
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

My Math Tutor

An Age Gap Erotica


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

My Math Tutor
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Temptation in Bloom
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



My Math Tutor

It began, as so many formative chapters in a young man’s life do, with mathematics. Not with the elegant simplicity of algebra or the satisfying logic of geometry, but with the terrifying, incomprehensible beast that was advanced calculus. The symbols swam before my eyes like esoteric runes, a language I could not decipher, a code I could not crack. Each textbook page felt like a judgment, each unsolved problem a personal failing. This glaring ineptitude was thrown into sharp relief by the looming spectre of university entrance exams, a monolithic obstacle that stood between me and the future my parents had so meticulously planned. The pressure was a physical weight, a constant thrum of anxiety in my chest that made my food taste like ash and my sleep a shallow, restless affair.

My parents, pillars of success in their respective fields of corporate law and architectural design, were firm believers in the power of targeted investment. They viewed problems not as setbacks, but as projects requiring the correct allocation of resources. It had become clear, through a series of tense dinner-table conversations punctuated by the clinking of silverware and their disappointed sighs, that I was their latest, most critical project, one in urgent need of expert intervention. That expert, procured through a network of similarly successful friends, was Mrs. Jennifer Humphrey.

She entered my life not in a whirlwind of academic fervor, but with the quiet, deliberate presence of a librarian entering a hushed and sacred reading room. The day she arrived, the late afternoon sun cast long, rectangular patterns across the polished hardwood floors of our sterile, modern living room, a space defined by chrome, glass, and a distinct lack of warmth. The doorbell chimed, a crisp, electronic sound, and my mother, her face arranged in an expression of bright, determined optimism, went to answer it.

My first memory of Mrs. Humphrey is framed by that doorway. She stood there, a figure seemingly cut from the fabric of another era, a stark contrast to our sleek, minimalist world. She was clad in a tweed skirt of a muted herringbone pattern, its hem falling to a sensible, unflirtatious point well below the knee. A simple, high-collared blouse, the color of old ivory and made of a stiff, unforgiving cotton, was buttoned primly to the throat. Her hair, a shade of brown that seemed to absorb the light rather than reflect it, was gathered in a severe bun at the nape of her neck, a tightly-wound fortress that allowed no stray strands to escape its disciplined hold.

Her face, though possessed of a pleasant bone structure, was entirely devoid of makeup, a clean-scrubbed canvas. It was a face defined by its intelligence, an impression amplified by the large, tortoiseshell glasses that magnified her clear, perceptive eyes. From the fine, web-like lines that fanned from the corners of those eyes when she smiled faintly at my mother, I estimated she was in her late forties. She was the very picture of a respectable, slightly dowdy academic, the embodiment of everything my own youthful world was not.

My parents, all effusive smiles and brisk, confident handshakes, performed the introductions with a palpable sense of relief, as if handing over a difficult case file. “Oliver, this is the wonderful Mrs. Humphrey,” my father boomed, his voice a little too loud in the quiet room. “She’s come with the most glowing of recommendations. The absolute best.”

“It is a genuine pleasure to meet you, Oliver,” she said, and her voice surprised me. It was calm and exquisitely measured, each word articulated with precision, yet it held a warmth that seemed entirely at odds with her austere appearance. It was a voice like warm honey, smooth and rich, that belied the starchy blouse and severe hairstyle. She extended a hand, and her grip was firm, her skin cool and dry. “Your mother has given me to understand that you and integrals are not currently on the best of terms.”

The directness of her statement, coupled with the gentle amusement in her tone, disarmed me completely. I felt a hot flush creep up my neck and into my cheeks, the familiar sting of embarrassment. I managed a weak, lopsided smile that felt more like a grimace. “You could certainly say that. We’re more like mortal enemies.”

Our sessions were held twice a week, not in the soulless quiet of my house, but at hers. She lived in a charming but cluttered Victorian semi-detached on the older, leafier side of town, a world away from the manicured lawns and stark geometry of my neighborhood. Her house was a sanctuary of lived-in comfort, and it greeted me each time with a complex, layered scent that I came to crave: the dry, vanillin fragrance of old books, the rich, sweet perfume of beeswax polish on aging wood, and the constant, comforting aroma of freshly brewing tea, usually a robust Earl Grey whose bergamot notes hung in the air like a ghost.

Her study was the heart of this world. Dust motes, like tiny, glittering fairies, danced in the thick shafts of afternoon light that streamed through the tall, mullioned bay window. They illuminated shelves that groaned, literally audibly creaking at times, under the staggering weight of their cargo. There were not just the expected math textbooks, their spines cracked and pages dog-eared, but immense, leather-bound volumes of history, well-thumbed paperbacks of philosophy, glossy collections of Renaissance art, and slim, elegant books of classical literature and poetry.

Mrs. Jennifer Humphrey, it turned out, had entered my life under the guise of a private mathematics tutor, but her real curriculum, her true passion, was far broader and infinitely more ambitious. Hired by my parents to secure my place at a prestigious university, I quickly discovered she was an erudite woman of formidable intellect, capable of speaking knowledgeably and passionately on any subject, a quality she was subtly, yet relentlessly, keen for me to cultivate in myself.

“A developed mind is not a silo, Oliver,” she would say, her voice gentle but firm. She would pause our work on the treacherous slopes of differential equations, her finger marking our place, and pivot on her worn wooden chair to pull down a book of Keats’s poetry. “It’s a garden. One cannot simply cultivate a single, perfect rose while letting the rest of the plot run to weeds. You must tend to all the beds, the history, the art, the literature, if you want any of it to truly flourish. An elegant proof,” she once told me, tapping a page of complex formulas, “has the same internal beauty, the same structural harmony, as a well-composed sonnet. You must learn to see the connections, the echoes between disciplines.”

Over the ensuing months, she did far more than just drill abstract formulas into my recalcitrant head. She undertook a complete renovation of my intellectual architecture. She taught me not just what to think, but how to think. She showed me how to deconstruct an argument, how to trace an idea through history, how to appreciate the spare, breathtaking elegance of a mathematical proof as a form of high art. Under her patient guidance, the terrifying runes of calculus slowly began to rearrange themselves into a language I could not only read, but also appreciate. My grades, to my parents’ profound relief, improved dramatically. By the time the trees outside her study window were bursting with the tender green of spring, the thick, cream-colored acceptance letter from my first-choice university was in my hands.

My parents were ecstatic, their relief and pride a noisy, celebratory force in our quiet house. Their investment had paid off spectacularly. For me, however, beneath the genuine gratitude and sense of accomplishment, there was a strange and unexpected pang of loss. The prospect of no longer having my twice-weekly sessions in that dusty, sunlit study, of no longer breathing in that unique scent of books and tea, of no longer having her calm, warm voice guiding me through complexity, left a surprising and hollow void in the landscape of my future.

While awaiting the start of the academic year, I’d taken a year out, a gap year that was supposed to be a grand tour of youthful discovery, filled with backpacking across Southeast Asia and finding myself in far-flung hostels. Instead, due to a farcical series of minor catastrophes, a stolen passport just weeks before departure, a travel partner’s sudden appendicitis, and a short-lived but costly bout of mononucleosis, it had devolved into a prolonged, anticlimactic stay in my hometown. During this liminal period, adrift and aimless, I remained in everyday contact with Jennifer. That, I discovered, was what Mrs. Humphrey now insisted I call her.

“Mrs. Humphrey was your tutor, Oliver,” she had corrected me one sun-drenched afternoon as we sat in her garden, the clink of our teacups a gentle counterpoint to the buzzing of bees in the lavender. “Jennifer is your friend.”

The correction marked a subtle but profound shift in the dynamic of our relationship. The formal architecture of student and teacher was dismantled, replaced by something warmer, more nebulous, and infinitely more comfortable. I was no longer her student but a sort of friendly handyman and companion. I found purpose in her sprawling, slightly wild garden, wrestling the overgrown wisteria into submission, its thick, woody vines resisting like stubborn limbs, the air filling with the green, sappy smell of its cut stems.

I spent a whole afternoon polishing her old, reliable sedan until it gleamed, the scent of carnauba wax sharp in my nostrils, the repetitive, circular motion of the cloth a strange form of meditation. I did other such menial chores, fixing a loose floorboard, clearing out her gutters clogged with autumn leaves, and in return, she would pay me not with money, but with glorious, home-cooked lunches, endless pots of tea, and conversation that continued to stretch and challenge my mind.

We genuinely enjoyed each other’s company. Jennifer treated me like a grown-up, which at twenty I suppose I was, though I rarely felt it. She never condescended, a habit I was all too familiar with from other adults. She never treated my burgeoning opinions as juvenile or half-formed. She listened, her head tilted slightly, her intelligent eyes focused on me from behind her glasses, giving my words a weight and validity they had never before possessed. It was a novel and deeply gratifying experience. So it seemed entirely natural, at least in retrospect, that our relationship, already so transformed, must evolve yet again.

