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Chapter 1: A Night Off
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Martha stood in front of her bedroom mirror, tugging at the hem of her dress for the third time.

It wasn’t anything fancy; a dark green wrap thing she’d bought two summers ago and worn exactly once, to a barbecue where she’d spent most of the evening chasing Charlie away from the grill. But tonight wasn’t a barbecue. Tonight was a club night. An actual club, with a cover charge and overpriced drinks and music loud enough to make her ears ring.

She hadn’t been to one in years.

A small, giddy part of her felt like she was playing dress-up. Another part—the louder part, usually—kept whispering you’re too old for this. She ignored it and reached for her earrings, anyway.

From down the hall, she heard Charlie’s running footsteps and the familiar shriek of a six-year-old who had no intention of sleeping any time soon.

“Mooooom!”

Martha sighed, clipped the second earring in, and stepped out of the bedroom just as Charlie slid to a stop in his socks at the top of the stairs. He was still in the T-shirt and shorts he’d worn all day, one knee smudged with what looked like chocolate.

“What did I say about running in the hallway?” she asked.

Charlie ignored the question entirely. “Eva’s here!”

“I know, baby. I said hello to her at the door, remember?” Martha smoothed his hair down, and it stuck right back up. “Okay. PJ time. Let’s go.”

Charlie groaned like she’d asked him to eat broccoli for every meal for the rest of his life. But he followed her into his bedroom, where his footie pyjamas with the little dinosaur spikes along the back were laid out on the bed.

“Arms up,” Martha said.

Charlie raised his arms dramatically. “I’m not even tired.”

“You will be.”

“No I won’t!”

“Charlie.”

He grinned at her, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from smiling back. The kid had absolutely no right to be that cute when he was being difficult.

She got him into the pyjamas, zipped him up, and pointed toward the hallway. “Alright. Go say hi to Eva. She’s in the living room.”

Charlie tore off again, ignoring the no-running rule completely. Martha followed at a slower pace, already feeling the faint pull of a headache behind her eyes. Maybe that was just motherhood.

When she reached the living room, Charlie had already launched himself onto the couch beside Eva, who caught him easily with one arm and ruffled his hair.

Eva looked up and smiled. “Hey. You look great!”

Martha waved a hand. “Oh, this old thing.”

“It’s nice. Really.” Eva didn’t sound like she was just being polite. “You should go out more often.”

“That’s the plan,” Martha said, though they both knew it probably wasn’t. “Okay. Bedtime is nine o’clock—”

“Nooooo,” Charlie whined, slumping against Eva’s side.

Martha put her hands on her hips. “Nine o’clock. And that’s final.”

“But Eva just got here!” Charlie twisted to look up at his babysitter with the full force of his puppy-dog eyes. “Can we play a game? Please? Just one?”

Eva glanced at Martha, eyebrows raised, clearly leaving the decision in her hands.

Martha lasted about four seconds under that combined gaze. “Fine,” she sighed. “Fine. Nine-thirty. But if you’re one minute later than that, Eva is going to call me, and you will be in big trouble, mister!”

Charlie’s eyes went wide in a delighted way, not a scared one. “Okay okay okay! Nine-thirty! I promise!”

He scrambled off the couch and sprinted back toward his room, already yelling something about which game he wanted to play.

Martha shook her head and turned to Eva. “I’m sorry in advance.”

“Don’t be,” Eva said, settling more comfortably into the couch cushions. “He’s great. We’ll be fine.”

“You’ve said that every time for the last six months.”

“And I’ve been right every time.”

Martha smiled despite herself. Eva had been right. Six months ago, when Martha had first knocked on the neighbour’s door asking if the teenager next door actually did babysitting, she’d been nervous. Charlie was a lot for anyone, let alone a nineteen-year-old. But Eva had turned out to be a godsend. Reliable, patient, and genuinely good with him. Charlie adored her.

“We’ll be home around two,” Martha said, checking her phone. The club was downtown, which was a good distance. Martha’s friends were already texting her to hurry up. They were all aiming to arrive around the same time. “Bars close at two, so maybe a little after, depending on Ubers. Is that still okay?”

“Totally fine,” Eva said. “We talked about it. Go have fun.”

Martha hesitated at the door, suddenly gripped by a wave of maternal guilt. “There’s snacks in the pantry, and my number’s on the fridge if anything—”

“Martha.” Eva’s voice was gentle but firm. “Go. Charlie and I have got this.”

Right. Of course they did.

Martha grabbed her purse, slipped on her shoes, popped an ibuprofen for her headache, and took one last look at the living room. Eva was already pulling out a board game from the closet, as Charlie’s excited shrieks echoed loudly from down the hall.

Then she walked out the front door into the cool evening air, and for the first time in a very long time, she felt something that might have been freedom.
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Chapter 2: Out
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The Uber dropped Martha two blocks from the club, which was fine. The walk gave her a chance to remember how to walk in heels. She had worn them maybe twice since Charlie was born. Her ankles were already staging a quiet protest.

Up ahead, the club's entrance glowed with neon purple light. A steady stream of people in various states of dress waited to get in. The bass from inside pulsed low and heavy, vibrating up through the sidewalk. Martha felt it in her chest.

She spotted her friends near the front of the line. Rachel waved both arms over her head like she was flagging down a rescue helicopter. Beside her, Annie was mid-laugh, head tipped back.

Martha hurried over, her heels clicking against the pavement. "Sorry. Charlie pulled the 'one more game' thing."

"Of course he did," Rachel said, pulling her into a one-armed hug. "You look hot, by the way."

"Seconded," Annie added. "That dress has been hiding in your closet for way too long."

The three of them fell into line behind a group of women wearing sequinned tops and sky-high platform heels. The line moved slowly. A few people cut ahead. Someone stumbled out the exit door, laughed too loud, and kept walking.

"You know what's weird?" Rachel said after a minute. "We used to pre-drink before this. Remember? Someone's apartment, cheap wine, shots of something terrible, just to get a head start. This might be our first time actually meeting up at the club."

"We would have been here at nine thirty," Annie said. "At the latest."

"Now we all show up at the same time like we coordinated it," Martha said.

"Which we did," Rachel said. "In a group chat. At four o'clock this afternoon."

Martha laughed. "I had to set an alarm."

"Same," said Annie.

"Same," said Rachel.

The line shuffled forward. A bouncer with a wide neck and a bored expression checked IDs at the door. Martha watched the people ahead of her get waved through. A guy in a blazer got turned away for some reason and argued for thirty seconds before giving up.

Then it was their turn. The bouncer glanced at their IDs, nodded, and unhooked the velvet rope.

"Enjoy your night, ladies."

They stepped inside.

The heat hit first. Then the noise. The bass was louder now, a physical thing that seemed to rearrange Martha's internal organs. The dance floor was packed with bodies moving in no particular rhythm. Overhead, a disco ball spun lazily, throwing flecks of light across the crowd.

The three of them stuck together as they pushed toward the bar. It was a long wooden thing at the back of the main room, three deep with people waiting for drinks. Martha found a small gap and squeezed in, waving to catch the bartender's attention.

While she waited, she let her eyes wander across the room. Mostly couples and groups, no one looking too young or too messy. The average age looked to be early thirties. A good crowd. Her kind of crowd.

