized I’d tightened as she pleasured me. She rises, graceful and steady, turns her back—her hair falling like dark silk down her spine—and sweeps a chaos of papers aside, making space on the desk between us.

She leans forward, lowering her chest to the desk's polished surface. Her dress strains, clinging to the line of her back, and she thrusts her hips toward me, glancing back with a smoldering urgency in her eyes. Reaching behind, her fingers hook into the fabric, and she offers it to me, command and invitation entwined in her hoarse whisper. “Quick, Ray, get this out of the way.”

I barely breathe, sliding the dress up her thighs, then over her perfect ass, bunching it around her waist, exposing the pale, mouthwatering curves. All that shields her is a sliver of thong, vanishing deep between those delectable cheeks. My fingers tremble, unable to resist—I pull on the delicate string, watching it resist, wedged tight until it slips free, sliding down her legs. With a practiced kick, Angela tosses it aside, freeing herself, baring herself to me—her stance shifting, heels apart, wanton and bold.

I drink her in: her glorious ass framed with shadows, the delicate ring of her backside and below, her pussy peeking open, pink and slick and soaking for me. My cock throbs, aching to taste her, but I hesitate, fighting the urge to rush, longing to cover her with kisses, savor her nipples, draw out the madness. She’s spread for me, offering everything, every part of herself glistening and ready. With aching deliberation, I press the head of my cock into the heat of that inviting crease, sliding lower until the tip finds her wetness, her lips parting helplessly for me. That first exquisite contact makes us both gasp, and all I know is she’s blistering hot and I’m barely holding back, desperate to lose myself inside her.

Angela’s body is so achingly ready, her arousal almost palpable in the way she trembles, thighs splayed wide, inviting me into her heat. I glide my cock up and down through her slick, eager folds, the head gliding effortlessly—she’s soaked, the silken glide intoxicating. My own hunger nearly overwhelms me, years of yearning culminating in this moment, my restraint fraying at the edges.

Her moan is desperate, demanding, the sound pure erotic need. “Come on, what are you waiting for? Give it to me now!” she insists, voice thick with impatience and lust, hips rolling invitingly beneath my hands.

I line myself up, breath shuddering, barely holding back as I press the swollen tip against her entrance, pausing to savor the anticipation threading between us. Then I push inside. Inch by delicious inch, I sink into her, the tight heat of her enveloping me, stealing my breath and my composure. Angela groans her approval, clutching at the edge of the desk, body trembling as I fill her.

My intention—originally to draw this out, to prove my stamina, to show her I can take her slow—evaporates, dissolved by the wet, velvet grip of her cunt. The feel of her clutching around me, unrelentingly sensual, incinerates any thoughts of patience. Her hips writhe beneath me, greedy for every inch I can give, the rhythm between us already feverish.

I drive my cock into her fully, burying myself to the hilt, pelvis grinding against her ass, the need for her ferocious. My body aches to go harder, deeper, to lose myself completely in the sensation of Angela—my boss, yes, but right now, so much more. She is wild beneath me: alive, clinging, gasping, the sultry noises of her pleasure ricocheting off the office walls. I pull back until just the head lingers at her entrance, savoring the way her slick heat clings to me, then slam back in—hard, fast, the movement raw and primal.

Angela’s cry is animal, unfiltered. “Oh YES! I love it!” she cries out, her encouragement spurring me on, electrifying every nerve ending.

I work into a rhythm—long, deep strokes, trying desperately to maintain control, to not explode too soon after my long, frustrating celibacy. I grit my teeth, frantically grasping for mundane thoughts to slow the building tension in my groin, but the pulsing, wet heat of her makes it nearly impossible.

She claws at the desk’s surface, body arching into me, her voice a feral command: “Harder! Fuck me harder, Ray!” Her demand sears through me, making restraint impossible, my body focused solely on driving into her, harder, deeper, desperate to give her everything she wants.

It’s almost absurd—here I am, actually inside her. Twenty-five years ago, I watched her radiant beauty light up the television screen, her face a tantalizing fantasy tucked away in glossy magazine pages, a goddess forever out of reach. Never, not in the most feverish corners of my adolescent mind, did I imagine I’d one day have her like this—her body trembling under my hands, my cock sinking deep with every demanding thrust, and her breathy pleas for more, “Fuck me, Ray… Oh, Ray, I need you…” lacing the air like an erotic symphony. She isn’t shy, not in the slightest; every moan, every expletive is the siren’s call urging me to oblivion.

This is more than just sex. I feel consumed, my senses saturated by her scent, the slick heat of her body, the sinful grip of her flesh pulsing around me. Paradise isn’t pearly gates but the desperate, unashamed chorus of my name from this beautiful woman’s lips. My own climax threatens—a molten need winding up, surging from the base of my spine, a tightness coiling in my balls, snaking up the length of me with every wet, hungry stroke. I’m so close, dragged onward by her escalating cries, and by the way her body tenses, trembling on the very edge.

Working her from behind, I press my palms along the elegant curve of her back, my eyes fixed on the forbidden tightness of her little rosebud, utterly hypnotized by the way it twitches, spasming subtly as pleasure ripples through her. That’s the sign—Angela is racing toward her own release, the raw pleasure so intense it sends her hips bucking against me, her entire body surrendering to the waves crashing through her. It’s impossibly erotic, more arousing than anything I’ve ever known.

Am I ‘punching above my weight’? The old proverb pounds in my mind. I must be, because in this moment, as I lose myself in her clenching heat and my cock involuntarily jerks inside her, spilling pulse after pulse of hot cum into her core, I feel almost unworthy. My body collapses, spent and blissful, onto her back—her blouse still on, the silk feeling cool beneath my fevered skin.

“Yes… fill me up,” Angela groans, hips writhing, her inner muscles milking every last drop from me, keeping me sheathed deep until there’s nothing left but weak aftershocks and the sticky, intimate connection between us. She cranes her neck, trying to fix her gaze on me, her eyes bright with satisfaction, “Thank you, Ray. I needed that… you have no idea.”

Breathless, I murmur, “Me too, Angela. Oh God, me too.”

She giggles low, a conspiratorial hush, then her voice turns impossibly soft and vulnerable. “So, darling… do you think you just made me a baby? I truly hope so.”

Stunned, all I can do is stare, mind blank and heart stumbling—you want this? Now? With me? For an aching moment, I’m mute, words snagged somewhere deep in my chest. Is she teasing me, angry I didn’t use a condom? Surely not… mid-forties, her body pressed flush under mine, and suddenly the truth of it lands heavy—I haven’t been with anyone new in forty years.

Finally, I manage to croak out, “What? Are you… serious?” And I know my voice betrays a wild mixture of shock and hope, as if I can’t decide which would be more reckless.

Angela’s eyes flash with intensity, her body still clinging to me, “Oh, I’m deadly serious, Ray. In fact, I’m at my most fertile—if I’ve calculated right, today is the day. Isn’t that deliciously dangerous? I never thought you’d be the one to do this, but…” She trails a fingertip over the curve of my hip and bites her lip in wicked anticipation. “All that gorgeous, thick cum… I can practically feel it deep inside. Maybe, just maybe, it’ll be potent enough to make me yours in a whole new way.”

My mind is an unsteady swirl of disbelief and restless craving—I can barely grasp the onrush of questions racing through me. There’s something oddly intimate about having this raw, exposed conversation while still buried inside her, my softening cock nestled in the tender warmth between her thighs, our bodies joined yet our gazes separated as I stare at the curve of her back and the slick, spent heat of her sex.

"I never actually thought… I mean, a baby wasn’t something I expected might even be possible,” I murmur, my voice thick with uncertainty.

Angela gives a throaty little laugh, casting a glance over her shoulder—her golden hair spilling down, framing her flushed cheeks—her tease edged with gentle chiding. “Oh, Ray, are you really saying I’m ancient now? I’m not that far gone, darling. Menopause is still on some distant horizon, I hope.” Her tone is playful, layered with an unexpected vulnerability.

Embarrassment prickles over my skin. I shift, struggling to find words that don’t dig the hole deeper. “No—no, that’s not what I meant. I didn’t mean to suggest—”

She cuts me off gently, her laughter soft and forgiving. “Oh, it’s okay. You couldn’t know my age just by looking, could you? And it’s not exactly a first date topic. Maybe it’s time you knew—Brad and I, we’ve been trying for a baby for six months. I think it’s the one thing that will make me feel… whole. I’ve always wanted one.”

She says it with a casual longing, as if she’s discussing her dream car, her tone almost nonchalant except for the unmistakable ache beneath.

“I stopped using anything to prevent it. I know the odds aren’t in my favor; time isn’t exactly my ally. I’m forty-five now, Ray. My eggs might be past their expiration date, but I still hope.”

I chew on her words, questions tangling with guilt. “But with Brad gone… Hasn’t everything changed?” I hesitate, regret prickling as I think of my hasty, unprotected abandon. “I should’ve worn a condom. It was all just—too fast.”

She shakes her head, firm and unapologetic. “Absolutely not. I don’t want one. I crave the feel of a man inside me—skin to skin, every throbbing inch.” She wiggles her hips, making my cock twitch in echo. “Honestly, it never mattered which hole he chose, as long as it was bare and deep. My arse used to be my favorite birth control when I was most fertile, just to keep pregnancy at bay. But not this time.” She glances back, her smirk wicked.

Her confession sends a pulse of dark, forbidden intrigue through me—she’s always loved anal? Neither of my wives ever let me close there. Should I admit how that tempts me?

Angela keeps going, her voice crisp and unsparing as she lays out her truth. “Brad’s cheating was a blessing in disguise. It wouldn’t have worked anyway. Last week we learned why—his sperm count was dismal. Fifteen million per millilitre—pathetic, really. The doctors said it wouldn’t be enough by half.” She gives a bitter laugh, her blue eyes flashing hard with scorn. “It hurt, but now I almost find it hilariously fitting. I wonder how his new, twenty-year-old tart will like hearing that the man she’s fucking is practically shooting blanks.” Her tone darkens, sharp with venom. “Serves the stupid little cunt right.”

Every time she spits out the word cunt, my spent cock gives an involuntary tremor, half-stirring within her slippery heat, as if it aches for a second act. She feels it and grins, rolling her hips gently.

“Mmm, what’s that, Ray—are you hiding another surge for me?” she teases, her voice drenched in silk and hunger.

I can’t deny the strange spark she ignites with those filthy words. “Not really, Angela. My cock does that—it just reacts when I hear you… say certain things.”

Her brow lifts, sultry amusement ghosting over her lips. “Certain things? Like what?”

I swallow, heat creeping up my neck. “When you say cunt. Or fuck. God, I can’t help it.”

"Are you one of those men who gets turned on when a woman lets her mouth run wild?" she teased, her voice dusted with playful wickedness. "I once dated a guy who just about exploded every time I swore."

"It’s more than just swearing," I admitted, unable to keep my eyes off the sensual line of her spine, the gentle, satisfied rise and fall of her body beneath me. "It’s the way you say those filthy words, Angela. I never got that from my wives—never heard anything raw, nothing so gloriously indecent dripping from their lips. So when someone as stunning as you lets go, it does something to me. It’s rare, it’s intoxicating."

She hummed, her tone like honey slipping over warm skin. "Beautiful, am I? Oh Ray." I could hear a smile in her voice; it sent a heated shiver through my softening cock, still cradled in her heat.

"You are," I murmured, biting back anything that might sound too forward. "You really are, Angela. You should always know that."

"I was once," she whispered, vulnerability flickering behind her teasing façade.

"You still are," I told her firmly, tracing the smooth curve of her hip, letting my thumb press lovingly into her skin. "You’re absolutely gorgeous. This—what happened between us—means a hell of a lot to me. I’ve never known a woman like you." My admission hung heavy in the air, thick with truth.

She let out a soft, almost surprised, "Oh, that’s truly sweet," and for a moment, I imagined turning her so she could see just how much I meant it.

Shifting, I slowly began to withdraw my softening length from her enveloping warmth. Her voice halted me—sharp, needy—"Stop. Where are you going?"

"I was just, uh, pulling out," I admitted, my palm poised on her lower back. "Can’t help but worry someone might walk in on this…us…with me still inside you."

Her small laugh was a low, sensual ripple that sparked another tender stir in my loins. "Don’t you like being buried in me? Is that it?"

I cleared my throat. "Don’t be silly. Of course I do."

She pressed her hips back, keeping me nestled within her wet heat. "Then stay. Just for a bit longer. I want every single one of your sperm to have their shot at my desperate little egg." Her words, brazen and tender all at once, made my gut clench with a delicious ache.

"So you’re actually serious about this?" I whispered, barely trusting my own voice.

Her answer came in a low, certain purr. "Oh, absolutely, Ray. I’ve never wanted anything more."

"But I’m not Brad," I countered, voice tinged with incredulity and something else—something humming with dark excitement.

"Thank god you’re not," she replied, her tone sudden and fierce. "Brad was never going to give me what I need. I want this, Ray. Truly. I need a baby, and time’s slipping away so fast. I know my odds are pitiful, the doctors have said it enough times, but you—maybe you’re my last real hope." The raw need in her confession left the air electric.

"But why me?" The question slipped out, startled and vulnerable. "We’ve never—there was never anything between us before."

She hesitated, and for a moment the room felt endless. "No, there hasn’t," she breathed. "And I’m sorry, truly, if you think I’m using you, but honestly? You could be anyone. It was supposed to be Brad, but he picked that empty little whore instead—"

She spat the word with such wild derision that, despite myself, my cock gave a strong little twitch inside her. She paused, feeling it, and her delight was unmistakable.

"Ooh, there it is again—your cock loves my nasty mouth, Ray. Let’s see how much." She rolled her hips, squeezed me with her inner muscles, and purred, dragging out the filth. "Tell me, honey—did you love fucking me?" The word thundered between us, thick as velvet.

My cock stirred, and she laughed—a beautiful, dark, delighted sound. "Ha! Oh, fuck me, Ray. Fuck me. Do you love my messy wet cunt?"

The way she said it, sharp and explicit, made my half-hard cock pulse helplessly inside her.

She giggled and whispered, "God, that’s so perfect. You’re like my own little plaything when I talk dirty, aren’t you? I could have a lot of fun teasing you." She arched her back, body radiating heat.

"We’ve already had quite a bit of it," I said, my voice low, my breath rough in her hair.

She smirked. "We have. But I’ll want more—and you’d better not stray far."

A shiver of anticipation ran down my spine. "Can I pull out now?" I breathed.

She sighed, a sound of pleasure and longing all at once. "If you have to. I really do love sex—I love that radiant stretch, that fullness, feeling every inch of you deep inside. But if you insist…go on, you can take it out now."

Pushing myself up from her back, I straighten with a soft, satisfied groan and glance down, mesmerized as the dwindling length of my cock glides slick and slow from the sweet heat of her body. She feels me leaving her, and there’s evidence of me—my sperm, thick and glistening—tracing a languid line and hanging there, reluctant to part ways. If she’s truly as determined to conceive as she claims, she’ll hardly want to let a single drop go to waste.

Within easy reach, I snatch up the box of tissues. I press one gently, almost reverently, to her swollen, open pussy, catching the spill before it betrays her plans, my touch careful yet possessive. Another tissue wraps my still half-engorged, slick shaft, soaking up the last vestiges of our joining, and I manage to stroke away enough mess to ease myself back into my clothing.

Angela lifts her body from the desktop and finally turns to face me. There's a wicked spark in her eyes—a look that flashes with the possibility that what we just did might have changed everything. Is it anticipation sparking there, or calculation? Am I suddenly the father of her future child? Does she expect something more? Or less?

She breaks the moment with a wry grin. “Ray, could you find my thong? Before I christen the carpet with your... contribution? I kicked it off, so it’s probably hiding under your desk.”

I sink to my knees, the faint musky scent of sex surrounding us, and discover the delicate black scrap tangled beneath the desk. Rising, I hand her the provocative garment, watching, entranced, as she steps in—one slender leg, then the other. She slides the slender strip between her gorgeous cheeks in a practiced movement that’s sexy as hell, then lets her dress untwist and fall to cover her body with maddening modesty.

Now, finally able to look into her face, I hesitantly broach the subject that’s been sitting heavy on my tongue. “Angela, if you really do end up pregnant after today... what then? What happens to us? I wasn’t exactly planning to become a father again, let alone contemplate a third wife.”

She laughs—soft, mocking, thrilling. “Oh, Ray, don’t be so dramatic. I’m not after anything from you. Truly, nothing at all. I want a baby, but this is my choice. I don’t intend to trap any man with it, especially not you. If I manage to get pregnant, I’ll shift my work home—the business is doing well, I can afford it. I want motherhood, not marriage. You’re free, love... although I might want a reprise, if you’re game.”

Her words settle over me. Relief and arousal coil deliciously inside; the prospect of another messy, breathtaking encounter with her is tantalizing. But there’s something more—my DNA is inside her now, changing the shape of her possibility. Shouldn’t that matter? Shouldn’t I be part of what comes next?

“Ange, what if I want to be involved, even just a little? It’s not that I’m aching to change diapers again—but if your baby is mine, shouldn’t there be space for... a little more than goodbye?”

Her lips curl into a teasing smile. “Would you really want that? At your age? Don’t tell me you miss sleepless nights and baby wipes. You’ve already done your time, haven’t you?”

I nod, a quiet honesty between us. “I have. I don’t crave the chaos—I just think a child deserves a father. Doesn’t he—or she?”

Her answer glimmers, uncertain, somewhere between refusal and hope. And above everything, the promise that this wild, reckless connection between us might not be over.

Her lips curl into a sly, self-assured smile as she tilts her head, a loose wave of hair tumbling into her eyes. “There will always be men in my life, Ray. I can’t imagine going too long without one. Who knows? Maybe I'll find myself married again before any baby is close to arriving.”

“You just wanted me for my sperm, is that it?” My chest tightens—not quite with hurt, more curiosity. The idea is strange; oddly arousing, too.

She laughs softly, her eyes glinting as she draws closer, her words an erotic confession. “Oh, darling, is that disappointment I detect? I didn’t mean to make you feel... used. It wasn’t calculated, I swear. Everything happened so fast. I was feeling that wild ache of ovulation, got Brad's news—that his sperm count’s abysmal—and then, to top it off, I discovered his little affair. With all that swirling inside me, I didn’t walk in here thinking I’d end up riding you across your desk. I really just wanted to thank you for being so sweet, for caring about me when I was raw and hurting. But then you held me, your body close, and I couldn’t miss what was happening in your trousers. The temptation... oh, I could practically taste your desire.”

She lowers her voice, drawing out every word. “I have this... sense for it. I know when a man’s turned on, even across a crowded room. But standing so close, your scent—your deep, masculine musk—it was overwhelming. I couldn’t stop myself. When I see a cock begging for attention, I have to take it. I’m shameless like that. But I have to be honest, I never saw us as a couple. Marriage isn’t on my mind—at least not with you, love. I don’t mind a man with experience; Brad has a few years on me. But Ray, there’s a world between us—eighteen whole years. That’s a chasm I’m not ready to cross.”

I let the reality settle between us—no bitterness, just a lazy, satisfied comfort. The opportunity had shimmered before me, unexpected and wild, and I’d taken it. “It’s fine, Ange,” I reply, my voice relaxed. “Trust me, marrying again isn’t high on my to-do list. It’s always ended up costing more than it’s worth.”

Her eyes sparkle with mischief. “They do tend to get pricey when they go wrong, don’t they? Lucky for me, Brad’s been caught with his cute little twenty-year-old cunt. Should keep my wallet safe in the divorce.” She rises onto her toes, brushing her lips against mine—just a fleeting, stolen kiss. I taste her, finally, and wonder why we didn’t start with a kiss rather than end with one. “Anyway, we should really get back to business. Thank you for what you gave me, Ray... an intense orgasm, and maybe—just maybe—a chance at a baby. It’s exactly what I need. Isn’t it thrilling how the hottest moments are the ones you never see coming? The ones that take your breath away, when you least expect it?”

I can only grin, a little stunned. “You absolutely surprised me.”

She gathers her things, glancing at me over her shoulder. “And don’t lose any sleep over not using a condom. If that’s what I’d wanted, believe me, I would’ve demanded it. Ray, I couldn’t bring myself to ask you to pull out. It’s been far too long since you’ve had a proper, uninhibited fuck. I wanted you to lose yourself—in me, in the heat, in everything. No barriers, no second thoughts. That’s the only way it truly feels right.”

My eyes greedily trace the outline of her figure, the way her blouse now clings loosely to her curves, offering just a whisper of what lies beneath. Even at forty-five, Angela radiates an intoxicating confidence, her sexuality undeniable, as if ripened by time rather than worn by it. I can hardly believe how fortunate I am—what are the odds, really, of finding myself so deep, so exquisitely joined with such an irresistible woman, if only for a fleeting, stolen moment? A moment that’s already seared into my memory, my body still humming from the aftermath. God, how long did it even last? That frantic, wild coupling measured in nothing but heartbeats and panting breaths—barely two minutes, if that, yet burningly intense. I know tonight I’ll replay every gasp and thrust in the dark hush of my bedroom, one hand curled around myself, mind’s eye filled with the sight and scent of her.

Angela’s voice, self-assured and raw around the edges, breaks through my thoughts. “You didn’t mind going at it doggie, did you, Ray?” There’s a mischievous glimmer in her eyes, as if she knows exactly how decadent it was to have me claiming her from behind, bent over my desk. “I just couldn’t do missionary—still reeling from Brad. I couldn’t bear the thought of looking into another man’s face just yet. This way, eyes averted, I could almost pretend it was familiar, that I was still with Brad. I needed it, needed to be taken hard and fast… and that was exactly what you gave me.”

Her words drape around me like silk, soaking me in that wicked satisfaction that comes from pleasuring a woman who knows herself—and exactly how she likes to be fucked. I have no answer. I’m still winded, stunned by how everything in this office—my desk, the very air—suddenly carries her mark, her scent, her heat. Every time I glance at that desk, I’ll see her there, hair splayed wild, slender hips arched high, her perfect ass and tender folds glistened and open for my hungry gaze. No business appointment will ever feel the same.

A brisk knock slices the erotic haze. The door’s thrown open, making us both whirl in our seats, hearts leaping. “Oh, there you are!” a brisk voice rings out. “Sorry, Ray, I was looking for Angela. Didn’t mean to interrupt.” The intruder—one of my team—smiles, oblivious, asking for a word with me. I catch Angela’s eyes; a silent, sultry exchange passes between us, both recalling how close we came to being discovered mid-act, her moans and my urgent grunts echoing in this very space not ten minutes ago.

She floats from the room with the employee, grace and ease restored, and I slip behind my desk, still half-lost in lurid reverie. Did I really just take her like that? The throbbing between my legs insists yes—I can still feel the echo of her velvet heat, the desperate way she clenched around me.

It takes a struggle of will to center myself again, but payroll won’t wait for arousal to simmer down. I force my thoughts away, fingers flying over keys, mind only partly on the numbers and names in front of me.

It’s nearly 4pm when a young staff member—twenty-five and bright-eyed—sits across from me, needing help with a minor snarl in her project. I’m just beginning to recover my composure, the conversation leading nowhere erotic, when my intercom crackles to life and Angela’s voice pours through, loud and unmistakable, every syllable laced with innuendo: “Ray, that was such fun… you’re very good at helping me through the afternoon. Don’t leave early tonight, alright? I need some more.”

The heat that rushes to my face betrays me—I’m certain I blush, and caught off guard, my young colleague’s gaze flicks from my face to the phone and back, her lips parted in shock at our boss’s blatant confession. For a beat, the air is pulsing with tension.

Flustered, I stammer, “Ah, I’ve got Jennifer with me, Ange.”

An awkward silence, then Angela’s velvet voice, still lingering over the line: “Oh… um, sorry, you two. Didn’t realize. Carry on.”

The residual hum of the intercom fades, and a thick, delicious silence settles between Jennifer and me, fraught with the unspoken tension that Angela’s sultry broadcast left hanging in the air. I eventually break it, my voice a touch too rough. “Uh, where were we?”

Angela’s brazen interruption has left a raw heat pulsing under my skin, making it nearly impossible to focus on anything as mundane as payroll. Somehow, I force myself through the wage calculations, my mind slipping again and again to the memory of Angela’s needy body against mine. By half past five, I’m finally done—my libido skittering with both anxiety and anticipation at the prospect of a second round. God, when was the last time I even managed twice in one day? Certainly not in my faithful, married years.

Just as I’m resigning myself to the possibility of running on fumes, my intercom buzzes to life once more—Angela’s voice, velvet and insistent: “Are you free?”

A smirk tugs at my lips as I bite back my exhaustion, shooting back in that dry, playful tone she likes, “No, two hundred an hour.”

She laughs, seductive and hungry. “Fantastic, sounds like a steal. Actually, I—”

I stop her, heart racing. “Yes, Angela, I know exactly what you meant.”

A breathy pause. “Was that awkward? Did Jennifer say anything? You think she picked up on what I was really after?”

“She definitely picked up on something. Took her a while before she managed to close her mouth again.”

Angela’s laugh is a smoky purr. “Oh, intriguing. Ray, I have my mouth open right now—want to come in here and fill it for me?”

She’s not teasing. The blood thuds, hot and heavy, in my veins. “Yeah. I definitely do.”

“Has everyone left for the day?” she asks, her need vibrating in every syllable.

“I’ll check as I come to you,” I promise, already half out of my seat.

“Good. I’m waiting.”

My work is finally wrapped—a relief, since at this point, focus is completely out the window. Stepping out, I sweep my gaze over the sea of empty desks. Teasing shivers chase across my skin. No one left. The anticipation between us charges the air as I slip through the door to her office without knocking.

Angela is lounging behind her desk—but it’s the way she’s sitting that nearly unmakes me. Both feet are hoisted up, legs spread wide—brazen and beautifully inviting, her skirt drawn high to reveal a stretch of bare thigh and the dark promise between them. As I approach, she lifts the hem even higher, parting her thighs and exposing her pussy—unadorned, glistening slightly, freshly hungry. No underwear at all. I can’t look away; I ache for the feel of her again, still tight, still tingling with the memory of earlier.

She crooks a daring smile, legs shamelessly open, her eyes blazing with intent. “I thought we might enjoy my office this time—a bit of comfort, at least. Your desk left me with sore nipples for nearly an hour after…well, that… whatever we should call it.”

My voice drops low. “Fucking, Ange. That’s exactly what I’d call it.”

Her laughter is wicked—intimate. “Yeah, usually I do too. But I learned something about using that word with you today. It makes you hard every time, doesn’t it?”

There’s no hiding the truth, not with her displayed before me like this, inviting and ready. “Yeah, Angela. It does.”

She leans back, gaze locked to mine, voice smoky with command. “Show me, Ray. Take out your cock and show me exactly how it reacts when I say the things you love to hear from me.”

My fingers tremble with anticipation as I reach for my belt, the metal buckle clinking faintly in the hush of her office. I slide it open, one-handed, then deftly undo the button and tug my trousers down, letting them pool at my ankles—discarded and irrelevant. I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and slowly drag them downward, exposing myself for her—shirt rumpled, socks and shoes still on, but utterly exposed, my need for her impossibly obvious. The sight of her, thighs spread with such brazen abandon, has my cock already thickening, that intoxicating visual fueling its rise even before she purrs her directions. By the time her sultry voice commands me, I’m already stiffer, swelling the rest of the way under her hungry gaze.

She hums her approval, eyes glittering. “Mmm, looking so eager for attention, Ray. Came prepared for round two, didn’t you?”

I can’t hide my hopeful grin. “I’d settle for nothing less, Ange.”

She leans back in her chair, her lips twisting into a wicked smile. “You know exactly what I want. Think you have another one in you for me—another thick, hot load? Or should I say the mother-lode?” She winks mischievously, laughter darting across her words but her eyes never leaving my cock.

The innuendo makes me smirk. “If that’s what you need from me...”

Her voice lowers to a teasing confession. “Oh, believe me, I do. You know, my nipples ached after you had me splayed on that desk. I figured it was the edge pressing into me, but I looked it up—they can get sore when I’m ovulating. Do you think I’m ready, Ray? Ready for you to fuck me again, right here?”

The dirty word on her lips punches straight through me. My cock pulses in my hand, responding before I can find my voice. “You look like you couldn’t be more ready, Ange.”

She laughs, delighted by our shared heat. “Glad we’re in sync. On second thought, maybe my nipples ache because you ignored them earlier. They need your mouth—desperate for it, actually.”

I shake my head with a regretful chuckle. “Didn’t have the chance—I would have, if you’d been facing me.” Just the thought sends a jolt through me.

She laughs, unburdened by anything but hunger now. “Well, I’ll fix that. Shouldn’t deny a girl her due, right?”

She moves around her desk, her former tears and uncertainties replaced by a radiant confidence that’s all seduction and promise. Her steps are unhurried, but her eyes betray her impatience—her desperate, addicting need for the kind of release only I seem able to give her. The polished, always-in-control professional persona she projects for the world has vanished; in its place is an unapologetic woman in her sexual prime, stripped bare and open for me alone.

Angela lifts a bottle, pouring two generous glasses—anticipating our need. “Join me on the couch?” she offers, her invitation thick with implication.

I settle beside her on the plush two-seater, the cushion giving deliciously as our bodies align, a vivid contrast to the hard, unyielding desk she’d sprawled over earlier. She hands me my glass and we sip, our eyes locked, our mutual desire simmering just beneath the civilized pretense of a shared drink. But her patience is wafer-thin; she glances down at my lap with naked hunger.

Everything about her now—the glint in her eye, the flush along her collarbone, the restless shift of her thighs—speaks of an appetite that feels almost bottomless. Is it just the thrill of my body or is it some wild, primal urge, this longing to have me fill her with possibility again? For a man my age, the challenge of pleasing her twice in such a short window should be daunting, but she makes me want to try—want to give her every last drop just to feel her shudder in my arms again.

She carefully takes my glass from my hand, her fingertips lingering as she sets both glasses aside on the low table. The moment she turns back, her arms open wide, welcoming me into her embrace. We meld together effortlessly, her body pressing to mine, and our mouths fuse—a tentative kiss blossoming into unrestrained hunger. Tongues dance, teasing, swirling, coaxing secret moans from deep within us both. It’s exactly what I’d craved and was denied the first time—real foreplay threading its slow heat between us.

Angela exudes the kind of sensual confidence that only comes from experience—a woman who’s explored and been explored. It’s a realisation that both thrills and unsettles me; her casual hints about past lovers flit across my mind, pressing the question: can I, at my age, truly satisfy her again so soon? My doubts dissolve the instant I feel my erection throb against the tautness of my exposed body, ready once more. I’ll give her everything I have.

Our kiss grows deeper, more consuming. The world fades away. Does she sense my apprehension—the delicate edge on which my pride and libido balance? As if in response, her hand trails downward, fingers confidently seeking my cock, her touch a bold reminder that I am, indeed, fully hard. Through parted lips, she hums her approval, the sound vibrating deliciously between us. Her palm slips back behind my neck, tightening, holding me imprisoned in her fervent kiss.

Assured of my readiness, Angela abruptly draws away, her eyes glinting with desire and mischief. She searches my gaze, as if reading a secret written just for her, before her hands work behind her back, unzipping her dress. The fabric glides forward and slides sensually over her curves, pooling at her waist, and revealing lingerie designed not for function, but for seduction—a black, barely-there bra hugging her breasts, the shadowed dip between them enticingly exposed. Did she wear this to torment me all day, or had she slipped away to find something wicked, just for my eyes and my hands tonight?

I can’t resist any longer. I lower my head, inhaling the clean, feminine scent of her skin, lips brushing just above where her nipple peeks from under lace. Her breath catches; her fingers grip tighter into my hair, silently urging me on. The bra yields beneath my touch, baring her waiting nipple. I latch onto it, drawing it into my mouth, letting my tongue swirl and tease, sucking harder than before. Angela’s pleased sigh is soft and desperate in my ear; she’s eager, greedy for every sensation my mouth delivers. I let my teeth scrape the delicate skin above her swollen nipple, leaving the barest mark—a brand of hunger, my claim pressed in red on her creamy skin, reckless as an adolescent.

She gasps, a high, surprised sound. “Are you marking me?”

I release her, just long enough to murmur against her breast, “Just staking my claim. I can’t help myself when your breasts are this perfect.” Then my lips find her again, sucking with deliberate, relentless need, determined to savor every inch she offers.

“Don’t neglect this one,” she purrs, her voice hungry and velvet-smooth, deft fingers reaching behind to unfasten her bra—one practiced flick and the fabric surrenders, falling away to bare both her breasts, which seem improbably perfect for a woman of forty-five. My hands linger, my gaze drinking her in—God, she’s exquisite, the fullness and high curve of her breasts defying time. She catches my look of stunned appreciation and lifts her chin, a sly smile playing at her lips. “You like what you see?” Her tone is amused, but there’s a touch of vulnerability beneath the bravado.

All I can do is nod, momentarily struck silent by her beauty.

“Never having had children helps,” she observes with a wink, as if confiding some secret.

My mouth finds her other nipple, and instantly I’m intoxicated—her scent, the heat of her skin, the way she arches towards me, hungry for more. I think, fleetingly, of my ex-wives: how I loved their bodies, but Angela’s breasts—full, soft, her nipples flushed deep rose—are something else, untethered to the changes of motherhood. Lush. Decadent. I taste her, flicking my tongue in slow, deliberate circles, drawing low moans from her lips. I spend long, desperate minutes worshipping her, my hands roaming her curves, lost in sensation and her pleasure. There’s no rush this time. No frantic urgency—just simmering, building heat as her body trembles for me, her earlier impatience replaced by a sultry anticipation.

But soon, a restless urge takes me deeper. My mouth seeks new territory, sliding over her stomach, letting my lips chart the smooth planes of her skin. Her dress, bunched carelessly at her waist, obstructs my progress, so I grip the hem and drag it up, unveiling the creamy expanse of her thighs, her bare belly, the gentle mound of her sex, exposed and gloriously naked.

