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The Naked Consultation

The little chime of her calendar reminder was a sharp, metallic spike of anxiety in the profound quiet of Mabel’s home office. Bradshaw Consultation - 3:00 PM. She squeezed her eyes shut, a futile attempt to block out the glowing notification on her monitor, and took a deep, steadying breath. The air she drew in was a familiar comfort, a complex bouquet of old paper, the sharp, mineral scent of graphite from her drafting table, and the faint, acidic ghost of coffee gone cold in a mug by her elbow.

Lately, that small comfort was one of the few she had. Her interior design business, a venture she’d christened ‘Vibrant Spaces’ with such hope and optimism, had felt anything but vibrant for the last six months. The slow, agonizing bleed of clients, the oppressive silence of a phone that never rang, the mounting, teetering pile of bills on the corner of her desk, it all coalesced into a suffocating feeling of personal failure, a stark, brutal reflection of the cavernous emptiness that had taken root in her life since Pete left.

Pete.

Even the thought of his name was a physical sensation, leaving a sour, metallic taste on her tongue, like an old coin. He’d always patronized her work, calling her business a “cute little hobby,” his tone dripping with a condescension that made her skin crawl. He’d framed it as something to keep her busy, a quaint distraction while he did the “real” work. His parting shot, delivered with a cool, surgical precision as he packed his last box, had been the cruelest cut of all. “Maybe if you’d focused more on our life and less on throw pillows, we’d still be together.”

The words didn’t just echo in the silence of her empty house; they had become a permanent resident, a constant, nagging roommate that whispered her perceived inadequacies into her ear whenever she dared to feel a moment of peace. She had poured every ounce of her soul, her passion, her very essence, into her work, a fervor he had never tried to understand, and now both the personal and professional worlds she had so carefully constructed felt like they were crumbling to dust around her feet.

This new client, the Bradshaws, felt less like an opportunity and more like a life raft tossed into a stormy sea. They were a referral from a past client who had been effusive in her praise, a small, glowing ember in the ashes of her confidence. They wanted a full first-floor overhaul, a project substantial enough to get her back on solid financial ground. But it was more than just the money. It was the chance to reignite the creative spark that Pete had so callously, so methodically, tried to extinguish. It was a chance to feel competent again.

That was why she’d swallowed her pride, a bitter pill that caught in her throat, and offered the initial consultation for free. It was a desperate gamble, a high-stakes bet she prayed would pay off. She needed this contract. Not just for the commission that would keep the lights on, but for the validation, the profound, soul-deep need to prove, if only to the silent, judging ghost of her own self-doubt, that she was more than a hobbyist. She needed to prove her art mattered.

She stood before the full-length mirror in her bedroom, a silent, critical assessment of the armor she’d chosen for the day’s battle. A crisp, cream-colored silk blouse, the fabric cool and almost weightless against her skin, was buttoned high to her throat, a prim and proper defense. A pair of tailored, high-waisted navy trousers, severe in their perfect cut, completed the image of unimpeachable professionalism. Her hair, a wild, riotous cascade of fiery red curls, was her one concession to unruliness, a vibrant storm cloud she’d attempted to tame into a severe chignon at the nape of her neck. The effort was already failing.

A few defiant, corkscrew tendrils had already sprung loose, framing her face like defiant little sparks. She scrutinized her reflection. She looked the part of a serious designer, someone who knew her way around fabric swatches and structural integrity, someone you could trust with your home. She hoped to God it was enough to mask the trembling uncertainty underneath.

The drive to the Bradshaws’ address took her to a part of town she rarely visited, a quiet, meticulously planned suburban enclave where the lawns were an almost unnaturally vibrant green and the sprawling new-builds stood in neat, identical rows. It was the kind of neighborhood that screamed stability, a quiet, orderly family life that felt like a diorama of a world she’d only observed from a distance. The air here smelled different, cleaner, perfumed with the scent of freshly cut grass and a faint, chemical tang of chlorine from a hidden backyard pool.

She found the house at the end of a sleepy cul-de-sac, nestled into the curve like a final, perfect punctuation mark. It was a handsome two-story colonial with tasteful, understated dove-gray siding, crisp black shutters, and a welcoming red door flanked by a symmetrical pair of lush potted ferns. Nothing about the manicured, flawless exterior hinted at anything out of the ordinary. It was perfect, almost sterile in its perfection, a blank canvas that both thrilled and intimidated her. Mabel took another deep, lung-filling breath, the motion doing little to calm the frantic hummingbird wings of her heart. She grabbed her heavy leather portfolio, its familiar weight a small anchor in her sea of anxiety, and walked up the bluestone path. Her sensible heels clicked against the stone with a sharp, staccato sound, a counterfeit confidence she didn’t remotely feel.