Then she caught a man looking at her from across the bar. He was maybe late thirties, dark hair, nice jaw. He held her gaze for a beat longer than necessary. Then he smiled. Just a small one, yet it seemed quite confident.

Martha looked away quickly, but she felt her own mouth twitching into a smile anyway.

She looked back. He was still watching.

A second man beside him glanced over, noticed what his friend was looking at, and gave Martha an approving once over before turning back to his drink.

Martha turned to face the bar again, trying to play it cool. She caught Rachel's eye instead. Rachel raised her eyebrows knowingly.

"You're getting looks," Rachel shouted over the music.

Martha shrugged, but she couldn't help the grin spreading across her face. "Maybe."

"Maybe nothing. You're in for a good night."

The bartender finally appeared. Martha ordered a round of tequila sodas for all of them. While she waited for the drinks, she let herself glance over her shoulder one more time.

The dark-haired man was still there. Still looking.

Martha picked up the tray of drinks and turned back to her friends, her heart beating a little faster than the bass could explain.

Tonight is gonna be fun, she thought to herself.
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Chapter 3: Tipsy
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The night had softened around the edges.

Martha noticed it first when she laughed too loud at something Annie said, something that wasn't even that funny. Then she noticed it again when she took a sip of her third tequila soda and the ice clinked against her teeth and she barely felt it. Tipsy. Not drunk. Just enough to forget about the ibuprofen she had taken earlier. Just enough to feel young.

The three of them had been weaving between the dance floor and the bar for hours now. At some point, Rachel had lost one of her earrings and didn't care. At some point, Annie had started singing along to a song that wasn't playing anymore. At some point, Martha had stopped checking her phone.

It was good. It was familiar. It reminded her of their party days, those long nights in their mid-twenties when closing down a bar felt like an obligation rather than a choice. Those nights felt so long ago now. And yet, standing here with a drink in her hand and sweat on her neck, they also felt like last week. Time was strange like that.

The guys had come and gone all night. A handful of them. Friendly faces at the bar. A dance with a bearded man who stepped on her toes. A long chat with a finance guy who kept touching her elbow. Nothing stuck. But that was fine. Martha wasn't looking for forever. She was looking for fun.

And fun had a name tonight. Keith.

He was the dark-haired man from the bar. The one who had smiled at her. They had started talking around ten thirty and had barely stopped since. He was a high school teacher. Divorced. No kids. He made a joke about how his students would die if they saw him at a club, and Martha had laughed so hard she snorted into her drink.

They had been orbiting each other all night. Every time she came back from the dance floor, he was there. Every time he went to get another beer, she was there when he returned. It felt easy. It felt promising.

But then, around midnight, Keith checked his phone and winced.

"I hate to do this," he said, slipping his phone back into his pocket. "But I have to go."

Martha's stomach dropped a little. She tried not to show it. "Oh. Everything okay?"

"Yeah, yeah. Fine." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I've got an early flight tomorrow. Out of town for a week. I shouldn't have stayed out this late, honestly."

"Ah," Martha said. She nodded like she understood. She did understand. But she was disappointed anyway.

He must have seen it on her face because he smiled and pulled out his phone again. "Give me your number. Before I forget."

She did. They exchanged numbers quickly, thumbs moving fast over screens. He promised to text her when he was back in town. She said she would hold him to it. They hugged, a little awkward, a little warm, and then he was gone, swallowed up by the crowd near the exit.

Martha stood there for a moment, drink in hand, watching the spot where he had disappeared.

She had wanted more tonight. That was the truth. She had wanted to flirt and tease and maybe even kiss someone. Just for the thrill of it. Just to feel like someone worth looking at. But Keith was gone, and the clock was ticking toward midnight, and clearly that wasn't going to happen for her.

She sighed and turned back toward her friends.

Rachel was deep in conversation with a tall guy in a denim jacket. Annie was laughing at something a different man was saying, her hand on his arm. The two of them were lit up in that particular way people get when they know someone wants them.

Martha felt a familiar ache. Not jealousy, exactly. Just the awareness of being on the outside.

She drifted between them for the next fifteen minutes. Back to Rachel. Back to Annie. Back to the bar for a water. She smiled. She nodded. She made small talk with the denim jacket guy and the other man whose name she had already forgotten. But she wasn't really there. Her heart had already left.


At 12:17 a.m., she made a decision.



She waited for a break in the conversation, then touched Rachel's elbow. "Hey. I think I'm going to head out."

Rachel's face fell. "What? No! It's early."

"It's after midnight," Martha said with a small laugh. "That's basically sunrise for me now."

Annie pulled away from her guy long enough to frown. "Stay for one more drink."

"I can't." Martha shook her head. "Charlie. You know how it is. I don't want to leave Eva too late."

That was true enough. Not the whole truth, but true enough.

Rachel looked like she wanted to argue. Annie looked like she wanted to pout. But Martha gave them a playful wink, the kind a wingwoman gives when she is clearing the runway.

"I think you guys will have more fun just the four of you anyway."

Rachel and Annie exchanged a glance. Then they both grinned. The guys, oblivious, were still chatting beside them.

"Fine," Rachel said, pulling Martha into a hug. "But you owe us."

"Text when you're home," Annie added, squeezing her tight.

Martha promised she would. She hugged them both again, waved at the two men who barely noticed her leaving, and then she was walking toward the exit.

The cool night air hit her face like a blessing. The bass from inside was muffled now, a distant heartbeat. The line outside had dwindled to nothing. A few people loitered near the door, smoking and laughing.

Martha stepped to the side of the entrance, pulled out her phone, and watched the screen light up.

Her thumb hovered over the Uber app.

The night had not gone the way she had hoped. But that was fine. That was just how things went sometimes.

She was about to request a ride when her phone buzzed in her hand.
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Chapter 4: An Unexpected Return
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The text had been from Keith, but Martha was far too distracted to answer it.

At least she knew he genuinely seemed to be interested. Though, even that feeling fell flat.

The Uber ride felt brief. Between some small talk with the driver, and looking at her phone, the time seemed to pass rather quickly. Swiping on Tinder makes time fly, I suppose.

She barely noticed the familiar streets rolling by. A left on Maple. A right on Second. The glow of the streetlights through the car window. Her thumb kept moving across the screen, left, left, right, left, not really looking, just doing something with her hands while her mind wandered elsewhere.

Then the car stopped.

"Here we are," the driver said.

Martha looked up. Her house. The lights were on in the living room. Warm glow spilling through the front window.

She thanked the driver, climbed out, and fumbled for her keys. The night air was cooler now. She could see her breath a little. She should have brought a jacket.

The key turned in the lock. The door swung open.

And then she saw them.

Eva was on the couch, tucked under a blanket, her head resting against someone's shoulder. A boy. Martha had never met him before, but she knew immediately who he must be. Her boyfriend. Justin. Eva had spoken about him a number of times.

He had one arm around Eva and the other buried somewhere under the blanket. They were both still fully dressed, but they were tangled together in that unmistakable way that said they had been there for a while. Comfortable. Private.

Martha froze in the doorway.

For one long second, nobody moved.

Then Eva shot up like she had been electrocuted. The blanket slipped. Justin's arm fell away. His eyes went wide.

"Martha!" Eva's voice was too high. "Hi! You're... you're home early."

Martha blinked. "Yeah. I... yeah. The club wasn't really my thing tonight."

