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Jeff sat hunched over his desk, textbooks spread open beneath the dim glow of his desk lamp. At twenty-two, his thin frame was often bent in this way, as if trying to make himself smaller in the world. The rhythmic scratching of his pen against paper filled the small room, punctuated by the soft click of his laptop keys as he typed notes between passages. The doorbell chimed through the small apartment, interrupting Jeff's concentration. He pushed his chair back, the legs scraping against the wooden floor as he stood. Through the peephole, Helen's face appeared, bright and expectant.

When he opened the door, she stepped inside, her lips brushing his in a quick kiss. Her fingers lingered on his arm as she pulled back.

"Let's go somewhere," she said, her voice warm but edged with impatience. "We haven't done anything together lately."

Jeff ran a hand through his messy hair, his eyes flickering toward the stack of textbooks on his desk. "I know. It's just... I've got this exam coming up."

Helen's gaze followed his, then returned to his face, her expression softening. "You've been studying so much, Jeff. You need a break."

She stepped closer, her hand sliding down to his wrist, her thumb pressing gently against his pulse. "Just for a little while. Please?"

The warmth of her touch contrasted with the cool evening air seeping through the doorway. Jeff felt the weight of her eyes on him, the unspoken expectation hanging between them. "I really need to study," Jeff said, rubbing the back of his neck as his eyes darted toward his desk.

Helen's shoulders slumped slightly, though she tried to hide it. "Okay," she murmured, the word barely audible. She took a step back, her gaze dropping to the floor before meeting his again. "It's just... I miss being close to you." Her voice softened. "Sometimes it feels like you don't really see me anymore, Jeff. Like you look right through me." Her fingers played with the hem of her shirt, a nervous gesture she had when something troubled her.

"We used to be so connected, and now... now I'm not sure what we are." "We'll be fine," he said, his voice softer than he intended. The promise hung in the air between them. Helen's fingers found the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head in one smooth motion. Her jeans followed, discarded in a neat pile on his floor. She moved toward his bed, the mattress dipping slightly as she settled onto his sheets. The deep purple satin of her lingerie caught the dim lamplight, the fabric tracing the soft curves of her waist and hips as she lay back against his pillows. Her thong was narrow, the thin strip of material disappearing between the round globes of her ass cheeks, drawing attention to the smooth expanse of her lower back. The bra was a simple plunge style, cups barely containing her breasts, the dark lace outlining the soft swell where she pressed against the fabric as she stretched.

"Still at it?" Helen asked, her voice husky from the steam. She ran fingers through her blonde hair, the strands darkening at the ends where water still clung to them.

Jeff glanced up quickly, then back down at his textbook, a flush creeping up his neck. "Yeah, just got a few more chapters."

Helen padded across the room, her bare feet silent on the carpet. She leaned over his shoulder, the warmth of her body and the scent of her vanilla soap surrounding him. "It's almost midnight, Jeff. You need rest."

"I know, I just... I want to finish this section."

Her eyes scanned the open page before flicking to his face. "You've been studying since seven. Come to bed."

"I will," he mumbled, though his hand remained poised over the textbook.

Helen stretched across their bed, the deep purple satin of her panties clinging to the curves of her hips. Her blonde hair fanned out against the pillow as she propped herself up on one elbow, eyes half-lidded in the dim lamplight.

"Jeff," she murmured, her voice husky. "Look at me."

His gaze lifted from his textbook, meeting hers across the room.

Slowly, deliberately, she traced a single finger down the center of her body. The digit moved between her breasts, over her navel, until it rested just above the elastic band of her thong. She circled it there, the fabric dipping slightly with each rotation.

"Do you like my pussy?" she asked, her voice dropping lower.

Jeff swallowed. "Yes."