Mabel stood on the immaculate front step of the Bradshaws’ house and waited. She’d pressed the doorbell once, a pleasant, two-note chime that had echoed musically from within. Now, after her second press, the silence that followed felt prolonged, stretched thin and tight like a rubber band, pulling her nerves taut. She could feel a fine sheen of sweat on her palms, and she instinctively smoothed down the front of her silk blouse, the fabric clinging unpleasantly for a moment. Her business had been so achingly slow lately, each potential client feeling less like an exciting opportunity and more like a final, terrifying exam she couldn’t afford to fail. This desperation was the entire reason she had agreed to a free initial consultation, a gambit that felt more foolish with every passing second she stood on this perfect, silent porch. Hopefully, it would pay off. She was just about to raise her hand to knock, the sharp rap of her knuckles on the solid wood a last resort, when a woman’s voice, warm and surprisingly melodic, drifted right through the door.

“Come in, it’s open!”

The invitation was so unusual it stopped her cold. In her decade of experience, clients always met her at the door, their faces a mixture of eagerness and apprehension, ready to begin the tour. No one ever just yelled for her to come inside. Hesitantly, feeling like she was trespassing, Mabel reached out and turned the polished brass handle. It was cool and heavy beneath her damp palm. The door swung inward with a silent, perfectly well-oiled sweep, revealing a spacious, two-story foyer. She peeked her head inside, her senses immediately on high alert, cataloging, assessing. The air inside smelled clean but faintly of dust, the kind that settles into thick carpeting.

“Hello?” she called out, her voice sounding small and thin in the cavernous entryway. “Mrs. Bradshaw?”

Her professional eye was instantly, brutally offended. It was the first thing she saw, even before she registered a human presence, and it was an assault. The carpet. It was an appalling, matted shag in a shade of radioactive orange that must have been popular for approximately six weeks in 1974 before being universally recognized as a mistake. It blanketed the entire first level, a fuzzy, lurid sea that seemed to physically suck all the natural light from the otherwise promising space. There was so much work to be done here; her mind, in a desperate act of self-preservation, immediately began to race. It was already tearing up the flooring in her imagination, laying down samples, picturing wide-plank oak, a cool, elegant slate, literally anything but this monstrous crime against decor.

It was in the midst of her silent textile condemnation that her gaze finally lifted, drawn upwards by the grand, sweeping staircase that dominated the foyer. And that’s when she saw them. Not ‘them,’ exactly. Just… her. Or rather, a part of her. A pair of naked legs, elegant and toned, with shapely calves and gently rounded knees, was standing halfway up the stairs. Mabel’s brain stuttered to a halt, trying to process the wildly conflicting streams of information. Atrocious carpet. Beautiful naked legs. Appalling color palette. Completely bare skin. She wasn’t entirely sure what to focus on first, the woman’s clearly and completely undressed body or the hideous flooring choices that offended her professional soul.

“Mrs. Bradshaw?” Mabel tried again, her voice now tight and wary, laced with an octave of sheer disbelief she couldn’t possibly conceal.

“Please,” the woman said, and her voice was even warmer, richer, up close. She took two more steps down the stairs, bringing her entire form into view, and Mabel felt the air leave her lungs in a silent whoosh. Long, honey-blonde hair fell in a silken, shimmering sheet over her bare shoulders and collarbones, the pale ends just brushing the tops of her breasts. It was a soft, diaphanous veil that did very little to hide the fact that she was completely, unabashedly, magnificentlý nude. “Call me Kirsty.”

Mabel was stunned into a state of absolute, paralyzed silence. Her mouth hung slightly open, a slack, foolish O, all her carefully prepared professional greetings and charming icebreakers dissolving on her tongue into a useless, tasteless paste. Kirsty was beautiful, impossibly so, with the easy, unselfconscious grace of a classical statue brought to life. Her skin seemed to radiate its own soft light in the dim, orange-tinged foyer, every curve soft and exquisitely feminine. Mabel’s eyes, against every command from her screaming brain, took a slow, unwilling inventory: the gentle swell of her hips, the soft concavity of her stomach, the perfect, neat triangle of blonde hair at the apex of her thighs.

But before she could formulate a single coherent thought, before she could decide whether to run screaming or faint, a new presence made itself known. A man was coming down the stairs behind Kirsty, his footsteps heavier, making a soft thudding sound on the carpeted treads. The interior designer let out a small, involuntary gasp, a sound trapped in her throat, as she saw that the tall, brunette man was also entirely nude. This had to be Jonah Bradshaw.

He had a stocky, powerful frame, broad in the shoulders and chest, with a light dusting of dark hair that arrowed down his torso and disappeared into a thicker patch of curls below. He was objectively handsome, with a strong, square jaw and surprisingly kind eyes, but her gaze couldn’t help but be drawn, as if by a magnetic force, down, down, down, to the thick, soft cock and heavy balls nestled unceremoniously between his legs. It was impressive, to say the very least, even in its state of complete repose.