At that time, I never once considered Jennifer sexually attractive. Her unfashionable and outmoded appearance, which had seemed so alien in my parents’ modern home, now felt as comfortable and familiar as the worn armchair in her study. It seemed to perfectly reflect a woman her age, late forties, I still estimated, who had prioritized intellect over aesthetics. Her wardrobe was a consistent uniform of practicality: baggy corduroy trousers that made a soft whf-whf sound when she walked, sensible, thick-soled flat shoes, and shapeless woolen cardigans in shades of beige, moss green, and navy, worn over those same prim, high-collared blouses.

Don’t get me wrong, she always looked smart in her own particular way. There was an occasional dash of understated elegance, a well-proportioned symmetry in the way she might pair a silk scarf with a cardigan, a certain put-togetherness that bespoke a deep well of self-respect. But I simply didn’t look upon her as a sexually desirable woman. The category did not exist in my mind. She was Jennifer, my friend, my mentor, a figure of profound intellectual comfort, as asexual in my perception as a piece of well-made, beloved antique furniture.

However, that deeply ingrained perception was about to be utterly and irrevocably shattered. It happened on a Tuesday in late September, one of those perfect autumn days when the air is crisp, and the light has a golden quality. I arrived ready to help clear her garden beds, but when she answered the door, I blinked, a flicker of genuine confusion passing through me. For a split second, I thought I had come to the wrong house.

Her severe, tightly-wound bun was gone, replaced by a cascade of soft auburn waves that brushed her shoulders, shimmering with tones of copper and gold I’d never imagined her hair possessed. The style softened her features, lending a grace to her jawline. Her tortoiseshell glasses were absent; without them, her eyes seemed startlingly large and expressive. A skillful application of mascara and a touch of rose-colored lipstick gave her mouth a fuller, more defined shape. It was as if a dusty painting had been expertly restored. Jennifer was suddenly, undeniably, exuding sexual appeal.

She wore dark, tailored denim jeans that hugged the gentle curve of her hips and thighs, paired with a simple cream-colored jumper of some fine-knit material that draped over her figure with a fluid grace rather than obscuring it. For the very first time, I was consciously, acutely aware that she had a figure. And, my mind registered with a jolt, it was a very good one.

“Oliver,” she smiled, brighter and less restrained than I’d ever seen. “You’re right on time. The coffee’s just brewed.” Her voice held the same warmth, but now there was a playful lilt to it, a new note of confidence that resonated deep inside me.

Intellectual supposition was a pale thing compared to this stunning reality. That first sighting was just the explosive beginning. The following week, her shapeless wool cardigans were gone, replaced by a smartly tailored jacket with a cinched waist. Prim cotton blouses gave way to smooth, liquid satin in jewel tones, unbuttoned one, sometimes even two, buttons lower than she ever had before. That small change created a revolution in my perception, displaying a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage, the soft, pale skin, and gentle swell of her breasts. That previously uncharted territory became a landscape of immense, almost agonizing interest, a focal point my eyes were helplessly drawn to again and again.

Jennifer’s sexual metamorphism was fascinating to witness for a guy my age, a slow, deliberate unveiling that felt both radical in its departure from her former self and yet somehow entirely natural, as if this was the person she had always been underneath. Her choice of skirts changed dramatically, from the ankle-sweeping, heavy tweeds of my tutoring days to close-fitting pencil or flirtatious skater designs that stopped precisely at the knee. This new hemline was a revelation, demonstrating that she had a backside and legs worth not just noticing, but actively ogling. As she moved about her kitchen, reaching for a jar or bending to the oven, my gaze would follow the elegant curve of her calf, the sudden, enticing flare of her hip beneath the fabric.

There was also a more noticeable, though always tasteful, use of make-up. A hint of shimmering shadow on her eyelids that made her eyes look deeper, a slick of gloss on her lips that drew my attention whenever she spoke, making me wonder what they would feel like. She started wearing a new perfume, a light, complex floral scent with a warm, woody base that lingered in a room after she’d left. It was a ghost of her presence that I began to associate with a pleasant, unfamiliar tightening in my groin, a physical clenching of anticipation and desire. Indeed, the Mrs. Humphrey of just a few months ago became barely recognizable as the same woman who now poured my coffee, her new fragrance mingling with the steam.

I realized Jennifer’s potent new allure was having a profound and undeniable effect on me when the throbbing, insistent erections became noticeably, infuriatingly bedeviling. They were sneaky, traitorous things, arriving without warning, triggered by the simplest of things: the way she crossed her legs, the musical sound of her laugh, the scent of her perfume on the air. I had to develop a whole new repertoire of subtle tics and movements to manage them: new ways to sit, to casually cross my legs just so, to strategically place a book or a decorative cushion on my lap with an air of nonchalance I was far from feeling.

The private torment was most acute when we were sitting opposite each other in the cozy, chintz armchairs of her living room, the late afternoon sun slanting between us, ostensibly discussing a new novel or a political event. Her skirt, a soft wool or a rustling silk, would ride up alarmingly as she crossed her legs, a casual, unconscious movement on her part that was an act of exquisite torture for me. It displayed the perfect shape of her legs and the curve of her thighs, sheathed in stockings of the sheerest silk that shimmered faintly in the lamplight.

And then, if I was phenomenally lucky, if the angle was just right and she shifted slightly, I’d catch a fleeting, heart-stopping glimpse of a lacy hem belonging to a slip clinging to her upper thigh, a secret, feminine detail that sent a bolt of lightning through my nervous system. This woman, my former tutor, had become a powerful, irresistible sexual magnet for my youthful, burgeoning lust, and I began to wonder with increasing desperation if Jennifer was even remotely aware of the devastating impact she was having on me.

Did she see the slight, tell-tale bulge straining the fly of my jeans? Did she notice the way my eyes would snag, helplessly, on the V of her blouse when she leaned forward to pour more tea? For instance, I’d wonder in a hot flush of panic, could she tell when I had an erection? Did she consider my suddenly frequent visits to her upstairs bathroom were of a more nefarious nature than just washing my hands or having a quick whiz? Did Jennifer, in her wildest imaginings, actually realize that her newfound, radiant sexuality was causing me to fantasize about touching every inch of her body, and to secretly, shamefully, masturbate in her bathroom?

The first time it happened, it was an act of pure, desperate compulsion. She wore a deep burgundy velvet dress that clung to her every curve. We were in her kitchen making sandwiches when she leaned over the counter to retrieve a jar of mustard, the innocent movement causing the dress to pull taut across her backside. The fabric stretched, outlining with shocking clarity the perfect, round shape of her buttocks and the unmistakable line of her panties beneath. The image was seared into my brain. Minutes later, my hands trembling, I mumbled an excuse and bolted upstairs.

I locked myself in her bathroom, my heart hammering, my jeans an unbearably tight cage for my instantly raging erection. Leaning against the cool porcelain of the sink, I closed my eyes, the image of her arse in that dress replaying on a relentless, electrifying loop. It was then that I discovered Jennifer’s nightdress hanging on a brass hook behind the door, made of a heavy, liquid silk the color of milky coffee. Its sensual aroma drew me closer, a magnetic pull I was powerless to resist; it was her perfume, but deeper, intimately blended with the unique, musky scent of her own skin.

My fingers trembling, I clutched the impossibly cool silk and pressed it against my face, inhaling her presence, electrified by the certain knowledge that this nightwear had so recently been in direct contact with the most intimate parts of Jennifer’s body. The thought sent a jolt of pure, white-hot electricity through me, short-circuiting all rational thought. Without a moment’s hesitation, guided by a primal force, I unzipped my jeans and withdrew my aching, throbbing cock. With a sense of profane reverence, I wrapped it in the smooth, cool folds of her nightdress, cocooning my erection in the very fabric that had so recently held her warmth. The sensation was immediate and utterly sublime. I began to stroke its rigidity through the lustrous, slippery fabric, affording my knob a brand new sexual experience my own hand could never replicate.

That was the moment I discovered the profound, almost spiritual erotic appeal of lingerie. The sheer, forbidden thrill energized my hand to move faster, a frantic race towards an explosive happening that left me breathless. Unable to administer any restraint in the final, shuddering moments, I pumped a thick, hot mass of cum deep into the folds of Jennifer’s nightdress, leaving a stark, milky, damning stain on the beautiful coffee-colored silk.

After the blinding flash of pleasure passed, a cold, nauseating dread washed over me at the sight of the mess I’d made. My cum was a glaringly obvious beacon of my guilt. Panicked, I frantically tried to dab away my cum with toilet paper, but only succeeded in smearing it deeper into the fibers, leaving a faint, sticky, slightly crusty residue as it began to dry. I prayed it would somehow become invisible. Shaking, my fingers clumsy, I zipped myself up, washed my hands with vigor, and fled the bathroom, feeling like the world’s biggest, most perverted criminal.