There was a short, awkward silence. Eva was already scrambling to sit up straighter, smoothing her hair, pulling the blanket back over Justin's lap like that would somehow undo what Martha had already seen. Justin looked like a deer in headlights. He gave a weak, panicked wave.

"I'm so sorry," Eva said quickly. "We didn't think you would be back until. We were just. I'm so sorry."

"It's fine," Martha said. And she was surprised to find that she meant it. Or mostly meant it. It was awkward, sure. But Eva was nineteen. This was a house. Teens were the type to do this sort of thing.

Martha kicked off her heels and stepped inside, closing the door behind her. The lock clicked into place.

"Really," Martha added. "It's fine. You're both adults."

Eva and Justin exchanged a look. Neither of them seemed to know what to say.

Martha stood there for a moment in her bare feet, feeling the cool hardwood under her toes. She was still a little tipsy. Still a little disappointed about Keith. Still buzzing from the night that hadn't quite gone the way she wanted.

Then, to her own surprise as much as theirs, she said, "You guys want some wine?"

Eva's eyebrows shot up. "What?"

"Wine," Martha repeated. "I'm going to have a glass. Figured I'd offer."

Justin opened his mouth, closed it, then opened it again. "Uh. Sure?"

Eva elbowed him. Then she looked at Martha and nodded slowly. "Okay. Yeah. Thanks."

Martha walked to the kitchen, her bare feet quiet on the floor. She pulled a bottle of red from the counter. A nice one. Something she had been saving for a special occasion. Tonight felt special enough, or strange enough, or something in between.

She poured three glasses. Two slightly smaller glasses for her companions, and a larger one for herself. She didn’t want to waste good wine if the two of them didn’t enjoy it.

The wine was dark and rich. She carried them back to the living room on a small wooden tray she had forgotten she owned.

Eva took her glass with both hands. Justin took his and sniffed it in a way that told Martha he had no idea what he was doing.

"You don't have to drink it if you don't like it," Martha said, settling into the armchair across from them.

"No, no," Justin said quickly. "It's good. It's. Yeah. Good."

He took a sip and tried not to make a face. Eva took a sip and did make a face, just a tiny one, before she caught herself.

Martha laughed. "Red wine’s an acquired taste. You'll get there."

She took a long drink from her own glass. It was smooth and warm and exactly what she needed.

Eva and Justin each took another polite sip, then set their glasses down on the coffee table, mostly full.

Martha looked at the two glasses, then back at the bottle in her hand. She topped up her own glass without asking.

"More for me, I guess," she said with a small shrug.

Martha had made a decision on her own. Tonight was going to be fun. With or without Keith.
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Chapter 5: Tease
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The movie playing in the background was something none of them had really chosen. It had just been on when Martha grabbed the remote. Some action thing with explosions and a plot that seemed to exist only to connect the explosions. The kind of movie that was perfect for not paying attention to.

They had been watching it for about forty minutes now. Or rather, the television had been on for forty minutes. The three of them had spent most of that time talking over it, voices rising and falling around the muted sounds of gunfire and car chases.

Martha was on her second large glass of wine. The first one had gone down quickly, a reward for surviving the awkwardness of walking in on them. This one she was nursing a little more, letting it warm her from the inside out. The tipsy feeling from the club had faded into something softer now. Something comfortable. Something that made her feel loose and generous and just a little bit bold.

Eva and Justin had finally relaxed. The initial mortification had worn off somewhere around the first commercial break. They were still sitting close together on the couch, but the blanket had been pushed down to their laps and their posture was less rigid. Justin had even made a joke about the movie's terrible special effects, and Martha had nearly laughed loud enough to wake up Charlie. It was a good thing he was a deep sleeper.

The night was turning out to be nice, actually. Nicer than she had expected. After the disappointment of Keith leaving early, after the awkwardness of walking in on them, she had assumed the night was a wash. But sitting here with two young people who were clearly into each other, drinking good wine and not having to be anyone's mother for a few more hours, Martha found herself feeling lighter than she had all week.

Eva was in the middle of telling a story about Charlie when Martha tuned back in. Something about the board game they had played. Something about Charlie cheating and then confessing immediately because he couldn't keep a straight face.

"He's honestly the sweetest kid," Eva said, shaking her head with a smile. "He kept trying to hide his extra moves under the couch cushion. But then he'd get this look on his face, like he was about to explode, and he'd just admit everything."

Martha grinned. "That's Charlie. Terrible liar. Takes after his mother."

"I don't know," Justin said, glancing at Martha. "You seem like you could pull off a lie if you needed to."

Martha raised an eyebrow. "Is that a compliment or an accusation?"

Justin held up his hands. "Compliment. Definitely a compliment."

Eva laughed and nudged him with her shoulder. "Smooth."

The movie continued. Someone on screen was running from an explosion. Martha took another sip of wine.

"It really was a fun night," Eva said, more quietly now. "We played a couple of games and then he picked out a book and I read him half of it before he passed out. He was out by nine forty-five. Barely made it to nine-thirty."

"Sounds like a successful evening," Martha said. She took another sip, then set her glass down on the arm of the chair. She looked at Eva with a playful glint in her eye. "Yeah. I bet tonight has been fun."

She let the words hang there for just a moment. Just long enough.

Eva's face went pink. Not a subtle pink. A full, unmistakable blush that crept up from her neck and flooded her cheeks. She opened her mouth, closed it, then opened it again.

"I. We. That's not." Eva stammered. "I mean, we were just. It wasn't... I'm sorry."

Justin looked between them, his brow furrowed. "What? What did I miss?"

Martha laughed, a warm, easy sound. "Nothing. I'm just teasing."

Eva buried her face in her hands for a second, then peeked through her fingers. "Oh my God."

"Relax," Martha said, waving a hand. "I'm only teasing. Really. It's fine."

Eva lowered her hands, still blushing but starting to smile. "You're really enjoying this, aren't you?"

"Maybe a little," Martha admitted, grinning. "But I'm only teasing. I promise."

Justin was still looking between them, clearly lost. "Seriously. What did I miss?"

"Nothing," Eva said quickly. "Just girl stuff."

Martha laughed and took a sip of wine. "I was just giving her a hard time. That's all."

Justin still looked confused, but he let it go. He shrugged and turned back to the movie.

Eva shot Martha a grateful look. Martha winked at her.

Then she leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping into something more playful. "But seriously. If you two wanted some privacy, you could have just asked. I'm not a monster."

Eva's blush deepened. "Martha. Oh my God."

Martha shrugged, still smiling. "I'm just saying. Charlie goes to bed at nine. The house is quiet. I'm not going to be home until two. It's not exactly rocket science."

Eva stared at her for a moment, then let out a breathy laugh. "You're impossible."

"I'm practical," Martha corrected. She picked up her wine glass and took another sip. "There's a difference."

Justin finally seemed to catch on. His ears went a little red, but he was smiling too. "Noted," he said. "We'll. Uh. We'll keep that in mind."

Martha winked at him and he looked away, still smiling.

The movie continued. Explosions. Dialogue. More explosions.

Eva started to relax again. The blush faded from her cheeks. She leaned back into Justin's side and he draped his arm over her shoulders. It was casual now. Comfortable. The earlier tension had dissipated completely.

Martha watched them for a moment. Young and careless and wrapped up in each other. There was something sweet about it. Something that made her feel both old and not old at all. She remembered being like that. Skinny dipping in a friend's pool. Making out in the back of a car. Thinking that every moment with someone new was the most important moment of your life.