Jonah reached the bottom of the stairs and slid a proprietary arm around his wife’s bare waist, his casual possession of her naked form somehow making the entire phantasmagorical scene even more surreal. He looked directly at Mabel’s wide, shell-shocked eyes, and a slow smile slid up his face, crinkling the corners of his own kind ones. It wasn’t a mocking or predatory smile; it was one of genuine, warm amusement, as if she were a delightful, unexpected guest at a party she didn’t know she was attending.

“We probably should have mentioned one thing on the phone,” he laughed, his voice a low, pleasant rumble that seemed to vibrate in the thick, silent air of the foyer. “We’re nudists.”

It was, without a single, solitary shred of doubt, the strangest consultation Mabel had ever had. The thirty minutes that followed were a masterclass in psychological compartmentalization, a feat of mental gymnastics that left her feeling dizzy. Mabel, still fully and formally encased in her professional armor, forced herself to walk through the downstairs rooms with the completely nude couple, her heavy leather portfolio clutched to her chest like a riot shield. She made notes in her pad, her hand shaking slightly, the pen slipping in her sweaty grip. She asked intelligent questions about load-bearing walls and natural light sources, her voice a strained, high-pitched version of its normal tone. All the while, a frantic internal monologue screamed on a continuous, panicked loop inside her head.

They are naked. They are both completely, utterly, astoundingly naked. Do not look at his penis. Do not look at her breasts. Focus on the hideous, peeling floral wallpaper. Yes, the wallpaper is a very safe topic. Look at the water stain on the ceiling. Very professional.

Jonah and Kirsty, for their part, acted as if it were the most normal thing in the world to discuss crown molding options while standing stark naked in their living room. They pointed out flawed layouts and talked about their dream of an open-concept living space with the same casual ease they wore their nudity. Their profound lack of shame was, strangely and unexpectedly, completely disarming. There was no leer in Jonah’s eyes when he looked at her, no seductive coyness in Kirsty’s gestures.

They were just… naked.

And as the initial tidal wave of shock began to recede, leaving her beached and gasping on the shore of this new reality, a different feeling began to creep in. It was a flicker of something she hadn’t felt in years, something she couldn’t immediately name. A strange, heady, and deeply confusing mix of intrigue and… envy. They were so free, so utterly, blissfully comfortable in their own skin, a state of being that felt galaxies away from her own tightly-wound, perpetually self-conscious existence.

Finally, they gathered in the sitting room, a space cursed with the same abysmal orange shag carpet and a set of dated, lumpy floral sofas that looked like they had been salvaged from a grandmother’s attic. Mabel perched gingerly on the very edge of a cushion that smelled faintly of mothballs, placing her portfolio firmly on her lap as a final, flimsy barrier. Jonah and Kirsty settled onto the sofa on either side of her, their casual proximity a palpable, living thing. She could feel the warmth radiating from their bare skin, a stark, almost shocking contrast to the cool, smooth silk of her blouse. It was like sitting between two suns.

“I hope this wasn’t too awkward for you, Mabel,” said Kirsty, and a light, musical giggle escaped her lips. She tucked a long strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear, a simple, graceful movement that inevitably drew Mabel’s eyes.

Mabel’s glance shifted, a rogue satellite breaking its carefully calculated orbit, despite her most strenuous efforts to keep her gaze fixed on a particularly offensive water ring that marred the surface of the dark wood coffee table. It was a faint, ghostly circle, a testament to someone’s past carelessness, and she tried to make it the most fascinating object in the universe. She tried to study its imperfections, to trace its circumference with her eyes, to make it an anchor in this swirling sea of impropriety. But it was a futile exercise. Her eyes, as if possessing a will entirely their own, drifted inexorably back to Kirsty. To the woman’s body, so casually, so magnificently displayed.

Her breasts were large and undeniably full, yet for their generous size, they were impressively, almost defiantly, perky. They sat high and proud on her chest, two perfect, soft mounds of pale flesh that seemed to catch the diffuse afternoon light filtering through the sheer curtains. Mabel found herself thinking, in a detached, analytical corner of her mind, that the air conditioning must have just kicked on with a low, mechanical hum. The ambient temperature in the room had dropped by a few degrees because Kirsty’s nipples, which had been soft and relaxed before, were now hard. They had pebbled into tight, rosy buds in the cool air, puckering the delicate skin of her areolas. They were beautiful, exquisitely formed, perfect little peaks beckoning from across a small sea of lumpy, faded floral upholstery.

Mabel felt a hot, prickling flush creep up from the collar of her silk blouse, painting a traitorous blush across her neck and up into her cheeks. It was a searing, invasive heat that had absolutely nothing to do with social embarrassment and everything to do with a sudden, unexpected, and utterly terrifying jolt of raw, unadulterated attraction. It was a physical shock, a deep, internal thrum that vibrated through her bones, awakening parts of her she thought had long since atrophied and died.