I purposely and cowardly kept out of her way for the next few days, inventing a series of increasingly flimsy excuses over the phone, a sudden head cold, a family obligation, a phantom freelance project. I was terrified she’d discover the mysterious mark on her nightdress and put two and two together, connecting my sudden, extended bathroom visit with the inexplicable soil. The shame was a hot, indigestible coal in my stomach.

Instead of facing her, I spent time with my current girlfriend, Charlotte. Our encounters, which consisted mostly of heavy petting sessions in the back of my car, felt clumsy, awkward, and profoundly juvenile in comparison to the white-hot intensity of my fantasies about Jennifer. I tried to make headway, fumbling to finger her pussy through the rough denim of her jeans, and on one occasion, even managed to feel her naked breasts under her t-shirt. It was all very frustrating and deeply unsatisfying. Charlotte was sweet, pretty, and kind, but cautious to a fault, and our clumsy fumblings lacked the potent, forbidden, soul-shaking thrill I had just experienced with a simple piece of silk.

When I did finally pluck up enough courage to visit Jennifer again, it was with a profound and gut-wrenching trepidation. I walked up her familiar garden path, the crunch of gravel under my feet sounding like thunder in the quiet air, feeling like a condemned man approaching the gallows. I rehearsed a dozen different apologies and denials in my head, each one more pathetic than the last. However, when the door opened, she greeted me at with her usual warm, radiant smile, offering no sign of suspicion or anger. There was no mention of any inexplicable soiling of her nightdress. Our relationship seemed to fall back into its comfortable groove; the easy conversation flowed over tea and homemade biscuits, though I found it almost physically impossible to meet her eyes for more than a fleeting second at a time, terrified she might see the guilt written all over my face.

A couple of days later, feeling a little bolder, I called on Jennifer in the morning. I found her in the kitchen doing the dishes, her back to me as she stood at the large porcelain sink. Bright morning sunlight streamed through the window above the sink, creating a soft, hazy halo effect around her auburn hair. We greeted one another cheerily, the atmosphere light and blissfully normal. I felt the tight knot of anxiety in my stomach begin to recede. I sat down at the small, worn kitchen table and poured myself a cup of tea from the pot she’d left out, all the while surreptitiously ogling the glorious vision of Jennifer’s rear.

She was wearing a dress of gossamer thin, green material that looked like a soft, clingy jersey. The tight-fitting garment clung to her curves in a most erotic and revealing manner, outlining the generous swell of her hips and the perfect roundness of her buttocks, highlighting the fact that even at this early time of the day she took the trouble to look immaculate and alluring.

My eyes, however, were drawn downwards. I noticed how her legs below the knee-length skirt were sheathed in a fine, sheer mesh with a dark, impeccably straight seam running down the back. My gaze traced that perfect black line from the elegant heel of her modest pumps up the shapely curve of her calf until it vanished into the tantalizing shadows beneath the hem of her dress. I found myself wondering with a sudden intensity whether they were stockings or pantyhose like my girlfriend usually wore. I mention this in light of the fact that, since Jennifer had begun to wear such stylish clothes, and I’d experienced the transcendental thrill of handling her silk nightdress, I had developed a growing, almost academic penchant to learn more about Jennifer’s lingerie choices and what she liked to wear beneath her elegant new wardrobe. The seamed stockings felt like a clue, a deliberate, tantalizing signal of a hidden, sophisticated sensuality.

I was in the midst of a deep, lustful admiration of the faint outline of her bra strap beneath the thin green fabric when I noticed that Jennifer’s shoulders were shaking. It was a subtle, almost imperceptible tremor at first, then a more pronounced, rhythmic shudder. My lust evaporated in an instant, replaced by a cold prickle of alarm. I deduced she must be sobbing.

“Is there something wrong, Jennifer?” I asked sympathetically, my voice soft in the quiet kitchen.

My concern must have touched a raw nerve. She dropped the dish mop into the soapy water of the wash-up bowl with a sudden splash and leaned her elbows heavily on the sink edge. Her head bowed, she began crying unashamedly, her shoulders heaving with silent, racking sobs. The sound of her quiet, desperate weeping filled the sunlit kitchen, a sound of profound grief that seemed to absorb all the light and warmth from the room. I stood up immediately and went to her, my earlier lust forgotten, utterly replaced by a wave of genuine, heartfelt worry.

“Whatever is the matter?” I asked again, putting my hands gently on her trembling shoulders and giving them a soft squeeze. Her shoulders felt delicate and fragile beneath my palms. She placed her own wet hands on top of mine, her skin warm and slick with soap. ‘Can I help?’ Jennifer straightened up slowly, took a deep, shuddering breath, and turned to face me. Her beautiful eyes were red-rimmed and glistening with unshed tears, her carefully applied makeup slightly smudged into dark crescents beneath her lower lashes. In that moment, as we looked directly into one another’s eyes, I felt a powerful, invisible shift in the atmosphere. I perceived that our friendship had gravitated to a higher, more vulnerable plain, a place of deeper, more frightening intimacy.

“Oh, Oliver, I’m so sorry. You shouldn’t have to see me like this,” she whispered, her voice thick and broken. “There is nothing wrong, not really. It’s simply that… I’ve been thinking about my husband. Robert. The anniversary of his death is today.” As she spoke his name, fresh tears filled Jennifer’s eyes once more and began to spill silently down her cheeks.

Putting my arms around her seemed the only natural, human thing to do in the circumstances, a simple act of comfort for a grieving friend. So that’s what I did. I pulled her gently against my chest and held her, one hand stroking her back in what I hoped was a soothing, comforting rhythm. What I was not in any way prepared for was Jennifer’s response. I was expecting only a maternal, or perhaps sisterly, embrace, a brief moment of shared sorrow. Instead, she reciprocated by blatantly, shockingly, pressing her body hard against mine and hugging me back with a fierce, desperate tightness. She buried her face in the curve of my neck, letting out a long, ragged sigh, acknowledging not just my concern, but something more. Her arms locked around my back, holding me with a surprising, almost possessive strength.

“Thank you for being here at the right moment, Oliver,” she whispered, her breath hot and moist against my skin, sending an involuntary shiver chasing down my spine. “I just wanted someone to hold me close and tell me they care.” Embracing Jennifer, feeling the soft, full weight of her breasts crushed against my chest, the gentle curve of her stomach against mine, her scent filling my senses, felt simultaneously comforting and overwhelmingly, dangerously wonderful.

“I do care about you, Jennifer,” I answered, and the words were utterly, completely true. “Very much.”

“Do you, Oliver?” she replied, her voice muffled by the fabric of my shirt. She seemed to intensify her body pressure, shifting her hips slightly, a small, almost imperceptible movement that brought the undeniable heat of her groin into direct, electrifying contact with the front of my jeans.

I felt an instant, powerful, and entirely traitorous reaction. My cock, which had been peacefully dormant, surged to life, hardening with breathtaking, painful speed. I was beginning to feel intensely, agonizingly uncomfortable, my erection impossible to disguise, a solid, prominent ridge pressing insistently against her soft belly. I prayed to a god I didn’t believe in that she wouldn’t notice, but the thought was absurd; a blind man could have noticed.

She lifted her head from my neck and looked up at me, her tear-filled eyes searching my face with a new, unnerving intensity. “What do you see when you look at me, Oliver? Just an older woman? A friend? A substitute mother?”

I felt completely unnerved at her line of questioning, the sudden, jarring shift in tone from grief to something I couldn’t name. What did she want to hear? What was the correct answer? I simply didn’t know how to respond. In that moment, I felt profoundly young and immature in the complex ways of women, caught in a delicate, shimmering web I didn’t understand how to navigate.

“I’m not sure what you mean, Jennifer.” My voice was a croak.

“Well, for example,” she continued, her voice steady now, her gaze unwavering and sharp as a shard of glass, “putting aside the huge, obvious age difference between us, do you find me attractive?”

My throat went dry. The air in the kitchen felt thick, heavy, charged with an electric potential that made the hairs on my arms stand on end. “Yes,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse and barely audible. “Yes, I do.” Then, emboldened by a strange, reckless courage that bubbled up from some unknown wellspring within me, I added, “Very attractive.”

“Really! In what way?” Jennifer sounded genuinely surprised, though I could see a glint in her eye that might have been amusement, or perhaps triumph. My raw candor seemed to please her. The situation was becoming simultaneously more troublesome and more profoundly, terrifyingly electrifying with every passing second.

She persisted.

“Just attractive, as an older woman, you admire? Or… attractive as someone you’d like to date?” Jennifer delivered the question with a slow, deliberate roll of her groin over my straining erection. The movement was calculated.