She missed it, she realized. Not the people. Not the specific moments. Just the feeling of being wild and free. That, and the giddy, reckless certainty that you were exactly where you were supposed to be.

She shook the thought away and reached for the wine bottle.

Eva shifted on the couch, pulling her legs up underneath her. The movement made her shorts ride up just a little. They were tiny things, denim cutoffs that barely covered her thighs. Martha noticed she must have changed outfits at some point. Probably for when Justin arrived. Now, with the wine making her bold, she decided to mention it.

"Those are really cute shorts," Martha said, gesturing with her glass.

Eva looked down at them, then back up. "Oh. Thanks."

"Where did you get them?"

"Aritzia," Eva said. "They were on sale. I got them last summer."

"They look good on you," Martha said. She tilted her head, considering. "Really good. That cut makes your butt look fantastic."

Eva's face went red again. The blush was back, even deeper than before. Her mouth opened, closed, opened again.

Justin snorted, trying to hide his laugh behind his hand.

Eva elbowed him, hard. "Shut up."

"What?" Justin said, still laughing. "She's not wrong."

"Thank you," Martha said, raising her glass in a toast. "See? He gets it."

Eva covered her face with both hands. "I can't. I literally cannot."

Martha laughed, a full, genuine laugh. "I'm sorry. I'll stop. I promise. I'm just having fun."

Eva peeked through her fingers again. "You're having too much fun."

"Maybe," Martha admitted. "But the wine is good and the company is decent. What else am I supposed to do?"

Justin grinned. "She's got a point."

Eva dropped her hands and sighed, but she was smiling. "Fine. But you're banned from compliments for the rest of the night."

"I make no promises," Martha said.

The movie continued. A car chase. A helicopter. Martha drank the rest of her glass and set it down empty.

She glanced at the coffee table. Eva's glass was almost empty. Justin's was nearly finished too. They had done better than she expected. Not bad for a couple of kids who clearly preferred something sweeter.

"Are you two done with those?" Martha asked, pointing at their glasses.

Eva nodded. Justin shrugged and handed his over.

Martha stood up, feeling the wine in her legs. She was pleasantly loose. Her thoughts were a little slower, a little warmer. She felt good. She felt great, actually.

She took the two glasses into the kitchen and grabbed the wine bottle. There was still a decent amount left. More than a glass. Maybe two. She poured a generous amount into each of their glasses and topped up her own with the remainder, polishing off the bottle. Then she carried the tray back to the living room.

Eva raised her eyebrows when she saw how full the glasses were. "That's a lot."

"Don't drink it all," Martha said, setting the tray down. "But have a little more. I think it’ll grow on you."

Eva rolled her eyes but took her glass. Justin took his too.

Martha settled back into her armchair, wine in hand. She took a long sip, letting the warmth spread through her chest.

Then she looked up.

Justin was staring at her. Not in a casual way. Not the kind of glance you give someone when you're just looking around the room. He was looking at her like he was actually seeing her. His eyes met hers and he didn't look away.

And then, just at the edges of his mouth, Martha saw something. A tiny curve. A flicker.

A smirk.

It was there for only a second before he looked down at his glass. But she had seen it. She was almost sure of it.

Martha's heart did a little skip. Or maybe that was just the wine. She couldn't tell.

She took another sip and watched him over the rim of her glass. He was pretending to be interested in the movie now, but his thumb was tracing the rim of his glass in a slow, deliberate circle.

Martha wondered, gleefully, if Justin had been checking her out all night. If he had been looking at her while she talked. If he had noticed her dress, her legs, the way she crossed them in the armchair.

The thought made her smile into her wine.

Eva had gone back to watching the movie, oblivious. Justin was still pretending not to look at Martha.

But Martha knew what she had seen.

The night had just gotten a lot more interesting.
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Chapter 6: Just A Kiss
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Some time had passed.

Martha wasn't sure exactly how much. The wine had blurred the edges of the clock. She only knew that the bottle was empty, her glass was nearly dry, and the three of them had dissolved into a puddle of giggles.

Eva and Justin were definitely tipsy now. Not drunk, but loose. The kind of loose that made everything funnier than it should be. Eva had her feet tucked under her on the couch, her head tilted back against the cushion. Justin was leaning forward with his elbows on his knees, his glass dangling from his fingers. They were both smiling like they had just heard the best joke in the world.

Martha herself felt floaty and warm. The wine had done its job. She was relaxed in a way she hadn't been in months. Maybe years. The awkwardness of walking in on them felt like a distant memory now. They were just three people sharing a night, passing time, enjoying each other's company.

At some point, Martha glanced at the television and realized the action movie had ended. She had no idea when. The credits weren't even rolling. It must have finished and gone silent while they were talking.

"Did we miss the ending?" Martha asked, gesturing vaguely at the screen.

Justin looked at the television. Then back at her. "I think we started watching it halfway through."

"Oh," Martha said. "That explains it."

Eva laughed. "I didn't even notice it was over."

"Me neither," Justin admitted.

He reached forward and grabbed the remote off the coffee table. He started flipping through channels. A news anchor. A cooking show. A rerun of something from the nineties. A commercial for car insurance. Another commercial. And then a dating show.

"Wait, stop!" Eva said, sitting up straighter.

Justin froze. "This?"

"Yes!" Eva pointed at the screen. "I love this show. It's so dumb but I love it."

Justin made a face. "It's kind of stupid, though."

"Exactly," Eva said. "That's the point."

She looked at Martha with pleading eyes. "Can we watch it? Please? It's so funny."

Martha considered the screen. A woman in a tiny bikini was walking along a beach while dramatic music played. It looked ridiculous. It looked perfect.

"Sure," Martha said, settling deeper into her armchair. "Why not? I could use some dumb television."

Justin sighed dramatically but didn't change the channel. He set the remote back on the table and leaned back against the couch. Eva snuggled into his side, but her eyes were fixed on the screen.

The show was exactly as ridiculous as Eva had promised. A group of contestants competing for the attention of one person. Challenges that made no sense. Confessionals filled with over-the-top declarations. The host was a man with perfectly white teeth who spoke like he was narrating a sports event.

The first challenge involved the contestants trying to impress one of the eligible bachelors by performing a dance routine in bikinis. Martha watched as one woman twirled across the sand, nearly falling, and laughed out loud.

"Okay, that was actually impressive," Martha said. "Her balance is incredible."

Eva snorted. "She almost ate sand."

"But she didn't," Martha pointed out. "That takes skill."

Justin shook his head but he was smiling. "You two are way too into this."

"You're just mad because you wanted to watch sports," Eva said.

"I didn't say that."

"You were thinking it."

Justin held up his hands in surrender. "I'm not saying anything. I know better than to argue with two women who are tipsy and watching a dating show."

Martha laughed. "Smart man."

The show continued. Another challenge. Another bikini. Another confession. Martha found herself getting genuinely invested. She commented on the outfits, the hair, the way the women moved.

"God, look at that suit," Martha said, gesturing at the screen. A woman in a bright red bikini was walking towards one of the bachelors, her hips swaying. "That's gorgeous. The colour is perfect on her."

Eva nodded. "She looks amazing."

"And her boobs are incredible," Martha added, not missing a beat. "Like, perfect. I would kill for those."