Kirsty, with an almost preternatural sensitivity, noticed the interior designer’s lingering, transfixed gaze. Yet her expression, when she turned her full attention back to Mabel, held only a disarming warmth, a knowing, gentle softness that was entirely devoid of judgment. There was no mockery, no triumph, only a quiet understanding that seemed to bridge the chasm of Mabel’s shock. She reached out, her arm extending over the space between them. Her movements were slow, graceful, and utterly deliberate, giving Mabel every conceivable chance to flinch, to recoil, to pull away and restore the carefully constructed boundaries of her world. But Mabel remained frozen, a statue carved from equal parts fear and fascination.

Kirsty’s cool fingers slid into the chaotic riot of Mabel’s curly red hair, a stark and startling contrast to the heat that was still blooming in her cheeks. The touch was feather-light, almost reverent. She gently, tenderly, brushed away a loose, corkscrewing strand that had escaped Mabel’s severe bun and was tickling her cheek. The simple, innocuous contact sent a powerful electric shiver bolting down Mabel’s spine, a cascade of sparks that lit up every nerve ending along the way. The casual, shocking intimacy of that single, thoughtful gesture was somehow more world-altering, more profoundly destabilizing, than the entirety of the nudity had been. The nudity was a spectacle, an act of rebellion she could observe from a distance. This touch was personal. It was a direct communication, a silent acknowledgment that shattered her professional facade and reached for the woman hiding beneath it.

“Your hair is incredible,” Kirsty murmured, her voice a low, hypnotic hum that seemed to vibrate not just in the air but deep within Mabel’s own chest cavity. It was a smoky, resonant sound, laced with a genuine admiration that made Mabel’s stomach perform a slow, liquid somersault. Kirsty’s fingers lingered, not pulling away as social convention would dictate, but instead lightly, almost imperceptibly, scratching Mabel’s scalp with her neatly trimmed nails. The sensation was exquisite, a slow-blooming pleasure that made her want to lean into the touch like a cat. “Like a sunset.”

Mabel’s breath hitched and caught in her throat, a little knot of air she couldn’t dislodge. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t move. She felt pinned in place by the weight of Kirsty’s gaze and the dizzying pleasure of her touch. Her own eyes, wide and dazed, flickered from Kirsty’s soft, cornflower-blue irises to Jonah’s. He had been a silent observer until now, but he was watching the interaction with an expression of quiet, profound appreciation. There was not a hint of threat or jealousy in his posture; he wasn’t a husband guarding his territory. Instead, he seemed to be genuinely, deeply enjoying the sight of the two women connecting. He was a silent, encouraging, and deeply grounding presence, his calm acceptance creating a safe space for this strange, beautiful moment to unfold. The air in the room, already thick with unspoken things, grew even heavier, charged and dense with unspoken possibilities. The silence was no longer awkward; it was electric, buzzing with a tangible energy that made the fine hairs on Mabel’s arms stand on end.

And then, as if it were the most natural, inevitable conclusion in the world, the final, logical step in a sequence she hadn’t even realized had begun, Kirsty leaned in. The space between them, which had been charged with potential, now collapsed. Jonah watched, a silent sentinel, his own breathing suspended, his gaze fixed on the tableau before him as the two women kissed. It was gentle and soft at first, a hesitant, exploratory pressure. Kirsty’s lips were plush and unimaginably warm, tasting faintly of minty toothpaste and the unique, clean taste of Kirsty herself. It was a question asked without words, a soft inquiry into the unknown territory of Mabel’s response.

And to her own profound, earth-shattering astonishment, Mabel answered. Without conscious thought, without a single rational input from her screaming, logical brain, she leaned into it. She felt a lifetime of accumulated tension, a rigid armor she wore every single day, release from her shoulders, her jaw, the tight clench of her hands. It was as if a dam deep inside her had finally broken. Her eyes fluttered closed, a final act of surrender, and the heavy leather portfolio, her last shield of professionalism, slid unheeded from her lap. It landed on the shag carpet with a soft, muffled thud that sounded impossibly loud in the quiet room.

It had been so long, a literal eternity, since she’d been touched with such uncomplicated, unconditional tenderness. So long since she’d felt anything other than the dull, persistent, grinding ache of loneliness that had become her constant companion. The kiss deepened, Kirsty’s tongue tracing the seam of her lips before she opened for her, a silent invitation that was eagerly accepted.