My lungs struggled for air, a flush of intense heat spreading across my face. Should I pull away and retreat to the safety of our friendship? It was one thing fantasizing about intimacy with her, but holding her close, feeling her body actively engage with mine, was a terrifyingly exhilarating thing.

“Well, Oliver?” she prompted softly, her voice a purr. “Have you ever fantasised about having sex with an older lady?” The question hung between us, shimmering with danger. Before I could scramble for an answer, she calmly delivered her bombshell. “About having… carnal relations with a mature woman? An older lady wearing meticulously chosen, erotic lingerie, perhaps?”

My heart stopped. Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper that slid into my ear. “Or perhaps wearing an elegant silk nightdress?” She knew. Her enigmatic smile confirmed an absolute certainty of my secret deed in her bathroom. She held my gaze, letting the full weight of my humiliation sink in.

Then she pushed away just enough to look me squarely in the eye. “Well, Oliver, have you got an answer?” I couldn’t meet her gaze, my mind a roaring blank. I was profoundly out of my depth. Seeing my pathetic state, Jennifer’s expression softened with a flicker of compassion.

“I don’t mean to embarrass you, Oliver, but my question is serious, and I require an honest answer.” She took a step back, gesturing toward my crotch with a subtle nod. “And judging by your… very obvious physical reaction, you’re definitely interested in the prospect. So, what I need to know is, could that older woman be me?”

The blunt directness of it was like a punch to the gut. All artifice, all coyness, was gone. It was time, I realized with a jolt, to man up. The fear and the shame were still there, swirling in my stomach like poison, but underneath them, a powerful, unstoppable wave of pure exhilaration was rising, threatening to drown everything else.

With my heart beating wildly against my ribs like a war drum and my mouth as dry as dust, I managed to force an answer from my paralyzed throat. “Jennifer… you’re a wonderful, beautiful lady… and if I was absolutely, one hundred percent certain you weren’t teasing me… then yes. Yes, I would love to have sex with you!”

There was a moment of pregnant, loaded hesitation, a single heartbeat suspended in time, before our lips met. She closed the small, charged distance between us in an instant, and her mouth claimed mine. All the pent-up tension, the unspoken longing, the weeks and months of simmering, forbidden attraction, spilt forth in a deluge. Jennifer, my prim and proper tutor, turned into a wild thing. Her initial kiss was not tender or gentle, but hungry, demanding, almost violent.

She nibbled my lips, then sucked on my tongue, her groin shamelessly grinding and rubbing in a circular motion over my erection, which felt like it might burst through the denim of my jeans. She was entirely in charge of the moment, a whirlwind of unabashed passion and intent, giving me little chance to demonstrate my own clumsy, amorous capability. I had no idea Jennifer could possess such powerful, raw emotion, but I was so glad, so incredibly, dizzyingly glad, she was sharing it with me now.

It took me a long time to get my bearings, to realize that I should probably contribute to this explosive, unfolding sexual scenario. When I finally did, I started by forcing my tongue past her teeth, eagerly exploring the wet, slick heat of her mouth. Jennifer moaned with pleasure, a deep, throaty sound that vibrated through her body directly into mine. Her exaggerated, shameless groin-massaging of my erection intensified, a frantic, circular motion that sent shockwaves of pure, unadulterated pleasure through me. I moved my own mouth from hers, kissing her jaw, her neck, nibbling the delicate, perfumed skin behind her ears as she writhed and groaned against me, her urgency both a shocking revelation and a powerful inspiration for me to explore her body further.

My hands, which had been passively, almost timidly holding her, came alive. They ran up and down her back, over the smooth, thin fabric of her green dress, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath. My fingers found a new fascination in the crisp, rigid outline of her bra, tracing the band and straps before settling decisively upon her arse cheeks. I squeezed them aggressively, feeling the firm, ripe flesh yield under my grip, an action that forced her pelvis even harder onto my rigid, straining cock.

It was pure, unadulterated, electrifying magic. Then, just as I felt I was about to lose all control, to spill my seed right there in her sunlit kitchen, Jennifer broke the clinch and stood away from me. We were both breathing hard, our chests heaving from our wanton, desperate embrace. I stared at her, her lips swollen and cherry-red, her eyes dark and clouded with passion. In that moment, my nascent love for older women was firmly and irrevocably cemented.

“How was that,” she panted, a triumphant, challenging glint in her eyes, “compared to kissing your young girlfriend?” Jennifer wanted to know. I looked deep into her eyes, no longer afraid or ashamed to meet her gaze.

“Sensational,” I managed to whisper, my voice thick and husky. “There is no comparison.”

A triumphant, deeply satisfied smile played on her lips. “Come with me, young man,” Jennifer said, taking my hand, her cool fingers lacing through mine. Our destination, I knew instinctively, with a thrilling, terrifying certainty, was her bedroom.

On entering her room, a space I had only ever glimpsed surreptitiously from the hallway as a forbidden sanctuary of calm and order, the atmosphere changed instantly. The air here was still and heavy, filled with golden dust motes dancing in the shafts of afternoon sun that pierced the slatted blinds. She went directly to the antique dressing table, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor before being muffled by a plush, cream-coloured rug, to check her make-up in the ornate, silver-backed mirror. The room smelled powerfully of her, that same floral, complex feminine scent from the bathroom, jasmine, perhaps, or gardenia, but stronger here, layered and lived-in, woven into the very fabric of the curtains, the carpet, and the duvet. It was an intoxicating, enveloping cloud that made my head spin.

“I need to touch up after our… little encounter,” she admitted, leaning into the glass and dabbing at the corner of her mouth with a delicate, manicured fingertip to correct a smudge. Her reflection caught my eye, composed, elegant, yet with a wildness in the eyes that hadn’t been there before. “Can’t have you seeing me as less than perfect. Why don’t you sit on the bed and… reacquaint yourself with my nightdress. Don’t be shy this time.”

Feeling a fresh, hot wave of mortification wash over me at Jennifer’s pointed words, a heat that started in my chest and burned all the way up to the tips of my ears, I nevertheless did as she asked. My legs felt heavy, like lead, as I walked over and sat on the edge of her large, neatly made bed. The mattress was firm but yielding, the duvet cover a high-thread-count cotton that felt cool against my sweating palms. The infamous silk nightdress was laid out next to me, spread across the floral pattern as if on display in a museum of my own depravity.

My shameful handiwork was hideously visible in the soft afternoon light slanting through the window. The faint, stiffened stain on the coffee-colored silk caught the light, a crusty map of my earlier, unsupervised lust. It looked stark and undeniable against the dark, liquid sheen of the fabric. Yet, its sensual appeal, even with my disgraceful mark upon it, or perhaps because of it, was once more impossible to ignore. The memory of the silk sliding over my skin came rushing back, a tactile phantom. I wanted to reach out, to run my fingers over the material one more time, to feel its cool, liquid smoothness and hear that quiet swish of expensive fabric.

“It’s a shame you haven’t been around for the last few days,” she said conversationally, her tone casual, drastically at odds with the pounding of my heart. Her back was still to me as she methodically applied a fresh, bold coat of red lipstick, the tube glinting in her hand. “Because if you had been, you would have discovered more of my lingerie lying around in the bathroom. Stockings, perhaps, or a lace slip. Further titillating items you might have wrapped around your cock and jerked off into.”

Jennifer’s shocking directness was profoundly discomfiting, a deliberate, merciless stripping away of all my pretenses and remaining shame. It felt as though she were peeling back the layers of my politely raised persona to reveal the desperate, horny creature beneath. Her openness was challenging, almost aggressive, but her language was what truly made my breath catch. It was so frank, so wonderfully, deliciously coarse coming from the woman who had taught me about the sublime beauty of Keats and the cold logic of logarithmic functions. To hear those words in her cultured teacher’s voice was something else entirely. It was shockingly, powerfully, profoundly arousing, sending a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

But it was nothing compared to what she said next. She capped her lipstick with a soft, definitive click that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet room. She turned on the upholstered stool to face me, the velvet seat swiveling silently. She looked like a queen addressing her subject, regal and commanding, her legs crossed at the ankles. She fixed me with a stare that pinned me to the duvet and said, “Oliver, I want you to take your clothes off.”

“What!” I declared, the word escaping me in an undignified, adolescent squeak that cracked in the middle, betraying my utter lack of composure.

“You heard me,” she said, her voice dropping an octave, becoming smoky and serious. “Strip off. And while you do it, you can show me exactly how you masturbated and came on my nightdress.”

I hesitated, a profound feeling of mingled humiliation and excitement freezing my limbs. My brain was firing conflicting signals: run away, obey, hide, show off. This was a test, I realized. A strange, erotic price of admission to the next stage of whatever this relationship was becoming. Jennifer stood up from the dressing table with a fluid, feline grace, the movement rippling through her body, and came to stand before me. She was so close our knees were almost touching; I could smell the fresh application of her lipstick and the heat radiating from her body.