Eva laughed. "Right? Some people just win the genetic lottery."

Justin stayed quiet. He was smiling, but he wasn't saying anything. He seemed to know that any comment he made would be the wrong one.

Another contestant appeared. A woman with long dark hair and a gold bikini. She was stunning. Absolutely stunning. Martha watched her walk across the screen and felt a familiar pang. Not jealousy, exactly. Just awareness. A reminder of what she used to look like.

"I wish I still looked that young," Martha said, almost to herself. "And that hot."

Eva's jaw dropped. She sat up so fast that she nearly spilled her wine.

"Martha!" Eva's voice was loud, almost indignant. "What are you talking about?! You're STUNNING!"

Martha blinked, caught off guard by the outburst. "I mean. I used to be. But now? Not like that."

Eva looked genuinely offended. Her brow was furrowed and her eyes were wide. She set her glass down on the coffee table and turned to face Martha fully.

"Are you serious right now?" Eva demanded. "You're gorgeous. You're literally the most beautiful woman I know."

Martha felt her cheeks warm. "Okay, that's a little much."

"It's not!" Eva insisted. "You have this whole thing. This presence. You walk into a room and people notice. I've seen it. Every time you pick me up from the bus stop, the guys my age literally stare."

Martha laughed. "They stare because I'm old enough to be their mother."

"They stare because you're hot!" Eva said firmly. "There's a difference."

Martha shook her head, still smiling. "I don't know about that."

"Well I do," Eva said. "I hope I look as good as you do when I'm your age. Seriously."

Martha looked at Eva for a long moment. The girl was earnest. Completely serious. There was no flattery in her voice. She meant every word.

Martha felt something warm spread through her chest. Something that had nothing to do with the wine.

"Thank you," Martha said softly. "That's really sweet."

"I'm not being sweet," Eva said. "I'm being honest."

Martha smiled and tilted her head, returning the compliment. "Well, for what it's worth, you're gorgeous too. You know that, right? I meant what I said about your butt. In those shorts? Unbelievable."

Eva laughed, a little flustered. "Oh my God."

"I'm serious," Martha said. "You've got a great body. You should be proud of it."

Justin cleared his throat. He was grinning now. "She's not wrong."

Eva elbowed him. "You're just saying that."

"I'm really not," Justin said. "I've been saying that all night."

Eva rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. She stood up, a little unsteady on her feet, and turned around. She looked back over her shoulder at Martha.

"Okay," Eva said. "Be honest. Does this actually make my butt look good?"

Martha laughed and gave her a thumbs up. "Yes. Absolutely. One hundred percent."

Justin nodded vigorously. "It looks amazing, babe."

Eva sat back down, but she didn't go back to Justin's side. Instead, she slid across the cushion and settled closer to Martha. Much closer. Their knees were almost touching. Eva was holding her wine glass carefully, the last tiny sip sloshing near the rim.

"Okay, but really," Eva said, turning to face Martha. "You have the most amazing eyes. Like, they're such a beautiful greyish-blue. I've always noticed that."

Martha blinked. "You have?"

"Of course I have," Eva said. "And your skin. You literally glow. I don't know what you use but it's working."

Martha laughed. "It's called moisturizer and sleep deprivation."

"Whatever it is," Eva said. "Keep doing it. And your figure? I mean." She gestured vaguely at Martha. "You have, like, the perfect proportions."

Martha felt her face grow warm. The wine was certainly contributing. But so was Eva. She was leaning in, her eyes bright, her words tumbling out without filter.

"Wow," Martha said, a little breathless. "You seem to like everything."

Eva grinned. "I do."

"Yeah?" Martha teased. "So you'd want to date me if I were younger?"

Eva laughed. "Oh, definitely! One hundred percent! We would be dating right now if it weren't for him." She pointed at Justin with her thumb.

Justin raised his hands in mock surrender. "I'm not standing in anyone's way."

The three of them laughed. The sound filled the living room, warm and easy and ridiculous.

And then something shifted.

Eva was still looking at Martha. Her eyes had softened. The laughter had faded from her face, replaced by something quieter. Something more serious. Martha felt her own breath catch.

They were close now. Very close. Martha could see small flecks of gold in Eva's blue eyes. The way her lips were slightly parted. The faint flush on her cheeks.

Neither of them moved for a long moment.

And then, somehow, the distance closed.

It started as a single kiss. Soft. Testing. Eva's lips brushed against Martha's like she was asking a question. Martha answered by leaning in, her hand coming up to rest on Eva's arm.

The second kiss was different. Deeper. It was a question answered and then asked again. Martha felt Eva's hand on her jaw, gentle but certain. She felt her own fingers tighten on Eva's arm.

The third kiss was a full-on makeout session. There was no other word for it. The kiss shifted and deepened. Martha felt Eva's tongue against her lips and she opened for her without thinking. The taste of red wine and something sweet. The warmth of Eva's body pressed against hers.

Justin was still there. Martha had almost forgotten. She heard him exhale, a sharp sound, but she couldn't stop. She didn't want to stop.

Eva pulled back first, her breathing unsteady. Her eyes were wide, her lips red and swollen.

"Oh," Eva whispered. "Oh, wow."

She turned to look at Justin, as if only just remembering he was there. Her expression was a mix of shock and apology.

"I. Justin, I." Eva stammered. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to. I don't know what came over me."

Justin was staring at them. His face was unreadable for a moment. His mouth was slightly open.

Then he smiled. A slow, genuine smile that reached his eyes.

"That was," Justin started, then paused. "That was really, really hot."

Eva blinked. "What?"

"I'm serious," Justin said. "I'm not mad. At all. That was." He shook his head, still smiling. "That was incredible."

Eva stared at him for a moment. Then she laughed, a giddy, relieved sound. "You're okay with this?"

"I'm more than okay with this," Justin said. "Trust me."

Eva looked back at Martha. Her eyes were searching, questioning.

Martha was still catching her breath. Her heart was racing. The wine, the moment, the kiss. Everything was spinning.

She looked at Eva. Then at Justin. Then back at Eva.

And then she leaned in and kissed Eva again.

This time, Eva kissed her back without hesitation. The kiss was softer now, slower. A promise rather than a demand.

When they finally pulled apart, Eva was smiling. Justin was grinning. And Martha felt like she was floating.

Martha absolutely knew: there was no going back now.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 7: The More The Merrier
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Martha's pulse was still racing, her lips tingling, as she looked from Eva's flushed face to Justin's hungry grin.

She looked at Eva. Her blue eyes were bright, her lips swollen, her cheeks flushed. She looked beautiful. She looked young. She looked like she had just done something reckless and had no regrets about it.

Martha reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind Eva's ear. "Are you okay?" she asked softly. "I need to know you're okay. I don't want to take advantage of you."

Eva laughed, a breathless, giddy sound. "Martha. I'm absolutely fine. I'm more than fine." She turned to look at Justin, a wide smile spreading across her face. "Right?"

Justin was leaning back against the couch, his arms crossed, his grin practically splitting his face. He looked like he had just won the lottery. "I might be doing better than both of you, honestly."

Martha laughed. "Well, if you want to continue this, I have an idea." She glanced toward the hallway. "But we should go somewhere quieter. On the off chance Charlie wakes up."

Eva nodded immediately. Justin was already standing.