I rain soft, featherlight kisses down her body, teasing, every caress making her shudder. I breathe her in, the musky-sweet scent of her arousal spiking my own need. The heart-shaped groove of her labia calls to me—I press my lips there, nuzzling, and she gasps, pleasure spilling from her mouth. “Oh yes… this… God, this is so good. Brad would never do this,” she breathes, disbelief and wonder mingling in her voice.

My mind reels. How could anyone deny this woman? Angela, so alive and unashamed of her passion—how had her husband ever turned away from her pleasure? “How long has it been?” I murmur, tasting the ache in her words.

She shakes her head, refusing to dwell on the unhappiness of the past. “Don’t make me count, Ray. Too long. Much too long. I’m just so grateful you want to… please me.”

I look up at her, fierce in my honesty. “It’s one of my favourite ways to adore a woman,” I confess. My fingers slide between her thighs and gently part her slick lips as I settle between her knees, kneeling on the floor, hungry for her taste.

My tongue strokes her, slow, languid flutters that have her hips lifting, grinding closer to my mouth. I devour her, lost in her wet heat, flicking and circling, sucking her clit into my mouth and teasing until she’s writhing uncontrollably, hands tangled in my hair. Every breath she takes becomes a sound of release, a moan, a plea, a helpless cry. When her orgasm hits, it’s wild—her whole body bows, thighs clamping around my head, a primal, shaking surge that leaves her trembling and shattered.

I stay there for a beat, savoring every tremor before finally looking up. Her eyelids flutter, breath still uneven. She finds me watching her with a kind of reverence, heat still simmering between us. “What?” she whispers, cheeks flushed, still drunk with release. “Never seen a woman come like that before?”

I grin, awed and honest. “Not like that. Not that intense.”

“Really?” Angela’s voice is haughty, but her pride is unmistakable.

“You were wild,” I tell her, voice husky. “It was beautiful.”

She grins, hair falling into her eyes. “Oh, Ray… it felt incredible.”

I shake my head, still astonished. “Hard to believe Brad never gave you this,” I say, letting my fingers press gently, teasing her inner thigh, already craving more.

“Oh, he tried a couple of times when we were newlyweds, but honestly, I could tell it wasn’t his thing. He always looked a little uncomfortable—almost squeamish.”

I frown, genuinely perplexed. “That just baffles me. There’s nothing I enjoy more than savoring the softness, the taste of a woman, especially when I slide my tongue deep inside her… there.” My words are low, reverent, as I recall her musky sweetness still lingering on my lips.

She lets out a knowing, sultry giggle. “Mmm, I absolutely felt your tongue exploring me. You made me shiver, Ray.”

“From the first time, I realized nothing compares to the flavor hidden within a woman—deep inside. It’s addictive, Angela. I swear, I could gorge myself on your juices and never get enough. It’s intoxicating. Sweeter than anything.”

Her eyes go half-lidded, suggestive heat in every glance. “God, if that’s the case, maybe we should make this a tradition. How about every weekday at half-past five… our own little after-work rendezvous? What do you say? Although, I hope you’re not expecting overtime each day,” she teases, voice velvet-soft and playful.

I draw closer, my tone matching hers. “Hmm, maybe we can discuss my compensation package,” I murmur, my lips brushing her ear. The scent of her arousal clings between us, lush and urgent.

She laughs, husky with desire. “Ray, you fool—of course I was teasing! The only bonus you’ll get is what’s right here in front of you. Your reward is having my body, whenever you crave it. Not just now, but as often as you want. And that gorgeous cock of yours? It’s about to feel just how much I appreciate you.”

I grin, anticipation sparking between us. “Oh, I can live with that arrangement… and I’m more than eager to collect.”

Her voice dips, urgent. “Stand up for me, Ray. Now.”

Obeying, I rise from the couch, already stripped down to just my shirt, socks, and shoes. My cock—thick, eager, straining—juts out, rigid and impossibly ready, hovering brazenly at her eye level. Angela’s gaze drops; her pink tongue darts over her lips in hunger, and my pulse hammers in response.

She looks as if she’s ready to drag me into her mouth, to lavish me in the kind of pleasure I just gave her. But after so long without regular intimacy, the idea of being so close—so almost unbearably aroused—makes me hesitate. The last hour with her sated my urgent hunger, but that desperate longing still pulses through my veins; I want her, all of her, now.

Before she can make me lose control, I drop to my knees at the edge of the sofa, aligning myself over her trembling body. My cock glides through her slick folds, gliding up and down her wet seam, gathering the wet proof of her arousal.

Angela shifts her curves beneath me, settling her shoulders against the armrest and angling her hips just so, inviting me deeper. I fit myself to her, cradling her beneath me, and press the swollen head of my cock against her entrance. She’s so wet, so hot—her tight heat draws me inside, and I lose myself in the sensation of her body enveloping me inch by blissful inch.

My mind marvels at the absurdity—who would have guessed when I woke this morning, buttoned my shirt, headed to the office, that I’d spend the afternoon wrapped around my beautiful, insatiable boss? Twice in one day, plunging into this aching, glorious heat—her body, my reward.

I sink into her, each inch sliding slowly, enveloped by the clutching heat of her body until I’m buried fully, deliciously inside her. My thrusts begin slowly, unhurried, a sensuous dance of skin and muscle that’s softer, more controlled than the frantic passion of our earlier tryst. Angela is electric beneath me, restless hips undulating, her body alive and uninhibited. Her hands roam greedily, tracing gentle patterns over my back, sending shivers along my spine—her fingers stray lower, teasing the curve of my arse, slipping boldly down to stroke and circle the tender ring of muscle at my entrance, a daring caress that sends jolts of pleasure radiating through me.

God, this woman is intoxicating, absolutely insatiable. How is it that my luck brought me here, with a boss so bewitching, so fiercely sexual? I can’t resist her. Pleasure coils deep within as I savor her every movement—the way she squeezes around me, the desperate little sounds she lets slip as her climax builds. I watch her unravel again, glorious and loud, hearing my name catch on her ragged breath. She’s undone beneath me, and I swell with satisfaction, the knowledge that I can draw this storm from her—this woman who’s confessed to a history of capable lovers.

The urgency that gnawed at me before is gone, that primal need tempered by release earlier in the day. Skipping a second blowjob now was a wise move, buying me time to prolong this ride, to hold her shuddering on the edge until she tips headlong into bliss a second time. My mind drifts back briefly—to lovers past, to the rare nights I could make my wives unravel twice. But Angela’s response is immediate, intense. She rides her orgasm, hips bucking, body writhing. Her voice rises, raucous and wild. Fuck, it spurs me on.

I feel myself racing toward the edge, her inner walls pulsing around me, drawing me in deeper. The memory of her earlier words—so ripe with reckless temptation, her teasing about babies—flickers through my mind.

Guilt tugs at me, and I murmur, “Ange, should I think about a condom this time?” My voice is rough with need.

But she silences me with a guttural moan, shaking her head, her nails digging into my flesh. “Ray, stop talking. Stay. Just give it to me.”

Her command is like gasoline on a fire. I surrender to it, fucking her harder, deeper, my body driving down until I erupt inside her, orgasm wracking me in fierce, explosive pulses. One, two, three throbbing jets—I pour myself into her, body trembling, riding out every last aftershock as her legs clamp tightly around my hips, refusing to let me go.

Even as the pleasure ebbs and sweat cools our skin, she clings to me fiercely, arms cinched around my back, her ankles locked across the backs of my thighs, keeping me inside her, cocooned in sticky heat. We lie tangled, spent and breathless, both knowing that for tonight, here on this battered sofa, she won’t let me escape until I am utterly and completely emptied.

Angela’s voice is like silk, low and honeyed in the early dusk. “Hiring you was one of my better business decisions, Ray,” she murmurs, fingertips brushing my lingering sweat, her hand warm and teasing, lingering over the curve of my hip. “You’re efficient, professional—and clearly full of exceptional, unexpected talents. That was ... exceptional. You know how to make me glow from the inside out. So, shall we grab some dinner? And if you’re tempted, maybe let the evening end back at my place?”

I let out a laugh, husky and self-deprecating as I stroke her thigh, feeling the aftershocks still shivering through my body. “You’re making it awfully hard to say no, Ange. But I’ve got to confess, I may not be up for another round tonight. There’s no denying you’ve left me wrung out—and I’m not exactly twenty-five anymore. I think you’ve truly managed to drain me.”

The way her eyes spark with mischief makes my spent cock twitch in sympathy. “Are you sure about that?” she teases, breath warm at my ear. “I have faith in you, Ray. Besides, who could resist a little persistence?”

I grin, shaking my head, a little embarrassed by my own limitations. “Honestly, it’s been ages since I’ve been put so thoroughly through my paces, especially in just a few wild hours.”

She draws her nails playfully across my stomach, shifting beneath me, her lips at my shoulder. “It’s such a shame to let this prime window go to waste. My ovulation, you know—this is my only shot, right now. I just have to hope your earlier efforts counted ... or tonight’s did.”

Something in her tone, a raw neediness, hits me square in the chest. “You’re really set on this, aren’t you—having a baby?”

Her reply comes steady, almost reverent. “Very much so, Ray. I did everything ... won the pageant, had a modeling career, doors opened wide. I tasted everything, even marriage, but not too soon. I got to indulge, live out my desires—sex, pleasure, pure enjoyment was always mine to savor. Now, topping it all, bringing a baby into my world would make everything feel complete.”

I shift my weight, searching her eyes. “Aren’t you worried about doing it alone? No partner to help raise the child?”

She just laughs softly, as if the very idea amuses her. “That part doesn’t bother me. My company’s successful, the pressure’s off—I can pour my love into a child without having to juggle work and worries. I’ll be there, every moment.”

There’s a tenderness blooming in my chest. “If you need me—if I’ve helped in your wish—I promise, I’m here. Whatever you need from me. However you want it.”

She traces my jaw, her gaze soft and open. “Thank you, Ray. That means more than you know. If today’s little adventure works, you’ll always be part of this. But for now, let’s not get ahead of ourselves—let’s leave the future open for both of us. For tonight, I just want to enjoy this wild, unexpected ride. You, my mature, gorgeous stud.”

A rush of masculine pride makes my lips curl. “Stud,” I echo, laughing low. “That’s a first, and I won’t forget it.”

Later, at dinner, Angela doesn’t let up. Under the soft glare of candlelight, her hand finds my thigh beneath the tablecloth again and again—fingers kneading, tracing, testing, as if she might coax one more burst of arousal from me. Each time the waitstaff turns away, she’s bolder, her warmth promising more, relentless, hungrily hopeful.

But despite her efforts and my own vivid recollections—her body, her taste, the way she called out as she came—my body remains sated, content in the afterglow. By nine, we playfully accept that I’m spent, not defeated—just gloriously, utterly satisfied for tonight. We kiss goodbye, each returning to our own single beds, the promise of what might come still lingering between us.

Over the next several weeks, our encounters became a pattern—an intoxicating rhythm that neither of us could resist. Sex, once simply a pleasure, transformed into a constant, pulsing undertone to our days. I suppose you could call us lovers, though somehow that word felt too tame for the intoxicating heat we shared. What thrilled me most was that, even after Angela’s fertile window had closed, she craved me with the same intensity; her appetite for me hadn’t dulled one bit.

Our office trysts demanded discretion, an added edge that made every touch electric. Only when the building had emptied and night shadows crept across glass partitions did I find myself sliding inside her again, her legs draped over my waist atop her desk, her gasps muffled by my hand or mouth. Still, even as we stole these moments in her office, Angela pulled me deeper into her world, inviting me to her side at elegant parties and glittering business soirees. At sixty-three, I felt an undeniable, almost primal thrill parading her—this breathtaking, luminous woman—on my arm under the glitter of chandeliers, aware of envious eyes all around.

Angela was insatiable. She wanted me—claimed me—four, sometimes five days a week, our bodies colliding in raw, hungry bursts. The subject of her wish for a baby fell away in those weeks, unspoken, but never far from my mind. With the frequency of our coupling—I could practically track her cycle by the absence of any red-stained sheets or whispered mention of her period. A suspicion started to kindle, flaring with each of her lingering smiles and that buoyant energy she carried into our evenings.

And then, finally, it happened. On a Saturday night that began with a decadent dinner and ended tangled in her king-size bed, we unleashed ourselves on each other—this time, a rare missionary position. My hips pinned her, and our rhythm soared until she shattered with not one, but two shuddering orgasms, her cries tangled with my name. My mouth pressed hungry kisses to her neck, leaving an unmistakable stamp, raw with my possessiveness.

Angela, breathless beneath me, wrapped her arms and legs around me, locking me as deep inside her as she could. In the afterglow, as my pulse still hammered, she pressed her lips close to my ear, her voice trembling and urgent with joy.

“Oh, Ray—God, you have no idea what you make me feel,” she whispered, holding me tighter. Her whole body quivered around me as the truth spilled out, “My love, I’ve waited for this moment, and there’s no better time to tell you, not while your gorgeous cock is filling me again—I’m pregnant, Ray. You did it.”

The wave hit me—stunned pleasure, disbelief, but I tried to mirror shock, to match her excitement. “Are you serious, Ange? You’re…happy?”

She beamed, her eyes shining, cheeks flushed. “Oh, Ray, I’m delirious. I knew you could do it. Thank you for this beautiful gift. I’m truly blessed. I’m six weeks along. I wanted to tell you sooner, but I was scared… worried if I said it out loud, it might slip away. But now, now I feel like I can finally believe it.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her radiant face, heart pounding. “You look luminous, Ange. Honestly, I suspected something—your happiness…it’s impossible to hide.”

“Sweetheart, promise me nothing changes between us, okay?” she murmured, her voice sultry but earnest as her fingers tangled possessively in my hair. “I crave you just as much, if not more, now. I want us tangled together, again and again, just like before—no less. But Ray, remember what I said when we first began this—no strings tied, no demands or expectations from you. I won’t breathe a word to anyone about Brad not being the father; we’ll let the world believe what they want, since he was still my husband then. Officially, your name will never appear on a birth certificate. After the birth, you can be as involved, or not, as you wish. I always wanted a child, whatever it took, regardless of my relationship status. This precious little one is mine to raise, my choice, my happiness. Does any of that sound selfish?” She gazed up at me, her lips trembling with hunger and yearning. “I hope not. You have your own life, Ray. You’ve done the whole fatherhood thing—twice over, in your case. You shouldn’t have to start over; by the time this child turns 21 you’ll be 84, if you’re even around to see it.”

I smirked, nuzzling her throat, feeling the contrast between my desire for her body and the strange, bittersweet pride swelling in my chest. “If I last that long,” I teased, my hand stroking the curve of her waist.

As her pregnancy progressed, the intensity of our passion softened but didn’t vanish; we still fed each other’s hunger, slower and gentler, relishing every lingering touch. Gradually, she became less insatiable—her body demanded more rest, and our sessions became less frequent, more savored, until she called a full stop four weeks before the baby was due. I submitted, a little mournful but full of anticipation, and joined her dutifully for six weeks of prenatal classes, soaking up every moment of togetherness before my role faded quietly into the background.

When the day finally arrived, Angela brought forth a gorgeous baby boy—robust, lusty, a hefty 4.5 kilograms, matching my own birth weight, which felt like fate winking knowingly at me across the generations. In the hospital, I marveled privately at this tiny, perfect creature—my son, though known only as hers—and the sight filled me with something unexpected, a fierce, secret joy. I visited Angela and the boy just once after they came home, and again two weeks later at the office, where she radiated pride, expertly convincing everyone that Brad was the father. Not a soul ever looked at me twice.

A month later was my birthday; the night before, Angela’s sweet, husky voice called. She wanted to mark my 64th year, just the two of us. “Ray, I’ve arranged a babysitter. Dinner at our favorite spot, and then back here, my love. I want your hands on me again, I need you—desperate, aching. Bring only your toothbrush, lover…leave the pajamas behind. Tonight, we pick up where we left off.” Her promise sent a shiver down my spine, anticipation pooling hot and heavy inside me.

The sound of Angela’s voice sent a delicious shiver skittering down my spine, an ache I’d tried—and failed—to quiet in her absence. Eight glorious months we’d spent entwined, bodies and souls colliding in wild, unstoppable waves of pleasure. The last two months without her—the warm thrum of her skin, the taste of her moans—had left me starved. I’d surrendered to my own hands more times than I’d care to admit, each release nothing but a pale echo of what I’d found in her arms, like the lonely, desperate nights after my marriage dissolved—until Angela had awakened everything in me that day, right there in the office.

Tonight, though, was different. Angela had thrown herself into reclaiming her body, and as I stood in her entryway, I struggled to conceal my astonishment. Only weeks after giving birth, she was glorious—her curves carved by discipline and desire. She glowed, radiant and fierce, every line of her body inviting admiration, worship. How did she do it? My anticipation ratcheted even higher—that promise of what waited for me after dinner, wrapped in her smile.

At our usual table, the familiar clinking of glasses and the gentle murmur of the staff clinging to us with affectionate warmth, I watched Angela’s eyes glitter beneath the halo of candlelight. Our little rituals—shared bites, stolen touches beneath the linen—sparked that old electricity; we could barely wait to be alone again. But when the surprise cake arrived, the staff’s cheer and Angela’s laughter nearly made me dizzy—so much life, so much anticipation threading between us.

Conscious of the ticking clock—her friend, a seasoned mother with her own brood, had dutifully come to watch little Liam—we inhaled our slices of cake and rushed home. Angela had made sure her friend knew exactly when to go; I caught the anticipation in her restless movements. She was eager, forceful, all but herding her friend out the door, starved to be alone with me again, just us and this simmering need.

The door clicked shut and Angela’s tone was velvet, urgent. “Ray, I’ve wanted you for so long… but you need to be patient with me, just a bit longer. I have to feed Liam first—then, we’ll do what we do best.”

Her sultry promise burned beneath my skin, but when I offered to busy myself with the TV, her eyes flashed, lips curving. “No. I want you to watch me. I fantasized about this—about your eyes on me as I feed him. It turns me on. I get wet just thinking about you seeing me like this.”

Fuck. I could hardly breathe as I followed her into the living room, the anticipation dizzying, almost as intoxicating as the first time we’d undressed for each other. She disappeared for a few minutes. When she returned, my jaw nearly dropped: her dress was gone, replaced by a barely-there housecoat that floated around her thighs, showing off legs that seemed to go on forever, threaded with promise and tension. Liam, sleepy-eyed, nestled heavily in her arms, still carrying the warmth of dreams.

“Here—hold him for me while I get ready,” she murmured, handing over her precious bundle. With a practiced, sensual shrug, Angela let the straps of her tiny robe slide from her shoulders, a whispered tease of silk against skin. There, before me, the garment slithered to the floor, leaving her gloriously naked—vulnerable, commanding, breathtaking.

My heart thundered as I held her son, rooted to the spot, as the woman I craved made herself bare for both of us, stirring something raw, primal, and impossibly sweet inside me.

Angela stands before me, utterly exposed, her body gloriously bare in the warm light of the room. At nearly forty-six, she is astonishing—her skin radiant, her curves more irresistible than ever before, every trace of pregnancy melted away as if by magic. Time has only added depth to her allure: her hips have flourished, her breasts grown fuller, more sumptuous from nourishing our child. I drink her in, mesmerized by the sight of her—sexier, more confident, more woman than even in her modelling days.

My gaze lingers on her breasts—those exquisite, heavy globes I have adored from the first day. Tonight, though, they’re transformed. Milk-swollen and eager, her nipples are proud and thick, begging to be touched, tasted, worshipped. The memory of sucking them, of feeling her shudder with pleasure beneath me, floods back, and I ache to taste her all over again.

She methodically shifts two cushions on the couch, arranging them to prop herself at a lazy, inviting angle—almost reclining, yet not quite horizontal. Her movements are sensual, practiced. She looks up at me, a mischievous glint in her eye, and crooks a finger. “Okay. Bring him here.”

Carefully, I transfer little Liam into her arms, my heartbeat suddenly pounding as if I’m doing something wicked. She positions him gently, almost reverently, at her breast. Instantly, he latches onto her left nipple, suckling greedily, and I’m fascinated—entranced—by the sight of her being both fierce goddess and nurturing mother.

I take a seat close beside her, unable to tear my gaze from the scene: her eyes on me, her lips curled in a secret smile, her bare thighs parting subtly beneath her son. She slides her hand to my lap, caressing me through my jeans—a bold, intimate stroke—and my cock stirs at the contact, impatient and eager.

Then she leans closer, her voice an erotic whisper, soft and low so as not to break the spell of the moment. “Go down on me,” she murmurs, her fingers daring, insistent. “Please, Ray. Right now.”

My pulse skips. “Now?”

She nods, her hunger raw and thrilling. “Yes. I want to come. Here. While I’m feeding him. I’ve dreamed of this for days.” Her eyes darken, hungry and earnest, and I realize there are few limits to what this woman craves.

For a moment, I hesitate—the kink pulses with taboo, with something dangerous and new. But her desire is so palpable, challenging me. “Are you really sure, Ange?”

Her answer is a breathless, desperate yes. “All I want is you—your mouth, your tongue. Slowly. Gently. I want you to build me up, tease me, not too fast. I want to come with him still latched onto me.”

Her daring ignites me. “If anything bothers Liam—”

She shakes her head, determined, her need shimmering between us. “I don’t care. It’s been too long, Ray. Please. Don’t stop unless you have to.”

I grin at her, matching her heat. “Believe me. I’ve been counting every minute.”

She laughs softly, nipples hard as diamonds, her whole body alive with expectation. “Then show me. Take it out for me first—let me see what I’ve been missing. I want your cock. I need a little inspiration, knowing you’ll be inside me again soon.”

Hell, she’s insatiable. I stand, hands trembling, and strip off my trousers and underwear, exposing myself to her greedy gaze. She moans with approval—hungry, delighted. “God, yes. I’ve missed that so much. And the shirt, Ray—off. I need you naked too.”

Obedient to her wishes, I slip out of every last stitch, my cock heavy and swelling with anticipation, the head visibly pulsing as I kneel between her inviting, parted thighs. Angela sprawls languorously, her hips perched at the edge of the lounge and her back braced by the cushions, utterly exposed and gloriously vulnerable to me. The line of her body is both maternal and ravishing, and I hunger for her in a way that feels unashamed, animal. Rather than rush headlong to satisfy my desire, I let the tip of my mouth skim her delicate inner thighs, placing slow, deliberate kisses along the path where her skin is satiny and heated.

She shudders, a delicious gasp trembling on her lips, and the softest moan escapes as my breath ghosts over her, so close to her center yet teasingly withheld. My lips find the sensitive flesh high on her thigh, and I press a wet, lingering kiss there. Overcome by mischief, I bite gently, the imprint left just a whisper from the soft folds of her sex.

“Oh, Ray, you shouldn’t—what on earth is my gynecologist going to say?” her voice is a breathless mix of scandal and delight.

“I’ll plead passionate insanity,” I murmur, lips trailing sensually along her skin. I’ve teased enough; my longing is a living thing, and I lower my mouth to her glistening sex, spreading her with my tongue, tasting her, savoring the intoxicating wetness that tells me she’s as desperate as I am. My tongue glides along her slick slit, seeking out her clit, and when I draw it between my lips, sucking softly then harder, her moan is full-throated and oh-so-sweet.

“Ohhhh!” Angela’s voice vibrates with pleasure, but I glance upward with concern. Liam is undisturbed, blissfully nursing from her breast, and my lover’s face is transformed with ecstasy—eyes half-closed, her jaw relaxed as she gives herself up to the dual sensation of my mouth and her child’s hungry suck. There’s nothing I love more than making her come undone with my tongue, greedily devouring her, coaxing her higher until she’s trembling and gasping, about to break.

But tonight, my instructions are clear—no frantic rush, just patient, measured build-up designed to keep Liam content and Angela writhing, almost there but not quite lost. I cycle between gentle flicks and feather-light licks, easing off whenever her breathing quickens, teasing her until frustration mixes with need and her hips start to roll, silently urging me not to stop. She tries to chase my tongue, grinding against my mouth, but I hold back, holding her on that exquisite edge.

The desperation in her body is electric, her thighs tensing, her wetness increasing as I hold her there—swollen, aching, greedy for my touch. I can’t resist her any longer; desire for her is burning me alive. I give in, devouring her with renewed fervor, my lips and tongue working in fast, hungry rhythm. Her moans grow wild, needy.

“Ohhh yes! ... ohhh Ray! ... loving it, darling! ... oh, honey, I’m going to come...” Her hips buck and her hand flies to my hair, fingers twisting in sweet agony.

I draw back just enough to murmur into the pulsing heat of her, my voice thick with longing, “Do you want me to stop?”

"Oh god, please—don’t you dare stop," Angela cries out, her voice trembling as the force of her orgasm crashes through her, radiating from her core and making her whole body shudder. Under my tongue, I feel the exquisite pulse of her climax, the way her thigh muscles flex and her hips arch up helplessly, surrendering to the sensations that ripple up her spine. She tries to control it, attempts to keep the pleasure locked down in her pelvis, but it's too powerful—her release claims her entirely, sweeping through her with the elemental rush of a wave breaking over and over, relentless and consuming.

A plaintive wail cuts through the thick, humid air—little Liam’s voice. Guilt flickers in my chest. Did we disrupt him? The need and tenderness mingle in the room as Angela, panting, has to quickly gather herself, fighting to subdue the shattering aftershocks of her orgasm. Yet she rises instantly to tend to her son, as if her body—aching and quivering—can obey both desire and responsibility at once.

I hear her gentle, shaky attempt to soothe him, her voice low and syrup-sweet. “Shhh, it’s all right, darling. Mummy's here, sweetheart, everything’s okay.” She glances at me, her eyes glinting with mischief and satisfaction. “Mummy just had to enjoy your daddy, that's all.” Her words, whispered just for Liam but meant unmistakably for me too, make my heart hammer and my cock twitch with renewed heat.

Soon the hush returns; Liam quiets, resuming his mellow sucking at her breast, the only sound the faint, rhythmic pulls and Angela’s soft, breathless sigh. I ease back, withdrawing my mouth from her still glistening sex, and sit on my heels, just taking her in—this spectacular woman whose body trembled for me while she nurtured her child, whose bare pink lips are glossy and spread, a vivid, irresistible invitation for what comes next.

My gaze roams from her parted flesh to the absolute harmony unfolding before me—the intimate power of a mother and her newborn, and the raw, molten anticipation humming low in my belly. My erection feels almost painfully hard, swollen and ready, pulsing with want beyond anything I’ve felt in weeks.

Eventually, Liam releases her nipple and falls limp, drifting asleep against her soft, cushiony breast. Angela rises gracefully, carrying her son with infinite care, her curves a masterpiece—hips swaying, her round, perfect backside still glistening from our play as she heads to settle him down. “I’ll just put him to bed, Ray. Go to my room—I won’t be long.”

I can’t tear my eyes away, lost in the sight of her—her silhouette as she disappears, the proud arc of her backside still imprinted on my retinas. Breathless, I get up and make my way to her bedroom, anticipation thrumming hard and urgent between my legs.

Angela tucks Liam into the second bedroom, and at last—god, finally—it’s ours. She glides in, naked and glorious, her full breasts heavy, nipples still rosy and prominent, a single bead of milk trembling at the tip. Her belly is sleek, her mound neat and inviting—she’s everything, the vision I’ve craved for eight long, aching weeks. She wastes no time, slipping into bed beside me, kneeling up—her hand wrapping possessively around my cock, standing proud for her.

The desire in her eyes is molten. “I want you inside me. But what do you want, Ray? Tell me. It’s been too long—you get to choose.”

I can’t help but drink in the sight of her breasts, swollen and flushed, the dark, tempting areolae calling to me while her fingers toy with my eager shaft.

She grins, reading my mind, teasing. “Mmm, I think I know what you’re really after.” My voice is thick. “Is it too weird, Ange?” I ask, uncertain for a flicker, as this glowing woman—naked, newly a mother—offers me everything.

“Of course it’s not strange, Ray—not with us. I want this as much as you do. God, I’ve been craving you at my breasts almost as desperately as I’ve missed you inside me. Tell me how you want it.”

She doesn’t wait for my answer. Instead, with a languid grace, Angela plumps a pillow upright against the headboard, sinking back into it, her body arching as she makes herself comfortable. She turns towards me, her hand sliding over the swell of her right breast, guiding my gaze, tempting me. “Come here, let me feed you… This side,” she murmurs, her eyes smoldering as she gestures, inviting me to the dark, swollen tip that’s already glistening with a pearl of milk.

I can hardly contain myself. I crawl to her, hunger and lust raging as my lips close greedily over her nipple. Warm liquid gushes into my mouth, silky and sweet, uniquely her. The taste is intoxicating. I drink her in, feeling her arms come around me, holding me close in that soft, maternal embrace—so similar to how she cradled our son, yet oh so different. There’s nothing innocent about the way we fit together now, the way her breast fills my mouth, her back arching with need.

A delicious current zings through me as I work eagerly at her nipple, drawing more of her essence, relishing the erotic alchemy that only Angela inspires. Her breathing becomes ragged, faster, the little gasps and moans trickling into my ear, raw with anticipation. I look up, watching her jaw slacken, eyes squeezed tight, utterly lost in sensation.

Suddenly, she shudders, her thighs trembling despite us not even touching them. Her voice cracks out, thick and urgent: “Ray—I’m going to cum—oh, God—” Her body convulses around her pleasure, her arms crushing me to her breast as if she needs me to anchor her, to keep her from being swept away completely.

She rides her orgasm out, a symphony of soft cries and harsh breaths. My cock pulses with pride and aching desire at the sight—her coming apart with just my mouth suckling her, nothing else. When her breathing slows and the tremors subside, Angela opens her eyes, half-wild with delight. “Where did that come from? Christ, Ray, that was…” She trails off, laughing breathlessly. “Incredible. You just made me cum from sucking my nipple. You’re unreal.”

I finally let her nipple slip from my tongue, milk glistening on my lips, and slide my body down so we align, skin to skin. “Maybe it’s time for the real thing, Ange.”

She gives me a wicked, knowing look. “That was real, you insatiable man. Never—in my entire life—have I come just from my breasts. Go on, chalk up another win for the old guy.”

I grin at her, unashamed of the teasing lilt in her voice. Let her call me old—I know just how to make her body sing. She curls herself along me, all heat and anticipation, her every curve melting into mine. Angela’s eyes glitter with mischief, and I know what’s coming next; the Kama Sutra is her bible, and nothing about her tonight will be ordinary. Missionary? Not for her, not for us—there are far too many ways to make each other moan.

Angela’s hands find my waist, guiding me between her thighs. My stiffness brushes insistently against her soft, slick heat, sliding along her parted folds. Tonight, strangely, she welcomes me in the traditional way—underneath me, gazing up with parted lips and wild eyes—as if offering some tender vulnerability usually withheld. She’s rarely impatient for missionary, and the change leaves me raw, heart hammering with anticipation. But God, I don’t question it; I give in eagerly, driving every rigid inch of myself deep into her aching need. My body remembers her tightness, the intoxicating friction, and the way her heat pulls me closer with every deep, urgent thrust. The chemistry between us ignites, every pent-up desire from our long abstinence spilling over until we’re moving together with feverish intensity, as desperate and breathless as that first time we fucked on my desk, a lifetime and ten months ago.

She shatters again, her body clenching wildly, voice blurring in ecstasy as my own release tears through me, filling her in rhythmic surges. It feels like coming home after years lost in the wilderness.

But tonight, hunger can’t be sated in just one wild dance. After she slips out, tending quietly to Liam in the shadows, she crawls back to me in the early hours and I draw her beneath the covers—a silent, primal reconnection. We unite again before dawn, the sky barely greying, her breasts heavy with motherhood, my mouth hungry for her cries, our lust as raw and beautiful as ever in the newborn light. Her need stirs something base in me; I can’t resist.

Somehow, exhaustion never conquers my desire for her. By the fourth time, we’re lying on our sides, tangled as lovers, my cock still hard and slow as it slides in and out of her, a gentle rhythm, sweet and tender. I cup her face, her eyes locked on mine, when suddenly, she breaks the silent spell.

“Ray…” her voice trembles—a soft, quivering blow. “All this… it’s been incredible, really, but this is the last time we’ll be together.”

The words crash over me, leaving me gutted and cold. I should have seen it coming, remembered her warnings months ago—she needed me to help create Liam, to love her fiercely, but had never promised forever. She’d even told me she expected to move on, to find someone nearer her own age; a man for her future, not just her desires.

The ache in my chest sharpens. “Who is he?” My question is quiet, resigned, but edged with knowing.

She sighs. “You always see right through me. I can’t live without a man’s touch, Ray. You’ve spoiled me, these last ten months. But yes… I wouldn’t have let you go without someone else waiting.”

“So who is he?”

She bites her lower lip, gaze skittering away. “It started in the hospital, when I was recovering from Liam’s birth. One of the doctors—not my usual—kept visiting, making excuses to talk. Before long, he asked for my number, started asking me out.” A flush creeps along her chest.

“Have you… slept with him?”

She shakes her head, softly. “No, Ray. I wouldn’t do that to you—not while we still had this. Not until it was truly over.”

“But you’re sure he’ll satisfy you?”

She smiles, slow and secretive. “A woman just knows, Ray.”

I arch a brow. “Strange… you never knew, with me. Not until you had no choice, after Brad cheated.”

She laughs, a fragility in her voice.