“Come on, Oliver, there’s no need to be bashful. We’re past that, aren’t we? I want to see how big your cock is.” When I still couldn’t move, rooted to the spot by a potent cocktail of shame and overwhelming desire that made my hands shake, she smiled. It was a knowing, patient smile. “Perhaps this might encourage you.”

So saying, Jennifer reached behind her back, her posture arching slightly, thrusting her chest out. Her long, elegant fingers found the small, hidden toggle at the nape of her neck. With a flick of her wrist, she lowered the zip of her green dress. It made a soft, rasping sound, like a drawn-out whisper or tearing paper, as it travelled down the delicate vertebrae of her spine. I watched, mesmerized, as the fabric parted to reveal the creamy, pale skin of her back, inch by tantalizing inch. “I think you can do the rest, Oliver.”

Galvanized into action as if by an electric shock, my paralysis broke. I stood up, my legs slightly wobbly, and embraced her alluring body. My trembling hands found the warm metal of the zipper tab and tugged it the rest of the way down to the small of her back. The sound was louder now, a crescendo of unveiling. Then, slowly, reverently, I tugged the dress sleeves down her smooth, warm arms. The soft jersey fabric slid over her skin like water, piling at her elbows before falling away completely.

As I peeled the dress away, it exposed an erotic, breathtaking vision that seared itself onto my retinas: a mint green bra and matching panties that contrasted beautifully with her pale skin. The bra was a masterpiece of structural engineering, filled to overflowing with the firm-looking, creamy flesh of her tits. My mouth dropped open, my throat going dry as I stared at the vision of the green silk lingerie and the canopy of intricate, cream-colored lace that adorned the upper edge of the cups. The perfectly shaped, heavy orbs were crushed together by the clever wiring of the bra, creating a deep, shadowed cleavage of divine, worship-worthy proportions. I could see the faint blue veins beneath the translucent skin of her chest, a detail that made the sight intimately real.

She took my hands in hers, her palms were cool, mine were sweating, and brought them up to her breasts, placing my palms over them. “You can caress them and look at them at the same time,” Jennifer whispered, her voice husky and thick with arousal, vibrating against the quiet air of the room.

I cupped each one, the silk cool and smooth beneath my palms, contrasting with the radiant heat of the flesh underneath. The substantial weight of them was a perfect, heavy fit for my hands; they felt dense and real, responsive to my touch. I could feel the hard, tight points of her nipples pushing insistently through the green satin, pressing into the pads of my fingers like tiny, hard pebbles. Exerting a slight pressure, I squeezed gently, testing the give of the flesh, then pressed and rolled the nipples between my fingers and thumbs. It was a movement that caused Jennifer to gasp sharply, a sound of pure pleasure, and arch her back into my hands, pushing her breasts firmly against my palms.

In direct response to her gasp, I felt my erection, which had been out of control and throbbing madly for what felt like hours, give a powerful, convulsive pulse inside my jeans. It was painful, a tight, swollen entrapment that demanded release. The mood in the room was intensely, suffocatingly erotic, the air thick with pheromones and tension, made more so by intermittent bouts of deep, aroused kissing. Our mouths met and parted, tongues sliding against each other, tasting of saliva and lipstick, as my hands explored the new and glorious terrain of her body, mapping the curves of her ribs and the softness of her waist.

We broke apart just long enough to allow Jennifer to take off her dress completely. She hooked her thumbs into the material that had gathered tightly at her waist, her fingernails digging slightly into the fabric. Then she wiggled and wriggled with a sensual, unhurried shimmy, her hips swaying rhythmically, pushing the garment down over her hips and thighs. The dress landed with a soft plop, pooling in a green puddle at her feet.

I drank in the wonderful, stunning spectacle of her amazing, mature body, my eyes roving approvingly, hungrily, over the matching panties. These were cut high on her hips, a classic, elegant bikini style made of the same mint green silk as the bra, pressed tightly against the graceful, tantalizing outline of her labia. The fabric strained slightly across the front, leaving nothing and everything to the imagination. Her mound of Venus, its distinct silhouette highlighted beneath the taut, shimmering material, looked full, womanly, and incredibly inviting.

My heart pounded madly in my chest, a frantic rhythm hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. I wanted to run my fingertips across the taut fabric covering her labia, to feel the heat and dampness of her beneath the silk. My gaze travelled down her long, shapely legs, admiring the deep, intricate lacy welts of her tan hold-up stockings where they clung seductively to her upper thighs, pinching the flesh ever so slightly in a way that drove me wild with lust. I stared at Jennifer’s lingerie-clad body, imagining the particular, exquisite thrill of peeling those stockings down inch by inch, the sound of the silicone grip peeling from her skin, until I eventually found my voice.

“Christ, Jennifer! You look… amazing! You’re like a completely different woman!” The words tumbled out, inadequate but sincere.

“Thank you, Oliver,” she said, a pleased, pink flush rising on her cheeks and blending down her neck. She looked down at herself, then back at me, her eyes darkening. “I feel like one. Now, it’s your turn. I want to see what you’ve got hiding in those jeans.”

With trembling trepidation that bordered on panic, my fingers clumsy and uncooperative as if they were frozen, I unbuckled my belt. The leather creaked as I pulled it through the loops. I unzipped my jeans, the metal teeth parting with a mechanical hiss that seemed deafening in the silence. I pushed them down, along with my boxer shorts, the denim bunching around my ankles, and kicked them aside, nearly tripping in my haste. I stood before her completely naked from the waist down, the cool air of the bedroom hitting my feverish skin, my erection jutting out from my body like a flagpole, vibrating with every heartbeat.

“My GOD, Oliver,” she breathed, her eyes widening slightly in genuine appreciation as she took in the sight of my fully erect cock. Her gaze felt like a physical touch, hot and heavy. “You most certainly do have something special there. It’s lovely. Now your shirt. Take that off, too.”

I pulled my t-shirt over my head, the cotton scraping past my ears, feeling utterly, primally exposed but also strangely, powerfully validated under her appreciative, almost hungry gaze. I tossed the shirt aside, standing fully nude in the center of her bedroom. Jennifer was demonstrably delighted with my firm, muscled torso and my stiff, throbbing penis. She set to pleasuring both herself and me with an expert’s confidence, stepping closer until her scent overwhelmed me. She moved her fingers lightly over my chest, scraping her long, perfectly green-lacquered fingernails around my sensitive nipples, tracing circles that sent shivers down my spine. She made them stand proud and hard, puckering the skin.

She tweaked them gently, a sharp, delightful pinch that made me gasp and clench my fists, before lowering her head. I watched the top of her auburn head descend before feeling the wet heat of her mouth. She sucked each nipple in turn into her hot, wet cavern, her tongue swirling around the sensitive nub. Her vivid red lips affected a thrill of magical, indescribable proportion, the suction creating a direct line of sensation from my chest to my groin. My knees weakened and threatened to buckle as I groaned with pleasure, my hands coming up to tangle themselves in her soft, thick hair, feeling the warmth of her scalp.

“Ahaaa, something you’ve never experienced before,” she said, lifting her mouth from my chest, leaving my nipples wet and cooling in the air. She brought her face up to mine, her eyes sparkling with mischief. We indulged in a further, deep, debauched extravaganza of osculation, a frantic, tongue-tangling kiss that tasted of her desire. During this embrace, Jennifer’s cool, long fingers reached down and enfolded my hot, rigid shaft. The temperature difference was shocking and exquisite. She tugged and pumped it forcefully for a moment, her grip firm and possessive, before taking my cock and rubbing the slick, swollen head against the silky fabric covering her pussy.

I groaned some more, a low, animalistic sound rumbling in my chest. My whole body was vibrating, the sensation of the rough glide of silk against my ultra-sensitive skin utterly electrifying. I could feel the heat of her pussy radiating through the material. “You like your cock brushing against my panties, don’t you?” she murmured against my lips, her voice a low, teasing thrum that I felt in my bones. “Does it revive the glorious memory of jerking off into my nightdress?”

“It does,” I replied breathlessly, my mind reeling, unable to form complex sentences. “It feels fantastic. The silk… the heat…”

“Then let’s take it a step further. Lie down on the bed,” Jennifer commanded, breaking away from me. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I did as I was told without question, my body thrumming with a feverish, almost painful anticipation. I climbed onto the bed and lay back on the duvet, sinking slightly into the soft mattress. My pulsing cock pointed at the ceiling, swaying uncontrollably, almost comically, with every frantic beat of my heart, a metronome of my lust.

Jennifer stood by the bed for a long moment to admire it, looking down at me like a connoisseur appreciating a fine work of art. Her gaze travelled from my toes to my eyes, lingering on my erection. A beautiful, classic example of manhood, Oliver. I want it. I want to see it ejaculate, pumping all that hot semen just for me. But for now,” she purred, her eyes alight with a dangerous, playful mischief, “I’m going to tease it senseless with my silk nightdress. Would you like that, Oliver?”