Martha stood up, her legs a little unsteady. She reached out her hand toward Eva. Eva took it without hesitation, her fingers warm and certain against Martha's palm.

Martha smiled at both of them. Then she turned and started walking toward the hallway, Eva's hand still in hers. She heard Justin's footsteps behind them, close and steady.

The hallway was dim. The nightlight in Charlie's room cast a soft glow through the crack in his door. Martha paused for just a moment, listening. Nothing. Just the quiet rhythm of his breathing.

She led them past his room, past the bathroom, past the framed photos on the wall. Her bedroom door was at the end of the hall. She pushed it open and stepped inside.

The room was dark, but the streetlight outside filtered through the curtains, casting everything in a soft, silver glow. The bed was unmade from that morning. A pile of laundry sat in the corner. Her dress from earlier was still draped over the chair.

Martha turned to face them. Eva was close, her eyes searching Martha's face. Justin was right behind her, his hand resting on Eva's lower back.

Martha pulled Eva closer, her free hand coming up to cup her jaw. She kissed her again, slow and deliberate, letting Eva feel the weight of it.

When she pulled back, she looked past Eva to Justin. He was watching them with dark, hungry eyes.

"You sure about this?" Martha asked, quietly checking once more with both of them.

Justin stepped forward, closing the gap between them. His hand found Martha's hip, warm and firm.

"Absolutely sure," he said.

Martha smiled.

"Good."

Martha guided Eva to the edge of the bed, their fingers still intertwined. The streetlight filtered through the curtains, casting a silver glow across Eva's platinum blonde hair, making it almost shimmer. Martha could feel her own heart beating against her ribs, fast and steady.

"Let me," Martha whispered, her voice husky. She reached for the hem of Eva's simple cotton top, her fingers brushing against the warm skin of Eva's stomach.

Eva shivered, her eyes never leaving Martha's face. She lifted her arms without hesitation, allowing Martha to pull the top over her head. The fabric whispered against Eva's skin as it came off, revealing a simple white lace bra that barely contained her youthful breasts.

Martha's breath stopped. She let her eyes drift downward, taking in the sight of Eva's slim torso, the gentle curve of her hips, the soft, pale skin of her stomach that seemed to glow in the dim light.

"You're so beautiful," Martha murmured, her hands coming to rest on Eva's waist.

Eva blushed, a faint pink creeping up her neck and across her cheeks. "You too," she whispered back, her fingers moving to the tie of Martha's green dress.

Eva's fingers found the tie at Martha's side. She pulled it slowly, deliberately, and the fabric loosened. Eva pushed the top off Martha's shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and fall away. Martha was left in a simple black bra, her reddish-brown hair falling across her bare shoulders. She felt exposed for just a moment, but Eva's gaze was warm, appreciative. No judgment. Just want. Her eyes roamed over Martha's body, taking in the mature curves, the slight softness around her middle that spoke of motherhood, the confidence in her posture.

"I never thought I’d get to see you like this," Eva admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Martha smiled, a genuine, warm smile that reached her eyes. "To be fair, neither did I."

She reached behind her back, unclasping her bra with practiced ease. The black lace fell away, revealing her full breasts, the nipples already hardening in the cool air. Eva's eyes widened slightly, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

Without another word, Eva's hand drifted down to Martha's hip, her fingers brushing against the knot that held the skirt in place. She paused for just a moment, her eyes meeting Martha's, asking a silent question. Martha nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. Eva tugged the tie loose and the fabric parted, the skirt slipping down Martha's legs and pooling at her feet on the hardwood floor. Martha stepped out of it afterward.

Now Martha stood before them in just her black lace panties, her body illuminated by the soft light from the window. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also powerful. She could see the desire in both Eva's and Justin's eyes, and it fueled her own.

Eva's hands moved to her own shorts, unbuttoning them and letting them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them, now standing in just her white lace bra and matching panties. The contrast between them was striking: Martha's mature, curvaceous body against Eva's youthful, slim frame.

Justin, who had been watching silently from closer to the doorway, finally moved the rest of the way into the room.

"God," he breathed, his eyes moving between the two women. "You're both... incredible."

Martha smiled at him, then turned her attention back to Eva. She reached out, her fingers tracing the line of Eva's bra strap before moving to the clasp in the back. With a soft click, it came undone, and the white lace fell away, revealing Eva's small, perfect breasts, the nipples a dusky pink against her pale skin.

Martha's hands moved to Eva's waist, hooking her fingers in the elastic of her panties. She looked into Eva's eyes, seeking permission, finding only eagerness and trust.

Slowly, Martha knelt, pulling the panties down Eva's legs as she went. She couldn't resist leaning forward, pressing a soft kiss to Eva's flat stomach, just above the neatly trimmed triangle of blonde hair between her legs.

Eva gasped, her fingers tangling in Martha's reddish-brown hair. "Martha," she breathed, her voice shaky with anticipation.

Martha looked up at her, her blue-grey eyes dark with desire. "Let me taste you," she whispered, the words a promise rather than a question.

She guided Eva to sit on the edge of the bed, then knelt before her, spreading her legs gently. Eva leaned back on her elbows, her body trembling slightly as Martha's fingers explored her inner thighs, teasing, promising.

Martha leaned in, her breath warm against Eva's most sensitive flesh. She could smell Eva's arousal, sweet and intoxicating. She parted the soft folds with her fingers, revealing the glistening pink within.

The first touch of her tongue was gentle, experimental. Eva gasped, her hips jerking upward. Martha smiled against her, then began to explore in earnest, her tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles, learning every ridge, every sensitive spot.

Eva's moans filled the room, soft at first, then growing louder as Martha's ministrations became more confident. Her fingers tightened in Martha's hair, her body arching off the bed as Martha found a particularly sensitive spot.

"Right there," Eva gasped, her voice breathy. "Oh, God, right there!"

Martha obliged, focusing her attention on that spot, her tongue moving faster, her fingers joining in, sliding into Eva's wet heat, curling to find that special place inside.

Eva's body began to tremble, her breathing coming in short, sharp gasps. Martha could feel the tension building in Eva's thighs, the way her muscles tightened as she approached the edge.

Justin placed a finger to his lips, the gesture telling Eva to do her best to keep quiet. She nodded with understanding.

But Martha continued. Her fingers just seemed to pick up the pace. And the lashings from her tongue didn’t relent one bit.

Eva couldn’t handle it.

"Martha," Eva cried out, her voice breaking. "I'm... I'm going to..."

Martha didn't let up, her tongue moving faster, her fingers working in rhythm, pushing Eva closer and closer to the edge. And then, with a sharp cry, Eva shattered, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her.

“Oh my God!” Eva cried, doing a surprisingly good job of not screaming it.

Martha held Eva tight, guiding her through her orgasm, her tongue gentling, her fingers stilling as Eva rode out each and every wave. When Eva's body finally stilled, Martha pulled back, looking up at her with a satisfied smile.

"Wow," Eva breathed, her chest heaving. "Just... wow."

Martha stood up, leaning in to kiss Eva deeply, letting her taste herself on Martha's lips. Eva responded eagerly, her arms wrapping around Martha's neck, pulling her closer.

When they finally broke apart, Martha turned to Justin, who had been watching them with rapt attention. His eyes remained dark with that same desire, his hands clenched at his sides.

"Your turn," Martha said, her voice husky with arousal.