A small smile touched her lips. She arched her hips upward, the movement fluid and practiced. Her other hand moved to grasp the narrow strip of fabric between her legs, pulling it taut against her mound. The thin material stretched, revealing the soft folds beneath, the slight bulge of her lips pressed against the satin. She held the pose for a moment, letting him see everything before relaxing back against the mattress." Then why don't you come over and lick my pussy?" Her words hung in the air, thick and challenging. Her fingers continued their work, tugging the purple fabric higher, deeper into the crease of her pussy. The thin strip darkened slightly with her moisture as she worked it back and forth.

"It's been days, Jeff." Her voice dropped, the casual complaint laced with something harder. "Days since you've wanted to fuck me." She released the thong, letting it snap back against her skin before tracing the outline of her lips through the satin. "Don't you want this anymore?"

He looked at her, his expression shifting from discomfort to something raw and hungry. "I want this," he said, his voice rough with need. The words seemed to break something inside him as he slipped from his chair and moved across the floor on his hands and knees.

His lips brushed against her ankle, then traveled upward along her calf. His tongue darted out to taste her skin, leaving a trail of wet kisses up her inner thigh. As he neared his destination, her scent grew stronger, that sweet musky aroma that made his mouth water and his cock twitch against his jeans.

Her pussy was visible now through the soaked fabric of her thong. The purple satin was dark with arousal. He could see the slight swell of her outer lips, the delicate pink tissue straining against the material. When his fingers finally traced along the elastic band, he felt the heat radiating from her core, the dampness that had soaked through to the surface. "Eat me," she commanded, her voice thick with authority.

Jeff pressed his face against the damp fabric, inhaling deeply. His tongue darted out, tasting her through the soaked satin. She bucked beneath him, grinding her pussy against his mouth.

"Pull it aside," she ordered. "Lick me."

Fingers trembling, Jeff hooked the elastic band of her thong and yanked it to the side. Her cunt glistened in the lamplight, swollen and pink. He dove in without hesitation, burying his face between her thighs.

His tongue flattened against her slit, lapping from bottom to top before swirling around her clit. She tasted like salt and honey, musky and sweet. Jeff's own cock strained against his jeans as he ate her out with renewed fervor.

"Deeper," she moaned, hands tangling in his hair. "Push your tongue inside me."

He obeyed, stiffening his tongue and plunging it into her wet heat. Her walls clenched around him, drawing him deeper. His nose mashed against her clit as he fucked her with his tongue, eating her like a starving man at a feast.

"Now fuck me," Helen demanded, her voice laced with impatience as she spread her legs wider, exposing the glistening pink flesh between them.

Jeff rose to his knees, his hands moving to grip his flaccid cock. He stroked it with increasing urgency, his fingers sliding over the soft skin as he tried to coax it to life. Nothing happened. His dick remained stubbornly limp, a useless piece of flesh in his palm. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple as his efforts became more frantic.

Helen pushed herself up, her eyes narrowing as she took in his predicament. Without a word, she leaned forward, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. Her warm mouth enveloped his cock, her tongue swirling around the head as she took him deeper.

She worked him with practiced movements, her head bobbing as she applied suction. One hand cupped his balls, gently massaging them while the other gripped his shaft, pumping in rhythm with her mouth. Minutes passed, the only sounds in the room her wet sucking and Jeff's ragged breathing.

Still nothing.

Helen released him with an audible pop, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her expression was unreadable as she stared at his still-soft cock.

"What the hell is wrong with you?"

Jeff lowered his gaze, his shoulders hunching inward as if trying to make himself smaller on the edge of their bed. The lamplight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the tension in his jaw.

"I'm not sure," he whispered, his voice barely audible above the hum of the bedside lamp. His fingers twisted in the sheet beneath him, the fabric crinkling under his nervous grip.

Helen shifted closer, her warmth radiating across the space between them. "Not sure about what?" she prodded gently, though her eyes remained fixed on his face.