“Oh, Christ!” I mumbled, my head falling back hard onto the pillow, staring up at the plaster molding of the ceiling. “Please, make me cum, Jennifer. I don’t think I can take much more of this.”

Jennifer picked up the silk nightdress from where it lay beside me on the bed. Holding it aloft by its delicate, thin spaghetti straps, she let the heavy fabric cascade down in a shimmering, coffee-colored waterfall that caught the light. The scent of it, my scent, her scent, wafted down to me. Then she slowly, torturously, dragged the lacy hem over my bare feet. The sensation was maddeningly light. She pulled it up my shins, over my knees, the cool silk raising goosebumps on my skin, static electricity making the hairs on my legs stand up.

When it reached my cock, she inflicted the most exquisite, maddening delight. She didn’t just cover me; she trailed the cool, slippery fabric back and forth, back and forth, across the weeping helmet. The texture was smooth as glass but with a microscopic grain that caught against my sensitivity. She continued until she got the reaction she so clearly wanted.

I squirmed, arching my back off the bed, a strangled cry caught in my throat. The intensity of the excitement was unbearable, a sweet agony that impelled me to thrust my hips upwards, chasing the sensation, my cock demanding more and more of the nightdress’s silky, tormenting caress. I continued to writhe, struggling to control myself as Jennifer dragged the nightdress higher, over my chest and across my face, enveloping me completely in the fabric. I was blinded by the silk, drowning in her intoxicating scent, musk, powder, and the metallic tang of dried sex.

Then, following a long, breathless spell of this excruciating gratification, Jennifer laid the garment full length over my nakedness. She watched with satisfaction as my cock strained and pulsed violently against the silk, tenting the fabric like a hidden beast.

“Oliver, you look absolutely divine. You obviously love the feeling of it caressing your cock.” She knelt on the bed beside me, her weight making the mattress dip and rolling me slightly towards her. She took hold of my silk-covered cock through the fabric and began to stroke it slowly. The added layer of slick silkiness extracted an untold, heightened pleasure that shot straight to my brain, short-circuiting my thoughts. Then, lowering her face, Jennifer took it between her lips, silk and all.

She sucked on it hard, the suction muffled but powerful. Through the fabric, I could sense her tongue lapping greedily at the eye, the wet warmth seeping through the weave, coaxing a copious amount of pre-cum to spill forth and stain the silk once more. I swore, a guttural, primal sound of pure agony and ecstasy that tore from my throat.

“Fuck! I can’t take much more. Please let me finish. I want to cum!”

“Of course you do, Oliver. And you can. But first, let me offer you just one more tease.”

Jennifer straightened up, the nightdress sliding off her face. She reached behind her, and with a deft, practiced movement, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her mint green silk panties. The elastic snapped softly against her skin. She slid them down her legs with a fluid, graceful motion, stepping out of them one foot at a time. And then, to my utter astonishment, she leaned over and laid them directly over my face, ensuring the still-damp, warm crotch was pressed directly in contact with my mouth and nose.

“Can you smell my pussy?” she whispered, her voice husky and right by my ear. “Breathe it in deeply. Savour its unique fragrance. Taste my pussy juice.”

I did as she said, inhaling deeply, my lungs filling with her essence. I experienced for the very first time the intoxicating, musky, sweet, and utterly primal bouquet of a fully aroused woman. It smelled of sea salt, pheromones, and raw desire. It was the most erotic, most wonderful scent I had ever encountered, and it drove me half-mad. I sucked on the material, the fabric damp and salty against my tongue, desperate to savour more of Jennifer’s scented cunt. Smiling down at me, she watched my frantic efforts for a moment, her eyes glinting with triumph. Then she bent to kiss me, our lips and tongues engaging through the thin, damp layer of silk to create a truly surreal and mind-bendingly sensual experience, my tongue tasting her essence through the fabric while tasting her mouth simultaneously.

“Please, Jennifer, please let me cum before I….”

She whipped the panties aside, throwing them onto the floor. Taking a firm, expert hold on my slick, straining shaft, her hand hot and confident, she began to pump it like crazy. The friction was incredible, her palm gliding over my pre-cum. The compounding sexual adventure, the layers of delicious taboo and exquisite sensation, proved to be far too much for my teenage inexperience and fraying self-control.

I lost it completely.

I groaned increasingly louder, a noise that started as a hum and ended as a shout. My hips bucked violently off the bed, seeking release, until I finally ejaculated. Sperm flew everywhere in a frenzied, explosive release of passion, thick ropes of hot white fluid shooting from me. It made Jennifer gasp and squeal with joy as it spattered her face and chest. She didn’t flinch or turn away; instead, she leaned into it, eyes closed, a look of wild, devotional ecstasy on her face. She kept pumping, milking every last precious drop of cum from my throbbing, spent cock with her expert hand until I lay there twitching and empty.

It wasn’t until I opened my eyes, blinking in the hazy aftermath, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath, that I saw the aftermath. Jennifer’s face was running with my cum. There were sticky, pearlescent trails clinging to her auburn hair, caught like morning dew in her mascara-darkened eyelashes, and dribbling from her chin down onto her glorious, exposed cleavage. My immediate, reflexive feeling was one of profound embarrassment, a gut-clenching replay of the panic in the bathroom. I had made a mess of her; I had defiled my teacher.

That was, until she smiled down at me. It was a dazzling, victorious, predatory smile that showed her teeth. She lowered her mouth to take my now-softening cock between her lips again.

In utter, dazed disbelief, I watched her sucking gently on my cock, her tongue meticulously cleaning me. The sensation was excruciatingly beautiful, a tender, intimate, possessive act that sent shivers of aftershock pleasure through my spent body. Her mouth devoured half my shaft, her tongue swirling and lapping with a practiced expertise, cleaning away every trace of my release, making me flinch with echoes of lingering ecstasy.

I abandoned myself completely to my post-climactic bliss, staring up at her. I watched Jennifer, my tutor, my friend, my magnificent seductress, tending to me. Our eyes met now and then over the rhythmic bobbing of her head, her gaze holding mine with intensity. When they did, Jennifer would dig her teeth gently into the hard flesh of my shaft, a playful, teasing bite that made me clench my buttocks in renewed ripples of pleasure, a sharp reminder that she was in charge.

After a long, wonderful minute, she lifted her head. Her lips were glistening, wet, swollen, and red. “Would you like to fuck me now, Oliver?”

“Oh God, yes!” The answer was torn from me, a raw, desperate plea that scratched my throat.

“Would you like me to show you how to fuck properly?”

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Please teach me.”

“Very well. Now that you’ve released all that nervous, pent-up cum, you should be able to complete the basics without being embarrassingly premature this time.” With that pronouncement, Jennifer moved with a dancer’s grace, shifting her weight. She positioned herself above me, her knees straddling my hips. She looked down at my cock, which was now miraculously beginning to regain some of its former glory under her skillful ministrations and the visual stimulus of her looming over me. My tutor once again.

The initial contact of my semi-hard cock against her soft, fuzzy pubic hair was electric. The overwhelming moistness she exuded from between her labial parting soaked the head of my penis, hot and slippery. I started throbbing instinctively, my body responding on a primal level beyond my conscious control. The reaction clearly pleased Jennifer immensely.

“There’s a good boy. That’s exactly what I wanted to feel,” she said, reaching down between her legs. She took my cock in her hand, her fingers encircling the shaft, and wiped the swollen tip around the slick, waiting entrance to her damp pussy, coating me thoroughly in her wetness. “You’ll discover where to put your knob next time we fuck. But for this first demonstration, I’ll do all the work. Are you ready for another brand new experience, Oliver?”

I gulped, my throat suddenly tight, the Adam’s apple bobbing. I nodded my head, completely unable to speak, my eyes fixed on the junction of our bodies.

Jennifer adjusted her position slightly, leaning forward, her breasts swaying heavily. She nudged the tip between her slick, swollen inner lips before slowly, deliberately, lowering herself onto me. I felt the incredible sensation of my knob being accepted, a tight, wet, impossibly perfect heat enveloping me. It felt like sinking into a bath of warm velvet. Then, satisfying herself that the angle was correct, she started to slide my entire shaft deep, deep into her vagina. It was the moment I’d anticipated for weeks, the moment I’d relished in my most secret, shameful fantasies while masturbating over her nightdress; I was finally, actually about to have sex with this gorgeous, magnificent, incredible mature lady.

“Oh God!” Jennifer moaned in pure, unadulterated ecstasy as I filled her love tunnel completely. Her head tipped back, exposing her throat, as her hips settled down until she was fully, deeply impaled upon me. I could feel her internal muscles fluttering around me, gripping me tight.