Kirsty’s hand, which had been tangled in the fiery silk of her hair, slid with breathtaking grace down the long column of her neck. Her fingertips were cool against Mabel’s feverish skin, tracing the delicate, sharp line of her collarbone before coming to rest on the very top button of her silk blouse. With deft, practiced fingers, Kirsty began to unbutton it. One smooth, pearlescent button at a time, each one a tiny surrender, a deliberate dismantling of Mabel’s defenses. The cool air of the room, stirred by the air conditioner, touched the newly exposed skin of Mabel’s chest, raising a delicate, shimmering constellation of goosebumps along her arms and sternum. She didn’t stop her. The thought never even crossed her mind. A long-dormant part of her, a wilder, freer self that had been starved for connection and sensation and simple, honest touch, was taking over. It was staging a quiet, bloodless, and decisive coup, and her old, rigid self didn’t stand a chance.

They had taken a big risk, a monumental one, greeting their new, buttoned-up designer in the full, unadorned glory of their nudity. Jonah knew it had been a gamble, a coin toss between immediate dismissal and a breakthrough. But as he sat there, watching his beautiful wife slowly, almost reverently, undress the stunning redhead, it was clear the gamble was paying off more spectacularly than he could have ever dreamed. He watched, captivated, as within a matter of minutes, Mabel’s prim blouse and perfectly tailored trousers lay in a neat, discarded pile on the offensive orange carpet. She was just as naked as the two of them were now, her pale, freckled skin a stunning, almost luminous contrast to the fiery halo of her hair. She stood between the two sofas, a vision of startling vulnerability and raw, unvarnished beauty, her body trembling slightly. But it wasn’t a tremor of fear. Jonah could see it in the flushed skin, the parted lips, the wide, dazed eyes. This was the trembling of a new, thrumming anticipation.

“Ugh… fuck,” Mabel moaned. The sound was not a word so much as a raw, broken whisper of complete and total surrender. It was the sound of a wall crumbling, and it was the most beautiful thing Jonah had ever heard. As the sound died in the air, Jonah, who had been watching with a burning, focused intensity that had made his own body ache, could no longer remain a passive observer. He moved with a sudden, fluid grace, dropping to his knees on the carpet in front of her. His large, warm hands came to rest gently on her hips, his thumbs stroking lazy, soothing circles on her soft skin, a silent promise of the pleasure to come, before he lowered his head. He nuzzled the soft, flame-colored curls at the apex of her thighs, burying his face there for a long moment, inhaling her scent as if it were the finest, most exotic perfume he had ever encountered.

It was the scent of clean skin, of faint, floral soap, and the unique, musky aroma of a woman on the verge of arousal. Then, his tongue flicked out, hot and wet and shockingly direct, tracing a searing line up the tender flesh of her sensitive inner thigh before finding its true goal. He began to lick her clit, lavishing it with slow, deliberate, worshipful circles that sent lightning bolts of pure, unadulterated pleasure straight to her core, making her toes curl helplessly against the rough carpet fibers.

Mabel’s head fell back with a soft thud against the lumpy sofa cushions, her neck arching as she gave herself over to the overwhelming sensation. It was exquisite, a feeling so acute, so concentrated, it was almost painful. Her entire consciousness seemed to shrink, focusing down to that single, brilliant point of contact. “You know…” she gasped out, her words fractured and breathless, her fingers tangling unconsciously in Jonah’s dark, thick hair, gripping him as if he were her only anchor in a storm-tossed sea, “this isn’t a typical part of the… the design consultation.”

Kirsty laughed, a throaty, deeply sensual sound that vibrated through Mabel’s side where their bodies were now pressed together. “We like to offer a… comprehensive service.” She moved in closer, her own warm, naked body pressing lightly against Mabel’s, a comforting, solid weight, before lowering her head to Mabel’s breasts. She ran the wet, flat plane of her tongue across one pretty pink peak, laving it in warmth, teasing the nipple with gentle flicks and swirls before taking the entire aureole into her mouth. The gentle, rhythmic suction, a perfect counterpoint to the relentlessly brilliant attention of Jonah’s tongue between her legs, didn’t just double Mabel’s pleasure; it squared it, sending it spiraling into an intensity she had never known, never even imagined possible.

She was being worshipped, adored, cherished from two directions at once, the epicenter of their shared attention. It was a baptism of pure sensation. She reached down with both hands, her movements clumsy and uncoordinated with rising ecstasy, holding Kirsty’s head firmly against her breast, silently, desperately urging her on, while Jonah continued to skillfully, tirelessly, and artfully eat her pussy as if it were the most delicious feast he had ever been offered.

“Fuck…” The pleasure was coiling deep in her belly now, a tight, hot, incandescent knot of impending release that grew hotter and tighter with every lick, every suckle. The orgasm started to swirl inside of her, a gathering storm, a cyclone of pure energy growing and growing, a tidal wave of pure sensation building behind a fragile dam that was shuddering, cracking, about to burst. It was too much, too wonderful, too… everything. With a shattered, keening cry that was torn from the very depths of her soul, a sound of agony and ecstasy mingled into one, she was coming.