Jeff swallowed hard, the sound loud in the quiet room. "There's... there's some pain." His eyes darted to the ceiling then back to his hands. "In my rectum. And here." He gestured vaguely toward his lower abdomen. "I think it's my prostate." Helen's expression softened, though her eyes still held that sharp, assessing quality. "Your prostate?" She shifted on the bed, the satin sheets rustling beneath her. "Well, maybe... maybe if I touched it? If I massaged it internally?" Her voice was low, hesitant, like she was testing out the words.

Jeff's head snapped up, his eyes wide. "What? No, Helen, you don't have to..."

"I want to help," she insisted, cutting him off. "I've read about it. Sometimes prostate massage can help with erectile dysfunction." Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile. "And you certainly seem to be having dysfunction."

Heat flooded Jeff's face at her blunt assessment, but his cock gave a slight twitch at her words. "I... I don't know."

"Jeff." Her tone left no room for argument. "Lie down on your back. Now."

He complied immediately, his body moving before his mind could protest. His limbs felt heavy, clumsy as he settled onto the mattress, his eyes fixed on the ceiling. The paper crinkled beneath him, the sound loud in the quiet room.

Helen moved to the nightstand, pulling open a drawer. The clink of a bottle against wood made him flinch. When she returned, she held a small bottle of lubricant in her hand.

"This might be cold," she warned, though her voice held a note of satisfaction. "Spread your legs. Wider than that. I need to see what I'm working with."

Jeff obeyed, his face burning with shame as he exposed himself to her gaze. His thighs trembled with the effort of holding the position, his knees bent and feet flat on the mattress.

Helen knelt between his legs. "Relax," she commanded, her voice soft but firm. "This won't work if you're all tensed up."

Her cool, slick finger traced the tight pucker of his anus, circling it slowly. Jeff's breath hitched, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. Helen noticed his reaction, a small smile playing on her lips.

"You like that, don't you?" she murmured, pressing slightly harder. "You like when I touch you here."

"I..." Jeff's voice cracked. "It's... different."

"Different good or different bad?" Her finger dipped inside, just to the first knuckle.

A strangled sound escaped Jeff's throat. "Different... good."

"Good." Helen pushed deeper, her finger sliding in to the second knuckle. She curled it upward, searching. "Tell me when I hit it."

Jeff's back arched off the bed, a sharp gasp tearing from his lips. "There. Right there."

"Found it," Helen purred, beginning to stroke the small gland in rhythmic motions. "Now just relax and let me take care of you." Her other hand moved to his flaccid cock, her fingers wrapping around it. "Let's see if we can wake this up, shall we?"

Then her finger slid deeper into his ass with increasing pressure. His moans grew louder, more urgent, filling the quiet room. A strange fascination crept over Helen as she watched his reactions, his body responding so completely to her touch.

"What is it you like about this?" she asked, her voice low and curious. She kept moving her finger inside him, searching for that spot that made him gasp. "Tell me what feels so good."

Jeff's breath hitched, his hips rocking against her hand. "The... the pressure," he managed between moans. "It's... intense. Like nothing else."

"Intense how?" Helen pressed, leaning closer to watch his face. She curled her finger slightly, hitting his prostate again.

"Ah!" Jeff cried out, his back arching off the bed. "Like... like a current running through me. Starting there and spreading everywhere."

She began to move her finger in a slow, deliberate rhythm, massaging his gland with each pass. "And this?" she murmured. "How does this feel?"

"Good," he gasped, his hands gripping the sheets. "So good. Makes my whole body tingle."

Helen watched as his cock began to stir, twitching against his thigh. A smile touched her lips. "So it's not just the pressure," she observed, her voice thoughtful. "There's more to it than that."

"Everything," Jeff breathed, his eyes half-closed in ecstasy. "The way you're watching me. The way your finger feels inside me. The way my whole body responds. All of it."

She worked him faster, her finger sliding smoothly in and out of his ass. "You like being watched like this? Exposed?"

A flush spread across Jeff's face, but he nodded. "Yes. Especially by you."

"Especially by me," Helen repeated, her finger stilling inside him. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Then let's see how much more you can take."