A sly, bittersweet smile curves her lips as she draws a shaky breath. “I have to confess, when I first brought you onto the team, the idea of you—so effortlessly attractive, graying at the temples, eyes full of experience—made my skin tingle. Not my typical choice, no, you’re decades apart from my last man, but after Brad’s betrayal, we collided by accident and somehow—astonishingly—it worked. You kept me sane and made me wild all at once.” Her voice hushes, almost reverent. “You know I’ve always been upfront. I never promised you a forever. But you’re Liam’s father, whether he ever knows your name, and I want you to see him whenever you wish… I just can’t bring myself to reveal who you are. And, if you’re willing, stay with the business. With Liam, the office will barely see me—it’ll be less… complicated.”

I watch her, heart slipping, days of her scent and taste burned into my memory. “Maybe I’ll give it a while,” I murmur, masking the ache. “See how management alone suits me.”

She reaches for my jaw, brushing her thumb over my cheek. There’s a sad, dangerous softness in her eyes. “I hope so, Ray. I love you, you know. Not forever-love—maybe not even the kind that anchors—but I’ll never forget that you made Liam with me, that you filled me, gave me my son. And… well, office gossip travels, darling. I’ve overheard some of the girls whispering about you—fantasizing, actually—would you like a recommendation from the boss?”

I let out a low, incredulous chuckle, my chest cramped with odd affection and something darker. “Ange, that’s an even wider age gap than ours—the oldest is what, thirty-five?”

Her lips quirk, head tilting with mischief. “Just a thought, love.”

When she’d laid the truth bare—her decision, her new man, the finality of this last night—I’d frozen, my body still melded to hers, my cock buried between her velvet thighs. Now, she flexes, her inner walls pulsing around me with slow, deliberate promise, pulling a guttural groan from my throat. She nips at my earlobe, eyes gleaming. “Are you just going to stop, my darling? Or are you going to finish making love to me?” She curls tighter around me, and after a night of endless pleasure, I somehow find it in myself to move, to give her every last drop I have, even if, after all those desperate, delirious fucks, there’s barely anything left.

I stayed on—took over her business, my salary sweetened for the trouble—though lust-drenched office affairs proved fleeting. When curiosity overcame old pride, I’d asked Angela who fancied a taste of me. I flirted, wined, dined—we fucked, experimenting with sparks that fizzled almost before they flared. No comparison to the chaos and bliss that was Angela, but that was the point: there’s only one woman who undid me so thoroughly with her heat and her honesty.

I’m not aggrieved. At sixty-four, I’m wise enough to know I don’t want the burden of fatherhood all over again. My second marriage’s ashes still cool beneath my skin, and then came Angela: a storm of desire, reckless and consuming, spanning eight months of messy, glorious sex while she carried our child. I could have lived in that fever for years—worshipping her, teasing out her needs, growing old and hard together—but she never lied, not once. I was always her wild card, a fleeting lover on her way to something more stable. The doctor’s still with her, months gone by, but I know my place: waiting at life’s edge, lingering just long enough for her to need me—again—when this new man inevitably falls short.


An Unusual Fare

After her husband left her for a younger woman, she felt betrayed and adrift. A girls' night promises escape, culminating in a raw spectacle of masculine power that leaves her body thrumming with forgotten arousal.

I never imagined I could blow through so much money on cocktails and appetizers in a single night, but the evidence was right there: my purse, nearly empty, bills and receipts crumpled in the bottom. It had been ages since I’d unleashed myself on the city, wrapped in the buzzing energy of late-night neon, with laughter bubbling and glasses clinking all around me. The women gathered—Jennifer, Michelle, Lisa, Amy, Angela, Melissa, and Tracy—my closest confidantes, all of us drawn together in those early hopeful days of motherhood, when our kids first jabbered beside kindergarten cubbies. Now, it’s just me—recently cut loose, my ring finger naked, while the rest of them still grip the anchor lines of matrimony. None of us are spring chickens anymore; fifty hovers in the wings, breathing down our necks.

It’s almost laughable, surreal even, to see how my life has landed here. For more than two decades, I thought I had my happily-ever-after. Brian—my Brian—the man I’d curled around in bed, heart beating steady next to mine for twenty-two years. He left, traded the memories and mundane comforts of our everyday for a glossy, dewy-skinned twenty-something. How he thinks he can keep up with that insatiable, tight-bodied nymph is beyond me. The betrayal left me hollow, forced to turn the microscope on myself these past months, dissecting every flaw. Had I stopped being the woman who made his pulse jump at midnight? Had I neglected to spoil him, to surprise him, to keep the fire licking bright between our sheets?

I genuinely believed I was still all the woman he could want. Yes, menopause crept in about a year prior, twisting my body and emotions in unrecognizable ways. I warned him, laid it all bare, desperate for him to understand my hot flashes, my sudden prickliness, the way sleep became an elusive tease. I thought my honesty would close the gap between us, not widen it. Maybe, as my body’s reactions unsettled me, I stopped fussing over him—less affectionate mornings, fewer playful touches. But truthfully, his own passivity in the bedroom killed my desire; I was no longer eager to initiate something that too often left me cold. Only after Brian’s confession did I see just how long he’d left me wanting. While he got his fill—thrusting into her, a girl young enough to be his daughter, at least three times a week—I was curled up alone, stoking frustrations into sleepless nights.

Losing my period—that was one thing, and honestly, a secret relief—but the hot surges, the insomnia; they made me a stranger in my own skin. Restless, I’d lie awake, tracing patterns on my ceiling while resentment simmered under my skin. I became short-tempered, explosive, sharp. My children, bless them, handled me gently when Brian first packed up and left, but even they noticed my volatility. “You’re grumpy, Mom,” they’d say, tiptoeing around my moods as though I might shatter. Sometimes I wondered which came first—his betrayal or my anger—like some twisted riddle. Did losing him make me cold, or had I already been cooling before he left?

That blonde temptation—the woman who ultimately snared my husband—had seemed so unremarkable when we’d first encountered her. It was at some innocuous neighbourhood gathering, a couple of years ago, where she slipped into our lives wearing a wide smile and not much else. I remember thinking she didn’t quite fit in, the way she clung to Brian’s every word, but I brushed it off as harmless. I had no idea they’d soon tumble into a secret, feverish affair right under my nose. He confessed afterwards, rather smugly, that at first it was just for fun—a salacious diversion from the monotony of marriage, slipping away for wild, breathless afternoons, her body getting the kind of energetic attention he never seemed to give me anymore. Maybe I should have noticed how little he slipped into my bed as of late. But I trusted him—I trusted us.

That trust was eviscerated the day he admitted the truth. She might have started off accepting her role as the mistress—content to play in the shadows, twenty years younger and twice as demanding of his time and cock—but she certainly didn’t stay that way. Apparently, she made her demands perfectly clear: if he wanted to keep playing with her body, he’d need to be hers alone. I can almost picture her, pouting lips and crossed arms, refusing him until he caved and promised her everything that had once been mine.

And so, four months ago, while rain streaked apathetically down our windows, Brian shattered the ordinary comfort of my Sunday and told me, effortlessly, that our marriage was finished. He was leaving me—leaving behind every anniversary, every late-night laugh, every memory. He said it with a practiced calm, but my world reeled, tilted, utterly collapsed. Tears pooled in my eyes; I lost countless nights to them—my face pressed to cool pillows, my chest tight and aching, the emptiness of the house echoing back my loneliness. The children, who’d just found wings of their own, were gone, and suddenly I was drifting alone through rooms swollen with memories and regret, picking apart each failure, haunted by every moment I’d gone to bed unsatisfied and silent.

If it hadn’t been for my circle of women—those fierce, compassionate friends—I might have dissolved completely. They threw me lifelines: lunch dates, movie afternoons, a glass of wine and a shoulder. Still, most of them had homes and husbands to go back to; the lingering sense of being out of sync, adrift between couples at dinner parties, was hard to ignore. Nights were the worst. Sometimes the quiet in my house pressed all around me and I ached for another body lying next to mine, someone to reach across a tangle of sheets and pull me into something warm, something alive.

That’s probably why I agreed to their crazy plan when they swept me up a few weeks ago—a girls’ night, a wild escape, just us and freedom. Seven of us gathered at Lisa’s for wine and wicked laughter, a little reckless consumption to loosen us up. If I’d known what the night held, I might have stayed tucked in my fortress of solitude. But desire—mine, theirs, all of ours—craved the liberation of evening. Dressed up, tipsy, and trembling with anticipation, we set out to someplace bold—somewhere I hadn’t dared to go since my children’s babysitters were my parents, back when my skin was younger, my heart still naïvely protected by the illusion of forever. Seventeen years. God. So much had changed.

Had society shifted so completely, or was it simply that the rules I’d long believed in had dissolved somewhere between my wedding vows and this wild, glittering night? I caught myself glued to my friends, these women who still wore wedding rings—bold enough tonight to slip out of their everyday ruts and leave their husbands at home for the thrill of a midnight escape. As I watched them, their eyes bright, laughter loose and liquid, hands brushing arms and knees as they flirted shamelessly with a younger crowd at the next table, I wondered if this evening was as much for them as it was for me. Were they clinging to singlehood’s last delicious gasp, disguising their own hunger with the pretext of caring for my heartbreak? Or was I simply their excuse, a free pass in the form of my broken marriage?

But let me not run ahead—let me linger on the scene before the club, the memory searing and electric where it truly began. When Lisa suggested a live show, I had no idea what she was leading me into. We ended up in a room thrumming with energy, pulse-pounding music, shrieks and squeals echoing against the walls—a world away from my silent, empty house. This was no mainstream extravaganza. No glitter-spangled Chippendales or polished Magic Mike spectacle. Here, desire thrummed raw and unfiltered, filling every inch of the air.

The setting was intoxicating, intimate and secret—the stage so close it could almost swallow us whole, our table front and centre. My pulse quickened as the first act began: a young man performing just enough to tantalise, inviting us to picture what lay beneath the taut silk of his tiny jock. His teasing exit left a hush, the ache of suspense winding through the crowd, but that sense of decorum shattered moments later.

The next performer—a tall, exquisitely toned black man—owned the stage the second he appeared. I could feel the heat rippling off him, all that smooth, flawless skin stretched over pure muscle. Then, without preamble, his cock thickened, swelling until the string of his g-string seemed barely capable of restraining him. The tension in the room ratcheted, a crackle of anticipation and wild curiosity. When a woman in the audience, emboldened and hungry, hooked her fingers into the minuscule fabric and dragged it down, the room erupted.

Desire swept over me in a shimmering wave. His cock—impossibly large, strikingly beautiful, jet-black velvet and utterly unapologetic—sprung free, arching proudly, teasing us with every movement. I’d had lovers before Brian and believed I knew what to expect, but this was different: a living, breathing monument to masculine power, parading before my eyes, close enough that I could see every detail—even the subtle twitches as he moved mere feet away.

Lisa—adventurous, reckless Lisa—had claimed us this spot at the very heart of wicked temptation, and now I was drowning in the spectacle, every sense heightened. I found myself suddenly anxious: what limits would be pushed next? Would some innocent, trembling woman—maybe even me—be pulled onstage, thrust helpless beneath those lights, every gaze fixed and hungry? For a moment, anything seemed possible… and nearly was.

Pulsing waves of music—Joe Cocker’s “Leave Your Hat On” blaring with decadent insistence—drenched the room in anticipation, the air thick with feminine shrieks and the low thrum of desperate want. The scene unfolded like a wicked fantasy. The ebony Adonis, his skin slick with the sheen of desire and stage lights, beckoned a woman from the frenzied crowd. She responded with an almost-schoolgirl giddiness, but she was no ingénue—forties perhaps, curves framed by a slinky dress, eyes wide not with innocence but with lustful mischief.

With dominating confidence, he seized a chair and claimed it, settling his broad frame and magnificent, throbbing masculinity—glistening, proud, and almost too real—with regal ease. She straddled him, her thighs parted, skirt rucked up, baring the sweet tease of pink lace stretched tight across her hips. The pair of panties separating her heated core from his rampant erection might as well have been tissue, so ephemeral, so futile against the ferocious energy crackling between their bodies. I watched, transfixed, as her pelvis hovered over his lap, brushed so close that you could almost see their hearts pounding—every woman in the room held hostage by that primal wish to feel such heat.

His hands—large, strong, endlessly capable—glided up her legs, teasing the pink slip, threatening to slide them away and leave her completely vulnerable to the crowd and to this alpha stranger’s touch. She didn’t flinch. Her mouth parted, panting, caught between scandal and rapture, her body grinding unconsciously, craving that forbidden contact. But before the tension could break, before exposure became irrevocable, the crescendo of the song faded, granting her a last-minute reprieve. Or was it even relief? Her flushed cheeks and dreamy smile told another story—she savored every second, basking in the glorious indecency of being craved and seen.

The dancer, not missing a beat, took her gently by the hand, leading her away as if she’d been in his thrall for years. He delivered her to the edge of the stage, releasing her, but her limbs moved unsteadily, drunk on the aftershocks. The rest of the women erupted—it was a wild, messy celebration, cheers ricocheting, wads of cash twirled and tossed at his feet, desperate tributes to the god at the center of their collective longing. He paused, gathered the money slowly, even teasing his admirers by lingering just a moment longer, letting them feast their greedy eyes on the mouth-watering display between his thighs—a gift unapologetically flaunted.

The compere swept in, clutching the microphone, voice slicing through the chaos. A gentle yet unmistakable reminder: state laws forbade the audience from touching any part of the men’s cocks. A collective, disappointed sigh rippled—a boundary reasserted, though I couldn’t help but wonder if our dark-skinned star had tested the limits already. The next performer, white, handsome, and cocky, swung his hips confidently, a bulging secret barely contained by his tight jock. He danced with temptation but restraint, flashing just enough to entice, never quite giving it all away. The flashes—swift, defiant, obscene—only deepened the ache.

And then the final act: another Adonis, ready to please. He ended his dance with a show of utter abandon—his g-string peeled away, lost with a single athletic kick, leaving him gloriously bare, unapologetically human and utterly male before the gasping, ravenous crowd. No, his cock wasn’t the monstrous wonder the black dancer displayed, but it was honest, thick and lovely, more than enough to make any woman—certainly more than I’d had from Brian lately—ache to remember the last time she’d been truly, hungrily, taken.

When the four men reappeared for their grand finale, the atmosphere was charged with raw anticipation. They lined up on stage, brimming with confidence, and—one by one—unveiled their swollen, eager erections for every hungry pair of eyes in the crowd. The gleam in the room sharpened, the air humming with a chorus of breathless sighs and lustful giggles as the women compared sizes and shapes, shamelessly indulging in the visual feast.

Sitting there, I couldn't help but question whether this was really the sort of outing my friends should have dragged me to; but oh, it stirred something deep and restless inside me. It slapped me with the realization of just how intensely I missed this kind of sexual energy. My body had been neglected for too long. Brian—my ex—had barely touched me as our relationship fizzled, withdrawing both emotionally and physically before he bothered to say goodbye.

Despite my waning libido—no wild, youthful urges, and not yet menopausal—I found myself captivated, body thrumming as I luxuriated in the stamina and brazen masculinity of the men before us. Their unabashed, erect cocks conjured wild images: their weight in my palm, the thickness pressing inside, the slow, torturous slide between my thighs. I wasn't alone; the hall vibrated with unspoken need, every woman present likely spinning similar filthy fantasies behind their bright eyes.

The spell lifted with the end of the show and, as the stark house lights blinked on, animated chatter burst forth. My friends were breathless, already comparing the men’s endowments to their husbands with a giddy, tipsy candor; two of them admitted, voices lowered and cheeks flushed, that they’d never had a man so generously proportioned and almost wished they could say they’d tried it, just once. They turned to me, teasing, half-serious, reminding me that my recent freedom meant I could take exactly who and what I wanted to bed now—no ties, no limits, just pure, reckless indulgence. What a peculiar view of luck, I thought, when loneliness felt so raw.

By 9:30, the show was done, and we’d drunk heartily—vodka mixing with wine, lowering every inhibition. As we prepared to move on to a nightclub, I slipped off for a bathroom break, the need for relief urgent. Perched on the toilet, a furtive hand drifted between my thighs and my breath caught—I was slick with arousal, my pussy lips warm and wet to the touch. I gasped quietly at the decadence of my own response; the sight of those thick, swollen cocks had clearly soaked straight through my self-control.

For months, I’d struggled with dryness, one of those cruel hallmarks of shifting hormones. Even on restless nights when the ache inside me had forced me to reach for my vibrator’s cold plastic promise, I’d needed to lube myself generously before any release could be coaxed from my body. But now—in this cheap restroom, with my pulse still racing from the show—I was gloriously, embarrassingly wet all on my own.

Afterwards, the night swept us away: eight women, tipsy, boisterous, carried off on this sparkling hen’s adventure. At the club, the crowd was a swirling mix—men and women of every attraction and persuasion, prowling the dark and the flashing lights. Some of my friends, emboldened by vodka and the memory of those impossibly hard bodies, were instantly flirting with men at the next table. Lisa and Angela declared mischievously that they’d find me someone to take home, to break this frustrating drought.

I let them try. I even danced with one man—a handsome, rugged sort, probably a few years younger than me—our bodies pressed together, hips moving to the relentless beat, his strong hands steady at my waist. We tried to talk, mouths close in the electric haze, but the relentless music drowned out every word and soon enough, the momentum faded. I wandered away, pretending it was my idea, though I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d simply lost interest in me—another bloom of disappointment prickling under my skin.

By midnight, I felt the weight of exhaustion and the heavy buzz coursing through my veins merge into a languid persuasion to call it a night. My grand experiment in rejoining the living, in sampling all that reckless freedom my friends seemed determined to drown themselves in, had finally run its course. I glanced around—my girls were nowhere near finished, every one of them radiant with the wild abandon their husbands’ metaphorical hall passes had allowed them. I watched Lisa—my beautiful, incorrigible Lisa—perched comfortably across a stranger’s lap, her laughter peeling through the music. The man’s hands wandered possessively over her hips, her back. I felt a flicker of worry, protective and intimate, but reminded myself she was perfectly capable of fending off trouble. Lisa thrived on that heady chaos.

With a chorus of shouted goodnights and air kisses, I stepped into the crisp night. A cool breeze washed over my cheeks, instantly sharpening the alcohol-induced haze swirling in my mind. The electric city lights blurred temptingly as I made my way to the rank of taxis, their drivers clustered in anticipation—each one hoping fate would gift them a profitable fare to the quiet edges of suburbia, rather than a quick, unsatisfying hop across town.

Slipping into the back seat of a waiting cab, I gave my address—so deep in the burbs, so far from all this pulsing energy and possibility, that the ride would surely cost a small fortune. I relaxed into the worn upholstery, body humming with a residual thrill from endless glasses of wine and vodka and that mesmerising memory of sculpted, naked bodies glistening under the spotlights. It crossed my mind—maybe I would drift off, lulled by the hum of wheels against asphalt, tangled in erotic daydreams of the night’s show instead of the lonely ache that had become such a familiar companion.

But the driver wasn't content with silence. Maybe he was weary of solitary midnight cruising, but he immediately engaged me in conversation—skipping easily through topics from politics to world events, his questions intelligent, his voice confident and rich with a teasing warmth. I found myself caught off-guard, intrigued by his depth and quick wit. My eyes traced his features in glances cast up toward the rear-view mirror—a profile carved in fleeting bands of city light, strong jaw and shadowed mouth lit intermittently by passing headlights. Younger than me, I thought—early thirties, maybe? There was a subtle pull in the way he looked at me, a spark I hadn't anticipated.

He never asked what had brought a woman of my age to a nightclub, not until we were close—just ten minutes from my house, houses gliding by in a blurry procession. Suddenly, in my relaxed, tipsy honesty, I found myself confessing completely—tumbling out the story of my recent separation, my friends' attempts to rescue me with a night of laughter and sexual spectacle, my own uncertainty. His soft, almost breathless “Really?” caught me off-guard, the genuine curiosity in his tone burning against my already flushed skin, making me instantly regret my candor. Why had I just told a stranger—a man driving me to my own home, where no one awaited me—that I lived alone? Some reckless part of me, ignited by the earlier erotic spectacle and the possibility hanging in the midnight air, wondered if my secrets had changed the energy between us.

At nearly a quarter to one in the morning, the cab finally coasted to a stop at the mouth of my driveway. The night was still and hushed, broken only by the gentle thud as the driver flicked the meter off and turned to face me, his lips tilting up with a friendly, almost boyish warmth. “That’ll be $88.30,” he said, voice coated in soft exhaustion but not unfriendly.

My purse felt oddly heavy and empty at once. I dug through it, my fingers trembling slightly from the fizz of alcohol and the sudden pinch of worry. All I produced was a forlorn ten-dollar note and a meager scatter of coins, woefully inadequate for the fare. I stared at the tiny pile as if it might multiply of its own accord, mentally tallying up how my earlier indulgences had bled me dry. “Damn it,” I breathed, the word sliding out. “I’ll have to use a card—do you take Visa?”

His reply was instant, kindness softening his features as the cab’s dome light highlighted the curve of his jaw, unexpectedly young and smooth, maybe late twenties but exuding a mature patience. My hand shook as I handed him my card; he took it with a practiced flick, pressing it against his machine and waiting. After an obtrusive, electronic chirp, a faint cloud of confusion crossed his face. “Declined,” he apologized, tracing the script on the screen though he had clearly seen this before.

My stomach lurched. “Declined? Really? There’s no way—it’s always worked. Can you try again? Please?” The plea slid out before I realized how desperate I sounded.

He nodded and repeated the process, the two of us tensing, hanging between hope and embarrassment. Again that cruel, accusing beep. This time he said more firmly, “Sorry, but it’s a definite no.”

I cursed under my breath, heat prickling under my skin, embarrassment and frustration warring with the remnants of intoxication. “Shit… I swear, this has got to be my asshole ex. Sorry, I shouldn’t say that… but we’ve still got this joint account, at least until we sort things out.” My words tangled, spilling out as my mind scrambled for solutions—and for someone to blame.

I fished around for my phone, hands clumsy, finally finding Brian’s contact and stabbing at the screen. It rang on and on, until at last, Brian’s voice came through, rough and irritable with sleep and something else. “Karen. Why the hell are you calling me now?”

I didn’t bother holding back. “Did you mess with our account, Brian?” I snapped, my voice sharp—louder than I meant. The driver turned, glancing at the open car door, sharp eyes betraying a subtle concern for who might overhear this midnight drama playing out in his backseat.

Brian yawned, then muttered, “Yeah, I closed it—went to the bank yesterday. They’re sending you your new card.”

An icy fury climbed my spine. “You couldn’t have told me? I’m stranded out here trying to pay an $88 cab fare, I’ve got no cash and you—”

He cut me off with empty apologies, saying he’d tried to reach me. My irritation only flared hotter as I tried to keep my voice low enough not to wake my neighbours, logic and rage battling in my head. Then a woman’s voice filtered through the phone, edged with possessiveness and venom: “Brian, just hang up. Tell her to call in the daytime, not now. Fuck’s sake.”

My ex’s voice faded to a hard, merciless silence and the call cut off—just like that. It was the final, crushing blow that pushed me over the edge. My chest tightened and the tears spilled over, fat and hot, sliding silently down my cheeks. Alone, stranded in the midnight shadows of my own driveway, with mascara-stained humiliation pooling in my lap, I glanced at the cab driver. He half-turned in his seat, his expectant gaze set firmly on me, waiting for the payment that now seemed impossible.

I tried to swallow my shame, but it choked me. My voice trembled, broken with my struggle not to sob outright as I stammered, “I’m so sorry. I can’t pay you. My asshole ex just… decided to shut our accounts—without warning. That’s why the card keeps getting declined.” I took a shaky breath, the humiliating vulnerability of the moment laid bare as I fumbled for a solution. “All I can do is give you an IOU. If you tell me where to send the money, I’ll get it sorted tomorrow, I swear—”

He cut me off with a shake of his head. “Sorry, lady. No IOU’s. I’ve heard every story in the book. How do I know you even live here? I’m not about to bet half my day chasing you down if you don’t come through.”

The sting of his disbelief burned into my skin, mingling with helpless rage. “But I've told you—I literally have ten dollars in cash. My card’s no good right now. What do you want me to do?” I asked, my voice trembling with shame.

He threw a glance over his shoulder, lips curling with unspoken mischief. “You could always cut it out.”

That phrase, loaded with implication, hung between us. My heart thumped hard, uncertain, a cocktail of dread and illicit curiosity fluttering through me. “Cut it out?” I echoed, trying to force some steel into my tone, despite the confusion and the strange pulse rising in my thighs. “What exactly does that mean?”

He met my gaze, a brazen smirk playing over his mouth. “Means you pay the fare another way…”

My breath caught, anticipation and irritation warring inside me. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

He leaned in, lowering his voice—intimate, unapologetic. “Do I really need to spell it out? Look at you. Gorgeous woman, stranded with nothing but that pretty smile. Why not trade a good hard fuck for the fare—that’s eighty-eight dollars, wiped clean.”

Shock surged through me, deliciously wicked and appalling all at once. “You can’t be serious. That would make me a—what, prostitute?” My cheeks burned, not entirely from indignation.

He shrugged, nonchalant, his eyes lingering on my lips. “I’m not labeling you. It’s a simple offer. You can't pay. I’m willing to take payment another way. Your problem—solved. No debt, no mess.”

Fury and desperate relief tangled within me, raw and electrifying. I tried to push past him, voice brittle. “Just drive me to the police station. They’ll sort this.”

But he only shrugged, unmoved. “No need. You’re exhausted, and I don’t even know the nearest station. We could wander around half the night while they decide which one of us is telling the truth. My word, your word. What then? You get a mark on your name for skipping a fare. I’ll deny I suggested anything. But you—do you want that stain on your record?”

His logic slithered into me, both threat and temptation, tight and suffocating—and the air between us thickened with tension, dangerous and undeniable.

Disoriented and simmering on the edge of tipsy, I lingered in the shadowed back seat, my gaze locked onto the cab driver’s rugged, youthful features. My mind throbbed with alcohol-fueled confusion; nothing about this felt real. He looked surprisingly clean-cut, dangerously attractive—his rough charm flickered in the dim light. To my shock, I heard myself say, voice trembling and thick, "Do you have any condoms?"

A wolfish grin ignited across his face, his eyes glimmering with anticipation. "Always," he replied, almost giddy with sudden hope.

My uncertainty twisted through me, my body wavering between dread and the hot pulse of reckless curiosity. What the hell was I even contemplating? Was it lingering desire, the echo of untamed arousal blooming from the strip show—the pulsating, swollen erections I’d watched flaunt and strut right in front of me? Or perhaps memories of that broad-chested stranger at the club, the hardened, forbidden press of him against me when the music dulled and our bodies fused together for one breathless, teasing dance. Had all that fevered erotic energy eroded my sense of reason, blurring right and wrong into a single, foggy craving? If I were sober, if this were any ordinary night walking home after some innocent film, would I even be considering this indecent barter?

“Fine, then. Come here,” I said with wry resignation, the words thick on my lips.

He blinked. “Here? In the back seat?”

“Where else?” My voice was flatter than I intended—unsteady, yet daring myself onward.

A slow, appreciative smirk curled up his mouth. “Or inside—wouldn’t it be sweeter on a warm sofa or tangled up in your bed? Can’t say the back seat’s exactly roomy for these kinds of... arrangements. Honestly, when’s the last time you fucked in the back of a car?”

I snorted, a weak laugh slipping through my nerves. “God, I can’t remember. Three decades? Or longer. Not exactly a highlight of my youthful escapades.”

He grinned, cocky and sure. “Exactly—not memorable. Why deny yourself some comfort?”

But the warning bells still rang, cold and persistent. “No. I can’t. I can’t have you coming inside.” My voice cracked, betraying a sliver of fear. “I don’t even know you. For all I know, you could be a psychopath.”

He paused. For a moment, he considered me with a hint of softened gravity. Then—deliberate, almost reassuring—he reached across the dashboard and retrieved a laminated ID, holding it up so I could see his photo and registered driver number gleaming under the dome light. “Here. Snap a photo. My face, my authority—official as it gets. Text it to your ex or a friend, tell them: ‘Here’s my cab driver’s identity, just in case.’”

I shook my head, cynicism slipping into my tone. “That won’t save me if you decide to kill me.”

His voice dropped, persuasive and low. “No, but it guarantees I’d be caught. That’s quite the incentive for me to behave, don’t you think?”

Apprehension fluttered within me like restless wings, even as his smile—warm, genuine—softened the edges of my anxiety. Rationally, he probably was right: the idea of navigating heated flesh and tangled limbs in the backseat of a car—the chaos, the cramped lack of space, the adolescent awkwardness—held no adult allure. But this was destined to be quick, transactional, a breathless, anonymous fuck. Not tender, not delicate. There’d be no need for elaborate undressing, no slow, sensual peeling away of clothes—just my panties slipped down my thighs, my dress bunched up around my waist, and we’d get on with it. The thought made my heart stumble, not altogether unpleasantly, but I couldn’t help but worry: would he find me dry, embarrassingly unprepared? Vaginal dryness—God, how clinical, how mortifying. Just another reason, I decided, that the bedroom would be smarter: I had lube there, hidden away for just-in-case, never guessing tonight would be a case at all.

“All right,” I conceded, drawing in a shaky breath and forcing confidence into my words. “We’ll go inside. But I’m taking a photo of that ID—just in case.” I plucked my useless credit card from his hand, feeling oddly exposed, tucking it back into my purse and snapping a quick photo of the laminated cab license. Lisa’s name glowed on my screen—my lifeline in the dark. I messaged her the picture, the words terse and obvious: My cab driver’s details, just in case. I paused for a heartbeat, imagining her draped over some stranger in the club, legs sprawled, lips parted and glistening from laughter or something more. I wondered if she was losing herself to forbidden hands, shameless and liberated.

The car door thudded. The driver called out behind me, “Give me a second to park somewhere less obvious.” I watched him swing the cab further down the street, settling outside my neighbor’s house. The brush of his presence at my side as he joined me at my door sent a spike of nervous energy racing through me. I’d forgotten just how tall he was, broad-shouldered and imposing, a good head and more above my own modest height.

Fingers trembling, I fumbled the key in the lock, my thoughts jumbled and raw—I was about to let a strange man into the intimate shelter of my home. This wasn’t how I fantasized finding myself again—yet the prospect made adrenaline spark in my veins, lust robbing me of caution, spine tingling with the reckless thrill. The living room yawned open, sofa beckoning. It made more sense, didn’t it—the quickest route from penetration to closure, the fastest resolution to my need and my debt.

I lingered in the center of the room, heart hammering, a hot prickle between my thighs as reality set in: I was about to let a man fuck me. Not a lover, not someone I’d chosen in the dizzy haze of flirtation, but a stranger whose hands had gripped a steering wheel hours before. Maybe that was what I wanted tonight—no emotional knots or expectations, just anonymous skin against skin, the quick burst, the relief. But what if he was selfish, rough, thoughtless? If this was just about settling a fare, would he bother coaxing pleasure from me, or would he take what he wanted and leave me aching, unsatisfied?

I drifted towards the sofa, preparing myself for resignation, but then he was behind me, assertive hands settling on my shoulders, his touch powerful yet careful. “Bedroom,” he murmured, voice low and unyielding.

My resistance rose—a self-preserving protest. “No. Here’s fine.”

He directed me gently but firmly, “Much better in your bed. We can stretch out. Your sofa’s barely more generous than my backseat.”

With a reluctant sigh, I surrendered, recognizing the futility in resisting him—at least over something as trivial as location. Silent, I flicked on each light along the hallway, my bare feet padding over the polished floor, the hush of anticipation hanging thickly between us. The air carried an electric sort of heat as I led him toward the intimate sanctuary of my bedroom.

He paused just inside the door, surveying my bed with a satisfied grin. “Much better. I like this.”

“Don’t get comfortable,” I warned, masking my simmer of nerves with sarcasm. My voice was shaky, a betrayal of the mixture of dread and needy excitement inside me. “This isn’t some romantic sleepover. This is straightforward—just once, just to pay off my cab fare, that’s all. Clear?”

Stepping in closer, he quirked a teasing eyebrow, his words deliberately echoing an advert I’d always found annoyingly effective. “You think you can stop after only one? Are you sure?”

I managed a small laugh, hoping to lighten the gravity of my own aching uncertainty. “I’ll try. Promise.” My hand trembled as I reached the bed, its crisp sheets like a silent witness, as I turned to face him with growing anticipation.

Before his hands could find my hips, I took charge, bending modestly, slipping my hands under the hem of my dress. Cool air brushed my thighs as I traced the delicate edge of my panties, careful not to lift the fabric above mid-thigh. My heart thudded with both embarrassment and arousal.

He sounded bemused, almost amused. “What are you doing?”

“Taking off my panties.” My cheeks heated beneath the low light. “Unless you’ve changed your mind now that we’re actually here?”

He quickly shook his head, eyes glinting. “No, of course not. But darling, you should let your panties be the last thing to go. Let me help.”

I shot him an annoyed look, holding my ground. “I told you, this is just a quick arrangement. No full-on nudity.”

His smile turned sly, voice lowering into something coaxing. “Oh, sweetheart, there has to be at least a little nudity. Let me take care of you. Let me do this.”

Suppressing a groan, I glared at him. “Fine. But only if you turn off the light. I’d rather you didn’t see all of me.”

With a playful shrug, he obliged, striding over to snuff out the bright glow overhead. The room fell into velvet semidarkness, with just a thin ribbon of hallway illumination glancing off the foot of my bed. But then, he rebelled—reaching quickly to flick on the bedside lamp, casting everything in a sultry, muted wash. “There. This is softer. Less harsh. Better, right?”

I glowered. “No light at all would be better. I don’t want to remember any of this, not in detail.” My embarrassment prickled under my skin, wanting to vanish, even as desire twisted low in my belly. “If it’s not clear, I’m really not comfortable with all of this.”

He drew closer, his presence filling the charged air between us. “Relax, love. Trust me. I know exactly what you need.”