Justin didn't need to be told twice. He crossed the room in three strides, his hands immediately going to Martha's waist, pulling her close for a deep, passionate kiss. Martha could feel his hardness pressing against her through his jeans, and she moaned into his mouth.

Eva, now recovered, moved behind Martha, her hands coming around to cup Martha's breasts, her fingers teasing the hardened nipples. Martha gasped into Justin's mouth, her body responding to the dual sensations.

Justin's hands moved down Martha's back, over the curve of her ass, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. He broke the kiss, looking into her eyes as he slowly, deliberately, pulled them down her legs.

Martha stepped out of them, now completely naked between the two of them. She could feel the heat of their bodies, the intensity of their gazes, and it made her feel powerful, desired, alive.

Eva guided Martha to the bed, laying her down on her back. Martha watched as Eva positioned herself between Martha's legs, while Justin stripped himself, then moved to kneel beside her head.

Eva leaned in, her tongue finding Martha's clit with an accuracy that spoke of experience. Martha gasped, her hips arching off the bed as pleasure shot through her. At the same time, Justin's hands began to explore her body, his fingers tracing the curves of her breasts, her stomach, her hips.

Martha lifted her head up, beginning to softly suck Justin’s cock. He smiled down at her, perhaps more with his eyes than even his mouth. He was living every young man’s fantasy.

Martha was lost in a haze of sensation. Eva's tongue moved with a skill that belied her age, knowing exactly where to lick, where to suck, where to apply pressure. Justin's hands were everywhere, his touch firm but gentle, his fingers occasionally dipping between her legs to help Eva, his other hand teasing her nipples.

Martha continued to please Justin, speeding up gradually, though sometimes she had to stop to let out a moan. The pleasure was proving to be too much. She was loving this more than she ever thought she would.

The combination of sensations was overwhelming. Martha could feel the tension building inside her, a coil of pleasure tightening in her stomach. Her breathing grew ragged, her moans growing louder.

"God," she gasped, her hands tangling in the sheets. "Don't stop. Please don't stop!" Martha struggled to quiet down, though she knew she had to.

Eva followed her instructions. She didn't stop at all. She increased her pace, her tongue moving faster, her fingers joining in, sliding into Martha's wetness, curling to reach her g-spot. From the noises Martha was making, Eva knew she was doing a fantastic job of hitting it.

Justin leaned down, his cock now out of Martha’s mouth. He managed to capture one of Martha's nipples in his mouth, sucking gently, his tongue teasing the hardened peak.

That was all it took. With a sharp cry, Martha came, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her.

“Holy fuck! Oh my God that feels so good!”

When Martha's body finally stilled, Eva pulled back, a satisfied smile on her face. Justin released her nipple, leaning in to kiss her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers.

Martha lay panting on the bed, her body still humming with pleasure. She watched as Eva and Justin kissed, their bodies pressed together, their hands exploring each other.

When they finally broke apart, Martha reached out, pulling them both down into the bed with her.

“I don’t think we’re done yet,” Martha said, teasing both of them.

From the looks on Eva’s and Justin’s faces, she knew they both agreed.
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Chapter 8: More Than A Taste
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The air in Martha's bedroom was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, the only light still the soft silver glow from the street outside. They lay tangled together on the bed, a breathing, panting heap of limbs and satisfaction. Justin, propped on one elbow, watched the two women with a look of awe and pure, unadulterated lust. Martha and Eva were facing each other, their hands idly stroking each other's skin, their eyes heavy with post-orgasmic bliss.

A slow, wicked smile spread across Justin's face. He shifted, his hand moving from Martha's hip down, down further, until his fingers found the slick heat between her legs. Martha gasped softly, her body arching instinctively into his touch. He slid one finger inside her, then two, finding her already wet and swollen from her recent climax.

"Already ready for me, huh?" he murmured, his voice a low rumble.

Martha could only moan in response, her hips rocking against his hand. He pumped his fingers a few times, a deliberate, teasing motion, before withdrawing. He turned his attention to Eva, his hand moving across Martha's body to find Eva's core. She was just as ready, her pussy a welcoming warmth that engulfed his fingers instantly. Eva let out a shuddering breath, her eyes fluttering closed.

"God, you two," Justin breathed, pulling his hand back. He sat up, his chest heaving. "Lay side by side. I want to see you together."

Martha and Eva complied instantly, shifting on the bed until they lay shoulder to shoulder, their bodies touching from hip to knee. They turned to face each other, their hands finding each other's faces, their lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss. It was a kiss born of newfound intimacy, a dance of tongues and soft sighs that spoke of shared pleasure and the promise of more to come.

Justin knelt between their legs, his gaze sweeping over them. He positioned himself over Martha, his knees nudging her thighs apart. He looked down at her, his eyes dark and intense.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice husky.

Martha broke the kiss with Eva just long enough to look up at him and nod. "Yes," she whispered. "Now. Fuck me now."

He needed no further encouragement. He guided his hard cock to her entrance, the head sliding against her wetness before he pushed inside. He sank into her in one slow, deliberate thrust, burying himself in her.

Justin gave her a couple of slow, deep strokes. Then, "Shit!" he gasped, his head falling back. "Oh, fuck, Martha. You feel so good!"

She was tight, hot, and incredibly wet, her walls clenching around him in a way that made his toes curl. He began to move, his strokes slow at first, then faster, deeper, each one drawing a gasp from her lips. But the gasps were swallowed by Eva, who had turned to capture Martha's mouth in another searing kiss.

Martha was lost in a storm of sensation. Justin's cock pounding into her, filling her completely, and Eva's tongue in her mouth, her hands roaming over Martha's body. One of Eva's hands slid down between Martha's legs, her fingers finding Martha's clit and rubbing in tight, insistent circles.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Martha could feel her orgasm building already, a tsunami of pleasure beginning to build from deep within her. Her body tensed, her back arching off the bed. Justin's thrusts became harder, faster, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“Mmmm,” Martha groaned into Eva’s mouth.

The kissing continued. The wet kisses, deep thrusts, and moans were the only sounds emanating from the room.

The kiss broke apart for just one, brief moment. That was all it took for Martha to cry out “Oh fuck!”

Eva smirked at Justin. She knew he was doing a good job. They both were. Together.

Eva leaned in once more and the kissing resumed, as Martha’s groans grew both louder and more frequent.

"Come on, baby," Eva whispered against her mouth. "Let go. I want to feel you cum."

That was all it took. With a sharp cry that was swallowed by Eva's kiss, Martha’s composure shattered. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on Justin's cock as her orgasm shot the sensations of pleasure throughout her entire body. If Eva hadn't been there to muffle the sound, her scream of ecstasy would have surely woken the entire neighbourhood.

Justin felt her orgasm, her walls pulsing around him, and it took every ounce of his self-control not to follow her over the edge. He gritted his teeth, his movements slowing as she rode out her climax. When her body finally stilled, he pulled out, his cock glistening with her wetness.

He moved over to Eva, who was still kissing Martha, their tongues dancing in the aftermath of Martha's orgasm. 

“Oh my God. Oh my God.” Martha repeated quietly, again and again, between kisses.

Then, Justin positioned himself over Eva, his cock nudging at her entrance.

"Your turn," he growled.

Eva broke the kiss with Martha, turning to look up at him. Her blue eyes were brimming with want, her lips swollen from kissing. "Yes," she breathed. "Please."