Helen's movements became more deliberate, her finger sliding deeper into Jeff's tight heat. The added pressure made him gasp, his hips rising instinctively to meet her touch. She watched his face contort with pleasure, his lips parted as soft moans escaped.

"Another," she whispered, adding a second finger alongside the first.

Jeff cried out, the sound higher pitched than she'd ever heard from him. His back arched, pushing his ass toward her hand as if begging for more. Helen's gaze dropped to his crotch, her eyes widening at what she saw. His cock stood fully erect now, flushed and weeping, harder than it had been in months. The veins stood out along its length, a testament to his arousal.

"Look at you," she murmured, her voice thick with fascination. She twisted her fingers inside him, spreading them slightly to stretch his opening. "All this from just my fingers in your ass."

Jeff could only moan in response, his hands clutching at the sheets as she began to pump her fingers in and out. The wet sounds of her movements filled the room, mingling with his increasingly feminine cries of pleasure.

"Do you know how long it's been since you've been this hard for me?" Helen asked, her tone shifting from casual to intense. She curled her fingers, pressing directly against his prostate.

Jeff whimpered, his whole body trembling. "No... I don't know..."

"Months," she stated, her fingers stilling inside him. "It's been months, Jeff. And now this?" She withdrew slightly before plunging back in, harder this time. "This is what does it for you? Having your ass played with like some pretty little fuck toy?"

His cheeks burned with shame, but his cock jerked at her words. "Yes... Maybe.. I," he choked out, the admission costing him what little dignity he had left.

Helen leaned forward, her free hand wrapping around his throbbing erection. "Say it again," she commanded, stroking him in time with the thrusts of her fingers. "Tell me what you like."

"I like... I like your fingers in my ass," Jeff gasped, his hips bucking between her hands. "I like it when you finger me there."

"And what does that make you?" she pressed, her thumb smearing the pre-cum over his sensitive head.

He hesitated, his eyes squeezed shut as waves of pleasure washed over him. "Your... your boy?"

"Wrong answer," Helen said sharply, pulling her fingers almost all the way out before ramming them back in. Jeff cried out, his body arching off the bed. "Try again."

"Your... your slut?" he offered, the word coming out as a sob.

"Better," Helen purred, resuming her steady rhythm. "But not quite right. You're not just my slut, are you? You're my little anal slut, aren't you? My pretty boy who loves getting his ass played with more than my pussy?"

Jeff could only nod, his face as pleasure overwhelmed him. His cock pulsed in her grip, so close to release he could taste it.

"Then maybe next time," Helen whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction, "we'll find something bigger to fill you with. Something that'll really make you scream."

Helen's fingers slowed, her gaze fixed on Jeff's face as it contorted with pleasure. A strange feeling crept through her, a mixture of fascination and unease. The way his body responded to her touch—more intensely than it had to anything in months—made her question everything she thought she knew about their sex life.

"Jeff," she said softly, her voice cutting through his moans. "There's something I need to know."

His eyes fluttered open, hazy with lust. "What?"

She leaned closer, her free hand resting on his stomach. "You're enjoying this more than I've ever seen you enjoy anything." Her fingers deep inside his ass, drawing a sharp gasp from him. "It makes me wonder... if there are other thoughts you've been having. Other desires."

Jeff's breath hitched. "What... what do you mean?"

Helen's fingers stilled inside him. "I mean," she said slowly, "if you like having things in your ass so much... does it make you think about... other things? Like... sucking cock?"

Jeff's eyes widened, his body tensing beneath her touch. "No," he choked out, his voice strained. "I've never thought about that."

Helen's fingers began moving again, slow and deliberate, pressing against his sensitive gland. "Are you sure about that?" she murmured, leaning closer. Her breath was warm against his ear. "Because this right here"—she curled her fingers slightly, drawing a sharp gasp from him. "this tells me different stories."

Jeff squirmed, his hips rocking instinctively against her hand. "I don't... I'm not..."