I watched, unable to look away, as he peeled his tee shirt up and over his head in one smooth, practiced move. The muscles across his stomach rippled, lean but defined, and I caught myself staring—despite my better judgment. My mind flickered with memories of earlier in the night, those flashes of youthful bodies on the dancefloor, but this man was flesh and blood in front of me, skin worthy of being touched.

He moved with an easy confidence, his fingers at the belt wrapped so casually around his hips. I instinctively reached out to stop him, desperate for some control, a sliver of privacy. “Can we please just keep the lights off?”

But he brushed past my resistance, determined, as he slid his belt loose and made quick work of his zipper. “Oh, we need a little light. I want to see you.”

His pants slipped soundlessly to the floor, pooling around his feet, and I found my gaze slipping, heady and hesitant, to the undeniable bulge straining beneath the molded black fabric of his briefs. The insistent swell of his arousal—bold, unashamed—throbbed beneath the cotton. Had his cock hardened the moment he followed me into my home, or had it begun back in the cab, that audacious suggestion lingering hot between us, unseen but impossible to ignore? The sensation of being so blatantly desired twisted low in my belly, muddling embarrassment with a traitorous thrill.

God, it had been forever—decades since I’d been touched by anyone except my ex. Standing here, I realized I no longer remembered who was meant to make the first move. Should I reach for him, feel that hardness for myself? Or was it on me now to take my dress off, bare myself for a stranger who held no space in my heart, only in my bed for a night? My fingers drifted clumsily to the small of my back, trembling as I fumbled for the zipper, heart thundering in my ribcage.

“Wait, let me…” His voice was rough velvet as he stepped close, enveloping me in a heat I hadn’t felt in years. My words faltered on my lips; I didn’t know what I wanted to say—didn’t really know what I wanted, full stop. I was just a discarded wife, almost fifty, about to surrender to a younger man’s touch, not for love, but for the price of a cab fare. Suddenly, I felt every year that had passed since I’d last navigated the charged uncertainty of undressing before a lover.

He’d shucked everything but his boxer briefs and socks, and now, pressed intimately close, I could feel the animal thrum of his body, his presence overwhelming. His hands reached around me, bold and warm, and with a gentle tug my dress zip whispered downward, breaking the midnight hush cocooning us. As the tight fabric slackened against my skin, panic surged—I instinctively clutched the dress, holding it against my chest, shielding my bra-covered breasts from his unfamiliar gaze.

“Relax, let it fall,” he coaxed gently, catching my eyes as if he could read every raw, afraid thought tumbling through my mind. His touch was deliberate, anchoring, as he caught the dress at my waist and urged my arms down, prying away my resistance with effortless patience. The fabric slid over my hips, pooling softly, and I stood half-bare, shivering in nothing but my ordinary, practical bra. How I wished I’d chosen something more daring, something silk or lace—or had I wanted to? I scolded myself; this was just a deal, my body for his fare. Why did I suddenly ache for him to see me as more than just naked flesh?

He leaned back, eyes slowly devouring every inch of me. “You really do have a gorgeous figure,” he murmured, confident and steady, his words stroking over me with unexpected sensuality. Was he in the habit of seducing fares, turning midnight rides into midnight trysts?

I managed a shaky, “Not anymore, but I… thank you.” His compliment lingered, unsettlingly sweet. My heart fluttered as he added, “No, I mean it. I noticed you as soon as you walked up to the cab tonight. You’re beautiful.”

His words hung in the air, flattering or perhaps just the polished lines of a younger man who sensed his advantage and meant to take it. Deep down, it was irrelevant—my goal was simple: endure this, settle my debt, and make sure this stranger disappeared from my life as swiftly as he’d entered it.

With hands both assured and impatient, he urged the crumpled top of my dress down past the curve of my hips. The fabric gave up, spilling to the floor in a silken whisper around my ankles. I lifted each foot, stepping free from the dress with a pang of longing—longing for a different experience, one warmed by closeness, affection, not this frigid, transactional shuffle. Would he simply use me, find his release, and then vanish into the night? The thought stung, resentment burning bright for the ex who had left me adrift, forced into this moment by his carelessness—who would have guessed that the week he’d wipe the accounts clean would be the week I’d be left bartering my own body?

Now bare but for my sensible bra, pantyhose, panties hiding beneath, and heels—a little absurd, the way they had stayed—my insecurities prickled across my skin. The heels made me stand taller, forcing my hips to tilt and my backside to arch, breasts curving forward with a confidence I barely felt anymore. Left by the only man who’d known my body in decades, I clung to these small tricks, hoping to craft an illusion for both his eyes and my own.

What came next? Did he expect to peel away every stitch until nothing remained between us? He hardly needed to—just access to what he wanted, nothing more. Determined to reclaim some control, I hooked my thumbs into the pantyhose waistband, pushing them determinedly over my hips.

“I don’t think so, but go ahead, slip them off.” His eyes lingered shamelessly as I bent forward, wiggling awkwardly to rid my toes of the sheer cling. He didn’t rush me—was that deference, or was he savoring the slow reveal?

Once the pantyhose pooled onto the floor, I reached for the next barrier—my panties—but his hand shot forward, stilling me.

“No, no, not so fast, honey—the top first.”

My hands hovered uncertainly over my chest. “There’s no need, I don’t need to take my bra off.”

His voice curled around me, equal parts seduction and certainty. “I think you do. Don’t you want to feel more? Enjoy yourself just a little?”

Anger and humiliation flared, defensiveness sharpening my tone. “I’m only paying my fare, not for how much I get to enjoy.” No point pretending.

He shook his head, a faint, amused smile on his lips. “I have never had a woman in my arms I didn’t at least try to give pleasure to. I’m not going to abandon my standards tonight.”

Exasperation made my next words brittle. “It’s late; we don’t need to drag this out. I just want to settle the score—then you can go.”

But he didn’t step away. He simply reached for my hand, drew me closer, gaze sliding over what was left between us. “Easy, lady. There’s no reason we can’t lose ourselves a little. Let’s see what happens when you let go.”

“I doubt this is how you imagined your night ending,” I murmured, voice edged with resignation and bitterness that clung to my words.

He chuckled, unphased, a gleam in those young, eager eyes. “Honestly? I can’t say I ever saw this coming either. But let’s just say I’m not the sort to walk away from a stunning woman in need. Opportunities like this don’t exactly fall into my lap every day, you know?” His gaze drank me in, hungry, bold, undressing me with each blink.

“Well, you’ve certainly seized your moment,” I replied, a flush of heat—whether from shame or anticipation, I wasn’t sure—creeping up my throat. “Never considered alternatives, did you?”

He shrugged, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. “I mean, look at you. Any man with blood in his veins would say yes.” His compliment was laced with desire, but I caught the unsaid: what man my age would turn you down?

“Smooth words,” I shot back, keeping my bravado. “But you know I’m not your usual conquest. You didn’t mention I’m older than you.”

His eyes flickered from my face to my body and back, shameless in their admiration. “Mature, I’d say,” he corrected, his tone velvety and low. “And age...age is irrelevant to me.”

“It wasn’t to my ex-husband,” I admitted, a bitter laugh escaping me as I tried to ignore the ache in my chest. “Still feels strange calling him that after more than two decades. Tell me, will I be the oldest woman you’ve ever slept with?” The admission tumbled out before I could stop it, curiosity and wounded pride colliding inside me. I wondered—did he prefer women like me? Or was I just a stopgap, an answer to a debt owed?

He grinned and cocked his head, as if honestly considering the question. “Depends. How old are you?”

I raised a brow, feigning outrage at his directness, determined to hold on to the scrap of control I still had. “Haven’t you ever learned it’s impolite to ask a woman her age?”

He laughed, undeterred. “You’re the one who brought up being the oldest I’ve slept with.”

I relented, the pretense of modesty slipping away as practicality took its place. “Touché. I’m forty-nine.”

“That’s perfect,” he said, approval thick in his voice.

“So,” I pressed, “does that officially make me the eldest notch on your bedpost?”

He paused, lips quirking with a hint of nostalgia. “You have me beat—barely. The last was forty-six. We had a good time, but to be honest? She didn’t come close to you—her breasts, well, let’s just say they had seen better days.” His gaze flickered, appraising.

“You’re bold. You haven’t even seen mine yet,” I teased—a strange flicker of pride alighting in my chest despite my battered confidence.

“Maybe so,” he drawled, stepping closer, hunger sharpening his features, “but something tells me they won’t disappoint. Actually, now you’ve got me curious. Let’s do something about that.”

A spike of vulnerability pricked at me and I turned aside, shaking my head. “I’d feel better if you didn’t. Let’s just get on with it and have this done.”

He met my wary eyes, a mischievous yet tender earnestness in his own. “No need to rush, sweetheart. Trust me—it’s going to be good. You’re going to be good. I can tell.”

I snorted, unable to hide the ironic twist in my lips. “You shouldn’t count on anything spectacular. I plan to lay here and—quite literally—think of England.”

He blinked, a frown tugging his brow. “Why would you say that?”

I let out a shaky breath, clinging to the last shreds of levity in my humor, baring my private knowledge. “It’s an old saying from back home. When a woman’s resigned to obligation, she lays down, opens her legs, and thinks of England—anything but the man between her thighs.”

He laughed, surprise and delight breaking his features apart. “Never heard that one. Guess schooling was quite different for us.”

“I actually studied in England, so yes,” I agreed, an ironic smile on my lips. “And let’s just say, education’s changed a lot.”

His voice was light, seeking an opening, “Well, lying down and opening your legs sounds promising, but I have to hope you’ll get a bit more involved.”

My laugh was small, unwilling. “Don’t expect acrobatics.”

He pressed further, voice dropping to a husky murmur, “What about your mouth—do you do blow jobs?”

I shut that down, cool and honest. “I’d rather not. I have no idea where you’ve been, and I’d rather not risk it.”

“But you’ll still let me inside you.” His words, blunt and thick with promise, hung in the space between us, reverberating through my body.

“Yes, but as I made perfectly clear when I agreed to this reckless adventure, a condom is non-negotiable.”

A wicked grin flashed across his face. “Of course. You already told me.”

It seemed he’d had enough of talking—enough of my nervous laughter and stalling. His hands slid behind me, strong and confident, fingertips moving with a finesse that spoke of skill far beyond his years. With one effortless motion, he released the clasps of my bra, the fabric sliding from my shoulders and tumbling forward. I instinctively crossed my arms, attempting to hide from his hungry stare, but he was relentless. Suddenly, he pressed against me, urging my body back onto the bed. My arms flailed at my sides to catch myself, the sudden jolt sending my full breasts bouncing, liberated, my nipples tightening in the cool air.

He wasted no time. Like a man afflicted with starvation, he hovered over me and claimed my left nipple with his lips, tongue swirling, teeth grazing just enough to draw a gasp from deep inside me. Desire rushed through my veins, hotter than I’d allowed myself to feel in years. When he had my nipple aching and swollen, he shifted eagerly to my right breast, lavishing it with the same relentless attention, as if he were determined to worship me into surrender.

My mind raced. I hadn’t considered, not really, what would be expected of me tonight in exchange for what I owed. I certainly hadn’t anticipated this—being devoured, with my skin tingling beneath every brush of his tongue. I’d thought, in my naive panic, that he’d just take what he wanted and leave, not least because there was a working taxi meter somewhere out there ticking away. But the hunger in his mouth said he wanted to savor me. Every slow, teasing lick and every urgent suck stoked a longing inside me I’d tried to smother for months—no, years—since Brian’s footsteps faded down our hall for the last time.

Part of me instinctively wanted to pull away, to refuse this pleasure I couldn’t quite believe I deserved. Wasn’t I just supposed to endure? To offer myself but not really participate? But his mouth on my breasts—Christ, I’d forgotten the lightning thrill of real touch, the full-bodied ache of want. My arms trembled with the need to embrace him, to press him deeper into me, but I clenched my fists at my sides, holding onto old wounds and lingering doubts.

He brought one hand between my thighs, warm fingers brushing softly at first, coaxing my legs apart. My heart pounded—my body betraying every last reservation as I opened for him. His touch skimmed along my slick folds, and his breath caught on my nipple when he discovered just how wet I was. Embarrassment and arousal surged in equal measure. His finger slipped easily inside me, curling knowingly, searching for that spot I’d almost forgotten. When he found it, I shuddered, hips rocking helplessly against his hand.

Whatever resolve I’d had, whatever cold distance I’d promised myself, shattered. My arms melted around him at last. One hand threaded in his hair, the other pressed to his back, holding him to me—urging him to keep going. I felt the helpless, needy groan escape my lips, felt his mouth tug hard at my taut nipple in response. He teased my body with certainty, unafraid to enjoy me fully, and every stroke left me panting, wanting, trembling for more.

Pleasure swelled inside me, surging up from some forbidden place deep within, a trembling anticipation unfurling in my core. God, I’d gone into this expecting nothing but awkward, transactional sex—some quick, numb coupling to erase my debt. But his touch, so devastatingly intimate, stripped away my defences and left me helplessly exposed and hungry. The tip of his finger was relentless, coaxing me, teasing, stroking a heat I’d almost forgotten I could feel. Beneath the glide of his tongue—hot, insistent, wicked—my nipples throbbed, exquisitely over-sensitized by his mouth. I began to rock beneath him, my hips moving lazily at first, then urgently, every muscle in me begging for more.

All my resistance crumbled as a climax built—an unfamiliar, electric tension, unraveling me thread by thread until I was moaning without shame. The orgasm crashed through me, startling in its intensity, rippling from the place he touched so shamelessly and echoing in my helpless cries. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d fallen apart beneath someone’s hands instead of my own, succumbing so messily to pleasure.

Breathless, I opened my eyes, dazed beneath the unfamiliar weight of satisfaction. He was watching me, his gaze hungry and possessive as his tongue slowed, lazily circling each peaked nipple, tracing the sensitive skin with warm, thorough licks. I felt my cheeks flare with mortification at his scrutiny. “What is it?” My voice trembled, uncertain.

He grinned, lips gliding off my nipple as he lifted his head. “God, you’re gorgeous when you come.”

I almost laughed, the words wrenched from me. “No, I think the word is desperate. It’s been so long—I can’t believe how good that was.”

His brow arched in mock sympathy. “How long has he been gone?” he asked quietly.

“Fifteen weeks. Four days.” The admission left me raw, laid bare in front of this stranger.

“At least you’re not keeping a tally.”

I gave him a sad, rueful smile. “He meant everything. I didn’t see it coming. I loved him, and it just... ended.”

“Was the sex always this bad at the end?” His tone was gentle, not prying, just curious.

A hollow laugh escaped me. “Not even close. He’d checked out months before he actually left. You’re probably thinking I should have known.”

He lowered his gaze, fingers tracing lazy circles on my hip. “I promise, I’m not here to judge.”

I tried to keep the sarcasm from my voice. “No, you’re here because I haven’t paid the cab fare. How’s my account looking so far?”

His hand slid lower, lingering at the curve of my waist. “Let’s just say you’ve made it as far as Redfern.”

“Redfern?” I protested, half-teasing, half-horrified. “That’s barely out of the city!”

He laughed, dark and hungry again. “Exactly. We still have a long, delicious journey ahead of us. Let’s see if you’ve got a few more orgasms in you before we reach your stop.”

Heat pulsed through me at his words; my voice was unsteady, but teasing. “A few? That’s ambitious. But I guess I could use all the help I can get.”

He moved down my body, slow and deliberate, spreading kisses along my belly until he settled between my thighs. My heart hammering, I watched as he hovered above me—so close, his breath ghosting over the bare, vulnerable lips of my sex. Dignity and embarrassment seemed so far away, washed away by the aftershocks of my orgasm. I let my legs fall shamelessly open, surrendering to his gaze, hungry for whatever pleasure he intended to give next.

I stared in disbelief as his lips pursed, a soft, wicked smile tugging at the corner of his mouth—surely this man wasn’t about to lower himself between my thighs? Oh, but he was. Helpless, stunned, I watched his face sink down into the V-shaped hollow where my thighs met, my most intimate secret exposed to his hungry eyes. The heat of his breath lingered for an agonizing heartbeat, and then his tongue swept upward in one impossibly bold, deliberate stroke—gliding from the delicate skin below, rising to flick across my needy clit. I let out a gasp that sounded almost foreign in my own ears, my body arching, desperate for more.

A surge of urgent pleasure pulsed through me, and instinctively, I reached down, threading my fingers into his thick hair, cradling his head between my trembling hands—needing, insisting, that he keep up this magical, relentless rhythm. The gentle suction of his lips around my clit, the swirling, practiced flick of his tongue against my every bundle of nerves—God, it set my entire body alight. How had it been so long since a man had dedicated himself to me like this? Brian’s face flashed through my mind, but the memory faded, rendered dull and irrelevant by the fire this stranger was stoking within me.

The pleasure was building fast, hot and unstoppable, blooming low in my belly—every pulse, every whimper, a plea for him not to stop. I let myself go, unashamed and vocal, panting his name and nonsensical moans to urge him on. He didn’t falter. He ate me like a man savoring a forbidden fruit, devouring every tremor.

My orgasm crested suddenly, loud and shuddering, seizing my muscles and leaving me limp, boneless, wanton beneath this man’s mouth. His hands caressed my thighs, holding me warmly in place, before I felt him shift his body upward, his eyes alive with male satisfaction. The length of him pressed against me, hard and insistent, his cock sliding in the slick and swollen groove of my labia, teasing my still-sensitive clit with the broad head, then finally aligning at my entrance. My breath caught. The anticipation was electric.

It had been months—a lifetime—since anyone filled me like this. Nights alone had always ended with empty, restless longing, no matter who I pictured in the dark. Never had I imagined someone so young, so unexpectedly gorgeous, parting me open with such deliberate care. He gazed down at me, an amused, almost boyish grin lighting his face, savoring the moment, his body poised above mine. Why wouldn’t he grin—he was being rewarded with a night he could never have predicted when he started his cab route.

He eased his cock into me, slowly, gently, his movements measured and unhurried as he filled me inch by inch, pausing when he sensed my need and letting my body adjust to accommodate him. It was exquisitely intimate, a joining I hadn’t known I’d missed so desperately. My thoughts flickered to the parade of men I’d watched earlier, their powerful bodies gyrating, swollen with arousal, performing for a roomful of ravenous women. Would I have ever agreed to this if not for that shared current of sexual hunger electrifying the air, priming my senses for what was to come?

My thoughts drifted to the man from the nightclub—the one I had danced and swapped smiles with. If the music hadn’t been pounding, if we’d found a dim, quiet corner, would I have let his hands explore my body, coaxing me into this very situation? He was nearer my age, undeniably handsome, yet it was this brash, younger cab driver who’d become the architect of my pleasure, all because my arousal was already at its tipping point as I stepped from his taxi.

Now, pressed beneath him, I savored his deliberate, unhurried thrusts. He took his time, as if each measured movement was meant to remind me of the two breathtaking climaxes he’d already drawn from me—first with talented fingers, then his scandalously deft mouth. That urgent ache had been soothed, smoothed out by the waves of my release, so I welcomed his pace. Every inch of his cock slipped in confidence, each stroke deeper than the last, and I let him take the reins, let him guide my pleasure.

Still, beneath the heating flush of my body and the slick glide of his hips, a sliver of nervousness clung to me. Just an hour earlier, he’d been nothing but a fare and a stranger. Now, his naked skin claimed my bed, and my body yielded to him, wide open and wanting. But even as anxiety flickered, I imagined how soon this would be over—him, spilling inside me, sated and silent, before slipping back into the night to chase fares. I braced myself for the emptiness that would follow, the cool sheets and satisfying soreness that promised sleep.

Except reality refused to let me drift away. Instead, another orgasm simmered low and electric, rising so fast and fierce I almost doubted it—three releases in one night, impossible. Brian, even in the headiest days of our marriage, had never lingered so long, never driven me this wild through sheer determination. But this man, who still hadn’t told me his name, was relentless. I curled my legs around his narrow hips, dug my heels into his body, urging him deeper, desperate to intensify the rhythm that was undoing me.

A shuddering climax tore through me, more devastating and full-bodied than any before. My hips bucked, my cry echoing out, wild and hungry. Through the haze, I realized he hadn’t faltered; his cock still pistoned inside me, building another peak, this one chasing close on the heels of the last, so fast my body hardly had time to recover before pleasure overtook me again, making me moan, writhing helplessly.

How lucky, I thought, even as I drowned in ecstasy—how ludicrously, dangerously fortunate that my impulsive bargain hadn’t landed me with some lumbering, lecherous toad, but with a young lover whose stamina and skill surpassed all expectation. If only I could remember his name, I’d have something to shout as my body trembled and shattered for him, again and again.

As the aftershocks of my fourth, impossibly intense climax faded, a new awareness crept in—this beautiful, reckless boy was fallible after all. His rhythm faltered, each thrust growing shorter, his breath ragged and tumbling over me, as if he was fighting desperately to keep hold of himself before spiraling over the edge. I couldn’t complain, not when every inch of him, hard and hungry, kept sliding deep into my drenched, eager core, making me shudder with lingering pleasure.

Wait. Something was off. The sensation was so bracingly raw, so unfiltered, I couldn’t ignore it. I’d never had much condom sex, but when I had, I always sensed that thin barrier, that muted disconnect—not coursing through me like this, electric and primal. “Wait—did you put on a condom?” I gasped, my urgency cutting through the heated tangle of our bodies.

He hesitated, hips grinding deeper. “No… oh, fuck, you feel so incredible inside… no, I haven’t got one. Oh, God, I’m cumming—sweetheart…”

“No! Not inside—” My warning broke on a cry, but it was too late; he was too far gone, lost to that euphoric oblivion. His face contorted in bliss, eyes fluttered shut, and I felt the unmistakable rush—his hot seed pulsing deep, painting the slippery walls of my womb, over and over, as he pinned me with his trembling weight. His forehead dropped to the crook of my neck, breath thundering, every shudder and guttural groan vibrating through me as his cock jerked and flooded me.

I should have panicked—should have worried about risks and consequences—but I was past childbearing, post-menopausal, at least spared that anxiety. Still, questions crowded in: How many lovers had he had, how many times had he been reckless like this? How easily had I let him inside me, lost in the haze of expert foreplay, forgetting all about safety, surrendering completely to desire?

He lingered atop me, softening but refusing to relinquish his hold as his breathing slowly steadied. I could feel his full weight—a physical reminder of what we’d done, of his thoughtless omission. Even as the glow of orgasm lingered, irritation pricked at me: His omission wasn’t just careless—it was deceitful, and I’d let it happen. I should have insisted, but I’d been far too eager, seduced by his skill, too greedy for the sensation of being filled by a man again.

For a moment I wondered if he’d drifted off, but at last he propped himself up, looking down at me with a lazy, satisfied grin. I couldn’t help but return it, though an edge slipped into my voice. “That was… delicious, but you really ought to have told me you didn’t have a condom. That kind of thing matters.”

He chuckled softly, running his fingers down my bare side. “I didn’t want to spoil the moment. You’re so damn sexy.”

His praise burned into me even as I huffed a laugh. “I’m not, really—not usually. You dragged it out of me tonight. Are you always this good? Ever been married?”

He shook his head. “Not my style. I doubt I’m the settling-down type.”

“A shame. Any woman would be lucky to have you in her bed.” I arched an eyebrow, teasing. “But if you’re asking—no, I’m not making a proposal. I think you’re a good couple of decades younger than I am. My prime years—well, those are long gone.”

He leaned in, voice rough and warm against my ear. “Don’t say that. Tonight, you were irresistible. You made it so easy for me. I barely had to do a thing, just let you fall apart.”

His words left me flushed, tangled in early morning light and messy satisfaction, wondering how I’d ever gotten so lucky and so reckless, all at once.

His weight vanished from me, suddenly leaving my skin almost cold, his strong body withdrawing along with the last lingering presence of his cock. I felt him slip out of me, my slick, satisfied flesh clenching emptily, reluctant to let him go. The ache of departure washed through me — low, bittersweet, and tinged with an eagerness that wanted more, as if my body refused to accept that this raw, unexpected connection had ended.

He rolled onto his side, stretching out next to me, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. "Hey, I don’t mean to be impolite," he said, his voice dipping low, unwilling to shatter the afterglow completely, "but I really shouldn’t linger — I’m on the clock, not earning a cent just lying here."

Why was I flooded with disappointment when he said he should go? Was it sadness, or simply the haze of lust around us refusing to let me be logical? I didn’t feel used — not at all. If anything, I’d gotten exactly what I hadn’t known I needed, payment for my fare in wanton currency no rideshare app could ever process. This was a side of myself I’d scarcely acknowledged, alive and bold, and there was no regret, just a vague, delicious surprise at my own daring.

"Would you like a drink before you go?" I offered, my voice tender, almost shy with the intimacy of it.

He perched on the edge of the bed, glancing back at me. I reclined against the pillows, utterly bare, streaked with the evidence of his release, unabashed as he feasted his gaze on my nakedness. Such exposure should have mortified me, especially after knowing him such a short time, but instead, I found myself glowing beneath his lingering attention, reveling in the way his release still glistened at my core.

"No alcohol," he replied, his lips quirked into a small, apologetic smile. "Can’t drink on the job."

"Coffee, then?" I suggested, savoring the idea of prolonging this strange, electric intimacy just a bit longer.

He hesitated, as if debating, then nodded. "Yeah, actually. That’d be really nice… if you don’t mind."

"I wouldn’t have offered if I did," I teased gently, sliding across the mattress until I was sitting beside him. His thigh was warm, reassuring, as I searched his face for just a moment. "You know, I never even asked your name," I confessed, blushing at the absurdity of it, smiling at my own audacity. "My friends would die if they knew I had sex with a man without even knowing he was called. I can already hear their shrieks."

He let out a genuine, rumbling laugh. "I’m Brad."

"Karen," I replied, grinning, extending my hand for a proper introduction — my palm still tingling from his touch for vastly different reasons. "Come on, let’s get that coffee."

I stood, pausing for the smallest moment as the urge to cover myself flickered through me, to reach for my robe. But tonight — after what I’d allowed, enjoyed, become — I chose boldness instead. Naked, still glistening, my legs a little shaky, I strode from the bedroom, keenly aware of his eyes playing up and down my body as he followed, his appreciation almost tangible.

In the kitchen, I set about brewing coffee, feeling exhilaration coil and spark between my thighs as his gaze traced my contours — the curve of my hips, the dimples above my ass, every inch of me newly owned and adored. It was utterly shameless, and I found myself basking in the sense of triumph that a man half my age found me worth more than any fare.

I set down two steaming mugs and joined him at the table, the mug warming my hands… though the heat between my legs belied the need for it. What do you say to the cabbie who just gave you the most reckless, gratifying sex of your life? My mind spun with possibilities, but I settled for simplicity.

"So, Brad," I asked with a sly smile, "how long have you been driving a cab?"

He blew on his coffee, meeting my eyes above the rim. "Two years, Karen."

"And tell me—" I lowered my voice, teasing, playing with the idea of how wicked we’d just been. "Is this the first time you’ve been paid for your services in such… unconventional ways?"

“Yes, this is a first,” Brad admitted, his eyes lingering on mine with a simmering candor. “Some of the old-timers mentioned that there might be alternatives if a woman couldn’t pay, and more than once, I’ve heard their stories—about settling fares in all sorts of ways, you know? I always thought it was just myth or bravado. Never expected it to actually happen. But I guess there’s a first for everything.”

A sly smile barely played at his lips, and I couldn’t help but tease, “So, do you feel properly re-paid? Or shortchanged without cold, hard cash?”

His gaze burned into me, lingering audaciously, the air charged with delicious tension. My mind whirred with uncertainty—what if he said no? What would I offer then?

But instead, Brad slowly pushed back his chair and stood, the movement languid and confident. My eyes widened as I saw the unmistakable ridge of his half-aroused cock jutting against the fabric. Hidden from sight beneath the table, he’d clearly been enjoying more than just coffee. He smirked, voice thick with need. “Honestly, Karen, I think you’ve only settled about fifty dollars’ worth.”

My mouth dropped open in amused disbelief. “You can’t possibly want more?”

He moved swiftly behind me, his hands firm yet hungry, curling around my arm to draw me to my feet. He slid my chair away, guiding my bare skin closer to the table’s cool edge. My naked body pressed into the wooden surface, nipples grazing the table, sending tiny lightning shocks over sensitive flesh.

I could barely find my breath, anticipation flooding in hot waves between my thighs. “What are you going to do?” My voice trembled, fear and fiery desire coiling together in my belly.

He dipped his mouth to my ear, his presence scorching. “I’m definitely ready for another round. Are you, Karen?”

“But… shouldn’t you get back to work?” My words were little more than a gasp now, laced with equal parts hesitation and hope.

He shrugged, unhurried and unbothered, hands roaming over my hips. “It’s already after one. I don’t have to hand over the cab until three-thirty. By now, it’s just rowdy drunks and dodgy late fares. I’d rather stay—if you’re up for it.” His tone was sinfully persuasive, each syllable coaxing me further.

My resistance melted, voice barely a whisper. “Alright… yes, Brad.”

He slid his palm up my spine, forcing me to arch into him, his body pressed tantalizingly against the curve of my backside. “That’s more like it, sweetheart,” he rumbled. “Show me you want it. You do want another orgasm, don’t you?”

A tremble of excitement snaked through me, desire curling hot and insistent. “God, yes… I do.”

His cock, now fiercely rigid, brushed the crease of my ass with a promise that sent heat spiraling. For a split second, nerves prickled—what if he wanted something more daring, something I wasn’t ready to give? I glanced back at him, anxiety flickering in my eyes. But then I felt him dip down, guiding his thick length between my slick, swollen folds. He teased me, gliding the tip through the moisture already seeping for him, proving just how deep my hunger ran.

He took his time, sliding against my entrance until I squirmed and shuddered, aching for more. When he finally eased into me—from behind, taking me in a way Brian never had—I gasped in shock and pleasure. The angle brought him impossibly deep, making my whole body arch and sing.

A moan tore free, raw and helpless, as he pressed inside, filling me again, over the table, exposed and aching with every inch.

Pressed flat against the cool, unyielding surface of the kitchen table, my bare skin tingled with anticipation as Brad claimed me from behind, his movements raw and uninhibited. My breasts flattened against the wood, each thrust jolting sensation through my body and sending a whispered ache deep inside. There was nothing tender about this—his desire was urgent, primal, and desperate to possess me entirely. My own hunger tangled with his, seething just beneath the surface as he plunged into me, pushing me to the brink with every relentless stroke.

I shouldn’t have been surprised that he’d recovered so fast, but still, I was awestruck—barely fifteen minutes since his last release, and he was already surging with stamina, filling me as if he’d never stopped. I watched the kitchen clock tick through each wickedly drawn out minute, my body trembling with the onslaught of sensation. I lost count of how many times he edged me upward, endlessly shifting his rhythm—sometimes slow and teasing, sometimes so urgent I clung to the table to steady myself. Every new tempo brought me closer to unraveling, and by the end, I was left breathless and shaking, wracked with more orgasms than I’d ever dared imagine in a single night. Four? Maybe more. I almost laughed thinking my friends would never believe me if I told them. I didn’t know my own body was capable of such pleasure—my mind reeled with the realization that, if I ever braved the dating world again, I’d expect so much more from any future lover.

When Brad finally reached his own peak, he withdrew smoothly, leaving me spent and quivering in the sudden absence of his heat. I barely had time to catch my breath before we sipped at our now-cold coffees and then drifted back into the bedroom. For a heartbeat I thought he’d want to nestle against me and prolong the moment, but instead, he slipped into his clothes with easy confidence. I padded after him to the front door, heart still pounding, and he surged forward to kiss me—deep and possessive enough to leave me dizzy. He surprised me then, asking for my number—I surprised myself even more by giving it to him, scribbling the digits with trembling fingers.

He left with a teasing promise in his eyes, the scent of him still lingering in my home and on my skin. Slipping into bed alone, my mind replayed every vivid moment—on these sheets, on the kitchen table—savoring the ache and the memory. Tonight felt like the threshold to something new, the first step into a future brimming with unimagined pleasure, all my cautious boundaries faded behind me.


The Toy Boy

It started with an embarrassing moment with my mom’s best friend and a shocking suggestion. Soon, my "impressive" size became my ticket into a hidden world.


Part 1

Chapter One

Looking back, desire didn’t spark into a wildfire for me as swiftly as it did for some. My teenage years drifted through the raucous era of the early 2000s, when everyone seemed to be chasing pleasure with reckless abandon. But not me—I lingered on the fringes, curiosity simmering beneath the surface, yet never quite erupting. My first true experience arrived late: the night before I turned eighteen, an anxious bundle of nerves mixed with anticipation. I finally found someone—a fellow student—who, for one heated, nervous evening, welcomed my inexperienced touch. The encounter was clumsy, forgettable, but at least I had shed the cloak of virginity that seemed to hang heavily upon my shoulders.

Afterwards, months stretched out, empty and aching, punctuated by a few kisses and heated hands under clothing—teenage fumblings with girls who demanded more commitment than I was willing to give. I was left wanting, my frustration growing, my fantasies ripe with frustration.

And then, suddenly, everything changed. My first real, soul-shaking encounter wasn’t with a stranger from a college bar or a fleeting girlfriend. It was with an older woman—a woman who’d hovered on the edge of my world since childhood, my mother’s best friend. “Aunt Jane”—that’s what my siblings and I called her, though the title was born of affection, not blood. She was only ever Jane, but the warm, playful “aunt” somehow suited her: vivacious, worldly, always on the periphery of our family’s celebrations.

Jane was the embodiment of spirit—just over forty, vibrant, her laughter infusing every room, her eyes glimmering with secrets I never imagined she’d share. At parties, she was the first to arrive, guiding us through silly games, crawling on the carpet with abandon, sometimes giving a glimpse of soft thigh or the edge of her panties, all innocence and unintentional provocation to my pre-adolescent mind.