He pushed into his girlfriend, and the feeling was just as incredible as it had been with Martha. She was tighter, younger, her pussy a hot, wet sheath that gripped him like a vise.

"Fuck," he groaned, his head falling forward. "Eva. You're so tight!"

Eva couldn’t help but giggle. “Thanks, baby.”

Justin began to move again, his strokes deep and powerful. Eva arched her back, her hands clutching at his shoulders. Martha, now recovered, turned to her, her lips finding Eva's in another passionate kiss.

Eva was caught between them, Justin's cock pounding into her from below, Martha's tongue in her mouth, her hands exploring Eva's body. Martha's fingers found Eva's nipples, teasing and tweaking them until they were hard, sensitive peaks. Eva's mouth fell open, a stream of moans and gasps escaping her lips, only to be captured again by Martha's hungry mouth.

Eva seemed to love looking at Justin, her eyes locked on his as he fucked her, a look of adoration and pure lust on her face. But she also seemed to love looking at Martha, her gaze shifting between Justin and the woman kissing her, touching her, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

Justin could feel Eva's orgasm building, her walls fluttering around him, her breathing coming in short, sharp gasps. He increased his pace, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, driving her closer and closer to the brink.

Martha could feel it too. She could feel the tension in Eva's body, the way her muscles tightened, the way her moans grew louder, more desperate. She broke the kiss, her lips moving to Eva's ear.

"Let go, baby," Martha whispered, her fingers still teasing Eva's nipples. "Cum for him. Cum for me."

Those words absolutely sent Eva. With a sharp, guttural cry that was again swallowed by Martha's kiss, Eva came. Her body convulsed, her pussy nearly squirting from the overwhelming feelings and sensations of pleasure.  Her scream of ecstasy was muffled by Martha's mouth, but the intensity of it was undeniable. Eva turned a bright red, blushing, even as she kept kissing Martha.

The sight and sound of Eva's orgasm, the feeling of her walls pulsing around him, was too much for Justin. He knew he couldn’t hold back any longer.

"Oh fuck!" he growled, his thrusts becoming rapid and erratic. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING!"

He pulled out at the last second, his cock erupting in a torrent of hot, sticky cum. It splashed across Eva's chest and neck, coating her breasts in a white, glistening sheen. Some of it dripped down her tits, pooling in the hollow of her throat.

Eva couldn’t help but laugh. Especially when Martha smiled and giggled along with her.

The three of them lay panting on the bed, their bodies slick with sweat and cum. They stared at each other, their eyes wide with a mixture of shock, awe, and pure, unadulterated satisfaction.

"Holy shit," Justin breathed, his chest heaving. "That was..."

"The sexiest thing ever," Martha finished, her voice husky.

Eva nodded, a wide, satisfied smile spreading across her face. "Definitely the sexiest thing ever."

They lay there for a long time, just breathing, just being, the aftermath of their shared pleasure settling over them like a warm, comfortable blanket. The night may have been over, but for now, they were content to just be together, three bodies, one soul, lost in the aftermath of the one of the most incredible experiences of their lives.

—
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THEY HAD ALL GOTTEN dressed in a comfortable silence. The kind of silence that didn't need filling. Martha pulled on her robe, Eva slipped back into her shorts and top, Justin zipped his jeans and ran a hand through his messy dark hair.

The first hints of grey light were creeping through the curtains. Sunrise was close. Too close.

Eva glanced at the window, then at Martha. "We should probably go. Before Charlie wakes up."

Justin nodded. "Yeah. We definitely can't be here when he gets up."

They gathered near the front door, the three of them standing in the dim hallway. The house was quiet. Charlie's door was still closed. The night felt like a dream that was already starting to fade.

Eva was the first to speak. "Thank you," she said softly. "For being so understanding. About Justin being over. And for everything."

Martha waved a hand. "No worries. Besides, if he hadn't been here, we wouldn't have got to..." She trailed off, a playful smile curling her lips.

Eva blushed. The pink crept up her neck and flooded her cheeks. "Yeah," she said quietly. "I guess not."

There was a pause. Eva shifted on her feet, suddenly unsure. "Speaking of... going forward... do we?" She gestured vaguely between the three of them. "I don't know what to say. Or what to do."

Martha reached out and touched Eva's arm, gentle and reassuring. "Eva, don't worry at all. We don't even have to discuss it. This can just be a one-time thing that we never talk about again." She laughed softly. "We can all just deny it ever happened. I'll pretend I don't know anything even if you bring it up."

Eva let out a breath. The tension in her shoulders melted away. She looked relieved. Grateful.

"Really?" Eva asked.

"Really," Martha said. "Charlie loves you. You're amazing with him. I hope you'll just keep babysitting in your regular capacity. Nothing has to change."

Eva smiled, bright and genuine. "Absolutely. I'd love that."

Justin opened the front door. The cool morning air drifted in, fresh and clean. He stepped outside, then turned back with a grin.

"Nice to meet you, Martha," he said.

Martha smiled back. "You too, Justin. Take care of her."

"I will," he said.

Eva paused at the threshold, looking back at Martha one last time. Her platinum blonde hair caught the faint light of dawn. Her beautiful blue eyes were warm.

"Thank you," Eva said again. Her voice was soft. Sincere.

Martha nodded. "Get home safe, you two."

Eva smiled and stepped out into the morning. Justin closed the door behind them. Martha stood in the hallway, listening to their footsteps fade down the front walk.

She leaned against the doorframe and let out a long breath. The night had been unexpected. Unforgettable. But some things were better left unspoken.

She pushed off the doorframe, walked to the kitchen, and started the coffee maker.

Charlie would be up soon. There was a day to start.

And for the first time in a long time, Martha felt ready for it.

She had the night she’d been dreaming of, after all.
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        She went to the gym to rebuild her body. She didn't expect to find the man who would rebuild her desire.
After four years of bending herself into shapes that suited a man who was never going to commit, Fiona is done. Now she's thirty-four, freshly single, and finally learning to treat herself like someone worth treating.
The gym becomes her sanctuary. The burn in her muscles, the quiet in her brain, the slow rediscovery of a body she'd forgotten she owned.
She's not looking for anyone. She's finally looking for herself.
Then she noticed him.
Uriah moves through the weight floor like he belongs there—tall, dark-skinned, confident without being loud. When they both reach for the same machine at the same moment, the universe has other plans.
His smile is easy. His conversation is effortless. And when he asks for her number, Fiona surprises herself by saying yes.
He's about to introduce her to pleasures she's only imagined.
From the slow burn of a first kiss to the breathtaking intensity of his hands on her body, Fiona discovers what it means to be truly wanted. Uriah is patient. He's commanding. He's everything she didn't know she needed.
By the time he's got her on her knees, she's surrendered completely—to him, to herself, to the raw, consuming passion she'd spent four years pretending she didn't crave.
One night changes everything. But morning brings a choice.
Exhausted, satisfied, wrapped in his arms as dawn breaks, Fiona faces a question she never expected: What happens now?
MILF: First Time Blacked is a scorching romance about second chances, self-discovery, and the kind of desire that doesn't ask permission. Perfect for readers who love slow-burn chemistry, interracial romance, and alpha heroes with emotional depth.
Scroll up and one-click now to join Fiona on her spicy, unexpected journey.
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