Her body went rigid, then shook violently from head to toe, every muscle tensing and clenching, her back arching hard off the sofa. It was a violent, all-consuming release that went on and on, wave after glorious, shuddering wave crashing through her system, washing away years of quiet desperation. Even as the peak began to subside, Kirsty and Jonah didn’t stop. Their mouths continued to work their patient, exquisite magic on her, drawing out the very last shimmering drop of pleasure, not stopping until she was finally, blessedly coming down, limp and breathless and utterly boneless, her body humming with the powerful, resonating aftershocks of a monumental release.

“Mmmph,” moaned Jonah, his voice thick and muffled with Mabel’s taste as he slowly, reluctantly, rose to his feet. He had to brace a hand on the sofa to steady himself, his own body thrumming with sympathetic vibrations. He looked down at her, dazed and flushed and exquisitely beautiful on his sofa, her fiery hair a chaotic halo around her head, her lips swollen and parted. Then he looked at his wife, who was smiling at him with an expression of pure, unadulterated delight and pride. He grinned back at her, a wide, boyish grin that transformed his face. “Best interior designer ever!”

He was magnificent. The visceral arousal from watching and then pleasuring Mabel had transformed him utterly. His cock, which had been soft and unassuming before, hanging placidly between his thighs, was now fully, commandingly erect. It jutted out from his body, thick and heavy and impossibly long, the prominent veins standing out in stark, blue relief against his tanned skin. The purple, helmet-like head was slick and glistening with a pearlescent bead of crystal-clear precum that trembled at the tip. At the sight of him, Kirsty and Mabel, moving with a shared, unspoken instinct, a sudden, primal telepathy, immediately slid off the sofa and onto the floor at his feet to worship it. There was no discussion, no hesitation, just a mutual, magnetic pull toward him.

It was Kirsty who reached out first, her delicate, long fingers wrapping around the solid, warm base of his shaft. Her thumb stroked the thick, prominent vein that ran along the top, making him hiss softly through his teeth. Then Mabel joined her, her own slightly trembling hand covering Kirsty’s, their fingers intertwining as they held him together, a shared, reverent offering. They began to lick and suck down both sides of his shaft in tandem, their hot, wet mouths creating a perfect, slick, and seamless sheath for his incredible length. They moved together with an intuitive, unpracticed grace, one taking the majestic, purple head deep into her mouth while the other licked and nibbled at the heavy, pendulous weight of his balls. All the while, their eyes were fixed on his, looking up at him, their gazes full of adoration and a ravenous hunger.

Mabel’s mind was racing the whole time, a dizzying whirlwind of disbelief and sheer, exhilarating joy. She knew, on some distant, rational level that was rapidly fading into static, that this was profoundly unprofessional. It was so fantastically, beautifully weird, a complete and total departure from every single rule she had meticulously, painstakingly lived by for her entire adult life. But she didn’t care. In the intoxicating heat of the moment, she could not summon a single shred of regret. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so desired, so powerful in her ability to give pleasure, so incredibly, vibrantly alive. She honestly couldn’t remember how long it had been since she had an orgasm like the one she’d just had. Years. Maybe a lifetime. It was like seeing in color for the very first time.

“Oh, yes,” Jonah hissed through his clenched teeth, his head thrown back against the wall, his eyes heavy-lidded and unfocused as he looked down at the breathtaking sight of the two beautiful women lavishing such devoted attention on his cock. The sight of Mabel’s fiery red hair mingling with Kirsty’s honey blonde at his groin was a fantasy so potent, he hadn’t even dared to imagine it. He felt a surge of profound, overwhelming gratitude. How in the world had he gotten so lucky? What had he done to deserve this moment of sublime perfection?

After what felt like an eternity of the two women sucking and licking every single inch of his cock, their tongues and lips working in a dizzying, perfect harmony that was bringing him right to the razor’s edge of release, Jonah’s control began to fray and splinter. A tremor ran through his powerful thighs. “Wait,” he gasped out, his voice raspy and strained with the effort of holding back. He gently, reluctantly, eased them back, his hands on their shoulders. His eyes were dark pools of lust, glittering with intent as he looked from one flushed, eager face to the other. He gave them their next instruction, his voice a low command. “Bend over the back of the couch.”

They hurried to obey, a frantic, shared eagerness for what was to come next animating their movements. They draped themselves over the lumpy floral sofa, their chests pressed against the scratchy, unwelcoming texture of the backrest, and arched their backs high, canting their hips so their asses stuck out, presented to him like two perfect, ripe, blemish-free offerings. Side-by-side, they were a study in beautiful contrasts, Kirsty’s sun-kissed tan beside Mabel’s creamy, freckled pallor. The women exchanged a quick, conspiratorial glance over their shoulders, a shared, mischievous grin lighting up both their faces before Mabel leaned in and pressed a lingering, wet, open-mouthed kiss to Kirsty’s soft lips, a silent pact of shared adventure.