I was twenty when everything shifted. I’d come home from college for the holidays, eager for familiarity, yet already restless for something more. My parents were hosting a dinner party that Saturday—a tailored gathering of old friends, Jane among them. I ducked out early, having attempted and failed to connect with my old mates. Their antics felt juvenile, and by ten-thirty, I’d slipped quietly back into the sanctuary of my room.

I stopped in the living room just long enough to nod at the assembled group—mostly my parents’ friends—before escaping upstairs. Alone, I let my fantasies roam. I flicked through provocative videos online, images and sounds stoking the heat that had, by now, become a throbbing ache beneath my skin. Stripped bare, sprawled out in bed, I succumbed to the hunger thrumming between my legs. I might not be the sort to brag, but there’s satisfaction in knowing what you’ve got—eight solid inches of heated flesh, thick and eager, growing harder at the promise of forbidden pleasure. And that night, something in me stirred that had nothing to do with late-night porn—and everything to do with memories of Jane’s lingering scent, her knowing smile, the soft, accidental caresses she’d given me over the years.

Discovering just how generously endowed I was had been a slow burn through my teens. It wasn't until much later that I realized most guys weren’t burdened with such impressive length lurking within their jeans. Only a few months back, this gorgeous girl I'd been making out with had reached into my pants, her fingers freezing as she realized what she was grasping. Her gasp of disbelief melted into a wicked curiosity—she was insistent, tugging eagerly at my fly until my cock sprang free, thick and heavy in her palm. The way she looked at it—awed, reverent—left a mark on me, her words a sultry whisper: “Jamie, you have no idea what you’re packing. You should be proud.” From then on, I couldn’t help myself. After football games, in steamy locker rooms, or under the harsh lights of the gym showers, I’d sneak a glance at the other guys. None of them came close—she’d spoken the truth. Her unexpected validation lit a fire in me, one that burned with confidence. Now, I strutted, letting my body speak for itself—and, suddenly, women paid more attention.

Tonight, home for the holidays, I was sprawled back against my tangled sheets, restless, needing friction and release after this dull Saturday. My hand worked a steady rhythm beneath the covers, fingers skimming along my slick, engorged shaft while I held the top sheet in a halfhearted attempt at modesty. At twenty, you’d think I’d have the privacy to enjoy a midnight wank in peace, especially with my parents downstairs. But if there was one thing Jane had never respected, it was boundaries.

Without any warning, she barreled through the door, her entrance as abrupt as ever. “Jamie, darling! How’s my favorite boy? Happy to be home?” Her voice was a burst of energy, carrying her across the room before I could even blink. The door slammed behind her, sealing us in together—her words and laughter filling every inch.

Caught mid-stroke, all I could do was freeze—my hands flew from beneath the covers, try as I might to act casual. In my frantic movements, the sheet tumbled lower, draping over my naked hips but failing spectacularly to conceal the thick, proud tent of my cock—a dark, wet spot marking where pre-cum had already stained the fabric.

For a heartbeat, Jane looked completely wrong-footed. Her lips parted, a playful smile flickering on her face, but her gaze dropped from my eyes to the very obvious evidence arching beneath thin cotton. The silence between us vibrated with barely contained tension, broken by her throaty, amused murmur, “Oh, Jamie… did I interrupt something delicious?”

I knew my cheeks were flushed and burning, a mix of embarrassment and that aching, unspent arousal. I could hardly breathe, my voice low, “Yeah, Aunt Jane… you could say I wasn’t expecting any company tonight.”

She smirked, her amusement unabashed, and with a playful twinkle in her eye said, “Except for you, apparently.” Her voice caressed me, silk and laughter, as her fingers swept gently across my brow, tucking away a stray lock of hair. “I’m sorry, Jamie. Honestly, I should have knocked. You’re not a little boy anymore, and I suppose I need to remember that, don’t I?” Her tone softened, lingering just a moment too long before she tried to steer us back to safer ground. “I just missed my favourite nephew, that’s all. Tell me—how’s college treating you? Studying hard? Or is it more about the girls these days?”

Her gaze, however, lingered lower—drawn, it seemed magnetically, right back to the unmistakable jut beneath my sheet. The shape of my swollen cock held her attention, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Goodness, Jamie, I imagine the girls on campus are absolutely wild for you.” The words slipped out, and her cheeks flushed before she caught herself. “Oh, that’s not something your mom’s friend should say, is it?” but then she laughed, wicked and a little breathless. “My god, you really are grown—impressively so.”

Heat shot up my cheeks as she giggled, a thrill of disbelief racing through me. Shame, lust and embarrassment mixed in my chest. My cock, hard as stone, refused to abate—I could barely think, let alone hope the situation would resolve itself. Rolling away couldn’t save me; she’d already seen, already commented. The air was thick with something unspoken… something daring.

And then she did the last thing I expected: her hand slid forward, curling around the gathered fabric right at the crest of my cock, her grip sure, determined. A bolt of sensation tore through me from her touch—a squeeze that sent blood thundering in my ears. “Oh Jamie, what am I doing?” Her voice trembled, oddly reverent. “Your mother’s going to kill me if she finds out. But you… you are truly blessed, Jamie. Most men would envy you.”

I swallowed hard, curiosity and hunger burning inside me. “You’re a woman, Aunt Jane. Does—does it really matter to women? Is being this big…good?”

Her eyes met mine—so wide, so openly aroused. Her palm pulsed firmer, sending my hips rising into her hold by instinct. “Oh, Jamie, it’s a very good thing,” she answered fiercely, voice husky and low. “You would fill a woman in the most delicious way. You’d drive her right to the edge…”

She still hadn’t let go. My whole body moved on its own—hips thrusting helplessly up to meet that strong, thrilling grip. She gasped, that guttural moan escaping her lips, rough and longing. “Jamie, can I… I shouldn’t even ask this, but—can I see you? Would you let me?”

Everything hung suspended between us—her, my mother’s oldest friend, aching to see everything I had; me, wanting desperately for her to strip away every last barrier between us. Never had I imagined this, and yet now it seemed almost inevitable. Jane wanted the same thing I did.

“Uh… yes, I suppose so,” I managed to say, my voice uneven with nervous anticipation, my heart pounding wildly inside my ribcage. After a lifetime of seeing Jane as almost family, suddenly I was surrendering myself to her gaze, letting her peel away every layer of privacy until every secret was exposed before her.

I felt the smooth drag of fabric as she pulled the sheet from my chest, her knuckles grazing my skin, the sensation sparking along my nerves. The fabric slid lower, exposing the tautness of my stomach, then gliding tantalizingly over the sensitive crown of my cock before baring it to the cool air. My erection stood firm, unapologetic, thick and tall, the head shining with need. Jane flung the sheet aside with almost hungry impatience, letting it pool uselessly around my ankles, leaving me completely at her mercy.

Her eyes widened, dark with awe and heat, lingering on my exposed length. “It’s gorgeous, Jamie. Honestly – it’s like sculpture. You’re impossibly lucky.” Her voice trembled, the words so intimate and reverent they sent a thrill of pride through me. She finally dragged her gaze up and fixed me with those familiar, striking eyes, made unfamiliar in the low-lit tension. “Do you get to put it to good use?” Her mouth curled, a wicked smile teasing her lips, but she seemed to catch herself, shaking her head coyly. “God, listen to me. You don’t have to tell me that. I know I shouldn’t ask–it’s embarrassingly personal. Forgive me.”

Embarrassed and eager all at once, I told her, “It’s fine. I haven’t, not really. Not yet. Just recently I found out I was above average, I guess.”

She laughed softly, a throaty purr. “Jamie, you’re not just above average—you’re exceptional, darling. I have seen one bigger, just once, in a strip club your mum and I stumbled into years ago. But that was all for show… This,” her gaze dropped to my cock, her expression hungry, “is all yours. And this is the first time I’ve ever been able to touch something like this.”

She reached out again, and this time her fingers were bare and electrifying against my skin. The touch was deliberate, intimate—her fingertips traced the swelling ridge just beneath the head, making my cock twitch and throb under her caress. My head rolled back into the pillow as her touch sent an incendiary jolt right through me, eyes fluttering shut, breath shuddering out of me.

“Is this alright?” Her tone was softer, but there was need in her question.

“Yes,” I choked, barely able to force the word past my lips as my eyelids flickered open. I watched her glance furtively towards the door, making certain we remained hidden from the rest of the world. When she let go, my cock pulsed in the sudden absence of her hand and I swallowed a whimper of loss.

But she wasn’t done. Her hands dropped to her thighs, gathering fistfuls of her dress and drawing it slowly up. Inch by inch, her smooth, elegant legs emerged, the hem rising until I could nearly glimpse the forbidden edge of her panties. She held the dress there, teasing just out of reach, then finally hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down in one smooth, breathtaking move. Her dress fell, a convenient curtain hiding what I now knew to be bare skin beneath, her pubis temptingly shielded but so incredibly close.

I watched, spellbound, my entire body straining with want, every nerve ending humming in expectation at what she might reveal next.

Her panties fluttered to the floor like a silent surrender, and I watched, wide-eyed, as she gracefully stepped out of them, one bare foot after the other, the delicate arch of her ankles mesmerizing. With a subtle flick, she cast her shoes away—gone, forgotten. Jane’s intent gaze never left mine. She placed her knee on the mattress, the covers shifting from the added weight, and then, with slow deliberation, she straddled my prone form. The heat between us was undeniable, rising in waves as she positioned herself, her dress pooled over both our bodies, concealing the very place we both craved to join.

My heart hammered against my ribs as she hovered above me, her hips just a breath away from my swollen, straining cock. Her eyes met mine—those familiar yet transformed eyes glittered with pure desire, a hunger I’d never dared imagine seeing in her. And then, almost reverently, she looked skyward and whispered, her voice trembling with erotic guilt, “Oh God, forgive me for this.” But her body betrayed her prayer, lowering toward me with aching inevitability.

I felt the dizzying rush of her warmth—some part of her velvet softness brushed over my cockhead, and a gasp escaped my lips, pleasure pulsing through every nerve ending. Her fingers followed, slipping under the cascade of her dress, and I felt her palm wrap expertly around the rigid length of my shaft. Every inch of me throbbed in anticipation as she guided my glistening tip into the hot, silken channel between her outer lips. The slickness greeting me sent a jolt through my core—a mingling of her desire and perhaps my own, proof of our reckless need.

I melted back into the bed, giving myself over to the sensations as she rocked my cock between her swollen folds, each stroke sliding me up and down against the throbbing pearl of her clit. Her face was a study of unfolding pleasure—eyes closed, lips parted around shaky moans that teased at the air. God, how I wanted her to lower herself and claim my mouth as fiercely as she was about to claim my body, but she was lost in the slow, torturous rhythm, teasing the edge, building the heat.

Tension coiled inside me, desperate and heavy. The drag of her softness, the primal press of her hips, drove my arousal higher. Panic twisted sweetly inside my chest—what if I lost control too soon, denied her, denied myself the full, gasping, forbidden surrender of our bodies? I tried to reel my thoughts in, to fight the relentless climbing tide of pleasure as my cock throbbed between her tight, slippery lips.

Then, mercifully, I felt the unmistakable pressure of her guiding me to her entrance. Her thighs clenched, pressing down until the swollen lips of her sex parted to embrace the broad crown of my cock. She met my gaze, eyes wild and luminous, and pushed downward, slowly, steadily, until my cockhead was engulfed in the molten grip of her cunt. The sensation was blinding—searing, exquisite heat cocooning me, drawing gasps from us both.

She paused, her breathing ragged, body adjusting to accommodate my girth. I watched the shifting play of feeling on her face—pleasure, incredulity, hungry need. Slowly, she started to move again, easing down, taking another inch, another shuddering stretch inside her. The velvet heat of her slick passage gripped and caressed my shaft, and I felt nothing could ever be as deliciously overwhelming as the sensation of being inside her, joined at last in forbidden, unstoppable ecstasy.

It felt surreal, utterly impossible. Not even a heartbeat ago, I’d been alone beneath these sheets, chasing after a lonely, hollow release with nothing but my own hand and the muted darkness. Now, every inch of me was melting into raw sensation—my cock submerged, inch by generous inch, enveloped by the molten velvet of a woman I’d secretly craved all my life, a woman whose allure tantalized me before I even knew its name—Jane.

Each inch deeper, her heat claimed me, her slick folds stretching to accommodate my length. Her face fluttered with every movement, pleasure and pain entwined, eyes fierce with effort where my size challenged her. Finally, her hips settled into mine; she pushed down hard, taking every last bit of me, cradling my cock inside her torrid embrace. I was lost in her body, completely sheathed, barely able to breathe from the exquisite pressure.

A tremor of uncertainty slid through me—should I move, flip her beneath me, thrust into that searing tightness and take her as I’d fantasized? Or was that just boyhood fantasy? My mind raced, torn between hunger and ignorance, while my rigid cock pulsed with pent-up need, my balls already aching, coiling tight as if they’d burst.

But before I could claim the moment, Jane seized it for herself. She rose, letting my cock nearly slip free, then dropped, impaling herself again in one practiced, hungry maneuver. Her pace mounting, her rhythm taking control—she rolled her hips, riding me with relentless hunger. My body burned beneath her—her sweet torture, her pace, her wanton sounds stealing my thoughts and reason. Any attempt at restraint became impossible; I let her orchestrate our desperate dance, surrendering to the inflamed swell of her cunt as she rode me with increasing fury.

The guttural cries ripping from her throat were nearly feral—a symphony of lust that warned me she was close to shattering. I bit my lip, terrified I’d lose control, but her gasps, the wild arch of her back, the furious clench of her cunt around my cock, pushed me beyond all sense. She screamed, “Cum with me, Jamie,” her voice electric, nearly tearing through me as I dared a quick glance at the shut door, keeping her secret locked tight in this feverish cocoon.

She crashed into her orgasm, slamming herself down one final time, clutching my cock in a way that made me groan aloud. I felt her spasms flutter around me, demanding my surrender. I bucked helplessly, my own climax surging, my cock twitching madly inside her, flooding her molten heat with thick, desperate spurts of cum. I emptied myself utterly, helpless against the animal force of our shared release.

For a heartbeat, everything stopped—all sound, all caution—just the two of us locked together, sticky and trembling with the aftermath. The shock of knowing my cum now pulsed deep inside the beautiful, vulnerable Jane. With a strangled sob, she collapsed on top of me, her breath hot against my neck, her body quaking. Instinctively, I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, feeling her shudder with something far darker and weightier than pleasure alone—guilt, confusion, a tangled, guilty euphoria that mirrored my own pounding heart.

Her velvety heat pulsed in aftershocks around my shaft, gripping and coaxing every lingering drop from deep inside me, draining me with slow, exquisite contractions that sent sparks across my nerves. We were locked together, unmoving, her clothed body sprawled across my naked form, her presence overwhelming every sense—her fragrance, the crackle of tension in her breath, the slick wetness embracing me.

Gradually, her ragged sobs quieted, subsiding into soft, hiccuping breaths that trembled against my chest. She lifted her face, cheeks streaked with silent tears, eyes shimmering and haunted as they met mine in the darkness. The aftermath made her confession raw and trembling, her voice like a whisper carried by broken guilt.

“That was beautiful… indescribably beautiful,” she choked out, a tremor coloring each syllable. “But I crossed a threshold that should have been forever off-limits. I don’t know how I’ll ever face your mother again—every time I see her, every time we share a room, this will be playing in my mind: you, inside me, bold and alive, taking me in ways I never should have let happen. How do I pretend, Jamie, how do I hide what I feel when I see both of you together?”

“Aunt Jane, please, don’t torture yourself.” My whisper was urgent, wanting to soothe, to take away the shame. “I’m just as responsible. I could have stopped, but I didn’t…I wanted you. I still do.” My words were gentle, weighted with need, with the heady aftermath still thrumming through my veins.

She gave a pained, watery smile. “Jamie, sweetheart… You’re barely an adult, full of hunger and fire. What woman—no matter how old, how good—could resist when you want her, when you make her feel so needed that she throws decorum aside and gives in to forbidden need? No, darling, this was me. I let desire overrule every shred of sense.”

Just then, a soft, urgent knock shattered our confession, slicing through the hush. Our bodies froze instinctively, limbs tangled and still joined so deep the thought of being discovered sent panic fluttering through me. In a single motion, I reached out and flicked the bedside lamp off, plunging us into shadowy darkness. My hands found Jane’s waist, and I shifted us to our sides, keeping her shielded, hidden. Her gaze was trembling, nerves alive, as she faced the door, my body a barrier between her and discovery. My heart hammered wild and hard, threatening to give us away.

Swallowing, I found my voice, barely more than a croak. “Yes?” It sounded weak, a tremor in the dark.

The door creaked open, light sliding in from the hallway, outlining the silhouette of my father. His presence made my half-hardened cock twitch reflexively inside Jane’s slick heat—a secret pulse that made her swallow a stifled laugh against my shoulder.

“Sorry to disturb you, Jamie. I thought I heard movement. Are you still up?” His voice was casual, oblivious to the truth inches away. His question and its double meaning made Jane’s body quiver with restrained laughter.

I forced composure, pressed my cheek to Jane’s hair, and did my best to sound casual. “No… No, Dad, haven’t seen Aunt Jane. Maybe she’s in the kitchen.” The lie tasted forbidden, electric, and watching Jane’s lips curve in silent amusement stoked something wicked in me.

Footsteps hesitated. The door lingered, then slowly closed. Shadows swallowed us once more. Relief flickered between us—wordless, urgent. In the thick, secret dark, I drove what remained of my desperate erection deeper into Jane’s yielding warmth, her gasp a shivery, delicious echo of our narrow escape.

A guttural moan escaped her lips as I filled her again, the tight heat of her body closing greedily around me. She clung to me, her soft laughter—riddled with forbidden delight—spilled against my ear, infecting me with reckless mirth. I craved to stay tangled in that impossible intimacy, yet she whispered breathlessly, “I really should go…” Her fingers trembled as she smoothed my hair back. “I’ll say I went outside for a breath of air.” Her mouth brushed mine in a parting kiss, one that bloomed hungry and sweet, a kiss that made my soul ache for more—more stolen minutes, more frantic touches, more of everything uniquely her.

With a reluctant sigh, she broke our kiss, the spell suspended. Her hips slid away—achingly slow—from the thick length she’d been so desperate to keep inside. As she stood, on the far side of the bed, she scanned for her panties. Suddenly self-conscious, she pressed her palm between her thighs beneath the hem of her dress, attempting to stem the slow, inevitable trickle of my cum escaping her. The sight made me throb with a possessive need; I burned for one last look, the secret part of her I’d just claimed.

She bent to scoop her panties from the floor, casting a nervous glance toward the door. “These were right by the entrance—what if your dad spotted them?” She shot me a look equal parts amusement and panic.

She stood next to the bed, hesitantly peeling her hand from her glistening sex, bracing herself as she eased one foot, then the other, into the delicate cotton. I couldn’t resist. I slid closer, reaching for her dress, pulling the fabric higher until her hips and thighs were exposed to me in the glow of the bedside light. “What are you up to?” her voice was barely a tease, her cheeks flushing as she balanced on one foot.

“You saw every inch of me—but I never had a chance to really see you.” The words felt almost reverent as I drank in the vision before me. Her pubic hair formed a perfect, subtle line, framing her swollen, pouting lips—still glistening, and painted with streaks of my release. Cream spilled down her inner thighs, evidence of the fevered claiming we’d just shared.

Flustered, yet with a secret pride, she muttered, “Not my best look, right now,” before pulling the panties up, her hips swaying with that irresistible, feminine shimmy. “May I?” she asked coyly, gently lowering her dress back over her hips, wrapping herself again in the persona of respectable Jane.

She blew me a playful, silent kiss and slipped from my room like a shadow, leaving my skin tingling and my cock drenched in the memories of her. Alone, I stared down at myself—soft now, but still sticky with her presence—my mind replaying every forbidden second, every gasp and moan, until sleep finally claimed me, full of wild, guilty dreams of Jane.

The next morning, I dragged myself down late for breakfast, heart thundering in my chest, fingers still tingling with the ghost of her touch. I watched her quietly, trying to gauge the aftermath. Did she pull off her innocent return to the dinner party? No one said a word—apart from my mum’s odd, “You were home early last night, darling.” My dad’s gaze passed over us without question, his silence a comfort and a torment. For now, our secret lived on, hidden in plain sight.

Chapter Two

For six long months after that unforgettable night, I saw nothing of Jane. College life took over—I buried myself in textbooks and deadlines, letting academia consume me. Funny how the absence of distraction sharpened my focus; my grades, once pitiful, began their slow climb upward. My sex life, on the other hand, reduced itself to fleeting moments—occasional, hungry hookups with girls who understood the power of a late-night knock or a quick, secretive fumble after a party. I wasn’t about to turn down the invitation.

One girl in particular stands out—after a feverish, sweat-slicked session where I left her breathless and guttural at the crest of climax, she confessed she was considering sex work. Said she wanted to finance tuition and avoid the drudgery of some menial day job. The memory of her limbs trembling from the aftershocks, lips still swollen from kissing my cock, made her confession all the more bold. Then she teased: "With what you’re packing, Jamie, you could do it too."

It caught me off guard, that suggestion—me, a gigolo? The thought hadn't once crossed my mind. I turned the idea over later, letting it simmer. Sure, men didn’t exactly wait in line to sell themselves like women might, but I did the research. Turns out, if you played your cards right and knew how to keep a woman on your arm as well as in your bed, being a male escort could be lucrative. Picture it—tailored suits, a strong hand at her back, whispers exchanged over champagne; very upmarket, very exclusive. Maybe there was a place for me in that world.

I played with the thought all through final exams and into the first days of summer. When I landed back at my parents' house, it felt almost surreal—the same old creaky floorboards, my childhood room, memories soaked into every threadbare sheet. And then, just a few days in, Jane appeared, drifting into our kitchen with her particular kind of energy. I made a deliberate escape to the pool, sprawled half-naked on a lounge, listening to her laughter roll from the kitchen—soft, teasing, and unmistakably hers. The distant sound of her voice hooked something deep in my stomach, twisted it, sent a hot pulse lower, to the part of me that remembered exactly how she tasted.

I must have drifted asleep, lulled by the sun and the memory of what we’d done. I only jolted awake when Jane's silky tone sounded right at my side. She was so close—I could smell her perfume, delicate and inviting.

"Your mum had to dash to the shop for cake ingredients," she purred, standing over me like a deliciously wicked vision. "How much time do we have, Jamie?"

Panic and desire warred in me. The air around us felt electric, trembling with the possibility of giving in. "No, Aunt Jane, we can’t," I managed, trying to sound resolute, my gaze dragging up her legs but settling bravely on her eyes. "As wild as it was that night, we can’t risk it again… not here, not in my parents’ house."

She laughed, a slow, knowing sound, and I saw her eyes dip eagerly toward the bulge stirring beneath my swim shorts. "So if I find us some place more… appropriate, it would be allowed?"

Heat rushed up my neck, making my words unsteady. "I… I don’t know… we shouldn’t."

But even then, I could hear how unconvincing I sounded, my resistance already melting under her gaze and the memory of how good her hands had felt on my skin.

Desperate to steer her away from that charged suggestion—another tryst, another reckless tumble—I launched into conversation, grasping for anything to keep us tethered to safer territory. Half-afraid to admit how easily I could be tempted, I rattled off details about my most recent college conquest—a girl with a wicked tongue and wilder ambitions. She’d confided her plans to become a prostitute, and, fresh from a haze of sweaty delight, she’d suggested I might take a similar path. Maybe not on the streets, but as the kind of man who’s paid for his company—an escort. The word alone carried a forbidden thrill; I could sense Jane leaning in, hooked.

Her silver eyes sparkled with excitement at the prospect. She loved the idea, declared it brilliant, and immediately offered to guide me, to become the architect of my initiation into pleasure and profit. For the first time, she let slip her own secrets—how she worked in advertising, how she knew all the right people. Within minutes, she’d planned everything: one of her web geniuses would craft a tempting site just for me, flyers would end up in all the opulent neighborhoods, a glossy rate card would lay out my services, and soon enough, I’d have sleek business cards pressed into my palm, my name and number a discreet invitation.

Days later, her sultry voice summoned me—a motel room, discreet, just the two of us. “Your training program is about to begin,” she teased when I arrived, her smile promising everything and more. That afternoon blurred between business and pleasure—she walked me through a seductive presentation, revealing a sensual preview of the website, each glossy page more provocative than the last. The tension built as we slowly undressed each other, anticipation sweet and relentless. Jane took her time; she taught me more than I’d dreamed about how to touch, how to savor every second before climax, how to tease a woman’s soft folds with my tongue until she writhed beneath my lips, wanting and breathless.

By the time we finally surrendered to release, tangled in the crisp white sheets, a heavy silence cocooned us. Jane lay beside me, remorseful and vulnerable, chastising herself for blurring the boundaries all over again—yet her eyes kept seeking mine, hungry still. When the motel door closed behind us that evening, she whispered that my education was complete—I was now ready to play the part I’d confessed to wanting.

She’d set my rates boldly high, arming me not just with skills but with the kind of confidence that could tempt and disarm. Secretly, I doubted I could hold my nerve; I imagined myself folding the moment a potential client questioned my price, underselling myself in a heartbeat. But when the first serious call came—a woman named Kay, coy but direct, wanting me on her arm for the final night of a bankers’ convention—I steadied my shaking voice and told her, “A thousand dollars,” though my heart pounded so loudly, I was sure she’d sense it.

Kay chuckled, a smoky purr over the phone. “You must be spectacular for that kind of fee. How’s your economics? You’re young enough to pass as my son—I’d never convince them you’re my secret lover.”

Her words almost amused me—I masked my nerves with studied calm, remembering Jane’s tutelage. “A-plus in economics, actually. You’ll have no reason to doubt me,” I replied, my tone strengthening, desire and anticipation thrumming in every word.

“Excellent, maybe I’ll introduce you as an ambitious new recruit at my firm, Jamie. Now tell me—if our evening takes a more… pleasurable turn, and you know exactly what I’m implying—how much will your private talents cost me?”

Her audacity made my heart pound, tightening the knot of anticipation and anxiety in my gut. I inhaled, channeling Jane’s earlier warnings not to undervalue myself, and managed to reply, “There’d be an additional fee—another thousand.”

Silence stretched between us, thick with anticipation, and for a moment I feared I’d been too bold, that she’d hang up or laugh in disbelief. The heat of my own gamble made my skin prickle. “Oh my,” Kay murmured at last, her voice a velvet whisper edged with teasing steel, “you must be exceptionally skilled, or just dangerously sure of yourself. Are you cocky, Jamie?” She lingered on the provocative syllable, making it pulse in my ear. I hadn’t expected such playful filth from a woman so surely in command of her world, but it thrilled me.

Trying to hold my composure—I could almost feel Jane’s approving gaze—I used a practiced line she’d coached into my nervous head. “I promise you this, Kay—you won’t regret a two-thousand-dollar adventure with me. You’ll know it was worth every decadent cent.” I fought to steady my voice, clinging to rehearsed confidence while inside, my nerves buzzed dangerously close to the edge.

“Mmm, tempting offer. But do I have to buy the whole experience up front?” she purred. “Can I simply enjoy your company as my escort for the evening…and, should the spark ignite between us, decide in the moment to purchase the full package?”

“Absolutely—you’re in control, Kay,” I replied, eager, practically begging her to opt for the whole deal. I wanted her—her approval, her desire curling around me. Yes, for the money, but far more for the intoxicating rush of finally crossing this forbidden line.

Her reservation was set for ten days from that sultry call, and as the stretch of time grew painstakingly long, I counted the hours, tension and anticipation coiling tighter inside me every day. When the night finally arrived—my initiation as an escort—I found myself at twenty, back at home on break from college, carefully crafting a lie for my parents. I told them I’d be spending the night at a friend’s, and crept out at three in the afternoon—my heart pounding as if I was stealing more than just my own innocence.

My first stop: the rental shop, where the feel of black fabric between my fingers and the weight of a dinner jacket sharpened my sense of occasion. I was becoming someone else. Then, as planned, I drove to Jane’s chic apartment. Her support had been everything, building me up, polishing me, urging me to step into this role. She’d insisted I get ready under her watchful eye, to leave from here looking my sharpest—and, if Kay decided not to indulge in everything I offered, to return to her place at midnight. I smiled to myself at the wicked irony—my mother’s dearest friend, coaching her son to walk the blurred, breathless edge between pleasure and sin.

Jane coaxed me into lingering in a leisurely, steaming bath, instead of my usual brisk shower. As hot water enveloped my body and lazy tendrils of steam curled around us, she swept into the room unannounced, determined to personally assist in my cleansing. The intimacy sent a thrill—half comfort, half arousal—down my spine. Her hands, warm and confident, smoothed lather across my chest, then down, tracing each familiar line of muscle as if she were memorizing them anew. Every stroke ignited sparks beneath my skin; every gentle caress over my abdomen left my flesh tingling, my cock swelling with each pass of her soapy hands. The bathwater lapped between us as she paused, admiring the evidence of my excitement—a glimmer of pride in her eyes.

She let her fingers tease around my hips, lips curling in the ghost of a smirk. “Oh, if only I dared go further,” Jane murmured, voice velvet-soft and thick with longing. “But I need you at your peak for Kay tonight—she deserves nothing less.”

A shiver of uncertainty rippled through me. “There’s no guarantee I’ll get the chance. She hasn’t said yes to the full package.”

Her gaze lingered on my body, hungry and sincere. “Jamie, trust me. Once she sees you… she’ll want more, far more.”

When she was satisfied with my immaculate cleanliness, she coaxed me from the bath, water streaming from my body in rivulets. She wrapped me in a thick, plush towel and began to dry me, her hands oddly reverent, lingering in places that made my breath hitch. There was no hiding the mutual desire simmering in the air—a promise unspoken if my evening didn’t usher in new pleasures.

By six o’clock, a sleek black hire car rolled up outside, the prelude to my first true night as an escort. Jane pressed a kiss into my cheek, her encouragement both maternal and blatantly possessive. My nerves crackled as I slid into my perfectly fitted dinner suit, the anxiety sharpened by the memory of Jane’s touch.

At the hotel’s glass-fronted foyer, I tried to project ease, but my pulse thundered. A red carnation in my lapel marked me, more like a bullseye than a calling card. Every glance, every whisper of silk-clad bodies reminded me of my mission tonight. Yet time dragged: Kay was running late, each minute amplifying the knot in my stomach. I clung to the certainty that at least my first thousand dollars was real—already banked.

Then, finally, she arrived—Kay. Her stride was decisive, her presence unmistakable: the woman I’d seen on television, leading men a decade her senior through boardrooms with nothing but a glance. She wasn’t conventionally stunning, but carried herself with a poise that drew eyes wherever she walked. Tonight, her normally austere style was softened by the elegance of her gown—a gold and black dress that clung to her slim figure, dipping dutifully low at the front, coyly inviting rather than revealing. Her subtle curves, visible through the glide of the fabric, spoke to a reserved sensuality, a hint of the temptress underneath the powerful executive.

She offered her hand—cool, purposeful—and her lips curved in a smile, appraising me openly. “You must be Jamie,” she greeted, her tone cheerful and steely in one. “First impressions are promising. Please tell me you haven’t been kept waiting too long.”

“No, only a handful of minutes,” I replied, taking her hand in mine—firmly, though careful not to overpower her. Her skin was warm, confident, businesslike, but I couldn’t help noticing the subtle tension in her fingertips. “The pleasure’s mine, Kay. It’s an honor.”

She held my gaze and studied me, her lips curving with amused mischief. “I did mention over the phone, didn’t I—the situation with my husband? He’d rather spend the evening at home with a cold beer and his precious football. These events, all the networking and suits, are my domain, not his. People here are used to seeing me turn up solo. But tonight, I’ll introduce you to everyone as a bright new talent—my star prospect at the bank. That’s our little backstory. Let’s hope they’re convinced, and no one suspects that I’ve always dreamed of treating myself to a younger plaything… if you’ll forgive the bluntness.”

A spark of playful daring flashed between us. “You can call me whatever pleases you, Kay. After all, you’re the one who holds the pen to my paycheck. I only hope I step convincingly into your world tonight.”

She tilted her head, her sly smile growing more intimate. “And just which role is that, Jamie?”

“I’ll do my best at both,” I admitted softly, dropping my voice for her alone—the aspiring banker for the room, but also, tonight, your devoted boy toy… if you want that from me.”

She grinned wider, a hint of colour rising beneath her careful makeup, and I read the hunger in her eyes. “Maybe just a glass—or two—of champagne will be enough courage for me to officially claim you for the night.”

She squeezed my hand, a promise lingering in the touch, then gracefully guided me towards the sweeping staircase leading up to the glittering ballroom. Her grip released with a sensual reluctance. “No more touching until dinner is done, I’m afraid. For now, you’re simply an ambitious young man under my professional care.”

As we climbed, bathed in the soft gilded glow of the foyer, I let the illusion settle over me completely. Kay was a master of public poise—commanding attention in every conversation, gliding from one powerful clique to another. After a few cocktails, I relaxed into my borrowed persona, charmed by the subtle choreography with which she displayed me at her side. She introduced me to executives and whispered rapid-fire anecdotes, always with a conspiratorial glimmer flickering when no one else was looking.

At the banquet table, nerves faded; I almost believed this new reality. Yet, across the elegant place settings, one couple eyed me with practiced suspicion. The man’s questions felt like probes, needling around Kay’s stories whenever her attention drifted elsewhere. A few too-curious inquiries, their motives barely hidden under polished manners. I kept my answers smooth, careful, guarding not just Kay’s fragile secret, but the role I was meant to embody—her risk, her indulgence. All the while, under the linen and candlelight, I anticipated the moment she’d drop the mask, claim me, and let her true hunger slip free.