"Look at me," Helen commanded, her voice low and firm. When their eyes met, she continued, "You haven't been interested in me for months, Jeff. Not really. But this?" She twisted her fingers inside him. "This gets you harder than I've seen you in months. So tell me, what fantasies have you been hiding when your eyes glaze over at night?"

His face flushed a deep crimson, shame warring with arousal. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Don't you?" Helen withdrew her fingers almost completely before plunging them back in, harder this time. Jeff cried out, his back arching off the bed. "I think you do. I think when you close your eyes, it's not my face you see."

Jeff's breathing grew ragged, sweat beading on his forehead despite the cool evening air. "I..."

"Say it," Helen urged, her grip tightening on his cock, stroking him in rhythm with the thrusts of her fingers. "What do you think about when you're alone? When your hand wanders where it shouldn't?"

His confession came out in a rush, words tumbling over each other in his haste to get them out. "Sometimes... sometimes I wonder what it would feel like... to be the one on my knees. To have someone... someone in my mouth."

The room fell silent. Helen's fingers stilled inside him, her grip loosening on his cock. She stared at him, her expression unreadable. Then slowly, a strange light came into her eyes—a mixture of shock, fascination, and something darker that Jeff couldn't name.

"You think about sucking cock?" Helen asked, her voice barely a whisper. Her fingers twitched inside him, and Jeff's hips bucked in response. "And you never told me?"

Jeff squeezed his eyes shut, mortification flooding through him. "I'm sorry. I didn't..."

"No," Helen cut in, her fingers beginning to move again, slower this time, more deliberate. "Don't be sorry." She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear. "Tell me more. What do you imagine? Do you think about the weight on your tongue? The taste? The way they'd grab your hair when they wanted to fuck your mouth?"

Jeff moaned, his cock jerking in her grip. "Yes," he breathed. "All of that."

"Good," Helen murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Because I want to hear everything."Jeff's confession hung between them in the sudden stillness of the room. Helen's fingers remained buried inside him, her touch still radiating through his body as his heart hammered against his ribs.

"Sometimes..." Jeff began again, his voice raw with honesty and desperation. "Sometimes I imagine you wearing a strap-on. I think about you... fucking me. Taking me completely."

Helen's breath hitched. The hand gripping his cock tightened almost painfully before relaxing again. Her fingers inside him began to move, slow circles against his prostate that made his toes curl.

"You want me to... what?" Helen asked, her voice a mixture of shock and something else, something darker, more curious.

"To fuck me," Jeff repeated, meeting her eyes with desperate honesty. "With a strap-on. I imagine you standing over me, wearing that leather harness we saw at the shop last month. I think about what it would feel like to have you claiming me that way. Taking complete control."

A soft sound escaped Helen's lips, something between a gasp and a moan. "But... that's..." She shook her head slightly as if trying to process the revelation. "That's not something we've ever..."

"I know," Jeff whispered, his hips rocking against her touch. "I know it's unexpected. But I can't stop thinking about it. Not just the strap-on either..."

"What else?" Helen pressed, her voice dropping lower as she leaned closer. Her fingers began thrusting in and out again, matching the rhythm of her other hand stroking his erection.

"Sometimes I think about... more," he admitted, his cheeks burning. "About being with someone else while you watch. Or... or us both with someone. A man."

Helen's rhythm faltered for a moment before resuming with increased intensity. "You want to suck cock while I watch?" she asked, her voice thick with arousal.

"Or while you join," Jeff gasped out, his entire body trembling with need. "I want both. I want everything. I want you to fuck me with a strap-on until I'm begging. Then I want to kneel between your legs and take a man's cock while you hold my hair."

"Christ, Jeff," Helen breathed, her eyes dark with desire. "All this time... and you never said anything?"

"I was scared," he admitted, tears stinging his eyes as pleasure and relief washed through him. "Scared you'd think I didn't love you anymore."