In response, my hips gave an involuntary upward thrust, a reflex to get deeper, forcing my cock even further in. I felt it scrape exquisitely along the velvety texture of her vaginal wall, exploring the ridges inside her. My instincts took over completely, and I immediately started thrusting, a clumsy, urgent, frantic pumping born of pure sensory overload.

But she restrained me, placing her hands firmly on my heaving chest, pinning me down. “Slowly, young man. Take it easy. We have plenty of time. There are two of us enjoying your cock, remember, and I take much, much longer to climax than you do.”

I tried with all my might to harness my lust, to slow my frantic rhythm. I gritted my teeth, gripping the sheets, but the sheer, overwhelming novelty of having my cock buried deep inside a woman’s cunt for the very first time was too much. Especially Jennifer’s mature, tight, impossibly wet cunt, which seemed to milk me with every erratic beat of my heart.

“Oliver, I do appreciate your youthful need,’ Jennifer conceded, a definite hint of frustration creeping into her voice as my hips kept bucking. “But there will be many, many other occasions for this in our future, I trust, so please try and calm down.”

“I can’t. I’ve never experienced anything like this before,” I told her, my voice ragged and desperate, as I resumed pumping furiously, completely lost in the maelstrom of raw sensation.

“But I want to cum too,” Jennifer said in exasperation. With a swift, decisive movement, she lifted her hips and rolled off me, breaking the connection with a wet schlop sound. I was left suddenly, shockingly empty and exposed on the bed, my cock twitching in the cool air, bereft of her warmth. “No, Oliver, you must learn to please the lady first, before you seek your own selfish satisfaction.”

Feeling more than a little deflated, crestfallen, and thoroughly chastised, my erection wilting rapidly in disappointment, I gazed at Jennifer enquiringly. She hadn’t moved away; instead, she had spread her thighs wide apart, displaying her sex to me with clinical obsessiveness. She was now playing with her own pussy, her fingers dipping into her own wetness with a casual intimacy that mesmerized me. I watched, utterly enthralled, as she parted the outer labia and stroked herself with a languid, knowing confidence.

“Come closer,” she commanded, patting the bed beside her. When I did, scrambling over on all fours like a puppy, she pulled my face down between her legs. The scent hit me again, stronger, hotter, more immediate. “Now, you are going to learn how to please me properly. Firstly, by licking between my pussy lips while I hold them apart for you. You must taste our combined juices.”

At Jennifer’s clear instruction, I positioned myself where my tongue could move up and down her moist, pink valley. I began lapping, a little hesitantly at first, my inexperience making me awkward. My tongue felt too large, too clumsy. But then, as I tasted the salt and sweetness of her, I continued with more gusto as she moaned her approval. My cock, forgotten for a moment, began to throb madly again with this new, intoxicating proximity to her core.

Jennifer moaned softly, a low, guttural sound that vibrated against my cheek. She held my head firmly with her hands, her fingers threading through my hair, pushing her pussy against my now-enthusiastic tongue. It appeared I was doing precisely what she wanted.

“Can you spot my inner lips?’ Jennifer opened herself further with her fingers, spreading the outer folds wide, and gently eased out the corresponding delicate, frilly pink flaps of flesh. They were complex and beautiful, glistening with fluid. “Now, suck them into your mouth. One at a time, and then both together. Gently at first, then more fervently. You can even nibble on them a little if you have a mind to.”

It took me a while to become proficient, to coordinate my mouth and tongue in this new, complex dance. But once I’d familiarised myself with their location and become bolder in my actions, I found the process incredibly, powerfully rewarding. The inner lips swelled and plumped under my devoted attention, becoming firm and engorged with blood, until I was eventually able to hold them gently between my teeth and nibble gingerly. By degrees, my confidence grew until I was sucking and slurping furiously, the wet noises of my mouth loud in the room, which made Jennifer more vociferous and explicit with her praise.

“You, adorable young man. That is absolutely wonderful! My God, you’re a quick learner.”

“I’ve got a wonderful tutor,” I mumbled against Jennifer’s drenched labia, her breathless acclamation emboldening me further.

“Now comes the ultimate, most crucial process in pleasing a woman with your tongue. You see how my pussy lips have swollen so beautifully under your sweet touch?’ I nodded against her thigh, my face slick with her juices, my chin wet. “Well, see how my clitoris has swollen, too.”

I watched, completely mesmerized, as Jennifer’s fingers moved to the apex of her pussy lips. She teased and rolled the soft folds of her hood back until a small, glistening, pearl-like nub of moist flesh appeared, peeking out. It was distinct, pink, and looked incredibly sensitive. Her fingers gently stroked the emerging node, making it twitch and stand to attention like a tiny, sentient being.

“Can you see my clitoris now, Oliver? Did you notice how I teased it out from its hood? Well, that’s how you must do it in the future. Not only with your talented fingers, but with your tongue also.”

Jennifer’s amazing, explicit demonstration left me incredibly eager to resume tonguing her pussy and clit, which I swear had swollen even further since her attentive digits had extracted it from its secrecy. I shifted my position, replacing Jennifer’s fingers with my own at first. I tried to mimic her deft motion, teasing the titillating pink prong. I touched it delicately at first, afraid to hurt her, but when I saw it respond and swell further still, my fingertips were able to perform a more confident, masturbatory action, circling and rubbing.

“That’s wonderful, Oliver. Absolutely perfect. I can feel it hardening more. My God, you’re going to please me constantly doing that!” Jennifer’s delight was obvious. Her hips began to rock and writhe against my touch, seeking more pressure. “It’s been a very, very long time since any man has made me feel the way you are making me feel right now.” She wrapped her strong, stocking-clad legs around my neck, trapping me there, and squeezed my face hard against her wet, fragrant cunt. She ground herself ever more urgently against my mouth until I had to beg for some air, gasping when she finally released the pressure.

When she relented, panting and flushed, she ruffled my damp hair affectionately. “Since we first met, since I decided to… change things… I’ve dreamed of the moment you might succumb to my mature charms, and now, finally, it’s arrived,” Jennifer said, her voice thick with emotion and desire. When she’d temporarily sated her desire, Jennifer allowed me to raise my head and breathe easily again. I felt much calmer now, more in control, a graduate of her lesson with a face wet with her essence. She went on to describe how she’d managed to satisfy her powerful urges after her husband had died.

“Until now, my dear Oliver, I’ve relied on my faithful electric vibrator and a small, curated selection of dildos to satisfy my needs. I keep them in the bottom drawer. I’ll show you sometime, if you’re good. And for years, I never truly felt the need for a man’s touch. Then you came into my life, Oliver, with your youth and your curiosity and your terrible calculus grades.”

“I’d like to see you using them,” I offered, my voice earnest and full of a new confidence. The image of her alone in this bed, pleasuring herself, was searingly hot. “I find it so incredibly exciting watching you play with yourself.”

“I’m glad that aspect of it fascinates you, because I absolutely loved watching my husband wanking over me. Stroking him all over, playing with his balls while he did it. That was a favorite part of our sex life, mutual masturbation. And then to feel his hot cum splash all over me was a fitting climax, after I’d managed to cum, of course.” She looked at me, a wicked, direct challenge in her eyes. “Listen, Oliver, make me cum now with your fingers and tongue. Make me scream. And afterwards, you can cum all over me again.”

“Yes, please, Jennifer,” I uttered shamelessly, the raw, visceral thrill of the proposition overriding any lingering shyness or inhibition. “I want to make you cum.”

Jennifer directed my two middle fingers deep inside her pussy, the tight ring of muscle clasping them. She showed me how to curl them slightly to simulate a “come hither” motion, rasping against the internal texture, while my tongue returned to its diligent, ecstatic work on her clitoris. And when she was happy with my positioning, she instructed me to seek the slight, ridged swelling she referred to as her G-spot, high up on her vaginal roof. This accomplished, she assisted me in establishing a rhythm, her hand on mine, guiding my thrusts, which I quickly adopted and made my own.

My actions were swiftly and vocally appreciated. Jennifer’s agreeably rising wailing filled the room, and her hips began to buck and writhe in earnest, lifting off the mattress to meet my hand. This encouraged me to enhance my rhythmic endeavor, speeding up my finger-fucking and sucking harder and faster on her clit, bobbing my head frantically. I particularly liked going in hard with my middle digits, feeling the wet, clamping heat of her inside, which had the effect of making Jennifer raise her backside completely off the bed. She began to encourage me verbally, almost demanding, to make her cum! It was amazing, empowering, to witness her reaction, to see this poised, elegant woman completely lose control, knowing with absolute certainty that I was the one instigating it.

It wasn’t too long before Jennifer’s moans grew louder, higher, and more frantic. She declared loudly, her voice a ragged scream that echoed off the walls - “I’m cumming! Oh God, I’m cumming! I’m CUMMING!”