I sipped sparingly, careful not to let the alcohol blur my focus—one beer, a solitary glass of wine. Kay, elegant as ever, started our evening with a sleek flute of champagne and moved on to two glasses of chilled white, her composure never wavering. As the night crept towards half past ten, she rose gracefully, murmuring polite excuses as she glided away, leaving me to fend for myself beneath the scrutiny of our dubious dining companions. Sensing their opportunity, they pounced again, volleying names and probing, hoping to catch me in a lie. My heart ricocheted beneath my ribs, the tension almost pleasurable, until fate intervened: a boisterous drunk, clearly their friend, barreled in and shattered their interrogation with clumsy laughter.

Left alone at the deserted table, I let my eyes wander across the room, feeling each second stretch out, every nerve attuned to Kay’s absence. Most of our dinner companions drifted off to mingle, while across from me the suspicious couple became wholly distracted by their tipsy friend. The relief was delicious, but suddenly a subtle touch brought new electricity—fingers, feather-light, slipped into my jacket pocket from behind. My pulse leapt. I spun in surprise, only to find Kay standing close, her scent warm and tantalizing, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Curiosity flickered as I slid my hand into my pocket, feeling the unmistakable brush of satiny fabric, fine and teasing beneath my fingertips. I glanced at Kay, question burning in my eyes.

Leaning so intimately near I could feel the hush of her breath, she murmured, “A little keepsake for you, tonight. Don’t say I never give you anything." Her lips curled in a secretive smile, her tone sultry and wicked.

Heat surged through me as I explored the delicate material—soft, edged with the whisper of lace, still radiating the warmth of her body. My mind raced deliciously as I asked, my voice barely controlled, “Is this what I think it is?”

Kay’s eyes danced with laughter, her words low and private. “If you’re thinking like a man who truly wants me, yes—you’re right. They’re fresh from my skin, still warm for you.”

I arched an eyebrow, pulse thudding. “And wet?” I teased, impossibly aroused.

Her grin grew suggestive, her gaze nearly devouring. “Well, that depends, doesn’t it? If you’re half the man I imagine, you’ll see to it yourself.” There was a wicked glint, teasing me with the promise of more.

Our conspiratorial exchange unfolded just inches apart, shielded by the commotion across the table—her voice a silken caress against my ear. For a moment, the rest of the room faded. Maybe Kay saw the lovers’ opportunity in their distraction, or maybe it was the wine unshackling her restraints. Whatever the reason, I could sense her walls lowering, her hunger simmering alongside my own.

She leaned in once more, her perfume swirling intoxicatingly around us. “I stopped at the ATM while I was liberating those panties for you.” Her whisper was a hot invitation only I could hear. “Consider yourself fully reserved—for the whole night, Jamie.”

Desire coiled tight in my gut; I wanted desperately to press my lips to hers. Her laughter bubbled up, bright and uninhibited. “Now, tell me—how do you take your eggs in the morning?” Her giggle was breathy with anticipation, the question dripping with double meaning.

I caught her gaze, desire burning openly between us. “Shall we make our escape?” I murmured. The promise hanging between us was no longer a secret—it was a guarantee.

“Oh, absolutely,” she replied, her voice low and thick with anticipation as she stood, clutching the purse that had briefly cradled her panties before they found sanctuary in my pocket. Together, we navigated our way through a parting sea of glittering guests. Kay stopped to exchange brief, calculated goodbyes with those she deemed important, her practiced smile betraying nothing of her secret, feverish rendezvous with me.

As she pulled me toward the elevators, her grip was electric—possessive, unmistakable. But spotting a knot of familiar faces—bankers, their polished wives—she leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of my ear, fragrant breath skimming my skin. “Take the stairs down to the foyer, like you’re leaving. Wait five minutes, then come up to Room 2130. Remember, 2130. Don’t keep me wanting.” Without another word, she drew herself back, extending her hand with poised detachment. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Jamie. Thank you for a lovely evening.”

Her act was flawless, her tone all business, but the sultry promise in her eyes made my blood roar. I obeyed, slipping from the grand scene and killing the requisite minutes with my pulse thrumming recklessly, hunger tightening every muscle. When I finally arrived at Suite 2130 and found the door unlatched, I slipped inside—unsure if I crossed a threshold into fantasy or something even more dangerous.

Kay sat draped across a single velvet chair, her legs crossed—still swathed in that slinky cocktail gown, her hair wild and eyes wide, burning with intent. She stood the moment she saw me and I crossed the room, drawn by the silent invocation of her outstretched arms. Although nerves rattled inside me, excitement overrode every flicker of doubt, and I melted into her embrace.

“Kiss me. Now,” she breathed, her lips impossibly close. I obliged. Our mouths met softly at first, a shy exploration dissolving instantly into liquid heat. Her lips parted and our tongues tangled—her taste dizzying, her ferocity at odds with the severe exterior I’d witnessed all night. The kiss deepened, feverish, a naked plea muffled by hungry mouths. My hands mapped the elegant line of her spine, the silk of her dress yielding beneath my touch as her fingers clenched possessively at my back, urging me closer, daring me to want more.

We broke apart, desperate and panting—our restraint threadbare, our bodies primed after hours teetering on the brink. Still shivering from adrenaline and anticipation, she spun deftly in my arms, her back arched and expectant. “Unfasten this for me, would you?” Her voice trembled—a contradiction of commanding and vulnerable—as she fumbled for the clasp at her neck.

My hands, unsteady but determined, released the hook with trembling impatience. The zipper slid down her back, parting the gown to the waist, exposing a sweep of flawless skin threaded with a single narrow strap. Should I—? My fingers hovered at her bra, every nerve alive with dilemma and lust, but she took charge: deft movements at the front allowed the dress to slip forward, gravity teasing the fabric off her curves.

She glided away from me, hips swaying as the dress slithered, unheeded, to the floor. The suite’s decadent lighting poured over her bare skin, her naked derrière beckoning—uncovered, unashamed. With her panties warming in my pocket, nothing shielded her from my gaze now, no barrier at all between what she offered and everything I ached to take.

Kay glanced over her bare shoulder, her gaze slow and smoldering, igniting a spark right through me. I trailed after her, unable to resist, urgency pulsing in my veins. Reaching her by the doorway, I wrapped my arms around her from behind, pressing her naked skin to the heat of my fully dressed body, my hands possessive at her waist. I nuzzled into her hair, breathing in the fragrance that lingered there—expensive perfume, faint traces of gin, and something uniquely Kay. She lifted her face, eyes searching mine, uncertainty flickering in their depths.

“God, Jamie, I’m actually shaking,” she confessed softly, her voice trembling. “This is my first time… I’ve never betrayed my husband before, never hired someone just to fulfill this need gnawing at me. I wanted it desperately. I just…” She hesitated, biting her lip. “Promise you’ll be gentle if I hesitate, that you won’t push me if I lose my nerve?”

A smile curled my lips as I leaned in, whispering, “Anything you want, Kay. I’ll wait as long as you need. I promise.”

Relief crossed her face, mingling with an alluring thrill. “It feels so wicked, you have no idea. If those so-called colleagues of mine could see the ‘ice queen’ now, about to surrender to a man half her age… God, what would the gossip do to the bank’s share price?” She laughed, low and husky, nerves entangled with excitement.

I silenced her with another kiss, drawing her close, feeling electricity arc between us as our mouths met—hotter, deeper, greedier now. Her hands trembled but clung to me, lips parting in surrender, desire saturating the charged air.

Inside the bedroom, she pulled away just enough to murmur, “Your payment’s there on the bed. Don’t forget it—unless you want your reward to be nothing but my panties.” Her eyes flicked downward, teasing, nervous. I glanced at the bed, spotting the neat pile of pristine hundred dollar bills—an unmistakable invitation, crisp and illicit. I gathered them into my jacket pocket on top of her silky, forbidden underwear, savoring the weight of both.

Still watching me, Kay’s lips curved slyly. “I meant what I said: we’re going to make love tonight, Jamie. I want that… or maybe just wild, messy sex. Either way, as long as we both lose ourselves.”

I pulled her back against me, heart pounding hard enough to drown every sound but her breath. Suddenly, she gasped, a wince passing across her face.

Alarmed, I eased my hold, searching her eyes for pain. “Did I hurt you?”

A sheepish smile and she glanced downward. “Your belt buckle. It bit me.” Her hands moved with newfound certainty, undoing the metal and sliding it free, letting my trousers puddle at my feet. I felt exposed, vulnerable in my boxers—stripped raw for her. She wouldn’t let my gaze stray to her nakedness below, covering herself, blushing. “No, don’t look—I’m not used to this. I never even undress in front of my husband.”

My hand found her chin, gently lifting it. “Lovers are different, Kay. Lovers need to see every inch, to know and worship each other’s bodies.”

She lingered at my waist, fingers working free the clasp of my trousers, lowering them with a trembling sort of confidence. My shirt just long enough to give her privacy, but I could feel her curiosity simmering.

Her voice broke the quiet, trembling, hopeful: “So, Jamie…will you truly be my lover tonight? Or just my escape?”

“I can become anything you desire, Kay.” My voice was low, threaded with heat as I stepped clear of the fabric puddle at my feet. Her hands, just a little unsteady, started on my buttons. I met her pace, sliding her bra straps—delicate, trembling—down her slim, freckled shoulders. My shirt parted, leaving my chest bare before her. The way she lingered, drinking me in with those storm-dark eyes, sent a pulse of pride down my spine.

“Just be good for me,” she breathed, her lips parted as my fingers slipped behind her back to unhook her bra. I coaxed the cups forward, baring her breasts to the air. Her hands flew up in a bashful swirl—one arm shielding her chest, the other darting anxiously to veil her sex. The movement was uncertain, almost innocent, yet the sight of her vulnerability was electric.

“I want to see you. All of you,” I murmured, my voice gentle but insistent. Kay turned away, her beautiful curves shifting as she went to the bed—back bare, hips swaying, her bottom utterly captivating. “That is an amazing arse,” I told her honestly, unable to keep the appreciation from my tone.

She whipped her head around, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and surprise. “Oh, please—my forty-year-old arse isn’t what it used to be.”

“I mean it, Kay. There’s nothing soft or ordinary about you. You’re gorgeous.”

She hesitated at the bed, then peeled back the cool linens, sliding beneath them as if seeking shelter from my hungry gaze. Her shyness was almost tangible. “I always wondered how awkward this would feel—if the fantasy would survive the reality.”

“And has it?” I pressed, my own anticipation thrumming through me.

“I never imagined I’d be this self-conscious. But with you standing there, all taut muscle and smooth skin, I feel suddenly exposed…old. Like I shouldn’t want this as much as I do.”

I strode toward her side, my voice edged with sincerity. “Don’t hide from me, Kay. You’re breathtaking.” I hooked a thumb into my boxers, aware of just how eagerly the thin fabric stretched over my cock for her. “Do you want to see the rest?”

Her gaze glinted with mischief through her nerves. “If you expect to put that inside me,”—her eyes flicked brazenly to my straining bulge—“then, yes, I want to see everything.”

With unhurried deliberation, I eased my boxers downward, letting my thick shaft spring free, fully revealed for her. Her eyes widened, lips parting in stunned awe.

“Oh my God… it’s enormous.” Her voice was a husky gasp, equal parts admiration and alarm.

Trying not to frighten her, I offered a reassuring smile. “It’s really not. Just a little more than average, that’s all.”

Kay shook her head slightly, worry painting her face. “I never thought about size…but you’re nothing like my husband was. Oh… what if it’s too much? What if you ruin me for anyone else?” Her voice trembled, teetering between apprehension and arousal.

“That won’t ever happen,” I murmured softly, striving to coax away her lingering doubt as I traced my fingertips slowly along her thigh. “Trust me—your body is perfectly, deliciously capable. It’s made to draw me in, to welcome me, and you’ll feel just as you always have when I slide out. I promise you, Kay.”

Her eyes flickered, searching mine for certainty. “Are you really sure, Jamie?” She bit her lip, worry creasing her brow. “If… if you stretch me, my husband—he’ll know something’s changed.”

Smiling gently, I reached for the edge of the sheets and pulled them languidly away from her, exposing her exquisite, inviting body. Her breasts—full and flushed—stood bare to me now, unshielded this time by shyness or trembling hands. My heart beat harder at her surrender. Sliding into the bed, I matched my body to hers—her warmth, her curves responding to my length as I pressed against her side. She was flat on her back, and I leaned in to cover her lips with mine. The taste of her—nervous, hopeful, achingly alive—sent a tremor through every nerve. She accepted me with parted lips and a soft exhale, her tongue responding greedily, drinking me in.

Desire flared and the kiss grew deeper, more urgent. My hand found her breast, circling the nipple with slow, calculated caresses until it stood proud and aching. I journeyed lower, a feather-light sweep over the gentle dip of her belly, all the way down as she arched slightly, anticipation prickling in her skin. I slid my fingers along the delicate seam of her sex, feeling her blossoming open, already damp and willing beneath my hand. She whimpered—a sound of surrender, need, the edge of fear melting.

Her hand reached out, trembling just a little, and bravely wrapped around my straining erection. The roughness of her palm and the softness of her desire collided in that touch. My lips left hers and wandered lower, hungry to taste her—the delicate weight of her breast in my mouth, tongue swirling around the hard peaks, alternating from nipple to nipple, savoring the shivering, wordless gasps.

Meanwhile, my fingers searched and teased, parts of her swelling and slickening as I traced from that shy, pulsing clit down to her wet, ready opening. Her breath grew sharp, her body restless under me, hips rolling needy against my hand. She cried out when I drew my tongue away from her breast and nipped softly, then gasped as my hand mapped her most intimate place. Her scent filled the space between us—pure arousal, helpless and female.

Moving languidly, I lifted my body above hers, the heat of my skin hovering over her open invitation. I slid my thigh between hers, parting her. She watched me, eyes restless, lips parted in trembling need. She grasped my cock, guiding it to her entrance—fear and anticipation mingling on her face—and begged, breathless, “Please, promise you won’t hurt me with this.” Her hand, bold and trembling, pressed me to the slick, swollen lips.

I moved gently, gliding the head of my cock up and down her open, glistening seam, once, then twice. Her helpless moan was reward enough. At last, unable to hold back, I pressed forward, feeling her tightness resist, then give, yielding just enough. She exhaled a ragged, “Ungghhh!”—half-shock, half-wonder.

I stopped, looking into her eyes, asking softly, “Are you all right?”

“Yes, yes…” she gasped, raw nerves flickering into pleasure. “It just… you feel different… so much more.” She hesitated, but then, with trembling confidence, locked her legs around my waist, ankles urged up, pulling me deeper. “Don’t stop, Jamie. I want this. Do it again. I’m ready for you.”

Her voice gave me permission, her body opened, and I pressed inside once more, more of my thick cock disappearing into her slick, needy heat. She clung to me, fingernails trailing down my back, hips rising to meet every inch. Her lips found mine again—wet, hungry, wild—and our tongues tangled messily. I savored the unrestrained pleasure in her voice, the desperate press of her body insisting, again and again, that she wanted all of me.

The memory of sitting beside her at that opulent conference banquet shimmered in my mind, but nothing in those formal hours had prepared me for the woman she became beneath me now. There, at the table, she was the embodiment of strength and poise—her self-assurance radiated, her every gesture refined, collected, pristine. I’d studied her discreetly, letting my imagination undress her even as her expression remained inscrutable, betraying nothing. I’d wondered what secrets lingered beneath her tailored exterior—would she yield easily, would she crave to be led, or would I have to coax her surrender, inch by delicious inch?

But all that reserve evaporated the moment my cock slid further into her hot, gripping body. The illusion of formality shattered; Kay became something wild, something ravenous. Her legs had locked around me, holding me close in a feverish embrace that was anything but demure. Every inch I pushed inside her, she seemed to hunger for more, her blunt nails digging into my back, spurring me on, her restraint slipping with each thrust.

“Oh my God, you’re so big!” her voice was breathless, needy—an urgent confession torn from her lips.

I paused, wanting to be certain she was more than just surprised. “Does it feel good? Tell me if you—”

She cut me off with a desperate laugh and a flex of her heels against my calves. “Are you kidding? I fucking love it.” The words spilled from her, raw and honest, her hips rolling up, urging me to claim her harder, deeper.

The rhythm between us built, slowly at first—hips meeting, skin slapping, her breath coming quicker as she adjusted and then relished the thick length stretching her. I moved inside her, learning the language of her moans, the gasps and greedy little whimpers she offered, my body attuned to every signal—the tightening around me, the quiver beneath my touch, the way she urged me on, shameless and wild now.

Each stroke drew me closer to the edge. My vision blurred as pleasure knotted tight and furious in my belly. Beneath my hands, Kay was a revelation—a woman transformed by lust, open and insistent, her body a slick, welcoming furnace. I could feel the tension building in her, edging her higher with every thrust, her responses so genuine they threatened my own control.

When she came—her entire body arching, shaking, those high, delighted cries ripping free—I drove into her, harder, unable to hold back, surrendering to the frantic need she summoned in me. Four, five brutal strokes and I lost myself entirely, spilling deep, my release pulsing inside the warm, clutching grip of her cunt. The world faded into the heat and chaos of our shared orgasm.

As the aftershocks rippled through us, I looked down to find her smiling up at me, flushed, utterly content. Her legs were still tangled with mine, her body shivering gently around the last spasms of my release, her satisfaction painted across her gorgeous, sated face.

In the soft haze before dawn, I was pulled from sleep by the exquisite feeling of her hand sliding along my cock, coaxing me with confident, knowing strokes back into solid arousal. The room was blanketed in darkness, the only illumination a slender ribbon of early morning light sneaking between the curtains, casting subtle shadows along her body as she moved beside me. I murmured my pleasure, the sound low and deep, and reached out to explore her—my fingertips brushing through her tousled hair, caressing the delicate curve of her cheek, then trailing down to cup her warm, full breast.

“How long have you been awake?” I whispered, voice thick with sleep and want.

She answered, “Oh, I’m not even sure…maybe half an hour?” Her hand never paused its worship of my hardening length.

“And how long have you been touching me like this?” I pressed, my tone playful and teasing.

“Since the moment I woke up,” she confessed, her words accompanied by a sly, wicked little laugh that sent a jolt right through me.

“Can you do it again to me?” she asked, her voice needy and filled with longing.

My cock was already straining, eager. “Anything you want,” I promised, desire rough in my throat. “How do you want it this time?”

“I honestly don’t care…as long as you make me feel that good again,” she answered breathlessly, a hint of desperation in her tone that made my pulse race.

“That’s quite a challenge,” I teased, grinning in the darkness. “But I’ll do my best.”

I felt her shifting, unsure of her intentions in the darkness, assuming she meant to straddle me, to take control in the way her body was aching for. But suddenly she slipped away, a cool void where her heat had been pressed to mine.

“What happened? Where are you?” I asked, already missing the silky slide of her skin.

Her voice floated across the room, apologetic and soft, “Sorry, nature calls. Keep that erection ready for me.”

A sharp beam of light spilled into the bedroom as she left the bathroom door slightly ajar, painting golden stripes across the sheets and the rising muscles of my abdomen. I lay there, mind racing, plotting all the ways I’d take her, possess her. Inspiration struck quick and hot—I wasn’t about to waste another chance to touch her.

I rose from the sheets and crossed to the bathroom, the air cool against my naked skin. Kay was just pushing away from the toilet when she caught sight of me silhouetted in the doorway.

“I’m coming back,” she smiled shyly, yet her eyes were ablaze.

I didn’t bother with words—I simply stepped close, closing the space between us, my intent clear. “No,” I murmured, voice gravelly with hunger. “I want you right here.”

“In here?” she glanced around, a flicker of uncertainty, “But there’s nowhere comfortable…”

I wrapped my arms around her naked frame, her hesitation falling away with my touch. Hot and unashamed now, I spun her gently so she faced the expanse of mirror above the vanity, her reflection a vision of tousled, lust-lit beauty. I pressed her palms flat to the cool vanity top, my hands gliding over her hips and thighs as I bent her forward, parting her legs wide. She gasped, but I could see the fire in her gaze as our eyes met in the glass.

Pressing my body to hers, my chest molded to her back, I nudged her forward, my cock nestling between her parted, slick folds—so ready for me, so deliciously inviting. As the flushed head of my cock slid into her dripping heat, I saw her head bow in the mirror, hips flexing in anticipation. She must have witnessed the union—a wicked, erotic display of her pleasure and mine, and the guttural moan that escaped her lips told me exactly what she wanted next.

“Look at us—right there,” I breathed, my voice lowered to a velvet hush, my hands gliding up to claim her delicate breasts, molding them to my palms as if I could conjure all her pleasure with mere touch. My thumbs circled her nipples through warmth and anticipation, coaxing the buds to proud attention. She lifted her gaze, meeting my eyes in the mirror’s silvered surface; our faces a perfect, tantalizing pair—mine shadowed behind hers, desire fever-bright beneath the sharp bathroom light.

My cock slid between her slick folds, not yet inside her, but determinedly exploring the length of her straining cleft, the crown nudging her clit with each teasing pass. Every slow, purposeful glide pulled a quivering sigh from her lips, her body arching into my caress, her need vibrating through every muscle.

She gave a breathless laugh, the sound trembling with awe. “I’ve never... done anything like this before,” she confessed, the admission throaty and raw.

“Me neither,” I told her, my mouth close to her ear, the truth surprising us both. “It just… happened. I needed you like this.”

Her breaths quickened, short and wild; she was aflame and I had not even sunk inside her. “How does it end?” she gasped, unable to tear her eyes from the spectacular reflection of our lust on display. Her voice was half laughter, half desperate moan—drunk on sensation and the thrill of voyeurism, of seeing her own seduction unfold with raw, honest clarity. “God, it’s so… erotic.”

“Do you feel like you’re spying on your own pleasure?” I murmured, my fingers pinching her nipples just enough to make her whimper, my hips still torturing her with my hard length.

She nodded, her lips parted, pupils blown wide. “Yes. Yes—oh, please, put it in me… now.”

A wicked grin curled my lips as I met her gaze in the mirror—her face a perfect picture of desperation. “Are you sure you want this?” I pressed, letting the tip of my cock hover on the very threshold of her entrance.

“God, yes! Don’t talk—just fuck me,” she pleaded, her voice frayed by raw need.

With both hands cupping her breasts, I anchored her trembling body, angling my hips so the swollen head of my cock aligned with her sopping entrance. For a moment, I drank her in—a woman on the cusp of surrender in the too-bright mirror, wanting and wanted, her body perfect in its hunger. Her eyes met mine, wide and shining, her mouth open with a wordless entreaty. “Please,” she whispered, her needful energy a tangible force between us, “just do it—now…”

I drove forward, penetration slow but demanding, my cock thick and unyielding as I speared her from behind. The heat of her was immediate, her cunt stretching to welcome every inch. Her eyes widened at the impossible fullness, the obscene flush of exertion coloring her cheeks. One of her hands darted downward between her thighs, guiding my cock, desperate to have me all, to take everything I offered.

“Unggh,” she groaned, guttural and glorious, for each fraction of my shaft that filled her greedy body. Inch by aching inch, I plunged deeper, the mirror turning every flicker of pleasure, every trembling moan into sweet, undeniable reality.

There—back arched, legs wide, the mirror reflected a sexual fever neither of us had ever known. Was it the perfect fit of our bodies, my cock rutting her from behind, or the wicked rush of voyeurism—seeing our own faces, masked with wild lust, every thrust adding fuel to our need? Maybe it was both, because together, desperate and undone, I hammered her closer and closer, relentless, until my heat flooded her again, deeper this time, erupting with a final cry of release.

Collapsing against the vanity, sweat-misted and shaking, we barely clung to each other, breath and heartbeat tangled in the aftermath. When we finally staggered back to the bedroom, we dropped into the tangled sheets, spent and clinging, drifting into sleep long after dawn hinted at a new day.

A jolt shot through me as a sharp rapping at the door yanked me from the haze of deep, satisfied sleep. Instantly, Kay flung the thin sheet over my naked form, tucking it around me so thoroughly that the world faded to muffled shadows and cotton. Her voice, low and urgent, commanded, “Stay right there. Don’t move.” My breath seized in my chest, adrenaline prickling across my skin. I lay absolutely still, muscles braced, uncertain and oddly exposed beneath the sanctuary of the sheet.

Muted voices filtered through the cocoon: Kay's elegant murmur met the subdued, professional timbre of a hotel attendant. The delicate clatter of silverware and crockery mingled with the faint clink of glass, and I pictured a gleaming breakfast tray being placed discreetly in the corner of the suite. Kay was careful—she wasn’t about to let an innocent breakfast delivery shatter the private intimacy we’d shared just hours ago.

As the door clicked softly shut, I sensed her return, the cool draft of air making the hairs on my arms rise. Fingers slipped beneath the covers, peeling back the soft barrier until morning light crept across my bare body. I blinked against it, my vision clearing as I found Kay standing prominently at the foot of the bed. Still in nothing but her black lace bra and matching panties, she looked impossibly alluring—the faintest flush on her cheeks, her curves damp from a recent shower, her eyes still heavy with the echoes of the night.

She grinned wickedly, running her delicate fingers with studied casualness along the line of my thigh, igniting a trail of hunger with each slow stroke. “Wake up, sleepyhead,” she purred. “I ordered us breakfast.”

Warmth stirred in my chest—and lower. “You’re an angel. I’m starving.”

She smirked, an eyebrow arching with playful pride. “I thought you might be, after everything you unleashed in my body last night.” The way she lingered over the words—her voice thick with lazy sensuality—sent memories tumbling through me anew: the heated chaos of us tangled and raw, her body eager for me, surrendering to pleasure in the hush of darkness.

She took a step closer, dreamy-eyed, then caressed the lines of my torso with her palm, slow and reverent. “Jamie, you went above and beyond. You really did.” Her lips curved with gratitude.

“I should be thanking you,” I breathed, letting my gaze roam unabashedly over her. “You were incredible—a vision.” My eyes caught the swell of her breasts, the lithe plane of her stomach, how even in daylight she radiated ageless seduction.

She spun with a graceful sway, letting me admire her long legs, her figure draped only in that whisper of lingerie. Her eyes turned coy, lips pursed in mock disappointment. “And I’m not hot now? Is that what you’re saying?” Her cheeks dimpled as she teased, but when I studied her, it was impossible not to be struck by the unique beauty of her body—the confident allure of a woman who knew herself and gave everything in passion.

“You look gorgeous,” I promised, letting heat lilt my tone. She smiled, then boldly reached out and gave my flaccid cock an affectionate squeeze, her touch possessive and cheeky all at once.

The mood shifted. Kay’s gaze softened; sincerity replaced mischief. She traced the inside of my thigh, her voice husky with emotion. “Last night, Jamie, you gave me exactly what I craved. You made me feel so alive…like I could become someone vibrant and new again.” Her words trembled, a confession lined with hope and vulnerability. She glanced back and forth between my face and where her hand rested just above my thigh. “I never used to think about size. It never crossed my mind that you’d be…well, that you’d be different. I suppose I was naïve.”

A rush of affection and surprise fluttered in my belly. “I’m not even sure what to do with that,” I admitted. “It still astonishes me—the idea that women might see me as something…unusual.”

A sly spark glinted in her eye. “Perhaps you ought to put a warning on your website.” She chuckled warmly. “It could scare off some, but I have to say…when I first saw you, I did pause. But I wanted you so badly—needed you inside me—more than I’d anticipated. And when desire took hold, fear simply melted away.”

I reached for her, entangling our fingers. “I’m glad I was everything you needed, Kay.” I let the moment stretch between us, filled with the mingled scents of sex and breakfast lingering on the air. “Now let’s devour what you ordered, before we get carried away again.”

We lingered at the small table, an unhurried intimacy in the morning light. Breakfast tasted decadent, a medley of rich coffee, buttered toast, and the fading savor of last night’s passion. Conversation slipped easily between us—discussing the electric spark of our sex, the shockwaves still shaking the air, yet touching on other fragments of our lives too. I finally bared a secret, nerves threadbare beneath my casual tone. “Kay, you were actually my first official client.”

Her fork paused midair, an eyebrow lifted, her surprise unhidden. “You sly young man. If you’d told me that beforehand, you’d never have made it into my bed.” There was admiration in her voice, and relief, too—a kind of candid gratitude for my deception.

I couldn’t suppress a laugh. “Not as if I was fresh out of the gate,” I teased, offering a crooked grin. “I wasn’t exactly a virgin. But still, there was a lot riding on me to satisfy someone as experienced as you.”

She shook her head, mocking sternness softening into amusement. “Quite the gamble, selling yourself as a lover to mature women when you’ve never actually been with one. Brave or reckless, I’m not sure—”

“Well, I’ve got a guide,” I interrupted. “A mentor. Aunt Jane.”

Kay’s eyes widened deliciously, mouth curving as she leaned in with wicked delight. “Mentor… or family fun? Tell me you’re not sleeping with your aunt—”

I burst out laughing. “God, no! She’s not really my aunt—just my mother’s friend. She’s been watching over me forever and helping me get my start with this… new venture. Jane made my website, called a few people. Maybe that’s how you tracked me down?”

She grinned, shaking her head, golden hair catching the light. “No, it was my PA—probably some agency contact. But it sounds like your not-aunt has her fingers stirring half the city.”

We finished our breakfast in gentle teasing and comfortable laughter, but a tension lingered, sweet as anticipation. I excused myself, the press of a full bladder and morning wood hard to ignore. As I slipped into the bathroom, I could feel Kay’s gaze on me—her hungry eyes noticing my semi-erect cock, stirred by sleep and the memory of her touch.

Stepping out, I found Kay waiting—her figure poised, bra still framing her breasts, but her panties abandoned in a puddle of silk on the floor. Her nudity was deliberate, her skin glowing, her eyes glinting with intent. “Jamie, come here.” Her voice was sultry, urgent, threaded with longing. “I know I should be getting ready for the office—I’ve showered, told myself we were done. But seeing you like that…” She trailed her gaze over my returning arousal, tongue flicking over her lips. “Maybe we’ve got just a little more unfinished business.”

My pulse leapt, tension sliding electric through my veins. I crossed to the bed, stretching out on my back, heart thumping as I watched her approach: a woman unleashed, bold and naked save for the delicate lace cupping her breasts. Kay climbed onto the bed and straddled me—her hips hovering, rolling above my eager cock. I watched as she edged closer, her wetness glistening even before the slippery velvet lips of her pussy engulfed my tip.

She was impossibly slick, too much so for mere arousal. Kay tossed a small tube aside with a sly grin. “Thought I might need a little help for a quickie,” she murmured. And then, her face contorted, a flash of pain tightening her jaw as she tried to take me inside. “God, that’s tight—Christ, I’m a mess down there. I must be sore from last night. It’s got to be your damn size…”

I slid a hand to her thigh, stroking gently, fingers tracing circles into her skin. “Or maybe you’re just not used to going for a third round before breakfast.” My voice rumbled with pride, heat building between us, promises of another wild, desperate joining trembling in the air.

She let out a throaty laugh, a sweet eruption of her lingering embarrassment. “God, you’re absolutely right—this is wildly out of character for me.”

Her fingers found their way to my cock, expertly wrapping around its girth, appraising its firmness with a practiced yet hungry curiosity. With a deep breath and a muttered, “Oh God, here goes,” Kay pressed down, grimacing with a shiver of tender pain as her sore, well-used entrance forced itself around me once more. I could feel her inner muscles, raw and slick from the night’s decadence, fighting between pleasure and sensitivity as she tried to ride the fullness of me. Every movement sent a jolt through her, and I could see just how determined she was—refusing to surrender to fatigue or discomfort, craving one last intoxicating climax before duty called her away.

Sensing her struggle, I reached between her open thighs and circled her clit with my thumb. The KY-glazed bud was swollen, overly sensitive, but my touch coaxed a gasp from her lips as she steadied herself atop my erection. The pressure from my eager thumb broke through her tension; in seconds, her body undulated, hips shuddering around me as I worked her to the edge. Her climax hit in sudden, delicious waves. She bucked once, twice, then collapsed across my chest, trembling and boneless, her damp hair brushing against my skin.

Kay lingered for just a moment, her panting beginning to slow, before carefully lifting herself off me. She slid from the bed, supple thighs quivering as she bent over to collect her panties. The delicate arch of her back, the parting of her cheeks, offered me an accidental and tantalizing view—her pretty arse presented, that tight little rosebud winking at me beneath the flush of extreme pleasure, as if inviting my gaze for one stolen instant. The evidence of our excess glistened at her raw, reddened entrance, but her other entrance was as pristine and untouched as morning dew. My cock twitched in appreciation, involuntarily hungry for more.

She straightened, pulling up her knickers, and caught my expression. “What? Why are you looking at me like that?”

I let out a grin, amused by how quickly her confidence could tip into bashfulness. “Nothing’s wrong. I told you last night, you have an incredible arse—I was just appreciating it again.”

Her face turned a lovely shade of pink. “Oh God, did I…?” She glanced away, a mixture of embarrassment and playful disbelief written across her features. There was no way of knowing if it had been intentional or not, but I savored the vision either way. “I will never understand what men get out of staring at a woman’s arse,” she muttered, shaking her head and fussing with her dress.

Kay moved briskly through the room, fetchingly flustered as she dressed for work, gathering her scattered belongings with the efficient panic of someone already late. I watched her, basking in lazy satisfaction, loving the way her legs disappeared beneath her skirt. “I need to go,” she finally announced, glancing at the clock, irritation tinged with amusement. “I was supposed to be at the office fifteen minutes ago. I really shouldn’t have pushed for that last round, but you know what? It was worth it—I feel bloody brilliant.” She offered a conspiratorial smile, her voice softening. “Listen, stay here until ten. Most of the other bankers will have gone by then.”