"Jeff," Helen whispered, her fingers stilling inside him as she leaned down to press her lips against his forehead. "Look at me."

When their eyes met, her expression was raw with emotion. "Your fantasies don't change how I feel about you. But they do..." She paused, considering. "They open up possibilities I never imagined."

Her fingers began moving again, faster this time. "And you said you want to be with me still?"

"More than anything," he breathed, his back arching as pleasure coursed through him. "I love you, Helen. I've always loved you. These fantasies... they're about adding to what we have, not replacing it."

"Then we'll explore them together," she promised, her voice thick with desire. "But first..." She twisted her fingers inside him, drawing a sharp cry of pleasure from his lips. "First I'm going to make you come thinking about all the new things we're going to do."

Jeff could only moan in response as Helen's hands worked him with renewed purpose, his body writhing beneath her touch as his mind filled with images of all the possibilities they were about to explore together.

"There's more," Jeff whispered, his voice strained as Helen's fingers maintained their steady rhythm inside him. "Sometimes... sometimes I think about watching you with someone else. Another man."

Helen's fingers paused for a moment. "You want to watch me with someone?"

Jeff nodded, his cheeks flushed. "And afterward... after he's finished... I want to..." He swallowed hard. "I want to taste you. To clean you with my mouth."

A sharp intake of breath escaped Helen's lips. Her fingers twitched inside him, and Jeff's hips bucked involuntarily. "You want to..." She couldn't finish the sentence, the words catching in her throat.

"To lick his cum from you," Jeff finished, his voice barely audible. "To have you like that—claimed by someone else, then returned to me."

Helen stared at him, her expression a mixture of shock and something else—something darker and more complex than she'd ever felt before. Her hand resumed its movements, slower this time, more deliberate.

"And you're getting aroused by this," Jeff observed, his hips rocking to meet her touch. "Aren't you?"

Helen didn't answer immediately. Instead, she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "I think," she whispered, "I've always known. On some level."

She straightened, her eyes meeting his. "That you weren't just... what you seemed. That there was more to your desires than you were telling me." Her fingers curled inside him, drawing a sharp gasp from his lips. "But hearing it... feeling how hard you get from saying these words..." She shook her head slowly. "It's different than I imagined."

"It doesn't change how I feel about you," Jeff insisted, his voice urgent. "It's just... another part of who I am."

Helen's gaze softened. "I know," she said, her fingers beginning to move with renewed purpose. "And I think... I'm starting to realize I might like this part of you quite a bit."

"Fuck me," she demanded, her voice thick with need.

Jeff moved with newfound urgency, his body shifting to hover over hers. His cock, harder than she'd felt it in ages, slid against her thigh as he positioned himself. She reached down to guide him, her fingers wrapping around his impressive erection.

"God, Helen," he breathed as he entered her in one smooth motion.

A gasp escaped her lips at the sudden fullness. It had been months—no, longer—since he'd filled her so completely, since his desire for her had felt this tangible, this desperate. He began to move, deep and steady, his hips rolling against hers with a rhythm that spoke of renewed hunger.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting each thrust with her own rising passion. "Don't stop," she moaned, her fingers digging into his shoulders as his pace quickened. Helen's hips bucked upward, meeting his thrusts with renewed force. Her fingers found her clit, circling the swollen bud with frantic urgency. Wet sounds filled the room as she worked herself, her body arching beneath him.

"I want to see it," she gasped, her voice thick with desire. "I want to watch you on your knees, that pretty mouth wrapped around some stranger's cock while I fuck your ass."

Her fingers flew faster over her clit as Jeff's pace quickened, his cock throbbing inside her. "Imagine it," she panted, her eyes dark with lust. "You'll be choking on dick while I'm balls-deep in your tight little hole, making you take it all."

Jeff groaned, his hips slamming into hers. "Yes," he choked out. "Fuck yes."