“What a beautiful, beautiful sight,” sighed Jonah, his voice thick with genuine, breathless awe. He felt like a king surveying his kingdom. He dropped to his knees on the carpet behind them for a moment, his gaze drinking in the incredible view of two perfect, round asses, both exquisitely shaped, both plump and ready and waiting for him. He ran his hands over them, from the dip of their lower backs to the swell of their cheeks, savoring the soft, smooth skin, before he leaned in. He ran his tongue across each perfectly round cheek that was in front of him, tasting them both, first Kirsty, then Mabel. Kirsty shivered and moaned softly, a low hum of pure appreciation that vibrated through the sofa.

Then he slid his attention lower, parting Mabel’s still-wet, swollen folds with two fingers. He dipped his head again, tasting the aftermath of her climax. Then he moved to his wife, parting her labia. When he slid his tongue down to their pussies, he found that Kirsty was just as dripping, achingly wet as Mabel was. The discovery, the intoxicating scent and taste of his wife so thoroughly, completely turned on by their guest, made his already-straining cock twitch violently in his hand.

Jonah couldn’t stand it another second. The waiting was an agony of pleasure. He rose to his full, towering height, took his hard, slick cock in his hands, and with a low, possessive growl that rumbled in his chest, he positioned himself behind his wife and slipped it deep into her pussy from behind.

Kirsty let out a loud, primal moan as he filled her completely, the sound echoing in the quiet room, sharp and unrestrained. She tossed her head back, her blonde hair flying through the air like a silken whip. “Oh, Jonah!”

He pounded in and out of her familiar, welcoming wetness for a few blissful moments, establishing a hard, driving, relentless rhythm that made the whole sofa shake. He drove into her until she was panting his name, her body bucking back against him with each powerful thrust. Then, just as she was nearing her peak, he pulled out with a slick, resonant pop and, in one smooth, seamless motion, switched to Mabel’s pussy.

She cried out the instant he pressed inside of her, a sharp, surprised sound that was a mixture of pure pleasure and a little bit of shock. He was bigger—impossibly, gloriously bigger—than she could have imagined from just seeing him or taking him in her mouth. He stretched her, filled her in a way that felt both overwhelming and, on a deep, primal level, incredibly, fundamentally right. “Fuck, that feels so good,” whimpered Mabel, the words torn from her, her voice raw with a desperate, burgeoning need that was already building again deep inside her. Beside her, pressed shoulder-to-shoulder, Kirsty giggled, a breathy, happy sound of pure, unadulterated pride in her husband’s prowess and delight in Mabel’s obvious pleasure.

They stayed like that for what felt like a timeless, blissful eternity, suspended in a reality made only of skin and sound and sensation, with Jonah switching back and forth between their two exquisitely wet, hungry pussies. He was an artist, a master, a seasoned maestro, playing their bodies like perfectly tuned instruments. He’d thrust into Kirsty until she was breathless and sobbing his name, her body trembling on the very verge of orgasm, her fingers digging into the floral upholstery. Then, with an almost cruel precision, he would slide out of her and into Mabel until her knuckles were white from gripping the sofa fabric and her own desperate pleas were echoing in the room. He created a symphony of moans and gasps and the steady, wet, percussive slap of his flesh against theirs, a song of pure, uninhibited lust.

It was Kirsty, on the teetering, razor-thin edge of her own climax, who decided she wanted a change to finish things off. “Here,” she panted, her words coming in short, sharp bursts as she pushed herself up from the sofa, her arms trembling with the effort. She turned to Mabel, her blue eyes bright and wild with arousal, her face flushed. “Lie down. On the floor.”

Mabel obeyed without a single question, her body a humming, pliant instrument of pleasure and anticipation, eager to follow any command. She lay back on the god-awful orange carpet, the rough synthetic fibers tickling her skin, her head cushioned by her own discarded silk blouse. She spread her legs wide, an open, shameless invitation for Jonah. As he knelt between her thighs, his magnificent cock poised and glistening, ready to enter her again, Kirsty crawled on top of Mabel’s face and lowered her wet, swollen pussy down onto the interior designer’s waiting mouth. Jonah watched for a beat, his breath catching in his throat at the sight of the two women arranged so beautifully for his pleasure, before he continued, thrusting deep in and out of Mabel’s pussy, his powerful strokes rocking her whole body, while Kirsty settled comfortably onto her face.

Kirsty felt a long, delicious shiver run over her entire body as Mabel’s tongue met her clit. The redhead, it turned out, knew exactly what she was doing. Her tongue pressed skillfully against Kirsty’s most sensitive spot, circling and flicking with an expert, hypnotic rhythm that immediately sent shocks of pleasure through her.