She leaned over, brushing her lips over mine in a kiss that was lush, deep, and almost reluctant to end. “Thank you, Jamie,” she whispered, sincerity blazing in her eyes. “You were everything I hoped—and more. This was always meant to be a wild one-off, but… if I ever feel the itch again, you’ll be the first call I make. I wish I could recommend you, but in my world… Let’s just say I have to keep some secrets.”

Kay flashed a teasing smile over her shoulder as she rolled her suitcase toward the door. “Oh, Jamie... I left you a little something extra. Thank you!” There was a sexy glint in her eyes before she slipped away, leaving me alone in the aftermath of our tangled morning.

Intrigue fluttered through me, mixing with the lingering ache of our bodies still echoing each other’s rhythm. Unable to resist, I slid from the warm, rumpled sheets and padded naked to the small breakfast table—the scene of our devoured pastries, the site of dirty confessions in the morning light. That’s when I saw it: a neat stack of crisp bills, glinting seductively under the weak sunlight, precisely $250 arranged like an offering.

A rush of sensation coursed through my veins—heat, disbelief, exhilaration. My first time, my first client, and now, my first tip. Her thank-you wasn’t just words trickling over my skin—it was cash left behind, as intimate in its own way as the taste of her lingering on my tongue. I let my fingers trace over the bills, savoring the reality of what had just happened, every nerve ending alive with the memory of her body—and the possibilities that suddenly seemed endless.


Part 2

By the time I slipped back into Jane’s house, the scent of her perfume lingered but she was long gone, lost to the responsible world of her day job. After my intoxicating night with Kay—the self-assured, commanding banker who’d been my very first client—my body still hummed with a lethargic, illicit thrill. My fingers trembled as I dialed Jane at her office, heart stuttering with the excitement and fear of discovery.

Her voice was urgent, tinged with hunger as she pressed me for every last detail, desperate to live vicariously through my surrender and pleasure. I teased her, feigning reluctance, insisting the raw, unfiltered story deserved to be savored in person, not wasted over a crackling phone line. Her sigh was heavy, brimming with disappointed arousal, but in the end, she accepted the delay, though not without playful protest, her threats laced with anticipation.

That night, I sought refuge at my parents’ home, the white lie of family dinner wrapped around me like a cloak. I couldn’t risk the prickly curiosity that would follow too many unexplained absences; my carefully constructed double life depended on discretion, and my connection to Mum’s closest friend was a secret that would shatter everything, if revealed.

Two nights later, the wait finally ended. Alone with Jane, I started to confess—the electric highs, the small tremors of release, the silent satisfaction Kay had drawn from me in the darkest hours. But Jane, always insatiable, wanted more. Her eyes sparkled as she suggested an audacious, arousing game: we would recreate my every encounter, moment for moment, her hands and lips guiding me back through every sigh and gasp the night had delivered. Again and again, we blurred the memory and the present, until Jane—intent on relishing every stolen sensation—brought me to that wicked, rapid climax I’d found with Kay.

Astounded by my tale and my performance, Jane couldn’t stop herself from dialing every contact she knew, her ambition now matched only by her pride. She was determined to secure more clients, to thrust me deeper into this trembling, clandestine world.

Then the call came—unusual, intriguing. It was from a small firm managed by two women. Sally, vibrant and no-nonsense, explained their unconventional mission: they were seeking to satisfy the particular, ravenous needs of an international superstar, a pop sensation whose sexual appetite and unpredictability were infamous among those in the know.

Names had to be protected, so “Michaela” would have to suffice. Imagine the flawless, extravagantly glamorous diva, a woman worshipped from afar who, it turned out, was a slave to forbidden cravings, desperately needing pleasure no matter the time or place. My assignment would be to give her exactly what she wanted, whenever she desired, for the length of her tour through the country’s most decadent cities.

But before all that, I had to meet my would-be handlers. My heels echoed with each uncertain step up a creaking staircase inside a rundown warehouse, tension jolting through me. There, in a cramped, cluttered office, Sally sat me down, her eyes appraising. She detailed the lavish, hedonistic terms of the job: I would be bound to Michaela, subject entirely to her passions and impulses, a secret lover at her beck and call. Even as anxiety fluttered in my stomach, desire swelled—because how could anyone resist this strange and wicked audition?

Sally shifted restlessly in her chair, her hands wringing together, eyes darting nervously towards Bella. The charged air between them crackled with anticipation, as if the question she wanted to ask danced wickedly on her tongue but wouldn't quite escape. The delicate flush rising on her cheeks betrayed her embarrassment, her lips parting, only to be pressed shut again as nerves overtook her.

Suddenly, Bella—silent up until now, her presence a brooding, electric force—interrupted the tension with a sharp laugh. “Oh, come on, Sally. Jamie, she just needs you to lose the pants, darling.” Her voice was brisk and raw, the words thrumming straight to my core. “She wants to see what you’re working with. There are...qualifying dimensions for this gig.”

I couldn’t help but grin, my heart thundering as I stood up, the moment infused with drama and thrill. With practiced ease, I undid my belt, the faint click teasing, then the slow zip sent shivers through my spine as they watched—spellbound, hungry. My trousers pooled at my ankles, leaving me in just my boxers. The tension in the room hummed louder as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and peeled them down, my half-hard cock springing free into the tumble of light and shadow between us.

All the while, I kept my gaze locked on their faces. Both women’s eyes devoured the reveal—lips slightly parted, pupils dilated, and then, finally, that heady rush of satisfaction in their lifted brows. I felt the power in their gaze wash over me, hot and tingling.

Bella, blunt as ever, tilted her head, her short hair glinting beneath the overhead lights, little sparkles catching in her piercings. “Does it get bigger than that?” she asked, almost childlike in her blunt curiosity. I found myself studying her, the sharp butch edges of her contrasted with Sally, whose softer beauty—creamy skin, a blush pink mouth, and gentle curves—was so inviting it ached.

Sally answered before I could, her voice thick and sweet as honey. “Oh, I’m sure it does,” she purred, eyes flicking up to mine, desperate for permission, hope shimmering there.

I smiled, letting the moment hang. “It does. But it won’t stand to attention without a little encouragement. I need...something to get me there.”

Sally hesitated, cheeks turning an even deeper rose, then found her bravado. “Could I... Would you let me help?”

The rawness in her offer sent a current straight through me. Whatever Bella thought, I barely noticed; Sally had already stepped forward, her touch feather-light but sure as her soft fingers wrapped intimately around the base of my cock. My breath caught—a slow exhale of anticipation, heat brimming beneath my skin. Her hand was delicious against me, near worshipful in its exploration.

“Oh... that’s perfect,” I sighed, letting pleasure ripple out from her stroking. Three minutes—or was it an eternity?—of patient, hungry caresses and I responded, thickening, rising eagerly in her grasp, need burning now at full height.

Sally’s eyes widened, admiration naked on her face. “Wow...” she whispered, still clutching me possessively. Bella, ever the tough one, could only raise a brow, though I noted the spark of interest she tried hard to mask.

“Grab the tape,” Sally breathed, her fingers trembling as she fumbled for the measuring strip. She pressed it along my rigid length, the cool plastic a delightful tease, and her lips parted in astonishment. “Nearly eight inches,” she murmured to Bella.

Bella only shrugged, feigning indifference. “Big one,” she muttered—though I could see the way she shifted on her chair, unable to tear her eyes away.

Not content, Sally measured the girth, hand circling me securely. “So thick... The biggest we’ve checked today,” she pronounced, pride and longing mingling in her tone.

I couldn’t resist, my curiosity piqued. “So you’ve seen a few guys before me, then?” My voice was casual, but the heat in the room—our shared secret—promised the audition was far from over.

Sally's laughter tumbled out, light and surprisingly devilish. “Yeah, you wouldn’t believe it—this is definitely a first for us. Usually, it’s big-name ad agencies wanting locations for their glossy car shoots or dreamy families in fake kitchens. Now and then we cast extras, but…hunting for a singer’s personal sex stud?” She shook her head, her sparkling eyes full of wicked amusement.

“There’s a first for everything,” I quipped, my own excitement threading into the air between us.

Bella’s tone turned quick, sharp with curiosity. “So, you’ve done this sort of… job before?”

I tried to play it cool, masking my nerves with bravado I barely felt. “Oh yes,” I replied, hoping I sounded as self-assured as I wanted to be. The truth was, my experience was far from extravagant—just two older women, but their longing had felt like a world of knowledge. “Barely a week ago I was hired as an escort, ended up in bed as a stud with one of the country’s most powerful women bankers.” I felt my throat tense up as Jane’s warning whispered in my mind: Never reveal your secrets, especially not your lovers.

Sally’s eyes grew wide, astute and deliciously curious. “You don’t mean Kay Ballard?” Her tone was teasing but sharp—clearly, she knew the gossip from the glossy business pages.

My mind stuttered, caught off guard by how close she’d come to the truth. “No, not her,” I managed, forcing a casual laugh, my cock still rock-hard thanks to the way Sally was looking at me. “Kay Ballard? I wish. She’s legendary for freezing out every man—she’d eat me alive.” I tried to wink away the awkwardness, peppering my words with a little sarcasm.

Sally’s lips curled, but she let my little white lie slide. “Doesn’t matter. Just as long as you know exactly what these women crave, how to take charge when they want it.” There was a flicker in her eyes, as if she was testing me.

Their glances darted back and forth—a secret, tension-filled communication passing between them. Bella finally snapped with exasperation, her voice cutting through the charged silence. “What? Spit it out, Sal. What are you plotting?”

Sally’s voice was far softer, hesitant but hopeful. “Should I… do you think I should try him out? You know, see if he’s really up for this?”

Bella rolled her eyes, the sharpness returning. “If you’re so eager, just get on with it. I don’t care—go for it.” Her glare burned into both of us, part challenge, part jealousy.

With that warning shot, Sally turned toward me, desire smoldering in her cheeks, in the way she bit her bottom lip. “We’re supposed to test the candidates,” she breathed, her voice dangerously low. “To make sure you’re as good with a woman as you look. Jamie, would you… would you mind?”

She didn’t even wait for my answer. She already knew. The rich, desperate want in the air was enough. Sally backed herself up to the desk, her movements sure, the air heavy with anticipation. I could barely process how quickly she made her decision—the second her hips settled on the edge and her dress bunched around her waist, I knew this wasn’t just some audition.

I met her gaze, a shiver skating down my spine. God, I was lucky. I wanted Sally from the moment I walked through the office door—now, she was giving herself to me, her body sprawled soft and open atop a battered old desk.

In a swift, eager move, Sally leaned back further, her ass perched on the edge. Bella, with an annoyed huff, swept pens and paper aside to clear space. Then Sally looked up at me with smoldering invitation. “Would you like to take off my panties?” Her words were almost a dare.

I didn’t hesitate—I stepped close, suddenly aware of my nakedness, my cock straining, hungry. Both hands slipped to her hips as I hooked my fingers into the delicate fabric and slid her panties down her long, curved legs. I couldn’t resist kneeling, drawing them lower, savoring the look of trust and anticipation in her eyes.

When I looked up, it took my breath away. Sally’s mound was perfectly bare, her skin soft under the harsh fluorescent light. Her lips were full, glistening, slightly parted to reveal that exquisite, wet promise—already slick and ready for me. The heady scent of her arousal drifted up, making my own need nearly unbearable.

I hovered above her, desire burning in my veins, lips longing to taste hers. Wasn’t this the best way to spark the fire between us, to raise anticipation until it blazed? I didn’t like the idea of simply plunging into her, cold and impersonal—Sally deserved more. Her gaze fixed on mine, questioning, caught somewhere between curiosity and impatience.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice taut, eyes flicking from my mouth to the V of her thigh.

“I thought… maybe I’d kiss you first,” I murmured, my breath brushing her lips, fingers skimming the curve of her hip.

“That’s not what this is,” she replied, resolute but breathy, steeling herself. “There’s no need for affection, Jamie. We’re just seeing if you measure up. Make it simple—just do it.”

I hesitated, searching her face for any crack in her resolve, wanting her to be ready, craving her pleasure as much as my own. “You’re not wet enough. You won’t take me like this.”

“I can handle it,” she insisted, her eyelids fluttering as she steadied herself on the edge of the desk. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper. “Just do it. It’s what Michaela might want. It’s just business.”

A jolt of understanding shot through me—she wanted to test not my warmth or tenderness, but whether I could be the man a star like Michaela would use, quick and ruthless, without romance. The knowledge should have cooled me, but it ignited something darker, more primal within me. I dropped low without warning, mouth hot on the soft, swollen lips of her sex. My tongue delved between her slickening folds, drawing a surprised gasp.

“No—!” she tried, but her protest dissolved into a needy whimper as I tasted her, stroking her gently, coaxing her body despite her fierce façade. Her legs parted wider, hips lifting into my mouth, her taste intoxicating, sweet and sharp. I licked her again, long and slow, relishing the way her resistance shattered, her pleasure pulsing through every bone in my body.

But the job called, and I tore my lips from her delicious heat, my lips slick and hungry. I met her gaze, caught the shimmer of want and challenge there, then positioned myself between her spread thighs. My cock throbbed with urgency, the head already nudging her entrance, slick now with her arousal.

With one measured thrust, I pierced her, stretching her slowly, my length filling her inch by aching inch. Her breath hitched, her fingernails digging hard into the desk, every pretense of indifference wiped away with her startled cry.

“Oh God—Jamie—” she gasped, stunned by my size, her eyes wide with both shock and dark delight.

From behind me, Bella’s guarded voice sliced into the heat between us. “Sal… are you alright?” She sounded braver than she looked, trying to be stoic as she watched us.

“I’m fine, Bel,” Sally managed, her voice hoarse, body trembling around me. “I wasn’t expecting him to be that… big.”

“You don’t have to go through with this, you know,” Bella muttered, not quite meeting my eyes.

But Sally held her gaze, defiant, unbroken. “No… someone’s got to. You know you won’t, Bella.”

I pushed deeper, savoring the way her sheath gripped me, her body yielding little by little as I filled her completely. She hissed, half in discomfort, half in pleasure, her voice raw. “God, Jamie—fuck, that’s a stretch.”

I paused, searching her face again, unwilling to hurt her. “Tell me if you want to stop,” I said softly, my control wavering as I slowly withdrew, leaving her teetering on the edge.

Sally opened her eyes, looking up at me with an unexpected vulnerability. “Don’t. Don’t stop. I want this… but—” her voice quivered, shy and wicked at once, “Would it be alright if… Bella joined us?”

Oh God, was Sally really suggesting we drag Bella into this? My thoughts tangled for a wild moment—just what sort of decadent turn was this about to take? But Sally was so brazen, her voice dipping into that deliciously reckless register as she tried to peer back at her lover. “Come sit on my face, Bel,” she called, her words charged and darkly playful.

Bella’s response snapped, swift and tart, “No! Why?” Suspicion laced every syllable; she knew as well as I did that boundaries were being rewritten in real time.

Sally’s reply was gloriously filthy. “If I get you off, maybe I won’t focus on this goddamn mallet stuffing me full.”

My eyebrow ticked up. So that’s how she saw it? My cock, reduced to a sledgehammer. The remark was brash—almost an insult—but the way her breath caught as I drove deeper into her made it all impossibly arousing.

A shuffle of fabric sounded behind Sally’s tousled hair. Bella hesitated only a second longer before clambering onto the desk, her thighs bracketing Sally’s upturned face, her scent clouding the air with the heavy musk of anticipation. She faced me, her gaze a stormy challenge, and I watched as her body dipped forward, presenting her slick, shadowed sex to Sally’s eager mouth.

It was an unexpected tableau—Bella straddling that gorgeous face, and me, lost in the heat, my shaft sliding deeper into Sally with every flex of my hips. The sight was dizzying: Sally’s lips nuzzling against Bella’s tangle of curls, her tongue flicking greedily, lips sealing around the swollen pearl of Bella’s clit. Bella’s gasp broke above—a throaty, unrestrained moan. That sound ricocheted through me, setting my nerves ablaze.

Sally’s attentions worked magic—her moans vibrating through Bella’s flesh, making Bella shudder. The distraction seemed to soothe her, her body opening, softening around me as I set a rough, possessive rhythm, pounding into her sacred, tight heat.

Then through the haze of lust, Sally’s words floated up, muffled yet forceful. “Kiss him, Bel,” she demanded, her plea half-swallowed by Bella’s pulsing sex.

Bella jerked, and her answer was a breathless refusal. “No.”

But Sally was insistent, her voice growing hoarse—desperate for the connection, insistent on breaking down every final wall. “Do it, Bel. Kiss him.”

A tension thrummed between us. Bella hesitated, her body taut, but Sally’s hands gripped her thighs, refusing to let go. Finally, in a tumult of motion, Bella bent low, and I leaned forward to meet her. Our mouths crashed together, reckless, open, hungry. Her lips were desperate, her tongue wild—there was no grace in it, just raw, electric need.

Locked together, Bella riding Sally’s voracious mouth, my cock driving Sally into delirium, the three of us tangled in a mess of sweat and longing and exquisite, uncontrollable pleasure. Bella’s breath hitched, deep and frantic. Sally’s mouth didn’t relent, and I could feel all three of us perched on the trembling knife-edge of release, our bodies unashamed and driven by nothing but need.

Bella’s lips broke from mine, not out of resistance but with a frantic gasp for air, torn away by the torrent of pleasure erupting within her. The sound of her climax echoed through the room, wild and unrestrained, her body quivering above Sally as ecstasy overtook her. Just heartbeats later, Sally was swept under too, giving herself to the orgasm crashing through her as my cock drove into her—tight, hot, desperate for more. The cries of both women tangled in the air, raw and honest.

And then it was just me, caught in the pulsing, unbridled heat of Sally’s slick, welcoming body. For a split moment, I hung suspended—torn between the desire to hold on and savor every excruciating pulse, to perform for them, to prove I could please them both endlessly—or finally give in to the thick, seductive pressure building inside me. I surrendered. With a guttural moan, I lost myself, every muscle drawn tight as my orgasm tore through me—hard, urgent, unstoppable. I filled Sally, each surge of cum met with the delicious clutch of her body, greedy, wet, perfect.

Leaning forward, I braced myself on trembling arms, savoring the aftershocks while my cock gradually softened in Sally’s glistening warmth. Our breaths mingled, heavy and spent. Reluctantly, I eased myself out of her, my withdrawal slow and silent, my body humming with the ghost of her grip. Beneath me, Sally sprawled across the desk—part goddess, part chaos—her chest rising, her hair lacquered to her damp face.

Bella slid gracefully from the table, a silent shadow in the aftermath, her expression inscrutable. Sally languidly pushed herself up, hips still pressed to the edge, a wicked smirk playing at her flushed lips. “Congratulations,” she purred, fixing me with a knowing look that curled heat down my spine. “You’ve got the job. I hope you and Michaela make quite the pair.”

The reality struck me—hand-picked to satisfy the insatiable needs of one of the biggest names in music. How the hell do you even add something like that to a CV?

Curiosity gnawed at me—I had to know. Before leaving, I got my answer: Bella, loyal to women and wholly uninterested in men, doubled as both Sally’s lover and partner in business. Sally, on the other hand, was proudly bi, open to pleasure in all its forms. Bella’s only hang-up was witnessing my cock thrusting into Sally—though I had the feeling that tonight, boundary or not, she hadn’t been entirely immune to the heat.

Chapter Four

It was official—I was Michaela’s chosen companion for her tour. The news still staggered me; just three days before the first show, everything felt like a whirlwind—rushed, chaotic, absolutely electrifying. The night before opening, I found myself summoned to Michaela’s luxury suite. People spilled everywhere—bandmates, friends, her trusted touring family, laughter and music buzzing through the air.

Michaela greeted me briefly, radiant and perfectly in command. Without missing a beat, she drew me aside, her fingers brushing my arm in a way that sent electricity zipping across my skin. “I’m glad you’re here,” she murmured, her eyes glinting. “I know you’re ready to take care of me—the way I need.” A conspiratorial wink. “You’ve been told what I’m like. I need sex, often, intensely, and I don’t apologize.” She leaned in, her voice dropping lower. “But right now, you’ll have to leave—the people here are my true family, and I never mix business with pleasure in their presence.”

With a gentle but firm touch, she guided me to the door, leaving me dazed and throbbing from all the promise in her words. Less than five minutes from arrival, and I was outside again—wondering if she even remembered my name. Tomorrow, though, we’d truly meet—when I’d become the man whose sole purpose was to fuck her, again and again.

Arriving two hours ahead of showtime, anticipation thrummed through my veins. Michaela, luminous under the stage lights, was wrapping up her rehearsal—her voice, husky and wild, soared through the theatre. I slid into a plush seat front and centre, watching her curves move in tune with every sultry lyric. Tonight, I’d possess an intimacy with her that every soul in the audience could only fantasise about.

As the last note faded, Michaela stalked back to the mic, her gaze scanning until it landed on me. “Is that the man I met last night…? Are you here?” Her voice was all smoke and command.

I shot up, waving my hand above the empty seats. “Yes!” The word rang with more eagerness than I intended.

Her lips curled into the faintest, wickedest smile. “Good,” she purred over the sound system, making sure everyone around heard every syllable. “You’re on—now. Come with me.”

My heart slammed as I sprinted to the stage stairs, intent on not letting her vanish from sight. She’d already turned, disappearing behind the heavy velvet curtains. I hurried after her, feeling eyes prick at my back—stagehands, musicians, working crew. Their smirks and glances hinted they might already know exactly why I was here. What role did they think I’d fill? Did they understand that I was now the chosen one—her personal pleasure among the tumbling chaos of tour life?

Navigating the labyrinthine backstage corridors, I caught up with a cluster of the crew. “Anyone see Michaela come this way?” I asked, trying to cloak my breathlessness.

One of them jerked his thumb toward a door leading outside. “Her trailer’s back there,” he replied, the look in his eyes sly with understanding.

I didn’t hesitate, weaving out into the private lot behind the venue. Parked there was a tour bus like no other—sleek, gleaming chrome, clearly custom-built for decadence. I mounted the stairs and stepped into a lounge so plush I thought I’d walked straight into a penthouse—an elegant table, leather seating for six, and, behind it, a bar stocked to tempt any palate.

Seated at the table, eyes focused on a flurry of contracts and notes, was a familiar man: her manager, the one from the suite last night. “Hey,” I said, summoning my most charming smile. “Looking for Michaela—she in here?”

He barely glanced up. “Back there,” he grunted, tossing his chin toward a corridor and a closed door at the far end. “Go easy on her, son. She’s been…difficult today.”

His warning rang somewhere between jest and sympathy but didn’t slow me down. Feet muffled on thick carpet, I padded down the narrow hallway and rapped softly at the door. From out front, her manager called, “She won’t answer. Just go on in.” The implication was clear: boundaries didn’t exist here.

The door creaked open beneath my hand. The space beyond was all shadowed opulence—a massive bed anchoring the decadent room, satin sheets spilling across it like liquid moonlight. And there, stretched provocatively in the heart of the bed, Michaela lounged—completely, deliciously naked.

A swirl of nerves and desire tangled in my chest, but my lips took over before my brain could catch up. “Hope you didn’t start without me,” I quipped, letting my cockiness mask how desperately I wanted her.

Her eyes met mine with a challenging fire as she lounged across the oversized bed, limbs splayed in a way that was anything but modest. Between her thighs, she revealed herself shamelessly—her sex adorned with a narrow, artfully trimmed line of hair, glistening with promise, an invitation and a dare all at once. Michaela had a body that defied her years—toned, supple, the sculpted curves of an ageless siren who hadn’t just surrendered to the passage of time, but had tamed it. I couldn't help but admire her—she radiated hungry confidence. “Let’s have a look at what you’re bringing, darling. I hope those agents didn’t disappoint me tonight,” she practically purred, voice sultry and commanding.

My hands shook only slightly as I unfastened my jeans, letting the denim pool messily around my ankles. I tossed my tee over my head, baring my abs—the tension of lust and anticipation making my muscles taut beneath her scrutiny.

Michaela’s gaze slid over my body, slow and appraising. “Not bad at all,” she remarked with a devilish smirk, eyes lingering on my stomach, allowing a glimmer of approval to shine through her imperious tone.

With her watching, I peeled down my boxers, my cock only half-hard but surging with the thrill of her attention. “Does it get hard, or is this as brave as it gets?” Her words were edged, teasing and biting in the same breath.

“Just give it a moment. You’ll see.” The provocation fanned my arousal as I gripped myself, stroking deliberately. I wanted her to watch me grow for her, wanted her to see the desire she inspired.

She scoffed—a self-assured, sinful sound—and crooned, “Don’t keep me waiting, boy. Get over here.”

Obedience was instinctive; I crawled onto the bed, the sheets cool against my knees, heart stampeding in my chest. She widened her legs, utterly unconcerned about her own wantonness, her sex shining with evidence of her own readiness. Was it desire that had soaked her through rehearsal, or had she used something artificial to coax her body to this fever pitch? The mystery only heated me more.

Her next command, velvet-wrapped steel, left no room for misunderstanding. “I have to cum.” Not a plea—an order, brazen and unapologetic. I would rise or fall by her satisfaction. The pressure thrilled me.

I stretched out beside Michaela, the air thick with the scent of rehearsed sweat and raw female heat. My lips trailed down her chest, worshipping each of her pert nipples in turn—my tongue swirling, lips sucking, my teeth grazing. Her moans escaped, throaty and real, rolling across the expanse of the bed. My fingers glided over her smooth stomach until they slipped between her folds, teasing, pressing into slick heat. Another tremor of pleasure pulsed from her lips as I tested her readiness.

Every part of her—from the perfectly crafted swell of her breasts, smooth and possibly touched by a surgeon’s art, to the insistent way she ground her hips against my hand—spoke of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. Despite her steel, she was loosening beneath me, softening in the heat we built.

I needed more. My lips found hers—uncertain, testing if the diva permitted intimacy. Instead, she welcomed my kiss, opening to my tongue, the taste of her mouth intoxicating. Our tongues danced, a more private rhythm than any she’d shown on stage. Suddenly, there was a kind of normalcy to it—a passionate encounter that felt honest.

Rising, I knelt between her silky thighs, positioning myself so she could take in all of me, cock now stiff with undeniable anticipation. Her eyes raked down my naked body, stopping where I ached for her. A hint of a smile turned her lips as she whispered, “Now that’s more like it...impressive, darling.”

A sly, appreciative smile curved my lips as I pressed the thick crown of my cock to her slick, glistening entrance, savoring the heat radiating from her. I let myself pause for a heartbeat, feeling the thrum of desire ripple between us, the promise of deep, exquisite release. With an eager, insistent thrust, I eased inside, her velvety warmth drawing me in, enveloping the sensitive tip without resistance. She arched her hips slightly, making space for me, her body greedy and practiced, as if welcoming something she’d longed for but hadn’t dared to admit.

I could tell she was no stranger to this kind of fullness—the way she shifted beneath me, angling her hips just so, inviting me to take everything I wanted. No hesitation. No demure gasps or feigned modesty—just a woman, assured and open, craving every inch I could give. With a hungry groan, I sank deeper, another two inches sliding inside, and still no protest. She simply gave a low, approving murmur and wriggled beneath me, coaxing me to settle into that perfect rhythm, claiming me as hers for the moment.

My confidence surged. The words she’d given me—'I have to cum'—echoed in my head, more than a request, a demand, a challenge. I accepted. I started moving, gentle at first, then picking up an eager, hungry rhythm, stroking in and out, every withdrawal bringing us both to the edge, every plunge sparking heat between us. Michaela's sighs—soft at first—grew sharper, more urgent, her body finally answering back.

Watching her face twist with pleasure, seeing her eyes flutter and her breathing grow ragged, stripped the last of my nerves away. She wanted this. She wanted me. I could feel her gripping around me, inner walls tightening—her body sang her approaching orgasm, muttered words tumbling from parted lips. The sounds she gave me, thick with need, made me even harder. I drove into her, deep, relentless, determined to draw that release from her.

Then it happened—she shattered around me, her body quaking, thighs trembling, moans thick and raw in her throat. I didn’t stop, not for a second. I kept slamming inside, greedy for more, hammering into her until her pleasure bled into mine. She cried out again, coming a second time, her body melting beneath me, shuddering out surrender. The satisfaction, the power, shot me to the brink—I couldn't hold back. With a guttural growl, I pumped every last pulse of my orgasm deep into her, flooding her with thick, hot release, not stopping until I was utterly spent.

Michaela’s demeanor had softened in the aftermath, her earlier sharpness faded, replaced by a satisfyingly sated smile. “You’re talented, sweetheart,” she said, voice husky and lazy. “Looks like this tour might be… unforgettable.” Her gaze sharpened suddenly, all business—even after that. “Now, listen up: I’m only backstage before and after the show. While I’m performing, I change in a little room by the stage. You need to wait there. There’s a window—45 minutes into the set. The backing singers do their solo, lasts 3 minutes, 20. That’s our chance.”

A slow grin overtook me, curiosity and arousal mixing in my blood. “And what do you think we can do in three minutes and twenty seconds?” I asked, unable to hide my surprise at her daring.

She arched an eyebrow, her lips curling in challenge. “You’d be amazed. Just be ready when I need you.”

She left me thrumming with anticipation—and soon I would learn exactly what kind of heat could spark in so little time. At forty-five minutes in, standing backstage, I watched her bask in wild applause, radiant and powerful. As she came off stage, electrified, she fixed me with a smoldering look. “Now. In here,” she hissed, grabbing my hand and dragging me to a tiny ante room, lost in the shadows just feet from the stage. My pulse raced. I was ready for her.

As the door thudded shut behind us, Michaela was already slipping out of her dazzling costume. Layers of sequined fabric whispered to the floor, leaving her gloriously bare within seconds. She shimmied free of her panties—damp and clinging to her, glossed with sweat and arousal—before tossing them at my feet. The sultry thought of collecting her panties, a memento like Kay’s, flickered through my mind, but was snuffed by the urgent heat radiating from her.

Wordless, she sank onto the small two-seater couch, her hips balanced provocatively on the edge. Her thighs parted with commanding assurance, knees falling open, baring herself with a reckless hunger. “Down here,” she ordered, voice breathy, yet sharp, her finger tracing a direct line to the exquisite ache between her slick folds.

Need flooded through me. I dropped between her legs instantly, my face level with her glistening core, her scent flooding my senses—a pungent, intoxicating blend of sweat and pure desire. I ran my tongue in a broad, deliberate stroke up her heated flesh, savoring the salt and want shimmering on her skin. My urgency matched hers: I swirled, teased, and coaxed her clit into my mouth, suckling as my lips locked around her, each flick of my tongue a desperate promise. The clock ticked ruthlessly in the back of my mind, tension thrumming as every touch became measured and precise.

A bang on the door and a booming, “Two minutes, Michaela!” jarred the air. I froze, panic flaring—someone might burst in—but she barely acknowledged the interruption, her voice cracking through my hesitation, “Don’t you dare stop.” She was laser-focused on the pleasure I needed to deliver, her only concern that I didn’t fail her under the merciless countdown.

I redoubled my efforts—devouring her, tracing swirling circles around her clit, pulling her closer with each ragged gasp. Her breathing grew ragged, her thighs clenched, quivering beneath my gripping hands. Another loud, “Sixty seconds!” and a hard rapping on the door. This time, I didn’t lose my rhythm, sucking and lapping, determined to take her to the edge and beyond.

The distant voice blared again—“Thirty seconds!”—but I barely heard, all of me focused on her slick, throbbing clit. Suddenly her body arched; her moans broke free, thighs trembling around my head. The sweet spasm of climax rippled through her, her legs clamping me in a fevered embrace, her fingers tugging restlessly at my hair.

“Ten seconds!” roared the man outside, as Michaela shuddered, breathless and dazed. She staggered upright, balanced unsteadily on shaking legs, and before the echoes of her orgasm had faded, she stepped into her next scandalous stage costume—eschewing any pretense of panties.

Still kneeling, I watched her compose herself with impossible grace, a performer to the bone. As she slipped out the door, I called after her, concern thick in my voice, “Will you be okay?”

She tossed back a sultry reassurance—“I just have to sit on a swing for this one. I’ll be fine.” Her confidence awed me. I couldn’t imagine returning to an adoring crowd moments after being unmade by another’s mouth, but Michaela was in a league of her own.

The show’s finale found me summoned by her beckoning hand, the invitation casual but loaded with private meaning. In the dim privacy of her tour bus, she led me straight to the shower. There, beneath the steamy pulse of water, I was given the intimate privilege of worshipping every inch of her body—my hands slick with soap, caressing away every trace of sweat and tension. At last, pressed together against the wet tile, I took her again—this time, slow and standing, pinned to the wall by lust and gratitude for her trust.

During Michaela’s stint in town, our nightly rendezvous became both an electrifying ritual and an open secret between just the two of us. Night after night, for six consecutive shows, the pattern repeated: a decadent, frenzied tryst squeezed into the frantic heart of her costume change. While the auditorium pulsed with the crowd’s anticipation, her backup singers filling the space with enforced distraction, no one guessed the true reason for those three precious backstage minutes. That wardrobe break doubled as her covert orgasmic reset—her desperate, pulsing need laid bare only for me between two surges of roaring applause.

Chapter Five

Life with Michaela on tour was a kaleidoscope of long nights, late mornings, and the distinctive rhythm of her sensual cravings. In the middle of it, other threads tugged at me—calls from a woman whose insistence bordered on relentless. She was recommended by Jane, she said, her voice smooth and resolute. I told her I couldn’t meet, not with every night surrendered to Michaela’s demanding body and the pulsing chaos of the road. But when the tour ended—Michaela gone at last, and ten thousand extra dollars swelling my bank balance—I found myself dialing back the number I’d ignored for days.

Her voice, low and direct, hummed on the line. “I need to see you on a weeknight. Soon. And I don’t need a companion for dinner or an evening out. I want you for sex—only sex.”