"I'll make you beg for it," Helen continued, her voice rising. "Beg for his cum down your throat while I'm pegging your ass. You'll be our little fuck toy, won't you? Used from both ends until you can't think straight."

Her body tightened around him, muscles clenching as waves of pleasure built. Her fingers flew faster over her clit as Jeff's pace quickened, his cock throbbing inside her. Helen's body arched sharply, her inner muscles clamping down around him. A cry tore from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her—intense, overwhelming. Her vision blurred, stars dancing behind her eyelids as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her. Jeff groaned as her walls pulsed around him, his thrusts growing erratic as her release triggered his own. Helen collapsed against the sheets, body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"This is... God, Jeff," Helen murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his sweat-slicked back. "That was the best orgasm I've had in years."

She shifted beneath him, pressing her palm against his chest. When their eyes met, her expression was soft yet hungry. "Now it's your turn," she whispered. "Are you going to cum for me?"

Helen slid down his body, leaving a trail of kisses across his sweat-slicked chest and stomach. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, still glistening with her juices, as she positioned herself between his legs.

"God, look at this," she murmured, her thumb swirling over the sensitive crown. "All coated in me." Without waiting for a response, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The tang of her own arousal hit her tongue immediately. She hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper until he hit the back of her throat. Jeff's hips bucked off the bed, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"Fuck, Helen," he groaned.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing against his tip. "I taste good, don't I?" Her tongue flicked out, gathering another drop of her fluids from his slit. "My pussy tastes fucking delicious on your cock."

His entire body tensed at her words, a strangled gasp escaping his lips. His dick throbbed against her tongue, pulsing with desperate need.

"God, yes," he choked out. "So fucking good."

"Better than anything, right?" Helen growled before swallowing him whole again, her nose pressed against his groin. She worked him with her mouth and hand in perfect sync, relishing how his body responded to her filthy words. "This pussy touched for tastes like heaven, doesn't it?"

"God, yes," Jeff choked out, his voice ragged. "Anything you want—just don't stop."

The words had barely left his lips before his body went rigid. A guttural moan tore from his throat as his hips thrust upward, burying himself deeper into Helen's mouth. The first hot jet of cum hit the back of her throat, followed by another and another—more than she'd ever taken from him before. She swallowed instinctively, her cheeks hollowing as she milked him for every last drop, her tongue swirling against the sensitive underside of his shaft to prolong his release.

When his convulsions finally subsided, Helen pulled back slowly, letting his softening cock slip from between her lips. A thin strand of cum connected them for a moment before breaking. She kept her mouth closed, savoring the taste of him mixed with her own arousal on her tongue.

With a wicked gleam in her eyes, Helen crawled up Jeff's body until her face hovered just above his. His eyes were half-lidded, still glazed with pleasure as he struggled to catch his breath. She leaned down, her lips parted slightly, and watched as a single drop of his cum escaped and landed on his lower lip.

Jeff flinched, his eyes widening in surprise and hesitation. He'd never tasted himself before, never even considered it. But the way Helen looked at him—possessive, dominant, hungry—made something inside him shift. He parted his lips slightly, just enough to taste the salty drop.

Seeing his submission, Helen smiled. She lowered her head further, her lips brushing against his. "Open up," she murmured against his mouth.

With a shaky breath, Jeff obeyed. Helen pressed her lips to his, parting them further to let the pooled cum flow from her mouth into his. He tensed for a moment, then relaxed into the kiss, his tongue tentatively meeting hers to explore this new taste, this new intimacy.

Their kiss deepened, messy and depraved. Helen swallowed what remained in Jeff's mouth before pulling back just enough to look into his eyes. "You like that, don't you?" she whispered, her voice husky. "Tasting yourself on my lips?"

Jeff could only nod, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. "Yes," he finally managed. "I... I didn't expect to, but..."

Helen silenced him with another kiss, this one slower, more deliberate. "There's a lot we didn't expect tonight," she said against his mouth. "But I have a feeling this is just the beginning."
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