“Oh, just like that,” Kirsty gasped, her voice breathless and tight with oncoming pleasure. She began to grind her pussy over Mabel’s mouth, controlling the pressure, the angle, chasing the spiraling feeling that was building in her core. From Mabel’s vantage point, the entire world had gloriously, beautifully shrunk to the expanding universe of Kirsty’s slick, pink folds, her salty-sweet taste, and the incredible sight of Jonah’s powerful body working above her. Her bright red hair was spread out around her head like a halo of fire against the ugly, lurid orange carpet, a splash of vibrant life against the drab decor.

Jonah, for his part, was giving Mabel everything he had. Her pussy enveloped his cock like a hot, wet, velvet glove, gripping him tightly, exquisitely, unbelievably sensitive. He plunged into her again and again, deeper each time, trying to touch her cervix with every stroke, her pussy squelching audibly with each relentless, punishing thrust. The combined sensations, the warm, living weight of Kirsty above her, the musky, salty-sweet taste of her on her tongue, the incredible, stretching feel of Jonah filling her to the hilt, was pushing Mabel toward another, even bigger, even more earth-shattering orgasm.

When Kirsty came, it was with a wild, guttural cry that seemed to be torn from her very core. She sat down hard on Mabel’s face, completely smothering her as she ground back and forth, her hips bucking uncontrollably, her body seized by violent, exquisite spasms that shook them both. Mabel’s eyes were wide as they stared up past the blonde on top of her, watching the water-stained ceiling swim in and out of focus. Kirsty’s mouth was wide open as a series of loud, unrestrained, animalistic groans escaped her lips, sounds of pure, liberated pleasure. It was the hottest, most beautifully uninhibited sound Mabel had ever heard, and hearing it, feeling it, only made her own pussy clench violently around Jonah’s cock, milking him, driving him closer and closer to his own edge.

No sooner had Kirsty’s shudders subsided and she’d slid weakly off of Mabel’s face, gasping for air and collapsing onto the carpet beside her, than Mabel was coming again. Her back arched sharply away from the floor as her second orgasm, a shattering, soul-deep convulsion, shook through her from the tips of her toes to the roots of her fiery hair. The sight of it, her flushed skin and clenched, ecstatic features and the silent scream on her lips, was the final, decisive push Jonah needed. He was so close, unbearably close, his own release a roaring inferno in his veins, a tidal wave about to crash.

Kirsty, recovering with astonishing speed, saw the look of impending release on his face. With a new burst of manic energy, she pulled Mabel onto the ground next to her, arranging them both on their backs, side-by-side. The two women, slick with sweat and pleasure, stuck out their tongues in a silent, eager, and perfectly synchronized invitation. It only took a couple more hard, deep thrusts into the air before his cum shot out from his cock in thick, heavy, pulsing ropes, splashing out onto each woman’s upturned, waiting face.

It landed warm and salty on their noses and on their lips, a surprisingly gentle rain. Hot cum splattered onto their tongues, and both Kirsty and Mabel smiled as it happened, their eyes meeting in a shared, sticky, triumphant grin.

“Holy shit!” Jonah groaned, his whole body shuddering violently as the last few drops pulsed from him. His knees gave out, and he collapsed onto the carpet beside them, a boneless, exhausted heap of muscle, breathing heavily, his broad chest heaving. He blinked, his eyes widening in dazed disbelief at the incredible sight of the two women’s dripping, smiling faces. After a moment, he pushed himself shakily to his feet and stumbled to the kitchen, returning a moment later with two damp, warm towels. He knelt on the floor and gently, tenderly, helped to clean off Mabel and Kirsty before pulling them both onto the lumpy sofa with him, one tucked snugly under each strong arm.

The three of them lay there for several long minutes, a tangled, cooling jumble of limbs, not talking. The only sounds in the room were their breathing, gradually returning to a normal, even rhythm, and the faint, unobtrusive hum of the air conditioner kicking on again. The scent of sex, musky and sweet and utterly, beautifully human, hung heavy and rich in the air, a thick, invisible blanket over everything. It was the scent of life, of connection, of shared joy.

Finally, after the peaceful silence had stretched and deepened, Mabel was the first one to sit up. She ran her fingers through her sweat-dampened hair, pushing the wild curls back from her face with a sigh of deep, bone-weary contentment. She looked at the naked couple, who were watching her with soft, sleepy, utterly satisfied smiles, and a genuine, unforced smile of her own, the first one in months, maybe years, spread across her face, reaching all the way to her eyes.

“So,” she said, her voice still a little husky and raw from her cries of pleasure. “Do you want to go over my plans for this appalling carpet now? Or… should we do that later?”

All three of them broke out into a fit of helpless, happy, liberating laughter. It bubbled up from deep inside them, a sound of pure, unadulterated joy that filled the ugly room and made it, for the first time, feel truly beautiful.
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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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Lavender Seductions
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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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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.
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Frost & Flame Holidays
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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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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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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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