Straightforward. So refreshingly unromantic. No façade, no delicate overtures—just hunger spelled out. I smiled as anticipation curled through me. “When do you want me to come by?” I replied, feeling my own arousal simmer to the surface at the simplicity of her demand.

“I need everything to start at exactly six p.m.—not before, not after.” Her instructions were clipped, authoritative. My eyebrow arched reflexively—was this some elaborate game, or just the mark of a woman steeped in careful ritual?

I played along, curiosity piqued and desire sparking. “That depends on how much foreplay you’re in the mood for. Shall I arrive at five?”

“That works, but remember—we can’t start until six sharp. You understand?” There was a delicious tension in her careful logistics. This was a woman who didn’t ask, but commanded.

“It’s your show,” I said, a slow grin spreading across my lips.

On Tuesday, the designated day, I drove into a neighborhood loaded with quiet privilege—lawns trimmed to perfection, homes that glimmered with understated wealth. Her house was every inch the millionaire’s sanctuary, all glass, soft lights, and elegant landscaping. The door opened, and she greeted me: poised, alluring, her body wrapped in a sheer flowing gown. The silhouette beneath—a slip, intimate and delicate—gleamed through the diaphanous fabric, inviting my gaze. She radiated the confidence of a woman approaching forty, fierce in her certainty—an age bracket that seemed to be my latest specialty, or perhaps the tendency of women ready to claim someone for the pure pleasure of it.

She ushered me in, her movements graceful, her composure betraying only a flicker of nervousness. “Would you like something to drink? Coffee, or wine perhaps?” she offered, her smile tinged with invitation. She confessed to her anxiety and disappeared to pour herself a glass of wine. I accepted one too, the intimacy of the moment heightening with every stolen glance over the rim of her glass.

We settled onto the velvet sofa, the conversation tiptoeing around pleasantries until she leaned in—her admission as frank as her earlier request. Her husband, she revealed, was the city’s familiar face—an anchorman whose on-air persona commanded millions. But when ratings slipped, the station paired him with a bright young beauty—her presence sparking a surge in viewership, eclipsing his solo career and reshaping their public lives. The intrigue behind her eyes made it clear: there was so much more beneath the surface, a storm of need and resentment she wanted to exorcise—with me.

Liz confided in me with an edge of bitterness, her gaze sharp and restless. “It turns out my husband and his co-anchor have decided their chemistry isn’t just for the newsroom. Apparently, it’s spilled over into their bedrooms, too.”

I leaned forward, curiosity and anticipation mixing inside me. “How are you so sure?” I pressed, searching her face for the truth behind her trembling smile.

She tucked a silken strand of hair behind her ear, her lips curving with a grim resolve. “I have connections in his world. Two friends on the news crew tipped me off, and they didn’t even realize the other one had as well. So I know what I’m dealing with.”

It all began to click. “So that’s why the strict start. Six o’clock. That’s when he’s on air, isn’t it?” I asked, my voice darkening with shared intent.

She nodded, her cheeks flushed with anticipation. “Exactly. But Jamie, it isn’t just about timing. I need something more. I want to fuck you while he’s on TV—while they’re both on TV. And I want to film it. I’ve set up a camcorder already, staged it so the bed is in the foreground and the television—his smug face with her—fills the background.”

“Hold on. That could make me central to someone’s home movie collection,” I replied, doing my best to sound stern, even as the thrill of the taboo hummed beneath my skin. “I’m nobody’s exhibitionist.”

A sly smile spread across her lips. She reached for the side table, producing a mask—the kind you’d wear to a cheeky masquerade, concealing only my eyes and leaving the rest to everyone’s imagination. “I already thought of that. You get to stay my mystery man. Though it’s a pity,” she breathed, her gaze lingering over my jaw, “not to have your full face in the shot.”

I took the mask from her, tracing its shape with my fingertips as the charge in the air thickened between us. “Maybe we should do a run-through? Make sure everything’s set for the main event.”

She hesitated, shoulders tense. “Maybe, but we can’t start until he’s live on air.”

I grinned, savoring the power in the scenario. “Of course, Liz. The clock is our only master tonight. We’ll just be sure we’re ready when the countdown hits six.”

Hand in hand, she led me through her palatial home, every step up the grand staircase echoing with anticipation. The bedroom—her private stage—bathed in afternoon light, was perfectly arranged for her little revenge production. The camcorder’s red standby light blinked at us, focused on the vast bed, framing where our bodies would entwine, the TV glowing in the background.

She flicked on the television and, through the camcorder’s viewfinder, the scene was perfectly clear—her husband, framed in stilted authority beside his young co-anchor.

I stepped closer, the scent of her nerves mingling with her perfume, and pressed my hands gently onto her trembling shoulders, leaning down to brush the back of her neck with my lips. She startled, pulling away with a gasp. “Not yet. Too soon.”

I cupped her waist, laying my voice soft against her ear. “Liz, trust me. If you want my cock hard at the stroke of six, and your body slick and desperate for me, we need to stoke that fire now.”

Reluctant but flushed, she relented, letting me press against her. With the lightest, most teasing touch, I found the hidden pulse just beneath her skin, caressing and tasting until she shivered in my hands, her resistance finally crumbling as her body yielded to the slow, smoldering build of anticipation.

A tremor of pleasure rippled through Liz as I pressed my mouth to the tender curve of her neck, and her breath softened, spilling in a whispered sigh. Her body gave in to my hold—supple, surrendering—melting against my chest as I traced slow, heated kisses along her skin. “Mm, Jamie… that’s perfect,” she murmured, her voice husky with surprise. She shifted in my embrace and gazed up at me, eyes luminous and vulnerable. “I didn’t expect this to feel so… right. I thought it’d just be a passionless fuck, but you’re making me want so much more.”

“That’s how it should be, Liz,” I said, my words coming out low and sure, edged with just a hint of teasing wisdom. “Sex should make you crave, make you melt—makes you feel alive.” My lips claimed hers then, insistent, coaxing her to let go, while my hands followed the smooth slope of her waist until they curved purposefully around the taut, inviting swell of her ass. Her gown felt like liquid silk gliding beneath my fingers as I squeezed, searching for the outline of panties—nothing. My cock twitched. Not a scrap. No keepsake tonight, unless I invented one.

Liz’s mouth was warm and daring, matching me stroke for stroke. She kissed like a woman discovering secret pleasures just beneath her skin, and I couldn’t help but savor the promise in her lips. Reluctantly, I pulled back, the anticipation thrumming between us. “I should lose these clothes,” I murmured, watching the flush stain her cheeks.

A hesitant smile flickered across her lips. “I’d like that,” she breathed, edging back onto the bed, her gown riding high on her thighs. She propped herself at the edge, every inch the queen, hungry, and yet so shy.

I peeled off my jeans, tossed aside my tee, and finally stripped down to my boxers—already jutting with the strain of my growing erection, bold and unapologetic. The air between us thickened. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and drew the last barrier down, letting my cock spring free—thick and proud, already glistening with need.

Liz caught her breath sharply, her eyes widening as she drank in the sight of me. A delicate flush crept up her neck. “Oh… my god. You’re… huge.”

A smug grin tugged at my mouth. “Exactly what you ordered?” I prompted, stepping closer so she could truly appreciate what she’d asked for.

Her teeth grazed her lower lip as she summoned her reply. “God, yes. I wanted big—I just didn’t know eight inches could look so… intimidating. Or be this thick.”

“Do you want to touch it?” I pressed, my voice dropping, temptingly rough.

For a heartbeat she hesitated, shyness flickering in her gaze. “Not yet,” she confessed, glancing away, then searching for the bedside clock. The nervousness made her impossibly more seductive. “Does it matter what time it is? Supposed to wait for six, aren’t we?”

I checked. “It’s only twenty to. Still time to get you ready.”

I advanced, the tip of my cock brushing close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from my body. “If you want me inside you right on the hour, you need to be aching for it by then. May I?” My voice was an invitation, a challenge.

She swallowed, her need battering against her restraint. “Yes. You’re right,” she whispered, and let herself sink back onto the bed. Her legs dangled at the edge, teasing and open. I climbed up beside her, her gaze devouring my length, hungry and nervous, as if she couldn’t help herself.

My hand slipped underneath her gown, fingers impatient and reverent as I pulled the delicate fabric aside. Her negligee was whisper-soft, nearly transparent. My mouth found her breasts even through the lacy scrap, my tongue swirling over taut nipples protruding beneath. I suckled, drawing her deeper into pleasure, needing to see her lose herself.

My hands slipped beneath her nightie, gliding up her thighs until I could feel the exquisite warmth and softness of her bare skin. My fingertips trailed teasing circles, stopping deliberately at the delicate threshold just before her slick, hungry center—drawing desperate need from her with every moment of restraint. As I hungrily suckled at each of her nipples through the sheer negligee, her hips began to roll upward, her body insistently seeking the touch she craved most. When I finally obliged, brushing her clit with my fingers, her entire body jolted with pleasure and a shuddering gasp escaped her lips. “Aahhh!” she breathed, trembling, her hands tangling in my hair as she held my mouth tightly to her breast, urgent and insistent.

The slow, deliciously tormenting rhythm of our foreplay built steadily. By five minutes to six, Liz was a vision of arousal—her thighs glistening with her arousal, her nipples stiff and flushed, breasts fully exposed as I pushed aside the last barrier of her gown. She purred in my arms, her body thrumming with anticipation. Every inch of her was pleading, ready for whatever she needed the moment the clock struck six, all while the television played quietly in the background, her husband and his new lover reading their script unaware of the illicit show unfolding in this sultry bedroom.

I was so completely absorbed in bringing Liz to the peak of her pleasure that the sudden swell of the TV news theme jarred me from her embrace. She reacted instantly, extricating herself from my hold, her body still humming with electricity as she bounced up to switch on the camcorder. “Get over in front of the TV, stand sideways so he can get a good look at how massive you are,” she ordered, her voice husky with excitement and vengeance.

Obediently, I moved in front of the flickering screen, my nude body facing sideways. My cock was hard, jutting boldly out, and I could almost see Liz's reflection in the television as she framed the shot. “Just a little further forward, Jamie. Yes… I want it to look like you’re feeding that big cock to that slut next to my husband.” Her words pulsed with veiled fury and wicked delight. I followed her direction, holding the pose as instructed.

With only a party mask concealing my eyes, I stood naked, my arousal a fierce line across the glowing television. Liz’s husband and his new lover were oblivious, caught in their own shadow play on the screen. Over their voices, I heard Liz’s own commentary—raw, explicit, deliciously vengeful—as she spoke into the camera.

“I want you to meet my new stud, Jamie. Look at his cock, Brian, look at what a real man brings. Too bad you never had anything like this between your miserable legs. I bet your whore would rather have what I have than whatever pathetic excuse you’re giving her—useless prick that you are.”

Her words were jagged with pain, satisfaction, and a hot, wicked power. As I stood, perfectly exposed and complicit in her illicit show, I prayed for her sake that her judgement of her husband’s betrayal was accurate, because after tonight, everything would change.

“Come on, Jamie, get back on the bed—it’s time to play,” she called, her voice trembling with lust and determination. I crossed to the bed, climbing on as ordered. “Lie back. Let me get on top,” she whispered, her tone thick with anticipation, clearly deciding she needed control to take every delicious inch at her own pace.

As soon as my back settled against the sheets, Liz swung her leg over and lowered herself atop me, her movements bold and unapologetic. Her hand wrapped possessively around my aching length, guiding it between the gleaming folds of her sex. She glided along my cock, her slick heat leaving a glistening trail, slickening my swollen tip with each deliberate, teasing stroke. Her hips rolled slowly, luxuriating in the sensation, a delicious friction that made us both gasp. Little gasps and breathless declarations spilled from her lips, each one meant for the unblinking eye of the camera. “God, Jamie, your cock drives me crazy … tell me, do you ache to be inside me, baby? … Oh, you’re giving me more than that useless bastard ever could.”

She let herself savour the anticipation, her hand steady as she directed my aching tip to the entrance of her soaked core. I heard her murmur under her breath, so low the camera would never catch it, “Sweet Jesus, you’re huge.” Then, louder, her voice gaining strength, “I can handle this. Oh God, I want to handle this.”

“You can do anything you want,” I murmured, guiding her with my words as she pressed down. The molten heat of her body enfolded my cockhead, drawing another guttural moan from both of us. Her head rolled back and she cried out, her voice raw and filled with satisfaction. “Yes! Oh, give it to me—” Her theatrics fit the moment; Liz was an actress on a stage of tangled limbs, performing both for her own pleasure and for the sharp, unforgiving lens.

She paused, steeling herself, then began her slow descent, her sex greedily accepting inch after thick inch, stretching around my girth. I watched, mesmerised by the fierce determination burning in her eyes as she took me as deep as I’d go, only pausing for breath before she started to move again. She began to ride me in earnest, her hips undulating and bucking, a vision of wild abandon fueled by vengeance and lust.

There was nothing left for me to do but surrender, enjoy the way she ground down on me, using my cock for her own pleasure, controlling the depth and rhythm with practiced ease. Her pussy was impossibly tight, hot, wet—a velvet vice milking me, every clench and shift sending lightning up my spine. All I could do was hold back, breathing hard, letting her set the tempo.

Liz gave herself over to the performance, raising her voice over the background drone of the television news—where her husband and his lover played the bland anchor couple, oblivious to the scandal unfolding in front of them. “Jamie, my sweet god, that cock is ruining me … I could fuck you all night … you’re everything he never was.” She was relentless, spitting venom and ecstasy, her words as biting as they were aroused.

For a moment, I worried she was so caught up in this salacious theatre—her revenge—she might neglect her own release. But I saw the telltale flush, the glassy look invading her eyes, her rapid, shallow breaths, thighs trembling as she fought the inevitable. Just as her orgasm crested, she threw her head back for the camera, a wicked grin on her lips. “Cut to a commercial, Brian—because I’m about to cum all over Jamie’s cock!” Her body shuddered, her performance peaking as pleasure tore through her.

And when her climax tore through her, it was utterly consuming—her entire body tensed and arched, head thrown back in shameless abandon. Liz wasn’t holding anything back; her cry was raw, echoing around the room like she was playing to a packed theatre. It was vibrant and unrestrained, shaking through her and forcing my name from her lips in a guttural, urgent string. There was such intensity in her shuddering movements—I could feel her muscles grip and flutter around my cock, milking every inch, every pulse of heated tension. She wanted this, needed it—it was her own delicious act of vengeance, timed perfectly to the background of Brian’s indifferent voiceover on the TV.

As if the universe itself were intent on staging a show, her orgasm reached its savage peak the very instant her husband’s voice announced, “We’ll have more after this.”

Liz, lost in a haze of pleasure-soaked revenge, shrieked back, “And I’m having more after this too, you bastard!” Her wild eyes never left the camera, her wicked grin smeared across her flushed face.

This—I realized, breathless—was the most uninhibited, reckless thing I’d ever done in my short, feverish life. I wasn’t sure if it was the illicitness, the sheer brazen heat of the moment, or the way she used her body to tell her own story of empowerment and payback, but I was helpless beneath her, utterly lost to her rhythm. And she wasn’t finished. With her hands bracing against my chest, she drove herself to two more trembling climaxes, wringing every last drop of sensation from both of us. Her heat, her tightness, her wild, honeyed moans—Christ, it was overwhelming. When I finally felt myself crest, my release roaring through me, I matched her cries for the benefit of the camera, letting the world see her swallow every last throb and spasm of my climax deep inside.

It was 6:28. The weather report started blaring from the TV as Liz collapsed against me, panting, her satisfied purr vibrating through her chest. I could feel my cum swirling within her, held tightly by her still-clenching muscles.

I offered to stay—willing, even eager, to give her more once my own lust died down. But she only chuckled, sated and smug as a cat with cream, dismissing me. She paid me in crisp bills, counted with a wink, while recounting every juicy moment she’d just captured on her camcorder, her laughter as throaty as her moans. I took a quick shower in her perfumed bathroom, feeling the buzz of something both wicked and triumphant, before slipping into the early evening with nearly an hour to spare.

Back at Jane’s, I found myself with unexpected free time—time to replay every pulse and shudder in my mind before heading home, body still humming.

There were other older women that summer, of course, but most encounters faded into insignificance compared to the charged, electric chaos of my time with Liz. Still, fate had yet another twist to add.

A week after our infamous TV rendezvous, Liz called, voice thick with playful promise. She told me she was hosting a Saturday night party—same generous pay, if I was interested. I didn’t hesitate, remembering just how easy and exhilarating our first tryst had been, but when she revealed her husband would attend, along with his luminous, rumored-lover co-anchor, a chill of anticipation ran through me.

“Has he seen the video yet?” I asked, curious.

“No, darling. I’m saving it for just the right moment,” she replied, her voice velvet smooth.

“This party isn’t...that moment, is it?” I pressed.

“No.” She giggled. “I promise.”

Still, anxiety twisted in my stomach as I stepped into her house that night. She introduced me to Brian, who eyed me with a vague suspicion that sent a thrill racing up my spine, though he said nothing. I made an effort to blend in, playing the careful guest, keeping my secrets close.

But at 10:30, as the evening wore on, there was Liz—engaged in an intense, almost conspiratorial conversation with her nemesis, the stunning on-air co-anchor who had, at least in Liz’s mind, shaken the very foundations of her life.

The woman vanished with a swirl of perfume and silk, leaving the room in a hush. I wondered if Liz had finally confronted her husband’s lover, maybe thrown down an ultimatum and ousted her from the party. But the conversation hadn’t looked nearly so dramatic—just… charged, simmering. My speculation barely had time to settle when Liz, her eyes dancing with intent, swept across to me and slipped her fingers into mine, urgent, electric. “Come with me, quickly… it’s time you earned what I promised.”

The gleam in her eyes jolted my memory: I was here for a reason—one that suddenly grew deliciously urgent. With my heart pounding, I let her tug me through the expanse of her home, navigating winding corridors that felt hidden, secret. She led me down a staircase into hushed shadow, the air cooler and thick with anticipation. We stopped before a closed door; she pressed me to the wall, the chill of it sharp through my shirt. Her hand was already at my front, nimble, assured—unfastening my zipper, slipping inside, searching until she wrapped her hand around my cock and drew it free.

Without hesitation, Liz dropped to her knees before me, looking up with wicked sweetness. Her lips parted and I felt the warm, enveloping heat of her mouth as she took my cock in. I was still soft, caught off-guard, barely aroused by the night’s tame company and idle chatter. But that quickly changed—her mouth was exquisite, her tongue insistent, swirling and coaxing me to hardness, turning me rigid in her mouth. As I grew, her lips struggled to accommodate me and soon she shifted, lavishing the sensitive underside of my shaft with long, wet strokes of her tongue—pausing to flick just behind the head until I throbbed with readiness.

My breath quickened; I couldn’t keep my eyes off the hallway, tense with the risk that her husband or a wandering guest might stumble upon us—on me, my hands entwined in her silky hair, hips pushing eagerly forward as she sucked and licked me with skilled, hungry precision. Then, just as sudden, the warmth vanished; she stood, face flushed, hand gripping my slick shaft. “Perfect,” she whispered darkly. “Now—quick. In there. Her name is Charlotte.”

Before I could catch a breath or form a question, Liz gave me a firm shove and opened the door—pushing me inside, urging me into the unknown.

The room was cloaked in shadow, a soft lamp glowing on the far nightstand. I blinked and caught my bearings—it was a guestroom, far from the master suite where only a week ago Liz had taken me so brazenly in front of her camera. Uncertainty curled in my stomach, pants still open, cock jutting out defiantly. Then a woman’s voice, smooth and commanding, cut through the hush: “Close the door.” I peered into the gloom and saw her, a figure perched on the edge of the bed, waiting. My body pulsed with a sudden, wild heat. Should I tuck myself away, act natural, pretend? Did she want a stranger with his cock already bold and hard, ready for whatever might come next?

With a slow, uncertain step, I drew closer to the striking woman perched on the bed. The glow of the lamp played in her hair, revealing Charlotte—the on-air goddess, the one whose face I’d seen on screens and in whispered rumors, tied to the party’s powerful host. My mind spun, struggling to catch up. “I don’t even know why I’m here,” I confessed, my voice barely more than a husky whisper.

Charlotte lifted her gaze, blue eyes shining with something wicked and unrestrained. Her words came soft and slurred, heavy with laughter and promise that pulsed between us. “Oh, I can think of a very good reason,” she purred, each syllable humming with mischief, her tongue thick from too many champagne flutes. There was no doubt now—she was past tipsy, and the sultry heat in the room was feeding off her intoxication.

She crooked her finger, beckoning with shameless curiosity. “Well? Come closer. Let me look at you.” Heart hammering, my arousal pulsing, I approached the magnificent beauty. Charlotte’s slender arm slid out, her touch exquisitely feminine as her fingers wrapped around my rampant cock. That simple touch—soft, caressing, so knowing—sent a rivulet of fire straight up my spine. For the first time tonight, I stood right before her, the intoxicating taste of her perfume and the shimmer of her golden hair enveloping me.

She was more than beautiful; she was impossibly so. Her blonde locks tumbled in artful waves as she regarded me with brazen intent. Her dress—an elegant slip of midnight blue—clung lovingly to the curves of her athletic frame. Her legs, sculpted and bare, crossed as she lounged on the bed, the hem rising high and daring, promising so much skin, so much forbidden territory.

God, how did I get here? I had already sinned with Liz, taking her in the marital bed while her husband was live on camera, oblivious. And now, here I was—this time with his on-air lover in a secret enclave, her slender hand enthralled by my erection. I hardly cared about the twisted web anymore. The charge in the air was too thick, too damn irresistible. Maybe Liz would get her dramatic revenge; maybe there was a camera hidden somewhere again. But none of it mattered now. I was being paid—handsomely, destructively—to indulge with this beautiful woman.

Charlotte’s lips curved into a devilish smirk. Her voice came low and inviting, more like a plea than a proposition. “So, are we going to fuck?” The words were shockingly bold, even filthy, tumbling from that angelic mouth. I couldn’t help but shudder at how wildly arousing it was to hear such naked desire from someone so untouchable, so perfectly poised. Her hand gripped my cock with more purpose, tugging insistently. “That’s why Liz put us together, isn’t it? She told me you had the biggest cock she’d ever seen.” Her words dripped over me, her grip tightening, hungry to pull me down beside her. “God, she wasn’t exaggerating—it’s huge.”

I recalled Liz’s raw fury, her taunting words to the unseen camera, insisting that Charlotte was a slut, an opportunist who would drop her lover for a bigger, wilder fuck. Maybe Liz was right. Charlotte looked more than eager—driven by lust, alcohol, and curiosity for something new.

“Hold on,” I managed, my voice rough as I pulled off my shirt, kicked away my trousers and boxers. Stark naked, not a hint of shame, I let my throbbing cock guide me as Charlotte drew me inexorably towards her, her grip a leash I welcomed. She yanked me down onto the bed, our bodies tangling, her laughter muffled in my neck as I pressed her beneath me, both of us breathless and burning, ready to cross the final line.

A low, hungry moan rumbled from Charlotte’s throat, betraying her impatience and desire. My hands moved with practiced deliberation to the tiny buttons at the front of her dress, and with each undone button, the fabric gave way, revealing more of the sumptuous skin I craved to touch. As the dark dress parted, a black lace bra came into view—delicate, sensuous—embracing two exquisite, impossibly round breasts. The sight alone was enough to make my pulse pound with want.

I lowered my head, unable to resist any longer, pressing my lips eagerly to the creamy slope just above the edge of her bra. The scent of her skin, mingled with a hint of expensive perfume and the intoxicating taste of anticipation, wrapped around me. My kisses wandered over the delicate curves, savoring her heat, but her needy peaks remained hidden, heightening my hunger.

Growing restless for more—her urgency infecting me—I shifted, my lips climbing from her breast to trace the line of her throat, up to her full, inviting mouth. She needed no coaxing. The moment my mouth grazed hers, her lips parted, insistent and greedy, her tongue quick to find mine. Charlotte kissed with abandon—wet, hungry, lost in the moment—her tongue swirling and teasing, her body arching into mine, desperate for my touch.

Her hips began to thrust up, seeking friction against my rigid cock, which hovered shamelessly above the silk of her dress. Her heat radiated through the thin fabric; I felt her impatience in the clench of her thighs, the soft sounds escaping her lips between kisses. The heavy, delicious pulse of anticipation built between us, unbearable in its intensity, until I finally broke away, dragging air into my lungs as I sat back, perched on her knees.

With deliberate slowness, I pushed her dress further up, exposing smooth, alluring thighs. My palms slid over her skin, caressing the tender insides, my fingertips tracing slow, deliberate paths that had her shuddering, arching helplessly for more. My lips followed, feathering kisses upward—from the tops of her knees to the delicate skin near her hips—every inch of her trembling beneath me, every sigh fueling my hunger.

Her voice, husky and wild, shattered the air between us. “God, I need it now… give me that cock. Please…” Her words were like gasoline to a flame, pure, unfiltered need pouring from her. The way she owned her lust made me ache for her even more.

I flickered with memories—of Liz, of the thrill of risky sex, of watching Charlotte on screen just days before and imagining these very curves. Now, her lips—those suggestive, luscious lips—were so close to making my fantasy real.

Driven by pure need, I moved up her body, the animal hunger in her gaze igniting something feral inside me. I positioned myself so my cock hovered right above her plush, panting mouth, a bead of anticipation trembling at its tip. Her eyes locked on mine, power and surrender swirling deliciously between us, and I waited, trembling, for her to make the next move.

Her eyes gleamed with mischief as she whispered, "You want me to suck you?" If there’d been any doubt about my desire, the crystal bead of pre-cum glistening on my tip laid it bare—a silent invitation. It slipped down, smearing across her plush lower lip, and she teased me with her tongue, savoring the taste, making a low sound of approval deep in her throat. I edged forward, hips instinctively seeking more, and my cock brushed over her welcoming lips.

God, those lips—full, soft, forming a tight, perfect O around my cockhead, just as I’d fantasized watching her deliver the evening news. The reality was so much more decadent; her lips sealed around me, the warmth of her mouth drawing me in. Her tongue flicked playfully beneath the crown, swirling, lapping up the fresh seep of anticipation. She relished it, greedy and eager—an absolute natural, making the simple act of sucking me feel like the filthiest, most intimate act in the world.

Hungry for more, I reached behind, searching for her skin. My fingers tugged the fabric of her dress higher, bunching it around her waist. My palm flattened over the satiny heat of her stomach, and then I slid lower, just beneath the elastic edge of her panties, letting my fingertips graze over delicate flesh. I traced the gentle bone of her pubic mound, teasing, knowing everything I craved was just beneath, waiting for me.

But Charlotte was relentless. Her lips tightened, her mouth sucking, her throat working to take me deeper than I’d ever thought possible. Inch by slow inch, she swallowed almost half of me—sensational, filthy, making my head spin with pleasure. No one else had ever tried this, not for me. It was almost too much; molten heat pooled in my core, threatening to unravel me with every skillful pass of her tongue. If I lost control, I knew I’d spill too soon, undone by this goddess.

“Easy, baby,” I murmured thickly, gently withdrawing from her irresistible mouth. She chased me with hungry lips, desperate to keep me captive, and I had to steel myself to pull free, her protest breathy and insistent: “No, don’t go!”

I grinned, my voice thick with both restraint and adoration. “That’s the problem, gorgeous. If you keep going like that, I won’t last—”

Sliding lower, struggling with the damned dress caught beneath her, I tried to cup her breasts, hunger rising, but the relentless fabric stood in my way. She sensed my frustration despite the warm haze of wine in her veins, and with bold simplicity she rose, arching from the bed. I wasted no time, tugging her dress down her arms, baring more soft, inviting skin, the bunched fabric gathering at her waist.

Those glorious breasts still cupped by black lace teased me, just out of reach. My hands skimmed her sides, desperately searching for a way to free them. Before I could fumble further, she murmured, “In front, it’s easy—it opens right here.” Her own clever hands unclasped the catch, parting the cups and peeling them away, finally setting free those exquisite, eager curves—naked, perfect, begging for my hands and mouth.

I lowered my mouth, eagerly capturing her nipple between my lips, drawing it in with slow, hungry sucks. The taste of her skin was intoxicating, silk over steel, and the way her hands immediately slid up to cradle my head, fingers threading through my hair, told me how much she needed this. She guided me, pressing me from one heavy, perfect breast to the other, urging me to lavish them both with attention. Her sighs deepened, each breath catching at the back of her throat, hips shifting insistently beneath me as desire overtook her.

I raised my hips off her thighs, giving her space—an invitation—and Charlotte wasted no time, arching up, her pelvis rolling against my shaft in a desperate, seeking rhythm. Her hunger for my body pulsed through every movement, every whimper, every thrust of her hips. She was relentless, an inferno beneath me, and when her desperate movements finally aligned my cock with the slick heat at the apex of her thighs, I groaned at the sudden glide of her wetness enveloping me—just the tip, tantalizing, yet so urgent.

Her hand closed around the base of my cock, warm fingers tightening as she guided me right where she wanted, not letting me escape, her grip so sure it made my heart race. She slid my cock along her drenched folds, letting it catch at the wet, throbbing heart of her. There was nothing shy, nothing tentative about Charlotte now—she was insistent, her need undisguised, her body trembling under mine as she pressed the head of my cock against her clit, guiding me in teasing, relentless circles.

The anticipation was sharp, almost unbearable—every brush against her swollen bud making her arms and thighs shudder, her voice dissolving into frantic, breathless pleas. "Now. Right now," she gasped, her words raw need. "God, please, I need you in me!"

With her command ringing in my ears, I drove forward in one fierce motion, sliding deep inside her. The hot, slick grip of her body stole my breath, her inner muscles clenching around me as if she never wanted to let me go. Charlotte hooked her legs around my hips with savage force, heels digging into the backs of my thighs, urging me even deeper. Her nails raked down my back, sharp and wild, marking me as hers in this feverish moment.

She was untamed, a woman transformed by her own desire, moving with me desperately, her hips crashing up to meet each pounding thrust. Her body thrashed beneath me, chasing every ounce of pleasure she could wring from us both. Her first climax tore through her impossibly fast, her cry echoing off the walls—raw, uninhibited, pure. It spurred me on, made me want to give her everything, to fill her the way she needed.

"Yes—harder! Fuck me!" she screamed, her voice vibrating with satisfaction and greed for more. I lost myself in her, in the slick heat and wild movements, her body cresting again and again with each relentless stroke. Three times her pussy clenched around me, milking me, demanding all I could give until my own orgasm overtook me. My body tensed, cock throbbing hard as I emptied into her, spilling every last drop into her welcoming heat, shuddering and unwilling to let go.

Only when her body, trembling and radiant, finally relaxed beneath me did I slowly withdraw, my cock still dripping with the mix of our pleasure. Charlotte turned to me, cheeks flushed, a satisfied, drowsy smile curving her lips. “God, that was incredible… You were incredible,” she whispered, glancing up with heavy-lidded eyes. “Wait, what did you say your name was?” But even as the question hung between us, her eyes drifted shut, soft breathing growing steady as she surrendered to sleep, beautifully sated. I watched her for a long moment, torn between slipping away silently or staying just to taste that unrestrained passion one more time.

I lingered for a moment, taking in the exquisite sight of her, sprawled in the aftermath of our desire. Her beauty in sleep was something untamed, reckless—her cheeks flushed, lips slightly parted, the rise and fall of her bare chest barely covered by the tangled mess of her dress bunched up at her waist. Her nakedness was honest, almost raw, legs splayed wide in perfect, shameless abandon, our spent arousal glistening at the swollen lips between her thighs, the slick trickle seeping toward the shadowed curve of her backside.

Eventually, I reached out, shaking her gently until she blinked awake, confusion and languid satisfaction flickering across her face. "I'm heading out," I murmured, my voice low, intimate. "You might want to get your things together before Brian stumbles in. I doubt you’d want him catching you here, laid out like this."

She stretched, limbs decadent, then slowly sat upright, trying to gather herself even as the haze of alcohol tangled her thoughts. "Mm, yes, you’re probably right," she mumbled. Her gaze slid lazily to mine, a sly smile curling at her lips. "Did I mention that was one hell of a fuck?"

"You certainly did," I replied, grinning at her.

She looked at me, her head cocked, challenging. "But why wouldn’t I want Brian to see me like this?" she pressed, searching my eyes, piecing reality back together.

"You are his lover, aren’t you?" I prompted softly.

She scoffed, rolling her eyes as she reached to drag her dress down over her hips, fingers trailing over the sticky evidence of our encounter. "How would you know that? Do you know Brian?"

I shook my head. "No. But everyone seems to know what’s happening between you two."

A dry laugh escaped her. "He fucks me, yes, but that doesn’t mean we’re lovers," she snapped, a fierce spark lighting in her eyes. "I only let him use me because it’s good for my future. Trust me, I can do better. Brian’s a disappointment in bed anyway."

Her candor was disarming, almost brutal. I watched her gather herself, shifting from the seductive wildcat she’d been moments before into a woman steeling herself for the world beyond these sheets.

Seeing her restored and alert, I decided my part here was finished. I moved to leave, but she pressed against me suddenly, arms flung around my neck, her mouth hungrily searching mine, an urgent, lingering kiss. "You’re nothing like him," she whispered, voice rough with want. "You could have me whenever you want, for as long as you want. I just wish I could remember your name."

It was tempting—achingly so. I smiled at her warmth, but I knew it was better to let the night end as it was. Gently, I disentangled myself, offering gratitude but declining the promise of more.

Upstairs, I found Liz and let her know the situation with Charlotte would soon resolve itself. "She’ll be after someone with more to offer her than Brian," I assured her, watching relief flicker over her friend’s face.

As the night ebbed away, my curiosity about Charlotte’s tangled web—about Liz and the fate of her marriage—remained a distant, fading ripple of intrigue. But in the end, they were clients, stories only briefly woven through the fabric of my own. It was time to let them go.
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