Her words were instantly followed by a powerful, hot surge of wetness that filled her salty-tasting pussy and flooded my fingers. Jennifer’s entire body stiffened like a bowstring, her back arching violently, and her inner muscles clamped down powerfully on my fingers, milking them. I felt her wet pussy pushing tighter and tighter against my mouth. It was an amazing response, knowing I’d induced such unbridled passion, and intoxicating to savour the rich taste of her female juices as she shuddered violently through her release, her thighs quivering against my ears.

Then it was the turn of my once-again aching cock to be satisfied. Jennifer insisted I knelt astride her as she lay on her back, panting, her chest heaving. This way, she said, her eyes glittering with a dark, satisfied lust, she could watch my cum erupt from my cock and squirt all over her face and tits, a facet of sexual pleasure she clearly, deeply relished.

Well, after the initial, fleeting phase of feeling a little embarrassed about jerking off so openly in front of her, towering over her like this, my body quickly took over. Watching her watch me, her eyes glazed with lust, her beautiful face flushed red, her body still slick and glistening from her own powerful climax, was an incredible, mind-altering turn-on. It took me even quicker to climax than she did. My hand moved in a blur, my vision tunneling.

And, I’m happy to relay, Jennifer was deliriously, ecstatically happy with the copious amount of cum I rained down on her. I groaned as I released, shuddering, watching the white fluid splatter across her skin. She lay there, sighing in deep satisfaction as it covered her chest and neck in a thick, pearly blanket, painting her in my desire.

“Wow, young man! That was absolutely heavenly,” she confirmed, breathing hard, wiping a glob of the sticky stuff from the corner of her eye with a fingertip.

We maintained that position for a couple of minutes, a strange, beautiful tableau, with my cock still throbbing in my hand, slowly detumescing. With her body still beneath me, Jennifer became obsessed with trying to milk just a little more cum from it. Her fingers took over from mine, sliding gently up and down the sensitive shaft. Her diligent actions resulted in a tiny squeal of joy when she managed to elicit one last, small, surprising spurt. She expertly gathered it with a finger and brought it to her lips, swallowing it without a moment’s hesitation. Her facial expression, a delightful mixture of mischief and pure delight, emphasized a definite, unapologetic liking for its taste.

After a while, during which time Jennifer sucked and licked the tip of my cock in a consoling, tender, almost maternal manner that soothed my jangled nerves, she pulled me down beside her onto the rumpled, stained bed. Then, moving onto her left side, she instructed me to spoon up closely behind her. I maneuvered myself into position, pressing my bare chest against her warm, slick back. I could feel her heart beating against my arm. Jennifer reached behind her, took my now semi-flaccid shaft, and pulled it between her thighs, nestling the head snugly against her still-damp pussy lips, and making sure the recovering knob projected visibly from between the tops of her thighs.

“Oliver,” she cooed, her voice soft, sleepy, and utterly content. Would you mind if I took a selfie of us in this lovely position?”

“Be my guest,” I chuckled into her hair, the scent of her sweat, her perfume, and my cum mingling in the air to create a heavy, animalistic atmosphere.

“Also, if you wouldn’t mind… I’d like to send it to my friend living overseas. My very best friend, Lara. She’s the one who encouraged me to… blossom. To find myself again.”

“No problem at all, Jennifer. Who wouldn’t want to be photographed with you looking like this?” Jennifer chuckled low in her throat at my response and reached for her cellphone on the bedside table. “But first, I’m removing your bra,’ I told her decisively. ‘I want to hold your tits as well.”

I reached around her and, with surprising ease, undid the hooks and eyes, the elastic giving way. I slid one of the mint green straps down her arm, freeing one breast from its confinement. It spilled out, soft and heavy.

“Leave it just like that, Oliver. One breast exposed, and my bra just hanging off. It makes for a lovely, wonderfully slovenly shot. Look.” She twisted to look at herself in the phone’s dark screen. It did. The image was one of beautiful, erotic dishevelment, of raw passion recently spent.

“But even more so if I caress your breast,” I said. I took hold of the perfectly proportioned orb she had freed, squeezing it gently. The feeling of her soft, heavy flesh in my hand led to an immediate, powerful resurgence of lust, as my fingers found her nipple and began to play with it, rolling it until it was pebble-hard. My cock began to harden again, twitching against the cheeks of her backside. Jennifer sensed my eagerness and squeezed my cock tighter between her cunt lips with her thighs.

“Christ, young man! Let me take the shot first before my hand starts shaking too much to hold the phone steady.”

I looked over Jennifer’s shoulder, my chin resting there, and smiled into the phone’s camera lens. We quickly reviewed her handiwork together, huddling over the small screen. Both of us announced it beautifully, posed, deliciously intimate, and wickedly pornographic, the gleam of sweat, the exposed breast, the hint of my cock nestled between her legs. Then, replacing the phone on the bedside table, she took my now fully hard cock in her hand. She guided it back between her labia, slicking it thoroughly with her juices, which were still flowing freely.

“Now, Oliver,” she whispered, the words a sultry caress against the shell of my ear. She arched her back on the mattress, a graceful, inviting curve that presented herself to me with breathtaking vulnerability. “It’s time for a nice, slow, proper fuck. Let’s see what you’ve really learned. Do you think you can manage that, now that you’re a full graduate of my little masterclass?” Her voice was a seductive challenge, a promise of a pleasure so deep it would rewrite my understanding of the word.

I pressed forward, just a fraction of an inch. The rounded head of my cock nudged against her slick folds, parting them with an exquisite slowness. She was so wet for me, her cunt lips plump and swollen, welcoming me as I began to sink into her heat. A soft gasp escaped her as my cockhead slipped past her entrance, the tight, velvet welcome of her inner flesh a searing brand against my senses. I held myself there, just inside her, savoring the feeling of being on the precipice of utter surrender.

Leaning in, my lips brushed her earlobe as I gave my answer. “I’ll give it a fucking masterful try, sweet lady,” I murmured back, my own voice thick with a need that bordered on worship.

Then, I began to move, not with the frantic energy of our earlier coupling, but with a deliberate, measured force. I pushed deeper, sheathing myself inside her inch by agonizing inch until I was buried to the hilt, my pubic bone pressing intimately against the soft cheeks of her ass. Her cunt walls clenched around my length, a perfect, gripping sheath that massaged me. I withdrew with the same unhurried pace, feeling every ridge and fold of her, before sinking back in completely.

My hands found her hips, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her buttocks, guiding our rhythm. It was a slow, deep cadence, a primal dance set to the slick, wet sound of my cock sliding in and out of her tight channel. She moaned softly with every full extension, her head dropping forward, her auburn hair brushing against her shoulders. This was what she wanted: not just sex, but a profoundly intimate connection, a deliberate, sensual exploration of every possible pleasure we could give each other. And as I established the slow, steady rhythm of our fucking, looking at the nape of her neck and smelling her skin, I knew I was more than ready to pass her final exam with flying colors.


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Temptation in Bloom
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.

Coleen F. Brennan
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Temptation in Bloom

https://mybook.to/TemptationinBloom

Temptation in Bloom is a blistering collection of stand-alone age-gap erotica novellas, where one young lover and one mature lover ignite a fever between the pages. Set in lux, intimate spaces, a sun-washed penthouse, candlelit kitchens, rain-slick balconies, their chemistry burns from the first glance to breathless, almost-denied touches. The heat climbs with every encounter as boundaries blur, control softens, and cravings rise to a delicious, mouth-dampening crescendo. Lust remains the quiet heartbeat, guiding whispered commands and reverent restraint as they explore forbidden fantasies and long-simmering desires. Each story stands alone, yet together they form a garden of temptation, one lush bloom per book, leaving a lasting, sultry afterglow.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.

[image: Taboo Cravings]

Taboo Cravings

https://mybook.to/TabooCravings

A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

Step into a realm where desire surrenders to the irresistible pull of the unspeakable. Taboo Cravings invites you to explore the intoxicating depths of familial bonds twisted into passionate, erotically charged encounters. Dare to witness the burning glances between a step-sister and her devoted step-brother, or the electrifying tension that ignites a step-mother’s carefully guarded heart. Uncover the clandestine affairs and unexpected desires that bloom within the unsuspecting confides of family gatherings, from the seductive allure of a mother-in-law’s knowing touch to the shocking, yet undeniable, passion found in the arms of a step-aunt.

This series is a decadent exploration of relationships that defy convention, where the thrill of the forbidden fuels a burning, insatiable hunger. Prepare for stories that push the boundaries of morality, delving into the raw, primal urges that arise when deeply entrenched familial ties become the ultimate catalyst for the most exquisite and scandalous of pleasures. Taboo Cravings offers an escape into a world where societal rules crumble, and the only commandment is the relentless, intoxicating pursuit of desires that have long been suppressed. Each novel is an uninhibited plunge into the delicious agony and ecstasy of connections that dare to be entirely, thrillingly taboo.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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